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THE BURGOMASTER’S DAUGHTER. 

BY WILLIAM H. G. KINGSTON. 

0-05.92 0.0——ame 

CHAPTER I. 

CAVALIER, habited in a light suit of 
armour, with breast-plate and back-piece, 
a velvet cap and a waving plume on his 

—_ssaa head, with a jewel-hilted sword by his side, 
suspended by a rich scarf, was riding through the 
streets of the ancient city of Antwerp. He was 
followed by two stout men-at-arms, carrying sword, 
and lance, and heavy pistols in their holsters. The 
cavalier was young and handsome; the light moustache 
on nis lip, and his beardless chin, showed that he 
had only just entered manhood. His bearing, how- 
ever, was bold and free, and a fire burned in his bright 
blue eye as he gazed around, which showed that he 
was capable of daring and noble deeds. 

The sun was already sinking low, as was seen by 
the deep shadows cast even across the wider places of 
the city through which he rode. He was approaching 
a handsome house, from the open windows of which ~ 
sounds of revelry proceeded. As he drew near, 
the heads of several persons were protruded. One, 
especially, who had a wine-cup in his hand, which 
he quaffed off catching sight of him, exclaimed— 

“What! Do my eyes deceive me? Marnix of  
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Tholouse! You in Antwerp? Stay! stay! I pray 
thee! Stay! I command thee. Come in hither and 
drain a cup to our noble cause.” 

The young cavalier at these words drew rein and 
looked up at the window. The speaker, however, 
to enforce his arguments, had already quitted it; and 
while Marnix was gazing up, wondering what had 
become of him, he found his horse’s head seized by 
the former, who had at that moment issued from the 
portal. 

“IT rejoice to see you, my friend,” exclaimed 
the gentleman who had just come out of the house ; 
“TI thought you were still at college, going over the 
dry tomes of the schoolmen, which I could never 
abide. Come in, I say ; there are many friends who 
will greet you, and you can tell us at the same moment 
the cause of your appearance in this city.” 

“Nay, Count Brederode, but that may not be 
altogether what I desire to do,” answered the young 
cavalier. ‘TI have an engagement, too, which I wish 
to keep, and already the evening is drawing to a 
close, and it is time that I should be at my hostelry. 
However, I will tell you that I left college because I 
consider that at the present time, those who love 
their country ought to be preparing to use their swords 
rather than their books and pens.” 

“A noble sentiment, and worthy of you, Marnix,” 
answered Count Brederode. 

The last speaker was a man considerably more 
advanced in life than Marnix of Thoulouse. Hard 
living had already marked its lines on his countenance, 
which was even now heated by the wine-cup. His 
figure was tall and commanding, while a bold reckless 
air and a loud hearty voice were the chief charac. 
teristics of the man.
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“Nay, I would not detain you many minutes,” he 
continued, still holding Thoulouse’s bridle. “ Come but 
for an instant and show yourself among our friends. 
Quali but one cup, it will clear your brain rather than 
confuse it, and then go your way and perform your 
engagement. ‘To-morrow I hope to see you here; 
we have matters of importance to discuss, and your 
clear head and unbiassed opinion will be of value.” 

The young cavalier, won over by the flatteries and 
pressing invitation of his friend, called to one of his 
attendants to take his horse, and, led by Count 
Brederode, entered the house. He found himself 
in another minute at the entrance of a banqueting 
hall, in which a number of gaily-dressed cavaliers were 
seated at along table, with wine-flasks and cups and a 
dessert of numerous rich fruits placed before them. 

«Welcome, Marnix of Thoulouse ! welcome !” cried 
several, rising from their seats and warmly shaking 
him by the hand. “ You have come to join us, as 
your gallant brother has already done. We wish he 
were here to welcome you also. We want more of 

the young and noble blood of the land, since so many 
of the older ones stand aloof, or look coldly at the 
cause of liberty.” 

© Priends,” said the young nobleman, “I am ready 

to devote my sword, my heart, my very life’s blood to 

the cause of my country! Though I do not remain 

with you now, it is from no want of heartfelt sym- 

pathy. J am one with you in any gallant work which 

can tend to set our country free from the thraldom 

which oppresses it.” 
“Well said ! a noble sentiment!” exclaimed several 

of the guests. “ We drink to your health, brave 

Marnix.” The cups were filled, and the guests 

rising, emptied them as they spoke.
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Young Marnix took a golden eup which Count 
Brederode handed him, and holding it up answered, 
“I thank you, gallant seniors, for the honour you do 
me. Life is sweet, but yet I once more gay, that life 
I will willingly sacrifice for the good of my country ! 
Again I thank you from my heart.” Saying this, he 
put the cup to his lips and drained it slowly, re- 
placing it on the table. His attitude was graceful 
and gallant. “I now bid you farewell,” he added, 
bowing as he spoke, and in spite of the appeals of the 
count that he would stop and quaff another cup, he 
retired from the room, and, remounting his horse, 
continued his way through the city. 

The period of which we are speaking, was the year 
1565. Philip of Spain, at one time husband of Queen 
Mary of England, ruled over not only Spain, but the 
Netherlands and Low Countries; his sister, Margaret 
of Parma, acting as Regent for him in the Netherlands. 
Protestant principles had made great progress through- 
out the latter part of King Philip’s dominions, and he 
had come to the resolution of stamping them out by 
sword and fire, and every means in his power. The 
means he took were not such as to win the hearts of 
his people, or indeed to gain his object. One of those 
means was the establishment of the Inquisition, the 
directors of which had power to seize any man, 
woman, or child in the country, and to consign them, 
with a mere mockery of trial, to death, either at the 
stake, by drowning, or strangulation. These and other | 
acts of the most cruel tyranny, had at length aroused 
the spirits of a large portion of the population of all 
degrees, Although a few of the greater nobles with 
their followers still remained loyal to the king, a con- 
siderable number of the lesser nobles, soon after this, 
formed a League, by which they had bound themselves
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to sacrifice their properties and their lives, in an 
attempt to restore liberty to their country. The docu- 
ment which the members of the League had signed, 
was known as the Compromise. They had, however, 
taken the name of the Beggars, in consequence of a 
remark made by a certain Count Berlaymont to the 
Regent, when the Compromise was first presented, 
“Is it possible that your Highness can entertain 
fears of these Beggars, or Gueux?” He spoke thus 
contemptuously of the confederates, because many 
of them were the younger sons of noble families, and 
others were men who were already nearly ruined by 
extravagance. ‘I'he circumstances we are now describ- 
ing, however, somewhat preceded that notable event. 

Marnix hastened his pace—almost unconsciously— 
his eye brightening, and a look of eagerness coming 
over his countenance, as headvanced. Before him, on 
one side of the Mere—a broad street in the centre of 
the city—was a richly-ornamented house, at the deep 
portal of which stood an armed man with halberd on 
his shoulder, his buff coat showing that he was one of 
the burgher-guard. 

Marnix of Thoulouse drew up before the door, and 
one of his attendants immediately riding up to his side, 
he dismounted, “Go to the ‘Red Lion,’” he said, 
“and order an apartment for me. I will sleep there 
to-night, and should my brother or any other friend 
come for me, say that I expect to be at the hostelry at 
nine o’clock.” 

  

CHAPTER ILI. 

“Wao seek you here?” said the sturdy burgher-guard, 
placing his halberd across the entrance.
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“The Burgomaster, Antony Van _ Straalen,” 
answered Marnix. 

“He is from home, and will not be back this 
evening,” said the man-at-arms. 

Marnix hesitated. 
“I would pay my respects to his daughter, then, 

the Lady Julie,” he said, and his voice trembled some- _ 
what as he pronounced the name. - 

The guard eyed him from head to foot. | 
“YT will call the Major-domo then,” he said; “I 

can let no one pass without his permission when the 
Burgomaster is from home.” | 

The soldier rang a bell, which was answered by 
a portly-looking personage, the usual porter of the 
house. His eye brightened as he caught sight of 
the young nobleman. 

“Ts the Lady Julie in?” asked Marnix. 
‘“ Ay, she is, for she seldom goes abroad,” answered 

the porter; “I will call Master Cornelius. I do not 
think he will refuse you admittance, although we are 
obliged to be very particular at these times. We know 
not what 1s going to happen. Reports of all sorts are 
flying about, as thick as snow in December.” 

“Well, my good friend Peter,” said Marnix, 
“hasten, I pray thee, and get the required permission.” 

The old porter toddled away as fast as his some- 
what bulky lees could carry him, and meantime Marnix 
paced impatiently up and down the hall. He was 
rewarded, however, at length, by the appearance of 
Master Cornelius, who, though not quite as stout as 
Peter, was still of bulky proportions. The Major-domo 
beckoned him upstairs through the door which Peter 
had thrown open. 

‘The young man sprang up the steps with a rapidity 
which soon left the old steward behind. He appeared
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to require no guide indeed. He took his way along 
a& passage, at the end of which was an open door, 
through which he passed into a handsome apartment 
hung with rich damask. Vases of flowers stood on 
the marble tables at the side between the silk-covered 
seats which surrounded the room. At the further end 
appeared a lady, tall and graceful, young, and fair as 
any youth might wish to look on. Her light auburn 
hair escaped in ringlets from beneath the golden band 
which surrounded her head, while her costume was of 
the richest and most elegant description. She had 
risen from her seat as the footsteps of the young noble- 
man had been heard on the stair, and she now advanced 
across the room holding out her hands to meet him. 
There was no coyness nor timidity in her manner ; 
indeed, had any spectator been present, it would have 
been seen that a thorough understanding existed already 
between the youth and the maiden. It would have 
been difficult indeed to have found a couple of more 
attractive personal appearance, or more suited to each 
other. The Lady Julie was probably a year or two 
younger than Marnix, but had already attained the 
perfection of womanhood—in his eyes, at all events 
--and those eyes kept looking into hers with an 

expression which showed his devoted love and admira- 
ion. 

Thus they sat for some time, talking of matters of 

deep interest to themselves, whatever the world at large 
vight have thought of them. 

“The Burgomaster is as kind as he is generous 
and noble,” said Marnix. “ He will not, on account 

of the troubles which have overtaken our country, 

object to our marriage at the time we had hoped. 

You will plead for me, will you not, Julie? The 

feeling that. I have you to fight for, and the right to
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protect you, will nerve my arm and give wisdom to my 
mind, should I be called to join the counsels of the 
patriots.” 

“Yes, I will plead,” answered Julie; “ for truly, so 
occupied in the affairs of State is my father, that he has 
but little time for my society ; and I will tell him that 
he will find far more assistance from a son, than a 
daughter can hope to afford.” 

It had been proposed that the marriage of the 
young people should take place a short time from the 
period of which we are speaking ; but the Burgomaster 
had of late shown an anxiety to put it off, on the plea 
that the state of the country was not suitable for 
marrying and giving in marriage. It had not, indeed, 
hitherto been made known, except to the immediate 
relations of the family. 

The kind-hearted Burgomaster was not likely, 
however, his daughter well knew, to resist her 
appeals, though he would rather have selected for 
her, if not a more wealthy, an older and more 
experienced husband than the young Marnix of 
Thoulouse. Still, the gallant bearing, the generosity, 
and intelligence of the young nobleman, had won upon 
his affections, and already he had begun to regard him 
as his son. The young people, therefore, parted in the 
evening without any serious apprehension that their — 
marriage would be deferred. 

On reaching the ‘ Red Lion,” Marnix found his 
brother, Philip of St. Aldegonde, a man considerably 
older than himself, and one of the most accomplished 
persons of his age. He had already gained renown ag 
a poet of much imagination, and as a prose writer 
whose style was unsurpassed by any of his contem- 
poraries. ‘Trained to arms from his earliest youth, he
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was an accomplished soldier, and at the same time 
an ardent patriot. 

* Congratulate me, my dear brother,” said Marnix, 
as he greeted him. “My happiness will soon be 
secured, and with Julie mine, I feel capable of en- 
countering all the foes of our country.” 

The elder brother smiled at the enthusiasm of the 
younger. 

“I rejoice with you,” he said, “ but—— ”’ 
“Nay, but have no buts, brother,” said Marnix; 

“it is an expression I would were banished from the 
language of mortals. Shall you be at the meeting 
to-morrow with Brederode ? ” 

“Yes; but I would advise you, Marnix, to avoid 
associating too closely with that man. He is honest, I - 
grant you, but he has no judgment, and he is more 
likely to lead others into useless danger and difficulty, 
than to advance the cause he so loudly advocates.” 

“ But I thought, my dear brother, that you your- 
self were closely united with him. He surely is one of 
the most conspicuous supporters of the Compromise, 
which you yourself are said to have drawn up.” 

“Yes, because we are not in a position to decline 
the services of even so boisterous a supporter,” said 
Philip ; “but I would warn you rather to avoid any 
private enterprise he may propose. Of the great public 
object we all advocate, there is no doubt.” 

The young Marnix promised to be cautious. It 
would have been well-for him had he been so. 

The next morning the two brothers attended a 
meeting of the confederates at the house where Count 
Brederode had taken up his abode during his residence 
at Antwerp. 

Marnix waited impatiently till it was over, that he 
might repair to the house of the Burgomaster. He
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entered without being announced, as the servants had 
had the acuteness to discover that he was a welcome 
guest. He was met, however, on the top of the stair by 
Master Cornelius—the steward—whose countenance 
wore a look of embarrassment. 

“There is a cavalier here,” he said, ‘a Spaniard 
by his appearance, and his name—Don Alberic Lodron. 
He is even now in the presence of the Lady Julie, and 
our lord the Burgomaster. What is object is, I do 
not know for a certainty, but I have been told that he 
has watched the Lady Julie on several occasions when 
she has ridden out, and cast looks of deep admiration 
at her. He has come to the house more than once 
without being admitted; and I know not why, but I 
fear that something unpleasant may occur. I know 
what these Spaniards are—very fierce and revengeful 
if their wishes are opposed, and I tell you it is through 
affection and respect for you, my dear young master, 
that you may be prepared.” Much more to the same 
effect the old steward uttered, till, indeed, he some- 
what tried the temper of Marnix. 

“Fear not for me, nor for your young mistress,” 
answered the young nobleman. “I care little what 
the audacious Spaniard may threaten or do. I beg 
that you will announce me, that | may meet him face 
to face.” 

Somewhat unwillingly, therefore, the steward led 
che way into the reception hall, where, on a high- 
backed, richly-carved chair, sat Julie, the picture of 
modest reserve. On one side sat her father—a digni- 
fied, portly man of middle age, his handsome counte- 
nance indicative of benignity and intelligence; while 
on the other, holding his feathered beaver in his hand, 
was a handsomely-dressed cavalier, who was at this 
moment earnestly addressing the young lady. Her
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eye brightened as she saw Marnix, and rising from 
her seat, she advanced almost involuntarily towards 
him. Then beckoning him to a chair near that of her 
father, she returned to her seat. The Spaniard cast an 
inquisitive and somewhat angry glance at the young 
people. 

‘Your brother, I presume?” said the Spaniard, in 
a tone which sounded particularly impertinent in 
Julie’s ear. 

“No, but a friend I esteem, Don Alberic,”? 
answered the young lady, somewhat scornfully. 

“Don Alberic has come to invite my daughter and 
me to a tournament, which is to take place at Brussels 
in a few days, in honour of the marriage of the Prince 
Alexander and Donna Maria of Portugal; but I know 
not whether she is disposed to go. For myself, my 
duties are so onerous, that in spite of the honour done 
me by the invitation, it may be difficult for me to 
accept it.” 

- “But surely the young lady, with so gallant a 
cavalier as the gentleman I see before me to attend on 
her, will be able to come,’”’ said the Spaniard, bowing 
towards the Lady Julie. 

“We are not ungrateful for your courtesy, Don 
Alberic,” said the young lady, “and as I have never 
seen such a spectacle, I may possibly, with the attend- 
ant you propose, be able to be present.” 

Don Alberic cast an inquiring glance towards the 
Lady Julie, as if he could not clearly understand the 
meaning of her remark. He, however, was too much 
a man of the world, not to be aware that it was 
time for him to bring his visit to a close. Rising, 
therefore, and making numerous bows, he began to 
retire along the room towards the door, followed by 
the Burgomaster, who in courtesy attended him to the
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foot of the stairs. The young people laughed heartily 

at the way the Spaniard had been mystified. They 

were little thinking of the evil feelings which had 
been aroused in his heart. 

“Tt will be truly, Marnix, a pleasant excursion 

to see this grand tournament. Will you take me 

there?” said Julie. 
‘ Marnix promised to do so, for it was to occur some 

short time after their proposed marriage; and now, as 
young people are apt to do, they looked forward with 

eagerness to that happy event. 

CHAPTER III. 

Tue marriage of Marnix of Thoulouse and the fair 
daughter of the Burgomaster of Antwerp took place, 
according to the Lutheran form, in the house of the 

bride’s father. Julie was always lovely; she looked 

more lovely still; and though her bridesmaids were 

among the fairest of the fair daughters of the 

principal inhabitants of Antwerp, none equalled her 
in beauty. 

The gallant young noble looked forward to a 
life of unalloyed happiness in the company of his 

beautiful bride. Happy it is for man that he does 
not know what is in store for him. Marnix thought 
not at the moment of the troubled state of the country, 

nor that he himself was pledged to draw his sword in 

its defence, and that when the sword is drawn, no 

man can tell in whose bosom it may be sheathed. 

The Burgomaster, on second thoughts, had resolved 
to attend the tournament, knowing that on account of 

his religious principles his loyalty might be suspected,



THE BURGOMASTER’S DAUGHTER. 17 

and wishing, therefore, to show all due respect to tho 
family of his sovereign. 

Three days before the tournament, the Burgo- © 
master, accompanied by his daughter and son-in-law, 
with several attendants, all handsomely attired, as 
became his position as chief magistrate of the important 
city of Antwerp, set out for Brussels. 

Brussels was then, as now, a fine city, containing 
many magnificent palaces, and surrounded by forests 
full of game. : ) | 

The lists were formed in the great market-place 
of the city; here all the principal persons then in 
the Netherlands were present. Nothing could exceed 
the magnificence of the arrangements. Seats covered 
with damask formed a vast amphitheatre, while the 
banners of the various knights and their retainers 
were planted on either side. At one end, marked by 
the richness of the banners. the judges of the jousts 
took their seats. They w »the Duke of Parma, the 
Duke of Aershot, and Cc.mt Eemont. In their midst 
sat the lady of the lists, from whose fair hands the 
winners of prizes were to receive their rewards. 

Where there were so many great and noble people, 
the Burgomaster of Antwerp and his family took but 
a comparatively humble place, yet it was sufficiently 
conspicuous to be seen from the lists, the Lady Julie 
being seated between her husband and father. From 
the richness and fashion of her dress it might have 
been suspected that she was married, although her 

- wedding had been so quiet that the event might pro. 
bably not have been known in Brussels. Spectators 
were thronging to their seats through the various en- 
trances, while every window, and every spot whence a 
view could be obtained from the surrounding houses, 
were crowded with eager gazers. Now the trumpets 

B
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sounded, and the knights, in gorgeous armour, rode 
into the lists. Among the most conspicuous was the 
Count Louis of Nassau, the brother of the Prince 
of Orange. Though of slight figure, and somewhat 
small of stature, he bore himself with grace and 
elegance on horseback, having complete command 
over his steed. Count Bossu appeared in a dark suit 
of armour; stout of limb, and with fine proportions, 
he appeared well able to do battle in the lists. Then, 
too, came Philip de Lannoy, Seigneur de Beauvoir, 
the commander of the Duchess’s body-guard in 
Brussels. He had already gained renown in arms, 
and was a champion few but the most dextrous would 
have wished to encounter. Count Mansfield rode 
into the lists accompanied by his son Charles, acknow- 
ledged among his compeers as one of the most 
expert knights in the use of lance and sword. 

There were Spanish as well.as Flemish knights. 
Among the most gallant m appearance was Don 
Alberic Lodron, accompanied by his friend, Don 
Sancho de Lodrono; indeed, on this occasion, men 
of very opposite parties assembled to encounter each 
other, some, perhaps, anxious to meet on a more 
bloody and desperate field, in the work of real 
warfare. The Seleneur de Beauvoir made the most 
splendid appearance, with his jewelled armour and his 
attendant squires. 

Now the trumpets sounded, and Count Mansfield 
and his son challenged one and all who might choos 
to engage in the mimic combat. Two knights 
answered the challenge. Again the trumpets sounded, 
and both the parties dashing forward the Count and 
his son unhorsed their opponents. Among the Spanish 
knights, Don Alberic Lodron bore himself g allantly, 

Hach knight was desirous to select ® lady, for
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the superiority of whose charms he was ready to do 
battle. As the knights were seen riding round the lists, 
gizing up towards the fair ones who were witnesses 
or their gallantry and hardihood, Don Alberic drew 
up his horse in front of the seats occupied by the 
Burgomaster and his family. Bowing low, the Spanish 
knight presented her with a bouquet, expecting in 
return to receive her glove that he might fasten 
ij in his helmet. She declined, however, taking: it 
off, acknowledging his salutation only with a formal 
bow. 

Anger and annoyance were depicted on his coun- 
tenanco—the visors of the knights were raised for the 
occasion, it should be said. Waiting for a moment, 
as if to ascertain that ho was not mistaken, he spurred 
on his charger, and continued his course round the 
lists. 

The single combats having been brought to a con- 
clusion, Count Charles of Mansfield being declared the 
most successful, Count Louis of Nassau and Count 
Bossu being but little behind him, preparations were 
mace fora general combat, in which all the knights 
were to arrange themselves in two parties, under 
respective leaders. More than once during the fights 
Marnix had with difficulty kept his seat. 

“T would that I were among those gallant gentle- 
men,” he could not help exclaiming; “and yet, after all, 
it is but a mimic fight, and except to gain experience, 
it may be folly to exhaust one’s strength when it may 
be required for the real work of war.” 

Julie smiled on her husband, “Tam afraid that I 
am the cause of your being a spectator instead of an 
actor on the scene,’ she said, 

‘ No, no, indecd,” he answered; “TI have had bub 
little practice in such work, and I fear, Julie, you
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would not have cause to be proud of the prowess of 
your true knight. Iam happier far by thy side; still, 
I own I should like to have broken a lance with that 
haughty Spaniard who seemed so indignant just now 
that you would not honour him by selecting him as 
your true knight.” | 

While they were speaking, the trumpets again 
sounded, and the two parties of knights, each consist- 
ing of about thirty, one led by Louis of Nassau, the 
other by Count Bossu, drew up on opposite sides. The 
Seigneur de Beauvoir and Don Alberic had arranged 
themselves under the banner of the Count of Bossu, 
while Count Charles of Mansfield supported his friend 
Count Louis of Nassau. Once more the trumpets 
sounded, and the knights met in the centre of the 
lists with a shock which made the very ground shake, 
and amid clouds of dust caused by the horses’ hoofs, 
they were seen struggling desperately ; some unhorsed, 
lay on the ground, others with spears broken were 
waving their swords, which rung against the shields of 
their opponents. The most conspicuous for his activity 
was the gallant Count Louis of Nassau. His spear 
had been broken in unhorsing his first opponent, and 
now he was wheeling in and out, and dashing here and 
there like a meteor, dealing blows which hurled many 
of the opposite party to the ground. As blunt weapons 
only had been used, and the swords were pointless, no 
desperate wounds had been inflicted, although many of 
the knights were more or less bruised or otherwise hurt 
by their overthrow. 

The young bride was thankful when the sports 
cametoan end. They were, in truth, notin accordance 
with her taste. She had not expected to sce so serious 
a struggle as was taking place. The exhibition, 
indeed, brilliant and exciting as it was, was too much
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like a svene of real warfare to afford pleasure to a 
sensitive mind. The combats, however, were very 
different to those of former years, when sharp swords 
and pointed lances were used, and many a knight lost 
his life in the strugele. 

A grand supper was given by the city of Brussels 
in the Hotel de Ville on that evening, in honour of the 
royal marriage, when the prizes gained at the tourna- 
ment were bestowed on the successful knights. The 
Burgomaster and his family were of course among the 
guests. Nothing could exceed its magnificence, but 
amid all the apparent hilarity, many hearts ached 
when thoughts of the unhappy state of the country 
would unbidden arise. 

CHAPTER IY, 

Next morning, the Burgomaster, accompanied by 
Marnix and Julie, returned to Antwerp. They had 
proceeded some distance on their way, when the 
sound of horses’ hoofs were heard behind them, and 
a party of cavaliers was seen coming along the road. 
Ihe travellers drew up a little way on one side, to 
allow the more active-moving cavaliers to pass, when 
aloud, hearty voice proceeded from one of them :— 

“What! Marnix! Is it true, then, that you have 
become a Knight of St. Benedict? Introduce me, I 
pray, to your fair lady, and to her honoured father, 
who, I conclude, I see before me.” 

It was Count Brederode who spoke. Marnix went 
through the usual ceremony, the companions of the 
Count at the same time doffine their plumed beavers 
in token of respect.
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“You are indeed a fortunate fellow,” said Brede- 
rode, as he rode up alongside Marnix, in a voice 
sufficiently loud, however, for Julie to hear. “ You 
will, L fear, be less inclined than before to join the 
ranks of the patriots.” 
. “Qn the contrary, I have more to fight for,” 
answered Marnix. ‘lam loyal toa right cause, and 
hope that nothing will seduce me from it.” 

Probably the Burgomaster would have been glad 
to be rid of his new companion, but without disconr- 
tesy he could not either drop behind and bee them to 
proceed at a faster pace, or avoid them altogether. 
Thus, towards evening, the whole party rode into 
Antwerp, and the intimacy of the Burgomaster with 
the plotting, boisterous Count Brederode was remarked 
by many. Jt was indeed an anxious time for Antony 
Van Straalen. He knew well all that was taking place 
in the country, and felt very sure that ere long there 
would be afearful outbreak. 

The young couple, however, for a short time en- 
joyed unmitigated happiness. They were well aware 
that disturbances were likely to break out, but, with 
the sanguine temperament of youth, they hoped that 
the clouds would quickly be dispersed, and the sun 
shine forth again on their native land. ‘Thus, when- 

ever they spoke of the future, they allowed their fecl- 
ings to colour it with bright and beautiful tints. Stall, 
to thoughtful minds, the present was truly dark and 
depressing. T'o worship God according to the dictates 
of conscience is one of the chief rights of man. Of that 
right Philip had been using every effort to deprive 
his subjects inthe Netherlands. The fearful Inquisi- 
tion, as has been said, had been established throughout 
the country, and, though occasionally its ministers
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seemed to relax in their labours, every lull was stro 
to be followed by a still fiercer persecution. 

Prohibited from worshipping in the churches, the 
people had sought the fields and open country, where 
they might hear the preachers whose opinions they 
followed, and where they might praise God and pray 
as they were disposed. At those meetings, which 
many thousands of persons attended, most of the men 
were armed, to defend themselves against any attacks 
of the officers of government. Even in the very 
neighbourhood of Antwerp these camp gatherings were 
held, when preachers of great power and ability ad- 
dressed them. ‘To these mectings, Marnix, on several 
occasions, took his bride, and they tended not a little 
to increase his enthusiasm, and to inspire her with the 
same love of the truth and hatred of tyranny which 
animated his bosom. 

At length an event occurred at Antwerp which 
was sure to draw down upon the inhabitants the 
fury of the ruling powers. ‘The mob arose, and 
breaking ito the churches, a small body of the 
most determined attacked the images and ornaments 
with which they were crowded, breaking them in 
pieces, or utterly defacing them. Meantime the 
League was gaining strength and numbers, and the 
whole country seemed ready to rise in arms in defence 
of its hberties. The Prince of Orange had for long 
been watching with a calm and sagacious eye the 
current of events. No more true patriot existed in 
the country, but it had appeared to him that the time 
of action had not yet arrived. There was indignation 
and excitement enough, but union was wanting among 
the people, and their oppressors were powerful. ‘This 
the latter soon showed by recommencing the system 

of persecution. Once more, men, women. and even
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children, were dragged from their homes, and, being 

accused of heresy, were put to death by the authori- 

ties of the Inquisition in the most cruel manner. The 

preachers had to fly the country or to go into hiding. 
Vast numbers of persons who could manage to escape, 

left their native shores and went to England. The 

‘larger proportion were manufacturers and artisans, 

who took their talents and their arts to the country 

which gave them an asylum, and there established 

those manufactures which have contributed so much 

to make England great, powerful, and free. There 

were weavers in linen, in wool, and silk, paper manu- 

facturers, workers in iron and all sorts of metals, who 

not only practised the trade themselves, but instructed 
the English in their own arts; so that not only were 

the articles which England required produced in the 

country, but she was able to supply foreign nations, 

which had hitherto been furnished with those manu- 

factures from the Netherlands. ‘The Prince of Orange 
already began to see that the time was fast approach. 

ing when, if he would save his country from utter 
destruction, he must draw the sword in its defence. 

Other less cautious, or more enthusiastic persons, 

began to take up arms. Among the foremost was 
Count Brederode. The larger part of the population 

of Antwerp was in a state of violent commotion, and the 
Regent, fearful of a general outbreak, had entreated 

the Prince of Orange to go to the city and endeavour to 
quell it. Count Brederode had been scouring the neigh- 
bouring country to collect an army, eager to be the 
first in the field to oppose the Imperial forces. Already 

he had assembled some thousand men, but they had 
to be disciplined, and arms and ammunition were to be 
collected. Their immediate object was to march to 

the relief of the town of Valenciennes, ‘That city,
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pleasantly situated in a fertile valley, with the Scheldt 
Howing through its centre, near the border of France, 
was surrounded with strong fortifications and deep 
moats. Here Guido de Bray, and Peregrine de la 
Grange, two celebrated preachers, had been the means 
of bringing the larger part of the population to the 
Protestant faith. The government had insisted on 
their receiving a garrison, which the inhabitants had 
refused doing. It was therefore invested by an army 
under Count Hemont and the Duke of Aershot, who 
threatened utter destruction to the inhabitants for 
their rebellion and heresy. Marnix of Thoulouse had 
been longing to take a part in the struggle which was 
about to commence. Again Count Brederode made 
his appearance at Antwerp. Julic herself had become 
as enthusiastic as her young husband. ‘The cruelties 
daily perpetrated on her countrymen had filled her 
gentle breast with indignation. | 

“T must attend a meeting to-night at Count Bre- 
derode’s residence,” said Marnix to her; “and, Julie, 
if [ am called upon to draw the sword, I can no longer 
refuse. You would not wish me to do so, even though 
I must thus be parted from you.” 

“Go, my husband,” said Julie, “I would that 
women were more calculated to fight than they are, 
for I would thankfully accompany you to the field. 
My heart will go with you; my prayers will follow 
rou.” 

The meeting at Count Brederode’s was attended 
by most of the more ardent patriots then at Antwerp. 
‘They each wore a rough leathern wallet, with a wooden 
bowl and spoon attached to a belt at their sides, to 
show that they belonged to the “ Gueux,” or 
“ Beggars,’—a title given to the patriots by their 
haughty oppressors, and which they had voluntarily



Of VE MoT ATOR NE sq 4 oy pis TRE 
me QD THE CURGOMASTER 5 DACGITT Lee 

adopted. One and all agrecd that the time for action 
had arrived. 

‘I tender my sword and the best services I can 
render to the cause,” said Marnix, rising from his seat 
after numerous enthusiastic speeches had been mado 
by the assembled members of the confederacy. 

A few urged that they should wait until the Prince of 
Orange was prepared to put himself at their head. 

“He is so slow-moving and over-cautious, that 
the time of action may have passed before he will 
tleclare himself,’’ exclaimed Brederode. “If we wait 
till he sets the example, we may wait in vain. Let us 
march at once on Valenciennes, and then returning 
victorious, we may dictate our own terms to the 
Regent at Brussels. Marnix of Thoulouse, to you I 
will commit the charge of our first recruits. Although 
young in years, you will soon, I am sure, show that 
you not only possess courage, but wisdom and fore- 
thought.” | 

he other speakers uttered similar expressions, 
and Marnix agreed to take command of the first body 
of insurgents which had been collected. ‘The meeting 
now broke up. Marnix was among the last to leave 
the hall. Count Brederode had taken no precautions 
to guard against treachery. He remained at the 
entrance of the house for some time, detaining Marnix, 
and explaining more fully to him the plans he had 
formed. 

“IT see, my noble young friend, you must be my 
heutenant, my second in command, when once we 
unfurl the standard of freedom. In a short time I 
trust we may sweep our tyrants from the land. We 
have too long submitted to their cruelties and in- 
Justice.” 

While they were speaking, Marnix caught sight of
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& porson stealing across the entrance of the hall. He 
was evidently, from his movements, anxious to escape 
ebservation, Marnix was on the point of springing 
back into the hall to seize the man, when he darted by 
him; and though he and Count Brederode instantly 
made chase, the spy, if such he was, escaped them. 

“Tt matters not,’ said Brederode. “Once in 
arms with our forces collected, we may care little if 
all the world knows our proceedings. And now, my 
friend, you must be prepared to-morrow morning to 
accompany me to the rendezvous I have appointed for 
our recruits.” 

The parting between the young hero and his lovely 
bride can be better supposed than described. | 

At an early hour the next morning, Marnix accom- 
panied Count Brederode. They proceeded some way 
down the banks of the Scheldt, till they arrived at- a 
spot where a vessel was waiting for them. On board 
were a number of recruits, under the command of 
a gentleman named Van der Aa, who had, a short 
time before, been compelled by the Prince of Orange 
to leave the city, in consequence of his activity in 
collecting men for the proposed rebellion. 

Van de Aa reported that several other vessels with 
recruits were waiting a short way down the river, and 
Brederode at once proposed, that when all were 
collected, they should make a dash at the cities of 
ilushing and Middleburg, in the island of Walcheren, 
possession of which would greatly forward their cause. 
hey soon reached the expected vessels, which num- 
bered about twenty small craft, and found that their 
force amounted to about fifteen hundred men. They 
were, however, without discipline, none of the officers 
having had experience in actual warfare. Still, their 
numbers gave them confidence, and they proceeded on
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to Flushing. The citizens, however, had received 
notice that Count Hemont, with a strong force, con- 
templated advancing on the island of Walcheren. 

_ ‘They therefore, through fear, refused to receive the 
liberators. Middleburg behaved in the same manner, 
from a like cause, and at length it was determined that 
the expedition should return up the Scheldt, and land- 
ing in the neighbourhood of Antwerp, there await the 
arrival of numerous other levies which were expected. 

  

CHAPTER V. 

Ir was of serious consequence that Marnix and Count 
Brederode did not overtake the person they had 
pursued, whom they saw escaping from their place 
of meeting. He was a Fleming, one Bertram, 
employed by Don Alberic Lodron as a spy on the 
patriots. He hastened to his master, who had come 
over to Antwerp in secret to ascertain what was 
taking place. All the plans of the Count were thus 
made known to Don Alberic. | 

“Ti is well,” said the Spaniard, “I can now wreak 
my vengeance on the head of one whom I have causo 
so heartily to hate. Do you, Bertram, join yourself to 
the rebels, and make your escape as soon as you have 
more important information to bring me. Come to 
Brussels, where I will await you. Here are these gold 
pieces for the present, but you shall receive a more 
ample reward should you bring me information of 
importance of which I can take advantage.” 

“‘ Don’t fear me, Seigneur,” answered the traitor; 
and after some further arrangements had been made 
he returned to his home, while, the next morning, Don 
Alberic in careful disguise set off for Brussels.
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Meantime, while Count Brederode was engaged 
in recruiting throughout the neighbouring country, 
Marnix and his followers, proceeding up the Scheldt, 
landed in the neighbourhood of Antwerp, at a little 
village called Ostrawell, within sight of the city. The 
young general, though without experience, had the 
eye of a soldier, and selected his position with great 
judgment. In his rear he had the broad Scheldt 
and its dykes, which afforded ample protection from 
any attacks likely to be made on him; on his right 
and left, were other dykes as well as the village; 
while he immediately ordered his men to throw up 
a breastwork in front of the position, and to sink: a 
deep trench. | 

“We may here bid defiance to any foes who may 
come against us, Count,” said Van der Aa, who was 
acting as his lieutenant. “The Spaniards will scarcely 
dare to attack so strong a place; and if they do, our 
brave followers will drive them back with disgrace.” 

“Qur followers sadly want training though,” said 
Marnix ; “we must lose not a moment in getting them 
into discipline.” | 

This judicious resolve was instantly put into execu- 
tion, and those few who had seen service among them, 
were appointed as drill officers. Jt was hard work, 
though, as many of the recruits were scarcely ac- 

quainted with the use of firearms. Numbers, too, 
came flocking daily into the camp, so that in the 
course of a few days three thousand men had placed 

themselves under the young Count’s standard. 
If any one by individual courage and energy could 

have inspired his followers with enthusiasm, Marnix 

of Thoulouse would have done so. Pointing to the 
standard of revolt which he now hoisted, le addressed 

them in eloquent and fiery words. He reminded them.
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of the treachery and falsehood of King Philip, of his 
bigotry and cruclties, and the fearful sufferings to which 
their country had been so long subjected. 

“We have now drawn the sword, my friends,” he 
added ; ‘‘ we must never sheath it till our just and holy 
cause has been gained. We must be ready to sacrifice 
‘our fortunes, our time, our strength, and our lives to 
the attainment of that noble object.” 

Loud shouts burst from the throats of his followers, 

and one and all vowed to fight bravely for the cause, 
and never to yield while hfe remained. Among those 
who made themselves most conspicuous, was a man 
of middle age, somewhat small of stature, whose torn 
doublet and the general faded appearance of his costume 
bespoke his poverty. Noone seemed to know from 
whence he had come, but his tongue showed that he 
was a Fleming, while by his language it might be 
supposed that he was an ardent patriot. On presenting 
himself before Marnix, he stated that he had seen some 

service, and hoped that he might be employed in drilling 
the recruits. It was evident, from the way he set to 

work, that in that respect he was no pretender. Having 
thus shown his talent, he requested that he might be 
appointed an officer. Veteran soldiers being scarco, 
Marnix, without hesitation, granted his request. 

“T regret,” he added, “ that I am not able to pre- 
seni you with a habit more suited to your rank.” 

‘‘That matters little,’ was the answer. ‘* We are 

all beggars here, and we may hope ere long to have an 
opportunity of supplying our need from the spoils of 
the enemy.” 

In a few days he had contrived to worm. himself 
into the confidence of Van der Aa, though the young 

general himself was too acute an observer of his fellow 
men to trust him altogether, There was something 

O
h
i
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in the countenance of the man, and hig constant profes- 
sions of patriotism, which made him doubt his honesty. 

By untiring energy Marnix had at length got his 
followers into something like discipline; but still, 
as he reviewed them, he could not help feeling that 
they possessed enthusiasm alone to make up for their 
yet great want of that necessary qualification of 
soldiers. All this time, although so near the objec 
of his deepest affections, he had not ventured to leave 
his camp. At length, however, unable to restrain his 
feelings, he resolved to pay his beloved wife a brief 
visit, leaving his lieutenant in charge, with orders to 
maintain the strictest discipline, to send out scouts to 
give timely warning of the approach of an enemy, and 
to let no one leave the camp. Throwing a plain cloak 
over his shoulders, and a hat which concealed his 
features, as soon as darkness came on, he hurried away 
towards Antwerp. His departure, however, had not 
been unobserved, and in spite of the vigilance of Van 
der Aa, one man at all events was found to have left 
the camp, and though a party was sent after him, he 
managed to elude them. : 

‘The Lady Julie was seated in her boudoir. Her 
embroidery lay untouched by her side, her eyes were 
resting on a book, bu& the page before her conveyed 
no meaning to her mind, Her thoughts were away at 
the camp ‘at Ostrawell. Care and anxiety were at her 
heart. She had heard accounts of the threatened dis- 
turbances in the city. ‘The inhabitants of all ranks, 
but especially the populace, were taking up arms. The 
Prince of Orange was in command, a post he had 
assumed as hereditary Burgrave of Antwerp. Those 
who knew him best were aware that he had already 
resolved to support the cause of liberty, but the people 
generally did not fully trash him, a
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Count Hoogstraaten, a brave and generous young 
nobleman, who had like the prince become a Protes- 
tant, and who for some time before had been acting 
as governor of the city, was now associated with him 
in the command. They together were doing their 
utmost to tranquillize the minds of the inhabitants, 

‘and were ably supported by the Burgomaster, Van 
Straalen, and other magistrates of the city. 

Julie’s quick ear caught a footstep on the stair. 
She rose from her seat, and as she reached the door, 
she found herself in the arms of her young husband. 

“‘T have been able to steal but a few moments from 
my duties,’’ he exclaimed, as he embraced her tenderly, 
‘and believe me, Julie, it has been a sore trial to keep 
away from you solong ; but you I know, my sweet wife, 
sympathize thoroughly with me, and have shared my 
feelings.” 

“T would not ask you to desert your duty, * said 
Julie, looking into his face, “but I would that our 
prince would give you more support, and allow the 
many brave men who are anxious to join you to leave 
our gates.” | 

“QOne glorious victory gained, Julie, will decide 
him,” answered Marnix. “ lor that we must earnestly 
pray.” 

Brief was the conversation of the young couple. 
“T promised myself but a few moments of hap- 

piness,” said Marnix at length. “I must leave you 
now, Julie, and hasten back to the camp. I do not 
wish my absence to be known, nor will I communicate 
with any one in the city, not even with your father.” 

“Going so soon?” Julie could not refrain from 
saying. , 

“It may be but for a few short days,” answered 
her husband. ‘“‘ Brederode hopes soon to join me wit?
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a force of six thousand men, and together we may 
then march forward to the relief, of Valenciennes, and 
afterwards to dictate a glorious peace at Brussels.” 

Marnix impressed an ardent kiss on his wife’s 
_ cheek, and unwilling longer to delay, with a weight at 

his heart at being thus compelled so speedily to leave 
her, he hastened from the house, and hurried back to 
the camp. Still greater would have been his grief 
had he known what was about to occur. 

Scarcely had he returned, when his lieutenant 
reported to him that the recruit who had been so 
active in drilling the men was nowhere to be found, 
and that it was supposed he had quitted the camp. 
So in truth hehad. He was no other than Bertram— 
the spy employed by Don Alberic. The traitor made 
his way, as fast as a horse he had in waiting could 
carry him, to Brussels. He soon found his employer, 
who seemed highly pleased with the information he 
had brought him. 

“If the camp were unexpectedly attacked, the 
defenders, in spite of their enthusiasm and boasts, 
might be speedily overcome,” said Bertram. “If 
taken by surprise, those ill-trained bands will be 
unable to stand a moment against the disciplined 
troops of Spain.” 

Don Alberic, on receiving this information, hastened 
off with it to the Seigneur de Beauvoir. ‘It is well 
thought of,’ said De Beauvoir. 

The latter officer at once went to the Duchess, 
who was at the moment in consultation with Count 
Kgmont. The Regent listened to the proposal with 
no little trepidation. ‘“ If our troops are defeated, the 
whole province will be up in arms,” she answered. 

“Defeat shall be made impossible!” replied De 
Beauvoir. “lIask but for four hundred of the body- 

C
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guard, and an equal number of Count Egmont’s 
veteran Walloons. With them under me, victory will 

be certain !’” 
No time was lost. De Beauvoir selected some of 

his most experienced officers, under whose charge were 

placed the helmets, bucklers, arquebuses, corselets, 

spears, standards, and drums of the troops, and by 

them were conveyed in waggons, supposed to contain 
stores of provisions, to the Abbey of St. Bernard, 
within a league of Antwerp. The men, meantime, 

were sent off in small bodies, to avoid suspicion, armed 

only with sword and dagger. Before daybreak they 
had assembled at the abbey, where their commander 
and his officer met them. They were here refreshed, 
and received their accoutrements. De Beauvoir then 
addressed them :— 

“My brave soldiers, true sons of the church, 
victory is certain; the heretics will be destroyed. 
Understand that you are to march forward with furled 
banners, and without beat of drum. Not till you can see 
the faces of the foe, is an arquebus to be discharged. 
The foremost section will then deliver its fire, and, 
retreating to the rear, load; while the next section 
will take its place. If these commands are obeyed, 
our success 18 secured, and the wretched rebels anni- 
hilated.”” 

CHAPTER VI. 

Tue small army of Marnix of Thoulouse was in high 
spirits. Information was brought that the govern- 
ment in Brussels were in dismay, and that the whole 
population of Antwerp were rising to join the patriots,
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Many more recruits came to the camp, and the work 
of diseiplining them went on with unbated energy. 

The young general had just stepped out of the 
hut which served as his abode, although the dawn of 
that March morning had not yet broken, when suddenly 
an arquebus was fired by one of the sentries. It was 
followed by others along the line. 

“'T'roops are approaching !”? exclaimed Van der Aa, 
hastening up to Marnix. 

“They must be, then, I trust, a detachment of 
Brederode’s army,” he exclaimed; “we will welcome 
them joyfully.” As he spoke, the trumpets of the 
advancing force brayed loudly forth, while sudden 
shouts rent the air. 

The garrison hastened to their entrenchments to 
return the supposed greeting. “ Welcome to our 
friends ! welcome!” was shouted along the line. 

In a short time, however, the grey light of the 
early dawn revealed the serried ranks of well-armed © 
men, while above them waved their banners, just then 
unfurled, with crosses emblazoned on them. 

“They are the Spaniards; they are our foes!” 
cried the young general. ‘ My brave followers, fight 
like men. You fight for everything we hold sacred. 
Defend our breastworks, and we shall soon beat back 
the hated foe. Wait till they are so close that not a, 
shot can miss its aim.’ 

With these and similar words Marnix flew along 
the lines, endeavouring to inspire his followers with 
the noble enthusiasm which animated his own bosom. 

They came, some ata rapid pace, others lagging 
a little, up to the lines, but the hearts of many began 
to quail at the unexpected appearance of the well- 
disciplined foe. Instead of firing deliberately, as their 
general had urged them to do, many fired wildly over
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the heads of their assailants, whose bullets, aimed too 

well, struck them down immediately they appeared. 

On came the Spaniards and Walloons in compact 

order. The ditch was reached. The veteran troops 

dashed across it, and now, with stern shouts, charged 

over the breastwork. 
In vain the patriots struggled, in vain Thoulouse 

and his officers, setting an heroic example, attempted 

to defend the fort. Many fought bravely ! desperately ! 

but what is bravery without discipline ? The bodies of 
those who fell served as a rampart for the survivors. 

Still the assailants advanced, keeping each foot of 
ground they won. Backwards the raw levies were 

driven by the Spaniards and Walloons, who, as they 

advanced, mercilessly cut down all whom _ they 
encountered. 

During that morning, the 13th of March, 1567, 
a wild tumult was prevailing in Antwerp. Already 
ten thousand men were up in arms. Suddenly, while 
the shades of night were still lingering in the city, the 
inhabitants were aroused by the sound of drums and 
trumpets, the sharp rattle of fire-arms, and the shouts 
of men engaged in furious combat. 

They hurried to the ramparts overlooking Ostra- 
well, whence the sounds proceeded. Some climbed 
to the roofs of houses, others to towers of churches, 

till every spot was occupied whence a view of the 
scene of action could be obtained. Lxcited men 
thronged the streets, armed with lance, spike, or 
arquebus. Some bore huge hammers, others had the 
partisans, battle-axes, and huge two-handed swords 

of the previous century. They were rushing towards 
the Red Gate, that towards Ostrawell having been 
destroyed the night before by the command of 
Orange.
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Shouts and cries came from the spectators on the 
walls. Soon they broke into mournful wails. “ Our 
friends are giving way! In vain they strive! The 
hated foe are gaining the victory. On they arch, 
The patriots are flying. Alas! alas! fearml is the 
slaughter.” These cries told too truly what was 
taking place. 

Meantime, a lady, young and graceful, was seen 
moving amid the furious crowd. 

“Friends! townsmen! our countrymen are being 
overpowered! Who among you, with the hearts of 
men, will refuse to hurry to their assistance? I will 
lead you! My noble husband is striving for the 
cause of freedom! Your very existence depends on 
the struggle !” | 

It was the young wife of Marnix of Thoulouse 
who spoke. Hervery nature seemed changed. Rising 
suddenly from her couch at the sound of battle, and 
hastily robing, she had hurried to the ramparts, and 
there, with aching eyes, witnessed the commencement 
of the fight. Her hair escaping from confinement 
was waving in the morning breeze. ‘Takmg a sword 
from a bystander, she descended from the ramparts 
and flew from street to street, imploring her co- 
religionists to save their perishing brothers, or avenge 
their deaths. Many eagerly obeyed the call, but when 
they reached the Red Gate, they found it shut. 

As true a patriot as ever breathed, with a wisdom 

and courage unsurpassed, issued the order prohibiting 
any of the inhabitants from leaving the city. He had 
observed what was taking place at Ostrawell. He 
knew too well that the day was lost, and that the most 
devoted heroism could not retrieve it. 

The vast mob, indignant at being opposed, were 
crying out for vengeance on the head of their truest 

~
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friend, declaring him a traitor to the cause of liberty. 
When the tumult was at its height, two men of noble 

mien rode into their midst; the one was the Prince of 

Orange, the other his brave colleague, Count Hoog- 
straaten. | 

“ Dic, traitorous villain !”’ cried a furious citizen 

from among the mob, levelling an arquebus full at his 

breast. “Thou art the cause that our brethren have 
perished thus miserably in yonder field !”” 

The trigger was pulled, but another hand in the 
mob struck up the weapon, and the missile, intended 

to deprive the prince of life, flew wide of the mark. 
Unmoved by the circumstance, the prince now 

addressed the mob, with words calm and full of dignity; 
and at length appeased, they consented to obey his 
orders. A band of five hundred, however, sallied 

forth to oppose the enemy. Their appearance caused 
the death of many hundred prisoners whom De Beau- 
voir had taken, for immediately ordering his soldiers 
to shoot them, he advanced towards the city with 
drums beating and colours flying. 

The patriot citizens seeing themselves outnumbered 

by the victorious enemy retreated, and De Beauvoir, 
advancing close up to the city moat, planted the banners 
of the unfortunate Thoulouse on its margin. No attack, 
however, was made on him, and he marched away in 

triumph. | | 
What words can picture the anguish of the Lady 

Julic! In vain she entreated to be allowed to go out 
and search for her husband; but her father, with kind 
force, restrained her, and at length, when it was 

ascertained that the enemy had finally taken their de- 
parture, a party were despatched to learn the truth. 
They returned bearing a mangled corpse. It was that 
of the brave young soldier who had thus fallen on his 

} >
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first field, hewa almost to pieces by his barbarous 
assailants. | 

as “8 oS % os *k is * 

For some days the city remained in a state of the 
most fearful disturbance, the larger part of the popula- 
tion having taken up arms to destroy the Romanists 
and all who might oppose them. 

At one time, indeed, it seemed impossible that a 
terrible scene of bloodshed could be averted. By 
the boldness and discretion of the Prince of Orange, 
however, at length the minds of the population were 
tranquillized, and those who a short time before 
had been thirsting for each other’s blood, were now 
exchanging friendly greetings. 

The Calvinists, Lutherans, and Romanists laid 
down their arms, and the artillery and other weapons 
they had taken from the arsenals were returned. The 
city was once more in quiet. 

CHAPTER VII 

Nearty a year had passed; grief had dimmed the 
Lady Julie’s eye, and paled her cheek, yet hope sus- 
tained her. She looked forward to meet her husband 
in another and better world, where strife, and the 

miseries which sin has produced, are no more to be 
found; where those once united can never part. She 
had lived on with her father, and she found in the 

exertions che made to support and comfort him in his 
sorrow for the miseries and sufferings of his country, 
» solace for her own anguish. 

Hivents of importance had occurred. Valenciennes 
had fallen when most of its inhabitant= were bar-



40 THE BURGOMASTER’S DAUGHTER. 

barously butchered. Count Brederode had retired 
from the confederacy, and was dying, it was said, of 
disappointment and hard drinking, an event which 

shortly afterwards took place. Many of the other 

leaders had been captured and executed, and in every 
city and village of the Netherlands, executions of 
uumbers considered obnoxious to the government were 

daily taking place. 
The Duke of Alva, destined to be the scourge of 

the country, had arrived at Brussels accompanied by 

a strong body of veteran warriors, trained to commit 

every atrocity which warfare can produce. Hope 
might have deserted the breast of the most sanguine, 
had not William of Orange at length come forward as 
the champion of freedom, and he now, assisted by his 
eallant brother Louis of Nassau, by Hoogstraaten, by 
the noble St. Aldegonde, and others, was collecting 

forces to oppose the persecutors of his country. 
The young widow was seated by the side of her 

father, Antony Van Straalen, when a visitor was 
announced. A. flash of annoyance passed over her - 
countenance when Don Alberic Lodron entered the 
apartment. Headvanced with an air of confidence and 
assumption, which yet further increased her indigna. 
tion; yet the father and daughter were too courteous 
not to receive the guest, even though an unwelcome 
one, with propriety, and rising, they begged Don 
Alberic to be seated. 

“To what circumstance am I indebted for the 
honour of a visit?” said the Burgomaster, finding 
that the Spaniard did not commence the conver- 
sation. 

“TY wish to pay my respects to one whose beauty 
and accomplishments merit them,’ answered Don 
Alberic, bowing low to Lady Julie,
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“Don Alberic Lodron might be aware, that one 
who has lately suffered a heavy affliction, cannot desire 
to see strangers, except on matters of importance,” 
answered the young widow, in a cold manner. 

“To me it is a matter of importance,” said the 
Spaniard, with a boldness which he would not have 
ventured to use unless he had supposed that those to 
whom he addressed himself were in his power. 

“T must request you, my father, to entertain this 
gentleman,” said the Lady Julie, rising. “ Such words 

-as he speaks annoy me, and I would avoid hearing 
them.” And bowing stiffly to the Spaniard, she glided 
from the room. 

“T have always been led to believe that the 
Spaniards are a courteous nation,” said the Burgo- 
master. ‘I cannot, therefore, suppose that you would 
willingly annoy a lady who has sufliciently expressed 
her sentiments towards you.” 

“A father has power to induce his daughter to act 
as he may think fit!’ exclaimed the Spaniard. “I 
must hold you responsible, Mynheer Van Straalen, if 
my expectations are thwarted.” 

*“ Kven had I ever wished to exercise undue paren- 
tal authority over my daughter, I should not do so 
now that she is a widow,” answered the Burgomaster. 
*“T must therefore entreat you, as a cavalier of honour, 
not further to mention the subject. She has already 
expressed her sentiments, and I have reason to know 
that they will not alter.” 

At length, indignant at the refusal he had received, 
where he had presumptuously expected success, Don 
Alberic left the house, and not long after returned to 
Brussels, with information on various matters which 

he had contrived to gainin Antwerp. A short time 
after this, the Burgomaster received a summons from
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the Duchess of Parma, to repair to Brussels on impor- 
tant matters of business. | 

“Oh, my father! I dread your going there,” said 
his daughter; “rather sacrifice your fortuncs and 
position in this city, than be ensnared by those— 
treacherous foes. I‘ar better would it be to cscape 
to Hngland, the land of freedom, than fall into the 
power of the enemies who hate us.” 

The Burgomaster, however, would not listen to the 
advice of his daughter. “Surely,” he said, ‘ except 
that I am a Protestant, I have committed no act of 
which the government can complain. The Duchess 
has sent for me in a friendly spirit, and were I to show 
distrust it would go far to prove my guilt.” 

“Then let me go with you, my father,’ said Julie ; 
you will very likely at all events have troubles and 

annoyances, and I may tend to soothe your care if I 
can do nothing else.” 

Lhe Burgomaster was resolved to go, and forthwith 
gave orders for his travelling equipage to be got ready. 
His coach, though equal to any of that day, was somo- 
what large and heavy. After sallying forth by the 
Brussels gate, he, with Julie by his side, proeceded 
towards his destination. 

“Things will go well, father,” said his daughter ; 
“T knownot why [was alarmed. I have become timid 
oflate. Ithink I might even start at my own shadow.” 

They had proceeded some way, when, reaching an 
open heath near which no human habitations were to 
be found, suddenly the coachman pulled up, uttering 
an exclamation of terror. 

“What is the matter?” inquired the Burgomaster 
putting his head from the window. 

“A band of horsemen are approaching, Burgo- 
master,” was the answer.
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“Oh, fly! my father, fly!” cried the Lady Julie; 
“they are enemies! My worst forebodings are fal- 
filled ! ” 

The coavhman turned his horsés’ heads and galloped 
back towards Antwerp. As they were whecling round ; 
Lady Julie looked from the window. | 

** Alas!” she said, “TI see at their head Don Alberie 
Lodron ; I feared when he quitted us that his intentions 
were evil, and now I know it too well.” 

The carriage had proceeded but a short dis- 
tance when another party of horsemen were seen in 
front. 

“They are Spaniards by their dress,” exclaimed 
the coachman. ‘ We are lost! Burgomaster, we are 
lost!” 

The open country on every side precluded the 
possibility of flight. 

“We must sit still, my daughter, and submit to 
our fate, whatever that may be,” said the Burgomaster. 
“For you, my daughter, I grieve the most, but Heaven 
will protect you.” 

Scarcely had he spoken when the horsemen sur- 
rounded the carriage. In the leader of one of the 
parties, he recognized Don Alberic, and in the other 
Don Sancho de la Lodrono, who had been one of the 
combatants in the tournament at Brussels. 

“Yield your self, Antony Van Straalen, as a pr isoner, 
in the name of King Philip, your lawful sovereign,’ 
said Don Alberic. 

‘‘An authority I have never disputed,” answered 
the Burgomaster with dignity. “But, sir, I appeal 
to you as a cavalier, and request that you will allow 
my daughter to return to her hone.” 

“‘ A request made by a prisoner I cannot accede to,” 

answered Don Alperic. ‘My orders are to convey
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you, Antony Van Straalen, and all who accompany 
you, as prisoners to Brussels.” 

“Oh, let me accompany you! let me accompany 
you!” exclaimed the Lady Julie; “I would not be 
parted from you, whatever may be the annoyances to 
which I may be subjected.” 

Once more the horses’ heads were turned towards 
Brussels, and the unwilling coachman was compelled 
to drive them along with a strong escort on each side. 
Don Alberic several times rode up to the coach-window 
endeavouring to engage the Lady Julie in conversation, 
but the scornful silence with which she treated him, 
compelled him at length to desist. On reaching the 
neighbourhood of Brussels the carriage was again 
stopped. 

“ Antony Van Straalen, you must accompany me,” 
said Don Sancho; “ you will not be permitted to com- 
municate with any member of your family. The lady 
can remain in the carriage if she so wishes.” 

In vain the young widow entreated to be allowed 
to accompany her father. The Spaniards declared 
that their orders were peremptory; and at length, 
Don Sancho, losing patience, seized the Burgo- 
master’s arm, and was about to drag him from the 
carriage. , 

“T submit,” said the magistrate in a dignified 
tone; and embracing his daughter, he descended from 
the carriage, and mounted the horse which had been 
prepared for him. 

The Lady Julie, on her own account, was some- 
what relieved when she saw that only four horsemen 
were left as an escort for the carriage, and that both 
the Spanish officers were accompanying her father. 
Still, nothing could mitigate her anxiety for him. For 
herself she cared not, The coachman drove but
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slowly; more than once the Spanish soldiers urged 
him to greater speed. 

‘* My horses are weary,” he answered, “and unless 
you choose to change, and put your horses in, the 
carriage cannot move faster.” 

Evening was rapidly coming on. Lady Julie had 
lost sight of the calvacade which escorted her father. 
At length one of the horses fell. The Spaniards 
abused the coachman. 

** It was no fault of mine,” he answered. 
“ Dismount now, and assist in getting the beast up 

again.” 
While thus engaged, the Spanish soldiers abusing 

the coachman, and the coachman returning their com- 
pliments, their voices grew louder and louder. Sud- 
denly there was a loud shout, and three of the horses, 
the reins of which they had unwisely let go, flinging 
out their heels, galloped off. The next instant a body 
of men sprang out from a copse close at hand, with 
reiterated shouts of “Vive les Gueuwx.’? The Spaniards 
drew their swords, and endeavoured to defend them- 

selves; but unable to parry the blows aimed at them, 
those on foot were struck down. The fourth soldier 
mounted his horse, and though many attempted to 
stop him, with a blow of his sabre he clove the head 
of one man, and cutting another across the shoulders, 
escaped towards Brussels. 

“Come, come, Peter’”’—for Peter the porter was 
acting the part of coachman on this occasion,— ‘‘ up 
with your horse! Is the Burgomaster in the car- 
riage f ”’ asked the leader of the party. 

“Alas! no, but his daughter is; and if we cannot 
save him, we must save her,” was the answer. 

The fallen horse was not so much injured as Peter 

had pretended, and was quickly on its legs again, and



46 THE BURGOMASTER’S DAUGHTER. 

a number of Beggars running alongside at full-speed, 
accompanied the carriage back towards Antwerp. 

“Stop! Peter. Stop! my friends. I would de- 
sire to accompany my father,” said Julie at length, 
finding the direction in which they were going. 

“Tmpossible ! lady,” answered one of the leaders 
of the Beggars. ‘ You will not be allowed to com- 
municate with him, and your own life will be placed 

in peril. Those savages care not on whom they inflict 
punishment.” 

In vain Julie pleaded. 
They had proceeded some distance, when they 

came toa wood where the roads branched off. Instead 
of continuing back on the direct road to Antwerp, 
they turned off on one side. 

* After what has occurred, it would be dangerous 
for you to go back to the city,” said the leader. ‘We 
are about to proceed down the river to join a vessel 
which is to proceed to Brill, where you will be secure. 
We had intended to convey.your father thither, had 
we been successful in rescuing him from the hands of 
the Spaniards. Your brother-in-law, St. Aldegonde, 
is now there, and you can place yourself under his 
protection. We are very sure that, in thus acting, 
we are fulfilling the wishes of the Burgomaster, Van 
Straalen.” | 

Although Julie was still anxious to endeavour to 
rejoin her father, even in prison, yet she was unable to 
resist this proposal; indeed her somewhat rough pro- 
tectors were evidently resolved not to listen to any 
argument to the contrary. The carriage now pushed 
on at a rapid rate. In a few hours the Scheldt was 
reached, and she found herself conducted on board a 
vessel, - 

“ Farewell, my good steeds!” said Peter, looking
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at his horses, “ but as I have no wish to hang or burn, 
rather than remain with you, I will accompany my 
young mistress.” , 

The wind was fair, and the vessel rapidly proceeded 
down the river. Brill was safely reached, and St. 
Aldegonde did his utmost to console his sister-in-law. 
The news soon reached them of the capture of the 
Counts Egmont and Horn, and shor tly after, of their 
cruel and impolitic execution. 

  

CHAPTER VITI. 

Notwit.s?anping@ the advice of St. Aldegonde, Julie 
resolved to visit her father, and to attempt to obtain 
his hberation. She took Peter into her counsels. 
Although he knew well that he ran the risk of losing 
his life, he was perfectly ready to assist his young 
mistress. 

He obtained, by Julie’s directions, the dress of a 
female peasant for her, and that of an old countryman 
for himself. Julie was to pass as his daughter, and 
she hoped, thus disguised, to be able to reach Brussels. 

Peter heard of a vessel about to proceed to Antwerp. 
The night was dark, the wind blowing strong and 
rain falling heavily. Notwithstanding the strife of the 
elements, Julie and her faithful attendant issued from 

the house, and making theirway down tothe quay, got 
safely on board the vessel. ‘The captain, who had been 
largely bribed through Peter, immediately got under 
weigh. Though the voyage was boisterous, the vessel 
roached Antwerp j in safety. It was dark when Julie 
and her faithful attendant landed. To her father’s house 
she dared not go. She had, however, several wealthy 
friends in the city on whom she could rely. Still
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fearing that should she appear in her peasant’s dress 

at one of their houses, suspicion would be aroused, 

she resolved to go to the more humble abode of her 

old nurse. 
Peter knocked at the door. 
«Who are you?) What do you want at this hour 

of the night?” exclaimed the good woman from within. 

“Tet us in, kind Margaritte, and we will tell you,” 

answered Peter. “We crave a night’s lodging, and 

you will not refuse it when you see us.” 
Julie, seeing none near, ventured to add a few 

words of entreaty. The bolts were quickly withdrawn, 

but when the old woman’s eyes fell on the seeming 

peasant girl, she started back. 
“Why, I thought it was ——,” she exclaimed, 

gazing at her visitors. 
« And you are right,” answered Julie, as she hur- 

ried into the house. 
“What does it all mean?” exclaimed the old 

woman. Then, recognizing the young lady, she put 

her finger on her lips, and beckoned them into a room 

on one side of the passage. 
“ T have lodgers,” she whispered. * They will over- 

hear us.” 
Julie, ina few words, explained her object in re- 

turning to Antwerp. | 
“Protect you, I will, while I have life,” said the 

old woman. ‘ But oh, my dear young mistress, what 

a fearful risk you are running ;” 
‘Not greater than the object deserves,” answered 

Julie. ‘ Had I the meansI would proceed to Brussels 
this very night.” 

Dame Margaritte, however, persuaded Julie to take 
some rest. 

“You shall lie down in my bed, and I will watch 

a
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over you as I have done many a time when you were a 
little child,” she said; “and since you must go, Peter 
will to-morrow try and find a conveyance for you to 
Brussels.” 

Before daybreak Peter went out, leaving her still 
resting, with old Margaritte seated by her side. 

The dame’s lodgers had gone out to their daily 
avocations before Peter returned. His muddy shoes 
showed that he had had a long walk. 

“IT thought my old horses would find their way back 
to their accustomed meadows, and I was not mistaken,” 
he observed, as he sat down to eat the breakfast placed 
before him ; “IT had some work to catch Old Longtails, 
but I have cropped him, so that I should scarcely know 
him myself again, and obtained a pillion from a friend 
on which the Lady Julie may ride without fear behind 
me,”? 

Poor Julie, bidding dame Margaritte farewell, 
sallied forth with the old man, and proceeded through 
the streets of Antwerp. They at length reached the 
outskirts of the town, where they found a boy holding 
a horse, with a pillion on its back. 

‘Now, daughter, mount, and we will be on our 
way,’’ said Peter, giving the boy a small coin. 

At length Brussels was reached. The most difficult 
part of Julie’s undertakings was now to begin. She 
had only one acquaintance in the city on whose dis- 
cretion she could rely. She resolved to visit her, 
pretending that she and the old man had come up 
about some business connected with their little plot of 
land, and were anxious to obtain the interest of her 
husband, who was a lawyer. 

As soon as the servant had left the room, Julie 
made herself known to her friend, who promised to 
assist her by every means in her power. 

D
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‘My husband knows the jailer of the prison im 
which the Burgomaster is confined,” she said. ‘ He 

has, I know, a “daughter. If by any means she could 

be induced to let you take her place, you would then 

have an opportunity of visiting your father.” | 

Julie’s heart beat quickly at the suggestion. Her 
friend forthwith sent for the young girl to her house, 

and explained the object to be attained. She was for- 

tunately of a romantic and generous disposition, and 

though not ignorant of the risk she ran, promised her 

assistance. Julie, furnished with a suitable costume, 

which still however disguised her sufficiently, set out 

for the prison with the jailer’s daughter. 
The shades of evening were closing over the city 

when they arrived. The jailer was about to go his 

last round for the night, to see that all his prisoners 

were safe before the watch was set. Julie had just 

time to change dresses with her new friend. 

“Do not be alarmed,” said the latter, “ my fathor 

will not speak to you, and he is to suppose that ibis I 

who am accompanying him.” 
Poor Julie’s limbs trembled as she followed tho 

jailer through the long gloomy arched passages of the 

prison. After opening and shutting several iron- 

plated doors, he arrived before one, which, after can- 

tiously glancing up and down the passage, he opened. 
Julie gazed m. On a trestle-bed, covered with a few 
heaps of straw, she beheld her beloved father. She 
sprang in, forgetting her assumed character; but the 
jailer took no notice. She was not aware that her 
generous friend had conveyed a purse of gold, and 
had promised another, to assist in blunting his faculties, 
The door was closed, and the father and~ his daughter 

were in each other’s arms. ‘The particulars of the in- 

terview cannot be described.
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In vain, Julie entreated that she might be allowed 
to plead with the Duke for his life. He strictly for- 
bade her, 

“No, Julie,” he said, you have ever been a duti- 
ful danghter, and for my sake I must enjoin you to 
leave this unhappy place without delay. If the Duke 
has resolved on my death, no power on earth can avert 
my fate; but I am in the arms of One more powerful 
than man. Go back, my beloved daughter, and again 
place yourself under the care of the generous St. Alde- 
gonde. When I know that you are safe, then the 
thoughts of once more having beheld you, will bring 
joy to my heart, and you must rest satisfied that you 
have acted as a brave and loving child.’’ 

Ihe old man and his daughter were not aware how 
rapidly those precious moments had flown by, when 
the door again opened, and the jailer beckoned to 
Julie to accompany him. 

We must hurry on with our tale. 
In obedience to her father’s commands, the next 

morning, having resumed her peasant’s dress, Julie 
set off for Antwerp, and at length, escaping numerous 
risks, arrived at Brill. St. Aldegonde, admiring’ her 
courage and filial love, uttered no words of reproach, 
but received her as if he had himself fully sanctioned 
her undertaking. 

livery day news came of the continuance of the 
hanging, burning, drowning, ahd beheading of persons 
of all ranks throughout the country. But why dwell 
on this dreadful subject? At length a messenger 
arrived with the sad news that four persons of distinc- 
tion were condemned to be beheaded. The most 
worthy of them was the distinguished Burgomastcr of 
Antwerp. It was said, however, that even the Blood 
Council, in sending the case to Alva for his sentence,
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had felt some compunction at the impending fate of so 

meritorious and excellent a man, and had recommended 

him to mercy. In vain. It fell unheeded on the 
tyrant’s ear, and after having been subjected to fearful 

torture on the rack, to elicit information, the venerable 

magistrate was bound upon a chair, being unable to 

stand, and with his companions was thus carried to 

the scaffold, where all four were beheaded. 

St. Aldegonde broke the information as gently as 

he could to Julie. For some time he dreaded lest she 
would sink under the blow, but though heart-broken, 

the consolations of religion supported her. A vessel 

was about to sail for England, with two ladies, whose 

husbands had suffered on a previous occasion. St. 
Aldegonde persuaded his sister-in-law to embark with 

them, knowing the danger to which she would be 

exposed should she return to Antwerp, and believing 

that a total change of scene would alone restore her to 
tranquillity of mind. Numerous Flemings, who had 

escaped from the persecutions of King Philip and his 

ready instruments, had already taken refuge in that 

country. Among them the Lady Julie found sym- 

pathizing friends, and there she passed the remainder 

of her life, engaged in assisting, with the wreck of 

her father’s fortune, which had been secured for her, 

those of her countrymen who, ruined by the tyranny of 
their oppressors, had escaped with their lives alone to 

the land of freedom, and where, under the wise and 

beneficent rule of Queen Elizabeth, they had found 
protection and liberty. 
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CHAPTER I, 

COLONISTS AND NATIVES. 

Caen NE or ten thousand miles, as the ship sails, 
ital or at the distance of a twenty days’ voyage 

from England, is the Cape of Good Hope, 
in South Africa. Here there is a European 

colony, called Cape Colony, and a town called Cape 
Town, which were founded about two hundred y cars 
ago by the Dutch, but which have been since given up 
to the British Government; though a great many of 
the present inhabitants are descendants of the old 
Dutch colonists. These are principally farmers: they 
are called Boers, and most of them still speak the 
Dutch language. | 

Within the present century a good many people have 
gone from Great Britain to Cape Colony as emigrants ; 
for the country has a fine climate and rich soil. So 
there are English and Scotch farmers as well as Dutch.  
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There are towns also in different parts of the colony, 

besides Cape Town, having much the appearance of 

thriving towns in England. But it is of other matters 

than these that I have to write. 

When the Dutch began to colonize this country, they 

very easily obtained their first lands from the natives, 

in exchange for beads and other trinkets; and as soon 

as they felt they had the power, I am sorry to say they 

began to behave very unjustly and cruelly to the poor 

Hottentots, as those native inhabitants were called. 

They took possession of the best part of the Hottentot 

country, robbed the natives of their cattle, and either 

drove the poor people from their homes, to take refuge 

in distant deserts, or made slaves of them. 

And a terrible life these poor slaves led; for the 
Boers came at last to have so many of them that they 

were thought of little value as scrvants, and were 
treated more like brute beasts than human beings. 
They were made to go almost naked ; and their food 
was little better than carrion. All the wages they had 
for their labour was a few strings of glass beads in the 
year; and if, by any means, any of these poor wretches 

happened to possess a few cattle, it was a great chance 
if his master, the Boer, did not contrive some means 

of getting rid of him, and keeping the cattle for his 
own. If a Hottentot offended his master or mistress, 
he was tied up to a waggon-wheel, and cruelly fogged 
with a horrid whip made of rhinoceros hide. Or if a 
Boer took a serious dishke to any one of these unhappy 

slaves, it was no uncommon thing to send him out on 
some pretended message, and then ¢ to follow, and shoot 
him on the road. And when thus put cut of the way, 
his poor Hottentot fmends and relations durst not 
make any inquiry about him, lest they too should be 
severely punished, or perhaps murdered,
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Tt was well for the badly-used Hottentots when 
Cape Colony became a part of the British Empire ; 
for though, at first, their condition might not be much 
mended, 1t became better by degrees, until at length 
they were delivered from their cruel bondage. But 
they did not get back the lands which had been taken 
by force from their fathers. 
_ The Dutch colonists used to speak and-write about 
the Hottentots in such a way as to make people believe 
that they had no more sense or feeling than brutes, and 
that it was next to impossible to civilize them. Now, 
if this had been true, it would have been no excuse for 
their ill-treatment of the poor natives: but it was not 
true. Certainly, the Hottentots were ignorant and 
debased ; but they were capable of receiving instruc- 
tion, and of proving themselves to be thinking and 
intelligent beings. Before they had the misfortune 
to become acquainted with Huropeans, they were a 
numerous people, divided into tribes, and governed by 
chiefs, as is the way with most uncivilized nations. 
they did nof cultivate the land, and their only steady 
occupation was the care of their flocks of sheep aud 
herds of cattle, of which they had abundance. As 
they hved in a warm country, they did not need much 
clothing or shelter. A mantle of shcep-skins, sewed 
together with threads of sinews, and made soft and 
pliable by sicuon. served for a garment by day anda 
blanket by night. A hut, framed of a few boughs or 
poles covered with rush mats, which con!d be carried 
from place to place on the backs of oxen, was a 
sufficient protection from the weather. A bow and 
poisoned arrows, anda light spear, were their only arms, 
and were used alike for war and the chase, 

Besides these, were tribes of wandering natives, 
who were considered and treated by the Hottentots as
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inferior to themselves. Very poor they were, and 

wretched: they had neither flocks nor herds, but lived 

upon what they could take in hunting, and on raw 

roots, grubs, insects, and snakes. These Bushmen, 

as they are called, are supposed to be the earliest re- 

maining aborigines of South Africa, having been in 

possession of the country prior to the Hottentots, and 

long prior to the Caffres. They resemble the Hotten- 

tots in some respects, as in colour and features, but in 

others, and these more important, they differ from them. 

These Bushmen have always been the terror of the 

farmers of Cape Colony; for having been deprived 

of their possessions, they soon became desperate and 
revengeful; and, from being treated as wild beasts, 

they became like wild beasts in habits and disposition. 

A missionary, who lived among them some time, has 

given a sad account of their character. He suys, ‘Their 

manner of life is extremely wretched and disgusting ; 

they delight to besmear their bodies with the fat of 

animals mingled with ochre, and sometimes with grime. 
They are utter strangers to cleanliness, as they never 
wash their bodies, but suffer the dirt to accumulate, so 

that it will hang a considerable length from their 
elbows. ‘Their huts are formed by digging a hole in 
the earth, about three feet deep, and then making a 
roof of reeds, which is, however, insufficient to keep 

off the rains, Here they lie close together hke pigs 
in a sty. They are extremely lazy, so that nothing 
will rouse them to action but excessive hunger. They 
will continue several days together without food, rather 

than be at the pains of procuring 1t. When compelled 

to sally forth for prey, they are dexterous at destroy- 

ing the various beasts which abound in the country ; 

and they can run almost as fast as ahorse. They take 

no great care of their children, and never correct them
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except in a fit of rage, when they almost kill them by 
severe usage. In the quarrel between father and 
mother, or the several wives of a husband, the de- 
feated party wreaks his or her vengeance on the child 
of the conqueror, which in general loses its life. The 
Hottentots seldom destroy their children, except ina 
fit of passion; but the Buskmen will kill their children 
without remorse, on various occasions; as when they 
are iul-shaped, when they are in want of food, when 
the father of a child has. forsaken its mother, or when 
obliged to flee from the farmers cr others, in which 
case they will strangle them, smother them, cast them 
away in the desert, or bury them alive. There are 
instances of parents throwing their tender offspring to 
the hungry lion, who stands roaring before their cavern, 
refusing to depart till some peace-offering be made to 
him.” | 

This is a terrible picture of human nature; and as 
these Bushmen are not, of course, more compassionate 
towards those whom they consider their enemies than 
they are towards their own children ; and as, besides 
their cruelty, they are daring robbers, we may readily 
conclude that they cannot be safe or pleasant neigh- 
bours. But it must not be forgotten that it was the 
oppression of the white men that helped to make them 
what they are ; and that if they have given the colonists 
much reason to dislike them, they themselves have quite 
as good reason to dislike the colonists, who, in former 
times, at least, have not scrupled to hunt and kill them 
whenever they had opportunity. 

Beyond the Hottentot country, and hundreds of 
miles from that part of the colony which lies near the 
Bea, are many nations of Africans, such as the Caffres 
or Kafirs, the Bechuanas, and the Damaras. These 

are of a race differing quite from the Hottentots and
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Bushmen; but in one particular there is much resem- 
Llance among them all, aud that is, their ignorance and 
superstition. In general, Africa may be described as 
one of those “dark places of the earth’? which “are 
full of the habitations of cruelty.” I shall have occa- 
sion to say more of this presently. 

As this part of the world is exposed to the fiercer 
rays of the sun, the natives are dark-skinned. Some 
of the tribes are almost black, and others are very 
brown. The Hottentots are not so dark as those who 
live more in the interior of the country, but they are 
very different in appearance from Europeans, both in 
complexion and features. 

_ There is also much difference with regard to the 
country itself. In some parts, the land 1s fertile, and 
the vegetation very beautiful, while in others the gicund 
is rocky and dry, so that for miles and miles not a blade 
of grass or a green leaf can be seen. And sometimes 
the finest parts of the country are scorched up for want 
of rain, so that even the beds cf riversaredried. Then, 

when rain falls, it often falls in destructive torrents, 

accompanied by fearful thunder-storms. ‘Thus, the 
farmers in Cape Colony have many risks to run, and 
are exposed to great losses; and the poor natives are 
obliged to wander from one part of the country to 
another mm search of water and food for themselves and 
their cattle. 

There arc cangers, too, in Africa, from fierce ani- 
mals, such as lions, tigers, panthers, hyenas, and other 

beasts of prey, which attack men as well as cattle and 
sheep, especially the hons. Other wild animals also 
‘abound, such as elephants, giraffes, buffaloes, rhino- 

ceroses, and deer of various kinds,—all of which furnish 
rare sport to any person who is skilful and daring 
enough to hunt them. Snakes aud poisonous reptiles 
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there are, too, in great numbers ; and swarms of locusts 

which, wherever they come, eat up every green thing, 
and are, in their turn, eaten by the natives. In the 

rivers are crocodiles; and the sea-cow, as the hippo- 

potamus is sometimes called, haunts their banks, while 
the ostrich roams in the wide deserts. In short, there 

isno part of the world in which so many wild animals 
are to be found as in Africa, 

But wilder and fiercer are the natives themselves 

when their bad passions rouse them to make war on 

each other. ‘Then are seen some of the darker shades 
of the African character, in the savage cruelties which 

are exercised, not only by the warriors upon each 
other, but also upon helpless and unoffending women 
and children. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE FIRST MISSIONARY TO THE HOTTENTOTS. 

Notwitustanpinc all that the Dutch colonists said 

about the Hottentots and Bushmen, there were somo 

persons who pitied them, and believed that 1f they were 

stupid and ignorant and vicious, there was the more 

need to attempt their instruction ; and also that there 

were better ways of instructing them than by tying 

them toa waggon-wheel and flogging them. &o,imthe 

year 1786, which was more than eighty years after the 

colony was founded, a good German, named George 

Schmidt—or Smith, as he would have been called in 

England—left his native country, and went among the 

wild Hottentots, at a place which is now known as 

Genadendal, or the Vale of Grace, but which then went 

by the name of Bavian’s Kloof, or the Glen of Baboons. 

This place was a secluded valley, a good distance from 

Cape Town; and here George Schmidt built himself 

a hut, cultivated a garden, and, by kindness, won the 

affections of the ignorant natives. 

You may fancy how scornfully some of the Dutch 
colonists would look upon a man who had come all that 

way from home for no other purpose but to teach the 

Hottentots; and how, if they ever met with him, they 

would tell him he might as well try to make reasonable 

beings of baboons. But Schmidt did not regard this. 
He built a school for Hottentot children, and, though 

he was ignorant of their language, he preached to the 
older people by means of an interpreter. And it was 
not lone before they began to look upon him as their 

friend, More than this, many of the poor despised
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Hottentots listened to his instructions; and when he 
told them of the love of God, in sending His dear Son 
to be the Saviour of the world, their hearts were melted 
with love and gratitude: by the grace of God they be- 
came Christians. 

George Schmidt lived among the Hottentots seven 
years, with no one to encourage or assist him in his 
loving and self-denying work. At the end of that time 
he was obliged to go back to Europe, not intending to 
remain there, however. But the Dutch colonists had 
taken great offence at his having been successful in 
teaching the natives. They saw that he was making 
men of them, as well as Christians; and they did not 
wish them to be men; it suited their purposes better 
that they should remain as ignorantas beasts. So they 
sent word to Holland that Schmidt had done great 
mischief in the colony by his teaching and preaching ; 
and when he was about to return to Africa he was not 
allowed to proceed on his journey. Thus this first 
Christian mission to the Hottentots was wickedly put 
an end to. 

It was fifty years afterwards, and when George 
Schmidt had been long dead, that three travellers from 
Europe landed at the Cane of Good Hope, and were 
not long in finding their way tnrough the colony to the 
Vale of Grace. They were ‘missionaries, like Schmidt ; 
and they wished to know if he was still remembered 
there. They found the little village he had raised 
almost deserted; there were ruins of cottages, in which 
the Christian Hottentots had lived; and a part of the 
walls of Schmidt’s house was yet standing, with several 
fruit trees, which he had planted, yet flourishing be- 
side it. 

Was this all? No; they found, living near, a poor 
old Hottentot woman, who wept for joy when she was
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told that those strangers were friends of her good 
teacher, who had lived so many years ago at the Vale 
of Grace, and that they were Christians—for she too 
was a Christian. And besides poor old Magdalena— 
for that was her name—were many other Hottentots, 
who either remembered Mr. Schmidt with affection, or 
had heard of him: and very glad they were when they 
found that missionaries were come to live among them 
again. 

After this, other missionaries went out to different 

parts of Southern Africa from “Europe, especially from 
Great Britain, after Cape Colony became a British 
colony ; and there are now a great number of mis- 
sionary stations, not only among the Hottentots and 
Bushmen of the colony, but in the countries beyond.
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CHAPTER IIT. 

THE HOTTENTOT CHIEF. 

Tr you look on a map of Africa for Cape Colony, you 
will find it quite at the lower part of that great conti- 
nent,—a little corner, as it may seem, compared with 
the whole of the map. Small as it appears, however, 
it is nearly twice as large.as the whole of Great 
Britain. On the right hand side of this colony is the 
country of the Caffres, between whom and the English, 
as you may have heard, a sad war was for many years 
carried on; and higher up on the map, beyond the 
colony, is a large country called Namaqua-land, inha- 
bited by different tribes of Hottentots. It isin general 
a wretched country, for want of water; and it was to 
the deserts of Namaqua-land that numbers of the poor 
‘Hottentots were driven by the cruelties of their Dutch 
masters. I will give you a short history of one of these. 

AFRICANER was the chief of a Hottentot tribe; and 
in former days, he and his brothers “ roamed on their — 
native hills and dales, within a hundred miles of Cape 
Town; pastured their own flocks, killed their own 
game, drank of their own streams, and mingled the 
music of their heathen songs with the winds which 
burst over the Wilsemberg and Winterhoek mountains, 
once the strongholds of their clan.” But the Dutch 
came and took possession of Africaner’s pastures, and 
compelled him to remove. Some of his people were 
destroyed, others deserted, and others were made 
‘slaves by the Dutch, till at last, far from the land of 
his forefathers, the Hottentot chief, and the remainder 
of his tribe, were compelled to become servants to a
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Boer. Here he and his diminished clan lived for a 
number of years, and were faithful to their master, who 

in return seemed to take a mean and cruel pleasure in 

provoking and oppressing them. At length Africaner 

saw that there was no relief to be gained from this con- 

stant tyranny, but that his people were dwindling away 

in number, while their wives and daughters were abused 
and their infants murdered, and he himself—once their 

proud chief-—had to subsist on a coarse and scanty 

pittance, which, in the days of his independence, he 

would have scorned to give to the meanest of his fol- 

lowers. Then he asked permission of the Boer to leave 

his service, and to remove to some distant part of the 

country, where they might live in peace and quiet. 

But, instead of granting this request, the haughty Boer 

let Africaner know that he looked upon him and all his 

people as slaves; and began to treat them more 

_ tyrannically than before. 
This was more than the poor Hottentots could 

endure. They refused any longer to obey the com- 
mands of their master. Ovder after order was sent 
down to the huts of Africaner and his people to no 
purpose—they sat still brooding over their multiplied 
wrongs. : 

“It was eventide, and the farmer, exasperated to 
find his commands disregarded, ordered them, the 

Hottentot slaves, to appear at the door of his house. 
This was to them an awful moment, and though accus- 
tomed to scenes of barbarity, their hearts beat hard. 
It had not yet entered their minds to do violence to the 
farmer. | 

“They moved slowly up to the door of the house. 
Titus, the next brother to the chief, dreading that the 
farmer, in his wrath, might have recourse to desperate 
measures, took his gun with him, holding it behind his
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back. When they reached the front of the house, and 
the chief had gone up the few steps leading to the door, 
to state their complaints, the Boer rushed furiously 
upon him, and with one blow precipitated him to the 
bottom of the steps. At this moment, Titus drew from 
behind him his gun, and fired on the tyrant, who stag- 
gered backwards and fell. 

“They then entered the house, and the wife having 
witnessed the death of her husband, implored for mercy. 
They told her not to be alarmed, for they had nothing 
against her; but demanded all the guns and ammuni- 
tion that were in the house, and charged her not to 
leave the house during the night, for if she did, the 
other slaves, over whom Africaner had no control, 
might kill her. 

“The poor wife obeyed this command; but two of 
her children, overcome with terror, escaped by a back 
door, and were slain by two Bushmen, who had long 
been looking out for an opportunity of revenging 
injuries they had suffered. The mother afterwards 
escaped to the nearest farm.” 

After this, you may be sure, Cape Colony was no 
safe place for Africaner. Without loss of time he got 
together the remnant of his people, and escaped to 
Namaqua-land, beyond the danger of pursuit, whero 
he soon became known and feared as a terrible robber. 

All this occurred long after missionaries had begun 
bo teach the gospel to Hottentots and Bushmen in dif- | 
ferent parts of the colony; but it does not appear that 
Africaner had ever received such instruction, or indeed 
heard of that mild and merciful revelatica of God to 
man, which tells of One who loved his enemies, and 
gave his life for them, and which teaches us to bless 
them that curse us, to do good to them that hate us, 
and pray for them that despitefully use us and perse- 

E
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cute us. And we need not wonder that Africaner had 
never heard of the Bible, when we consider how far 

distant the missionaries were then from each other 

in that wide country. As to the Boer, who was 

Africaner’s master, and who came to the miserable end 

Thave described, it is not likely that the poor Hotten- 

tot slaves learned much of Christianity from him. 

Well, as I said, Africaner’s name spread terror far 

and wide in Namaqua-land. The cclonists who lived 

nearest to that country, feared to sleep in the night 
lest he should fall upon them, rob them of their cattle, 

and perhaps murder them; and the natives around 

him looked upon him as a dangerous neighbour and 
their enemy. One plot after another was laid, both by 

Boers and Namaqua Hottentots, against his hfe. But 
he was watchful and brave, and had around him his 

brothers and faithful followers, so that he always ma- 

naged to escape from his enemies. 
He had narrow escapes, however. Once he and 

his men were unexpectedly attacked by a large party 
of Namaquas, under the command of a chief named 
Berend, with whom Africaner was at feud; and, after a 

desperate conflict, the Namaquas drove offall Africaner’s 
cows and oxen, leaving nothing behind, except a few 
calves. The Hottentot chief was not likely to sit down 
quietly under this injury. He and his followers re- 

turned home, and having slaughtered the calves which 
were left them, rested a couple of days im order to dry 
the flesh in the sun. Then, for several days they 
pursued their enemy, and having found out their re- 
treat, which was on the opposite side of the Orange 
River, without being themselves discovered, they 
swam over in the dead of the night, with their clothes 

and ammunition tied on their heads, and their guns on 
their shoulders, “ The little force thus prepared, not
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unlike that of Bruce at Bannockburn, seized their op- 
portunity, and, when all the enemy were slumbering in 
fancied security, fell upon the encampment, and not only 
regained possession of their own cattle, but marched 
off victoriously with all belonging to the marauders. 

This is but one of the many adventures of Africa- 
ner’s hie at this time; and it is one in which certainly 
the right was on his side. I dare say he was not 
always in the right, and that his enemies had great 
eason to dread him. Many years afterwards, when 
Africaner became a Christian, and was seen and heard 
entreating some who were on the point of fighting, to 
forgive and love, and live at peace with each other, 
a Namaqua chief said—‘‘ Look, there is the man, once 
the lion, at whose roar even the inhabitants of dig. 
tant hamlets fled from their homes! Yes, and I have, 
for fear of his approach, fled with my people, our 
wives and our babes, to the mountain glen, or to the 
wilderness, and spent nights among beasts of prey, 
rather than gaze on the eyes of this lion, or hear hig 
roar.”
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CHAPTER IV. 

AFRICANER AND THE MISSIONARIES, 

Whitt Africaner was thus getting himself a great 

name, but not a good one, a little party of missionaries 

went to Namaqua-land. They had great reason to 

dread the robber-chief; but he did not at first molest 

them, though it would have been easy for him to do so. 

Instead of this, he went to see them soon after their 

arrival, and behaved in a very friendly manner. 
“ As you are sent by the English,” he said, to the 

wife of one of the missionaries, ‘‘ l welcome you to the 

country ; for though I hate the Dutch, my former op- 
pressors, I love the English ; for I have always heard 

that they are the friends of the poor black man.” 

And afterwards, though the missionaries were a 
long distance from Africaner’s kraal or village, he and 
his people used sometimes to go and listen te their 
instructions. | 

But this kindly feeling did not, at this time, last 

long. Some one told the Hottentot chief that the mis. 
sionaries were plotting against him with some of hig 
enemies. ‘l'his was a false report; but Africaner be- 

lieved it, and he was filled with rage, and declared that 

he would put an enc to their preaching and teaching 
in Namaqua-land, and would take vengeance on the 
people who harboured them. | 

You may be sure that this was a very distressing 

threat to the missionaries and their wives, who had 
seen enough of Africaner to know that he was capable 
of almost any enormity when his passions were 
roused. They had no place of refuge, and were more



MvFFaT, THE MISSIONARY. 69 

than two hundred miles from the abodes of civilized 
men. or a whole month they waited in terror, ex- 
pecting the threatened attack; and could devise no 
better plan for security than to dig deep holes in the 
ground, in which they might take shelter from the 
shots of the robbers. Then, they thought it better to 
remove and return to the colony. | 

It was well that they did this; for soon afterwards 
the robber-chief and his men came to the station , 
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THE MUSICAL GRAVE. 

havine spread devastation around him on all the road. 
And when it was found that the missionaries were 

gone, his band. began to search the premises for any- 
thing of value that might be hidden. Presently one of 

the men, who had wandered into the burying-ground, 

stepped over what seemed to be a newly-made grave, 

and much to his surprise and terror, heard soft notes 

of music, which seemed to rise from the ground be- 

scath his feet. He stood motionless, gazing over his
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shoulder, with mouth and eyes wide open, hesitating 
whether to stand still and see the dead arise—which 
he had heard the missionaries preach about—or take 
to his heels. Presently, the poor heathen, seeing no 
signs of anything wonderful, and hearimg no more of 
the sounds, plucked up courage to leap again on the 
rame spot, and again he heard the awful music. ‘This 
was enough: without again losking back, he darted 
off to the camp, and told his chief that there was life 
and music in one of the graves. 

Ibe chicf, fearless of the living or the dead, was 
not to be scared, even by the supposed spectre of the 
tomb. He arose, and ordered his men to follow him 

to the spot. One jumped, and another jumped, and 
at each succeeding leap succeeding notes of the softest 
music vibrated on the ear from beneath. 

“Die,” said the chief; and they dug, till very 
soon the mysterious cause of the sounds came to light. 
Tt was a pianoforte, which the wife of one of the mis- 

sionaries had brought with her from London, and 
which, being too large and heavy to be taken away 
in the rapid flight, had been hastily buried in the dry 
soil, It was very soon broken to pieces as you may 
suppose. 

After having well searched the mission premises, 
the robbers burned them to the ground, and then 
departed. 

As to the missionaries who were thus driven from 
their wilderness home, they had to pass through many 
sufferings in their flight; and the lady to whom the 
pianoforte had belonged did not live to return. But 
you will be glad to know that the mission to Namaqua- 
land was not given up. And you will not, I am sure, 
be sorry to hear, though it may surprise you, that 
the bold robber-chief, whose very name, for years
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and years, had been such a terror to the country 
for hundreds of miles around, not only made peaca 
with the missionaries, but invited them to settle 
in his own village; and, better still, repented of his 
former lite of violence—showing by his conduct that 
his heart was indeed changed, that his repentanco 
was sincere, and that he was indeed and in truth. 

what he professed to be—a believer in the Lord Jesus 
Christ. 

I shall have to tell of this presently, and you will 
see how true it is that- 

* When once the love of Christ is known, 
It breaks and melts the heart of stone» 
There tenderness and mercy dwell, 
4nd peace, and joy—and all is welh”
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CHAPTER V. 

A CHAPTER OF TRAVELLING. 

In the year 1817, a waggon, drawn by a dozen oxen or 
more, might be seen day after day slowly dragging 
along the rough roads of Cape Colony—now climbing a 
steep and rugged mountain, now rolling along in a fer- 
tile valley, and now fording a shallow river—the oxen 
wading and swimming, until reaching the opposite 
bank, they make a desperate plunge and scramble to 
tread again on dry ground. 

This waggon is attended by I know not how many 
Hottentots, who in their strange language are urging 
on the oxen to make haste. But the oxen are some of 
them lazy, and some of them obstinate, and all of them 
very tired, so they get along rather slowly. 

The waggon is not at all like an Enelish waggon ;— 
such an awkward, heavy, clumsy thing has not been 
scen in England for many a long day; and the harness 
that fastens it to the oxen. and that keeps the oxen 
together, is awkward and clumsy too. But travellers 
must not mind trifles; and perhaps this Cape Colony 
waggon 18 a better conveyance than we may at first 
imagine, for such a country of rough roads and no 
roads at all. 

It does not do, however, to be in a great hurry. 
Our travellers have some hundreds of miles to go ; and 
the oxen do not travel many miles a-day: sometimes 
the road is so bad, or the mountain side so steep and 
dangerous, that it takes an hour or two to get over a 
few yards of ground: and when any difficulty arises,
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same of the beasts lie down and won’t goa step farther 
without more help. 

Well, help is at hand. There are some spare oxen 
in attendance, with Hottentots riding on their backs 
Of jump the Hottentots, and fasten their loose oxen 
to the foremost pair of the team, cracking their long 
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whips, and shouting with their harsh voices, till the 
perverse beasts rise up lazily, and pull away again, but 
with no good will to their hard labour, I think. Some- 
times twenty or even thirty oxen are needed to drag the 
heavy waggon up a mountain side.
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As there is alady in the waggon, besides other 
travellers, we will not be so rude as to draw aside its 
thick canvas tilt or covering, but will merely guess 
that it is pretty well filled with almost all sorts of 
stores for housekeeping, as well as with baggage, and 
Ironmongery, and tools of different sorts, with two 
or three guns, perhaps more, and a quantity of gun- 
powder, shot and bullets. ‘The travellers are going 
far away into the deserts beyond the colony; and if 
they have forgotten anything in the housekeeping 
way, they must learn to do without it, for they will 
have no shops to go to. ‘They need tools, for they 
must be their own mechanics ;—and guns, for they 
are going where wild beasts are plentiful, and game 
is not scarce. Perhaps they will have by-and-by to 
depend upon their skill as marksmen, for a dinner of 
meat. | 

Not at present, however, for following the waggon 
is a little flock of sheep, stopping every now and then 
to nibble the grass that falls in their way. Behind 
them is a person trying to keep them from straying. 
He is a white man and young. He has a gun on his 
shoulder, and a broad-brimmed straw hat on his head, 
to keep off the hot sun. He looks tired, and well he 
may be, for he is not much used to driving sheep, and 
just now the loud howl of a hyena was heard, which 
set the sheep scampering off as fast as they could run, 
some one way and some another; and the white man 
had to scamper after them, among the thorny bushes 
which scratched his face and tore his legs; and it was 
a long time before he could get the flock together 
again. 

That white man is a missionary, who a few months 
ago said good-bye to his home and friends in Scotland; 
and, after spending some time at Cape Town in leari-
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ing the Dutch language, is going with another mis« 
sionary, and that missionary’s wife, to a station in 
Little Namaqua-land, which is betwcen Cape Colony 
and the Orange River. After that, he will have to go 
alone, bey on -d the river, into Great N amaqua-land, 
Mis name is Roperr Morrar. 

Now and then, as they pass through the colony, 
the travellers step at farm-houses, where they are very 
kindly treated. But when the farmers ask Mr. Moffat 
where he is going, and he tells them, they tell him 
he must be mad to think of such a thing. 

“ You are going to Africaner’s country,” they say; 
“that evil-minded robber. You will never come back 
alive.” 

“IT hope I shall, if God pleases,” thinks Mr, 
Moffat: ‘but perhaps I shall not come back at all. I 
am going to live ¢ among the people of Great Namaqua- 
land. I am even going to the village of Africaner 
himself.” 

“Did anybody ever hear such madness ?” thinks 
the farmer, who has heard enough about Africaner to 
hate to hear his name mentioned. “ Why,” he says, 
“when you get there, Africaner will set you up as a 
mark for his boys to shoot at.’ 

** He will strip off your skin, 
make a drum of it to dance to.” 

“ He will cut off your head,” says a third, “and 
make a drinking-cup of your skull.” 

“ Ah!” exclaims a kind, motherly lady, the wife of 
ancther farmer, at whose house the tired travellers are 
resting for a little while, ‘if you were an old man, it 
would not matter, for then you. must soon die, whether 
or no: but youare young; and to think of your going 
to be a prey to that—that monster, Africaner!” and 
she wiped the tears from her eyes as she spoke. 

’ says another, “ and
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39 ig,” says the 

young missionary. ‘He has been very wicked and 

violent, it is true; but he is converted, and is now a 

Christian, and will not harm any one.” 
But no, no! they will not hear this; they don’t 

believe anything about Africaner having become a 

Christian. No, no; the thing is impossible—it can- 

not be! 
If Mr. Moffat does not say it—and perhaps he 

does—at least he remembers that there is a text in 

the Bible that tells us, “ With God all things are 

possible.” So he is not much discouraged by what he 

hears; and on and on the travellers go, till the colony 

is left behind, and they get into the deserts of Little 

Namaqua-land. 

Dangerous travelling now, and very fatiguing. 

livery day the sun scorches them, and the poor oxen 

pant, and hang out their tongues as they drag along 

the heavy waggon. Sometimes they have to travel 

miles over sands and stones, so hot that they can 

scarccly bear it; and the oxen low and sheep bleat with 

pain and weariness. Water becomes scarce, too, and 

weary as they all are, they must keep moving till they 

reach the next stream or pool, or they will all perish 

with thirst. And when they reach it, it 1s dirtier than 

English puddle water. Never mind, it 1s very refresh. 

ing and acceptable for all that. 
Every night, when they stop, they must kindle a 

ereat fire to keep off the lions and hyenas, which they 

can hear roaring and growling and howling, not far 

off. I think they smell the sheep and oxen, and skulk 

about the travellers, hoping to get a good meal; and 

woe to the poor animal that strays in the night from 

the protecting fire! There will be nothing but bones 

left of it in the morning. 

“But you do Africaner great wrong
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CHAPTER VI. 

A UOTTENTOT VILLAGE, 

I must tako you now to a Hottentot villave or kraal, 
as itis called. Jt is not much like an Hnglish village. 
There is no particular high road, leading in at one end 
and out at the other: there are no neat cottages with 
garden plots around them—no village church, and 
parsonage-house, and squire’s mansion—no cultivated 
fields around. Nothing of the sort. 

Fancy yourself on a wide wild moor, scattered over 
with great rough rocks, bare and weather-beaten, with 
patches of coarse, scanty herbage growing where there 
is soil enough for it to take root, and here and there 
clumps of trees, which throw a pleasant shadow be- 
neath: fancy, again, a gipsy encampment on this wild 
moor, with women and children in abundance, black, 

and grimy, with filthy tattered sheep-skins hanging 
about them for clothing; some wandering about, 
shrieking, scolding, quarrelling; others lazily rolling 
on the ground; others cooking at fires, outside the 
huts; dogs prowling about also, half-starved and 
ugly; then cast your eyes round and see, in the dis- 
tance, herds of oxen and a few sheep and goats pick- 

ing up a poor meal off the scanty grass, under the 
care of black, woolly-headed, half-naked savages, 
while others, having nothing to do, are stretched at 
full length, or idly lounging about the camp. [ancy 
all this, and you may, if you please, suppose yoursclf 

to be in a Hottentot kraal,
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| Tho huts are not very complicated in their archi- 
tecture. Draw a circle on the ground; stick long 
poles into the ground, just outside this circle; pull 

them together at the top, and fasten them with strips 

of cow-skin; then cover over this frame with anything 
you may happen to have—shcep-skins, bullocks’-hides, 

or mats made of long grass—and you have a Hottentot 

hut complete. : 
You must not expect your hut to keep out all the 

rain that falls upon it; nor yet to stand very firm 

against a hurricane: but it keeps off the sun, and, if 

blown down, it is soon put up again; and what rain 

soaks through you must bear patiently, or fasten an 

extra mat over the leaky part of the roof. There 1s 

this advantage, at any rate, in your hut—when you 

are tired of one spot, you can easily move ib to 
another. 

Let us stroll outside the village, beyond the huts, 
and under the shade of yonder clump of trees. Why, 
but what do we see? A waggon that surely was never 
made by the builders of yonder huts. It 1s broken 
and crippled, but it looks wonderfully like the waggon 

we saw months ago, toiling over the mountains and 
and through the valleys of Cape Colony, I know not 
how many scores of miles away. 

Truly, there is no mistake about it. It is the same 
wagoon—Mr. Moffat’s travelling carriage. It has had 
some rough work since we saw it last; and so has its 
owner: but they, both of them—the missionary and 
his waggon—reached their destination at last. This 
is Africaner’s village. 

Ah! poor Mr. Moffat! and was he set up as a 
mark for the boys to shoot at ?—they look as if they 
would not scrupie to shoot at a missionary if thoy 
had tho chance, Or did Africaner make a dram
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of the missionary’s skin? or a drinking-cup of his 
skull? 

Well, no; he did none of these things; but as soon 
as the young missionary arrived he had a hut built for 
him; and though fifty years old, and a great chief 
among his people, he came daily to that hut to receive 
instruction like a little child.
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CHAPTER VIL 

ANOTHER ASPEOT. 

Tr is very lonely for Mr. Moffat in the Hottentot vil- 

lage. Heis the only white man there. He has left 

behind him almost all the comforts of civilized hfe. 

Ile cannot even get bread to eat; for the people do 
not grow any kind of grain; and he is obliged live as 

he can on any game he can kill with his gun, with 
sometimes a bit of mutton or goat flesh, or beef, but 

this not often; and then he must eat his meat without 

bread, or vegetables of any kind, or salt. Once, a 
friendly missionary in Little Namaqua-land, sent him 

a bag of salt; but when it was opened, it was so mixed 

with sand that he couia not relisn it; so he quietly 

hung the bag up in his hut, and there it remains 
untouched. 

fle has milk to drink, however, for Africaner has 

given him two cows. They do not yield much, it is 

true, but they often save him from a hunery night. 

So the young missionary lives on meat and milk, some- 
times for weeks together on milk alone, which, by way 

of change, he drinks at one time swect and fresh, at 
another time sour, and at another curdled. 

But sometimes his milk fails, and he has no meat 

either: what shall he do then? He cannot buy, for 
there are none to sell, and if there were, alas! he has 

no money. He does not lke to ask for food of the 

poor Hottentots, who are as hardly driven as himself, 
though, without asking, he now and then discovers 

that some unknown friend has slipped a piece of meat 
into his hut when he has been absent—so he throws
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his gun on his shoulder, and rambles out on the plain, 
or on to the mountains beyond, in search of something ~ 
to eat. He cannot always find it; and then he returns 
to his hut half-starved, to go to rest, in hopes that 
there will be something in store for to-morrow. 

He has no prospect of faring better than this in 
time to come; for though he may have as much land 
to cultivate as he pleases, the ground is so dry and 
barren, and there is rain so seldom, and water is so 
scarce, that digging and sowing would be of no use— 
there would be no reaping. 

As there is no society of his own countrymen for 
the young missionary, and no one of whom to ask 
advice, or to speak to about his difficulties and trials 
among the poor ignorant Hottentots, he sometimes 
feels his heart sinking within him, and he thinks of 
the happy home and kind friends he has left behind, in 
his native land, till he almost wishes himself back 
again. But then he remembers why he left his home 
—that it was not to get money, nor to obtain a fine 
farm, but to show the way to Heaven to the dark- 
minded heathen; and he remembers, too, that if he 
is a faithful servant of God, God will be with him 
to help him and comfort him; and this cheers hig 
mind, and he can go, when evening is drawing on, 
and can sing praises with a joyful heart to his God and 
Saviour all by himself, among the rocks outside the 
village. | 

After all, there is something—and not a little—to 
encourage Mr. Moffat at Africaner’s kraal, which is 
become a favourable specimen of Hottentot villages. 
Before he went there, another teacher had been among 
them, who had prepared the way for our young mis- 
sionary by giving religious instruction. Indeed, there 
is now a little congregation of Christians there ; and 

E
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among them are to be reckoned Africaner himself, 

the redoubtable robber—-but a robber no longer—but 
Christian Africaner, as he is now willing to be called ; 
and his brothers, David and Jacobus. ‘Titus Africaner 

too, who you remember shot the Boer, their former 
master, and who has been, in his time, a fiercer tiger 
in human form than his brother, and who had hated 

the former missionary, and set a terrible example of 
wickedness to all Africaner’s people—even he is be- 
come the steady friend of Mr. Moffat, and is lke a_ 
different being. | | | 

Mr. Moffat has plenty of employment at Africaner’s 
village. He has a service at his hut every morning 
and evening, to which he invites as many of the 
natives as like to come, when he reads and explains 
to them some part of the Scriptures, and joins with 
them in prayer. Then three or four hours every day 
are spent in teaching the Hottentot children to read ; 
and in this he is greatly assisted by the two brothers 
of the chief, David and Jacobus. 

Christian Africaner, himself, is not very ready at 
reading, but he improves every day; and the New 
Testament is his constant companion. He may be 
often seen, for hours together, sitting under the 
shadow of a rock, reading those words of life which, 
you know, are able to make us wise unto salvation 
through faith which is in Christ Jesus, and which, 
while they bring salvation, teach us also, that denying 
ungodliness and worldly lusts, we should live soberly, 
righteously, and godly in the present world. 

Sometimes, when all his people are gone to rest, 
Africaner sits with the young missionary on a great 
stone at the door of his hut, and talks till the dawn of 
next day about the wonders of creation and redemp- 
tion. A new world is opened to his mind, and he
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cannot be satisfied. He is like a bee gathering honey 
from every flower. - Then, after asking a great number 
of questions, he exclaims, rubbing his head—“ I have 
heard enough for this time. I feel as if my head were 
too small, and as if it would swell with these great 
subjects.” 

No more thieving and fighting excursions for Afri- 
caner and his men, you may be sure. 

“ What have I now of all the battles I have fought, 
or the cattle I took,’’? he asks, “ but shame and re« 

morse??? And when he hears of those around, who 
are at variance with each other, he goes and begs them 
to be reconciled. 

Our Hottentot village, as well as becoming more 
peaceful, is getting cleaner and neater. One day, for 
instance, Mr. Moffat thinks it would be a good thing 
if the children—and there are a good number of them, 
about a hundred and twenty—who come to the school, 
were to undergo a little purification at the fountain 
which supplies the cattle with water. Does not Afri-. 
caner think so too ? 

Yes, Africaner has not much doubt about it, for 
since he has become a Christian, he has not been so 

contented to live in the midst of filth as he used to be. 
So he persuades the people to suffer their children to — 
be washed; and then, having washed their bodies 
clean, our two reformers get them to wash their dirty 
sheepskin garments. They don’t like it much at first; 
for they have been so used to dirt, that washing is 
like stripping off a skin; but they begin to feel more 
comfortable, and before long, you would have to travel 
long and far before you would meet with such bright- 
looking Hottentots as are to be found at Africaner’s 
kraal,
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CHAPTER VIIL 

INCIDENTS OF TRAVEL, 

I wave told you that a great part of Namaqua-land is 
desert country; and Mr. Moffat had not been many 
months at Africaner’s kraal before great distress came 
upon the people through want of water. No rain had 
fallen for weeks, and all around scarcely a blade of green 
grass could be seen, so that most of the cattle had to 
be driven to distant pastures to feed. 

On one of the hot cloudless days of that summer, 
there was an unusual bustle in the village. All the 
people who remained in the place were flocking towards 
the missionary’s broken waggon, and gathering round 
the missionary himself, who, for the first time in his 
life, had turned blacksmith. 

The job he had undertaken, which was none other | 
than the repair of his broken waggon, was a difficult 
one, especially as his tools were not very suitable for 
his work. Jor an anvil he had a block of stone; his 

blacksmith’s bellows he had manufactured himself, and 
his hammer and tongs were never made for welding 
iron. Nevertheless, he persevered in his work, and 
the poor Hottentots thought it wonderful; though all 
the while the inexperienced workman was wishing 
them at a greater distance, lest he should burn his 
fingers and they should laugh at his misfortunes. 

Success, however, crowned his efforts at last, and 
amidst the shouts of the assembled villagers, the 
crippled waggon was restored to soundness, and pro- 
nounced fit to start afresh upon its travels; while the
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poor Hottentots were more than ever persuaded that 
their white friend must be a very clever man. 

A day or two later and the village was again in con- 
fusion. Oxenwere harnessed to the waggon; and the 
missionary, attended by the Hottentot chief, and thirty 
picked men, active and willing, were making the last 
preparations for a long journey of many weeks to the 
farther borders of Namaqua-land. At length these 
preparations were completed, and amidst the confused 
noise of shouting Hottentots, lowing oxen, and barking 
dogs, the waggon and its attendants moved on, and 
soon Africaner’s kraal was left in the distance, almost 
deserted, except by women and children. 

There had been a time, no doubt, when a band of 
thirty of Africaner’s men, led on by that terrible free- 
booter himself, would have struck dismay into every 
Hottentot kraal near which it passed. The villagers 
would have expected nothing less than to have their 

huts burned over their heads, their poor wives and 
children murdered, and their cattle driven off. But 

Africaner’s expedition was, now, a very peaceable one. 
He had no idea of molesting any one; and if he had 
a large party with him, it was only as a precaution 
against the many dangers of the long journey he had 
undertaken. 

And that journey was not without an object. The 
chief had found that the barren wilderness in which he 
had, many years before, fixed his village, was better 

calculated for the residence of lawless robbers, such as 

he and his people had once been, than for the home of 
quiet, God-fearing Christians. It was his wish to live 
thenceforward honestly and ixdustriously; and hav- 
ing heard that, on the farther borders of Namaqua- 
land there was a country, well-watered with many 
fountains, and more fertile, which he would be at
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liberty to occupy, he had proposed to the missionary 
to visit it. And he was accompanied by Mr. Moffat, 

to be assisted with Ins judgment, as well as that the 
gospel might be preached to the poor heathen natives 
whom they might meet with on their way. 

For many days, after leaving Africaner’s kraal, the 
travellers passed over a dry and barren country. The 
plains were sand—the hills were sand—almost all 
around them was sand. It was difficult to find food 
for the oxen as they went on; and when their small 

stock of water was gone, they had to travel for hours 

before they reached a fountain where they could quench 
their thirst. 

Bounding along the desert around them, the mis- 

sionary and his friends saw troops of zebras and wild 
asses; herds of stately giraffes, sometimes as many as 

thirty or forty together; great numbers of elks and 
antelopes ; and now and then a solitary rhinoceros. 
All these were welcome sights; for the travellers had 
to depend for subsistence upon the game they might 
meet with in the course of the journey. Mr. Moffat 
was a good marksman, and so was Africaner, and so 
were many of the men; though none of them could 
equal Titus, who was one of the party, and who had 

~ been known to take his gun in the dead of the night, 
enter an immense deep pool in the Orange River, swim 
to the centre, take his seat on a rock just above the 
surface of the water, and wait the approach of a hippo- 
potamus, which he would shoot just as it opened its 
monstrous jaws to seize him. 

So, having plenty of powder and musket-balls, and 
a good number of guns, the travellers managed to 

obtain a tolerable supply of food in the desolate regions 

through which they were slowly passing. Nothing 
eame much amiss to them, for their appetites were too
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keen to allow them to be very dainty; and Mr. Moffat 
found that even zebra’s flesh was not to be despised, 
though a young fat giraffe was to be preferred. When 
they killed a large animal, they generally halted a day 
or two, at some convenient spot, to cut the meat into 
thin pieces and dry it in the sun. It was then stowed 
away in the waggon for future occasions, and, when 
eaten, had to be put under hot ashes, and then pounded 
between two stones to loosen its fibres. 

Sometimes even this hard fare failed, and, being 
unsuccessful in procuring fresh food, the travellers had 
to fasten leathern thongs tightly round their stomachs 
to prevent the gnawing of hunger. 

One day the whole party narrowly escaped being 
poisoned. They saw before them a beautiful valley, 
as it appeared, clothed in lively green; and hoping to 
obtain food for their oxen, they hastened to it. But 
when they reached the spot, they found that what 
looked so lovely and inviting, was nothing but a bitter © 
plant which the cattle would not eat, and which only 
impeded their progress. They were faint themselves 
with hunger, and the oxen were worn oué with fatigue, 
when some of the party found honey in the clefts of 
the rocks. This was a welcome treat, and they all ate 
heartily. Presently, however, one complained of a 
burning heat in his throat, and then another, and 
another ; then a native came up, and said, “ You had 
better not eat the honey of this vale. Do you not see 
the poison-bushes from which the bees get honey and 
poison too ?” 

You may be sure the travellers did not feel very 
comfortable after that. Every one had recourse to the 
little water that remained in the vessels, for the inward 
heat was terrible; but the water instead of allaying 
only increased the pain. It was well that no more



88 MOFFAT, THE MISSIONARY. 

serious consequences followed; but it was several 
days before they got rid of the effect of the poisoned 
honey. 

Sometimes they came to a Namaqua village; and 
then the missionary got the inhabitants together and 
told them of the glad tidings of the gospel. And it is 
pleasant to think of Africaner, the dreaded robber, as 

he had been, standing beside Mr. Moffat and inter- 
preting to his poor Hottentot brethren the message of 
peace and good-will to men which he delivered. 

At one of the villages Mr. Moffat met with a 
Hottentot conjuror or sorcerer, who pretended that he 
had entered into a lion which, the night before, had 
alarmed the village and killed the cattle. But when 
the missionary invited him to try his power again, 

he declined, saying that the missionary himself must 
be a white conjuror, from the strange doctrines he 
taught. 

At this village the journey outward came to a close, 
for the wild Namaquas, as they were called, were 
jealous of the visit, and were preparing to oppose the 
travellers. It would have been easy for Africaner and 
his men to have forced their way; but the chief him- 
self proposed to return rather than shed blood. 

So the waggon was turned southwards, and the 
travellers began to retrace their weary steps to Afri- 
caner’s kraal. 

On their journey they were often exposed to danger 
from lions. One evening, on their way homewards, 
when they were quietly resting for the night beside 
a pool of water, and were just closing their evening’ 
worship, a terrible roar was heard close by, and, in 
the next instant the weary oxen who had been peace- 

fully chewing the cud, rushed madly over the fire, 
round which the travellers were seated, and scattered,



MOFFAT, THE MISSIONARY. 89 

in wild confusion, fire and men, huts, hymn-books, 
guns, and Bibles—disappearing, as rapidly as they had 
come, in a cloud of dust and sand. 

A shout was raised—* A lion !—a lion! ?? and A fri- 
caner, Jumping up, grasped a firebrand, and followed 
by his men, rushed down a dark and gloomy ravine 
after the terrified oxen. Probably the lion was scared 
with the shouting and the fire, for no more was heard 
of him through the night, and the oxen were recovered. 
This was a better ending to the alarm than might have 
been expected; for often, in spite of shouting and fire. 
brands, a hungry hon will break in upon a night 
encampment, and bound off with its prey ; and some- 
times will prefer a man to an ox, 

I must tell you of only one other adventure which 
befell our travellers on this journey, to show you what 

~ heathenism is, and how much need there is for Chris- 
tian missionaries in heathen lands. _- 

Mr. Moffat and his companions had travelled all 
day over a sandy plain, and passed a sleepless night 
from extreme thirst and fatigue. Rising early the 
next morning, and leaving the people to get the 
waggon ready to follow, the missionary and one of the 
men went forward in search of game. 

After passing a ridge of hills, and advancing into 
the plain beyond, they saw a little smoke rising from 
a few bushes; and animated by the sight, they started 
forward, hoping to meet with some one who could 
direct them to a fountain. When they had arrived 
within a few hundred yards of the spot, they were 
startled at the fresh marks of lions. They had no 
ouns, and hesitated a moment whether to proceed ; 
but thirst urged them on, so they advanced cautiously, 
keeping a good look out at every bush they passed. 

On reaching the spot, the mystery of the smoke
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was disclosed. Seated by a smouldering fire was an 

aged woman—a living skeleton, so weak and helpless, 

that when, terrified by the appearance of a white man, 

she tried to rise, she sunk back again to the earth. — 

“ Fear not, mother,” said the missionary, “ we are 

friends, and will do you no harm, How came you 

hero? and who are you?” 

“Tam a woman,” she replied; “I have been here 

four days; my children have left me here to die.” 

«Your children ? ” 

“Yes,” said the poor Hottentot woman, raising 

her hand to her shrivelled bosom; “ my own children 
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—three sons and two daughters. They are gone to 

yonder blue mountains, and have left me here to die.” 

«And pray why did they leave you?” asked Mr. 

Moffat, kindly. 

The old woman spread out her hands :—“‘I am 

old, you see, and am no longer able to serve them. 

When they kill game, I am too feeble to help in carry- 
ing home the flesh. I am not able to gather wood to 

make fire. I cannot carry their children on my back 
as I used to do.” :
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The missionary was much affected. At length he 
said, he wondered she had escaped the lions, which 
seem to have been near. 

“‘] hear the lions,’ she answered; “but there is 
nothing on me that they would eat. See here ;” 
and she raised the skin of her arm, which hung loose 
upon it. There was indeed no flesh—nothing but 
bone and skin. 

At that moment the waggon drew near. This 
greatly alarmed her; she seemed to think it an animal. 
Assuring her that it would do her no harm, Mr. Moffat 
offered to put her into it, and take her with him. But. 
the thought of this struck more terror into her than 
the expectation of death. 

“Tf you take me with you to another village,” she 
sald, “they will do the same thing again. It is our 
custom. lam nearly dead; I do not want to die 
again.” | 

It was useless to reason with her, and to have 
attempted to move her by force would have hastened 
her death. The poor oxen were raging with thirst, 
and the travellers were nearly delirious. To have 
remained would have been fatal to them; but before 
they left the poor outcast, they collected a quantity 
of fuel, gave her a good supply of dry meat, some 
tobacco, and a knife, and telling her to keep up her 
courage and a good fire, lest the lions after all should 
come upon her and destroy her—they promised to 
return as speedily as possible. 

In a day or two they performed the promise, but 
found the old woman and everything gone; and, on 
further examination, the fresh footmarks of men were 
discovered near. Several months afterwards the mis- 
sionary was told that the sons, seeing from a distance 
the waggon halt at the spot where they had left their
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mother to perish, returned, expecting to find only her 
mangled remains. But finding her still alive, and 
supphed with food, and on hearing her tell of the 
strangers’ kindness, they were alarmed, and dreading 

the vengeance of the great chief, as they supposed the 
white man to be, they took her home, and afterwards 
provided for her with more than usual care. 

  

IT have not time to tell how, after this, the travellers 
were again nearly perishing with thirst ; but how they 
reached Africaner’s kraal safely at last, and found that 
the business of the mission had been going on pros- 
perously while they were away. I should like to tell 
also, but must not, for want of space, how Mr. Moffat, 
some time afterwards, took a long scamper—on horse- 
back this time—across the deserts of Namaqua-land 
in another direction, to look for another station for his 
friend Africaner and himself: and of the adventures he 
met with :—how he was made very ill, and nearly lost 
his life, by drinking water from a fountain which the 
natives had poisoned—how he and his attendants lost 
their way more than once; and how they suffered from 
cold, hunger, and thirst—the narrow escapes they had 
from lions and hyenas; and once from a hippopotamus 
—and how the white man was, on one occasion, when 
wandering from the rest of his party, threatened by a 
troop of ugly, grinning, impudent baboons—how, also, 
he met with unexpected kindness from the poor Bush- 
men of the desert, for whom few people have willingly 
a good word to give—and how at length they once 
more returned to Africaner’s village. 

I should like to tell you too, if I had room, which 
I have not, how Mr. Moffat went from village to village,
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all around Africaner’s kraal, and preached to the poor 
Namaqua Hottentots; and how his heart was cheered 
with believing that God was blessing his labours, so 
that he thought little of the hardships he had to 
endure, but thanked God again and again for having 
put it into his heart to become a missionary. 

Kispecially in Africaner’s kraal, and among his 
tribe, was there such a difference to be seen, that you 
would not have believed them to be the same place and 
people. 

CHAPTER IX. 

RETURN TO CAPE TOWN, 

Azout two years after the journey into Namaqua- 
land, of which I have told you in a former chapter, 
a wageon, drawn as usual by a number of oxen, was 
seen slowly winding through a pleasant valley in Cape 
Colony; and by the direction it was taking, 14 was 
plain that the travellers, whoever they might be, were 
proceeding towards Cape Town. | 

Ona hill at a short distance was a pleasant farm- 
house; and the sight of the waggon had drawn the 
farmer and his wife and children to the door. Wemay 
suppose therefore that many travellers were not in the 
habit of passing that way. 

Presently the waggon stopped, and the farmer’s 
attention was drawn to a nearer spot in the same direc- 
tion, by the approach of a sun-burnt stranger in the 
dress of a European, but who had not much the ap- 
pearance of a colonist. 

“Who can he be?” thought the farmer, who was 
a good, kind-hearted, and hospitable man—a descen- 
dant of one of the old Dutch colonists—* but whoever
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he is, if Ican do him a serviceI will.” And hestepped 

forward to meet the stranger. 
He was not quite a stranger either; at least he 

knew the farmer’s name, and claimed his acquaintance, 

by offering to shake hands with him, and by saying he 
was glad to see him again. 

But the farmer seemed to be in no haste to return 

the friendly greeting. Indeed, he looked sadly puzzled 

and troubled; and, instead of taking the offered hand, 

he put his own behind his back to keep it from 
being touched ; and asked, quickly and wildly, like a 
frightened man,—‘‘ Who are you ? ” 

‘““My name is Moffat,” replied the traveller; “I 
wonder you have forgotten me. Did I not stop at 
your house two years ago? And you treated me very 
kindly, and gave me good advice.” 

“* Moffat !7? exclaimed the farmer, stepping back- 
wards in great trepidation; “Itis Moffat’s ghost! I 
thought so.” 

“e ‘Not a bit of it: Iam no ghost,” said the tr aveller, 
laughing at his friend’s alarm. 

“Don’t come near me!” cried out the farmer in a 
tone of horror—“ Don’t ! You were long ago mur- 
dered by Africaner.”’ 

“But, murdered or not, my good friend, Iam no 
ghost Tassure you ;”’ and the cause of alarm rubbed his 
hands together to show that he was good substantial 
flesh and blood. 

But this made little impression upon the farmer, 
who was more and more terrified at the apparition: 
 Hverybody says you were murdered,” said he; “ and 

a man told me he had seen your bones.” 
All this time the farmer’s wife and children at the 

farmhouse above them, as well as the people at the 
waggon in the valley, were gazing with astonishment
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at the strange gestures and evident concern of the 
farmer, who at length extended his trembling hand, 
and asked Mr. Moffat when it was he had risen from 
the dead? It seemed vain for the young missionary 
to declare again that he never had been dead; and the 
farmer was so certain that his wife would be as alarmed 
as himself if he took Mr. Moffat to his house, that 
he began to walk slowly and fearfully towards the 

— waggon. | 
By degrees, I suppose, the farmer’s confusion ‘of 

mind and unbelief gave way to the evidence that a 
living and breathing man was by his side, and he began 
to talk about the dreadful robber, Africaner. 

“ He isa truly good man,” said Mr. Moffat. 
“IT can believe almost anything you say,’ responded 

the farmer; “but I cannot believe that. There are 
seven wonders in the world, and that would be the 
eighth.” 

The missionary reminded his obstinate friend that 
God was able to soften the hardest heart ; and asked 
him to think of Manasseh and Paul, of whom, you 
know, the Bible tells us that they were at one time 
exceedingly sinful and rebellious, but became, by the 
grace of God, holy and obedient. 

“Ah, but,” said the farmer, “ these were another 
sort of men. Africaner is one of the accursed sons of 
Ham ;” and he began again to talk of the enormities 
of his past life. _ 

By this time they had reached the waggon: and, 
seated on the ground by its side, was a pleasant-look- 
ing native, dressed in a rough kind of fashion, and 
having very little the appearance of a great man, any 
way. His eyes twinkled good-humouredly when he 
heard what the Dutch farmer was saying so energeti~ 
cally, and a smile played on his face. |
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« Well,” continued the farmer, “if what you say 

is true, I have just one wish, and that is, to see Afri- 

caner before I die; and when you return I will go with 

you to his village, though he did kill my own uncle 

years ago.” | 

«Then,”? replied Mr. Moffat, after a moment’s 

hesitation, “you need not go so far as that, for—look 

before you—there is Africaner ! ” 

Yes, it was none other than the Hottentot chief, 

who had been invited by Mr. Moffat to accompany — 
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him to Cape Town, and who had adopted a kind of 
disguise in order that he might not be readily recog- 
nized. It was not without risk that he had ventured 
thus into the colony, for besides the danger that some 
of his former enemies might take vengeance on him if 
they should discover he was travelling unprotected 
through the country, he knew well enough that at one 
time the Cape government had proclaimed him an 
outlaw, and had offered a reward to any one who would
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kill him. But the missionary trusted to obtain his 
pardon, and engaged that no harm should befall his 
Hottentot friend. 

You may easily guess how the farmer, when he 
heard that the terrible freebooter was before him, 
started afresh with amazement; and you will like to 
know that when he was really convinced that Africaner 
was no longer a robber, but a Christian, he frankly and 
cordially welcomed him to his house, and hospitably 
entertained the whole party. 

Tam glad to tell you also that Mr. Moffat was not 
disappointed when he reached Cape Town. The 
Governor of the colony received Africaner very kindly ; 
and said he was much pleased to see before him, as a 
friend, one who had formerly been the scourge of the 
country, and the terror of the border colonists. And, 
as a testimony of his good feeling and regard, he pur- 
chased an excellent waggon, and gave it to the Hotten. 
tot chief 

CTS COE we 86.
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CHAPTER X, 

CONCLUSION. 

Mr. Morrat did not return to Namaqua-land as ae 

intended. When he reached Cape Town he met Mr. 

Campbell and Dr. Philip, who had been sent by the 
London Missionary Society in England to examine 
into the state of the African missions; and it was 

proposed to Mr. Moffat to accompany them in their 

travels through the country, and then to go as a mis- 
sionary to the Bechuanas—a large nation of Africans 
on the east of Namaqua-land. After much considera- 
tion, Mr. Moffat thought it right to agree to this pro- 
posal, but not till he had obtained Africaner’s consent. 
{ndeed the Hottentot chief was, as we have seen, 

himself anxious to remove his people from Namaqua- 
land, and he hoped that he might be able to get some 
land in Bechuana, and thus be still near to the mis- 

sionary. 
Africaner then said good-bye to his friend, and 

returned to his distant village, having been furnished 
by the Governor with a passport, to insure the friend- 
ship and attention of the colonists, through whose 
lands his road lay. He also undertook to convey Mr. 
Moffat’s books and turniture across the country, from 
Namaqua-land to Bechuana; and there, some months 
afterwards, they once more met, and travelled for a 
little while in company. 

And there, also, Africaner met with an old enemy 
of his, Berend-Berend—a native chief, with whom he 
had had many a fierce and bloody battle. But they 
did not meet as enemies. Berend, as wellas Africaner, 

had become a Christian; and all former animosities
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had faded away. Both of them had learned to love 
and practise that “new commandment” which the 
Lord Jesus Christ has given to all his followers, that 
they ‘ love one another.” | 

After this, Mr. Moffat saw no more of his friend 
Africaner, who, not long after his return to his village, 
fell ill and died. You would like to know how he met 
death, and whether he was sorry, at last, that he had 
listened to the “ strange doctrines” of the missionaries. 
I will tell you. 

‘When he found his end approaching, he called 
all the people together, and gave them directions as 
to their future conduct. ‘ We are not,’ said he, ‘ what 
we were—savages, but men professing to be taught 
according to the Gospel. Let us then do accordingly. 
Live peaceably with all men, if possible, and if imposs 
sible, consult those who are placed over you before you 
engage in anything. Remain together as you have 
done since I knew you. Then, if another missionary 
should be sent to you, you will be ready to receive 
him. Behave to any teacher you may have sent, 
as one sent of God, as I have great hope that God, 
will bless you in this respect, when I am gone to 
heaven. I feel that I love God, and that He has done 
much for me, of which I am totally unworthy. 

* My former life is stained with blood; but Jesus 
Christ has pardoned me; and I am going to heaven. 
Oh ! beware of falling into the same evils into which I 
have led you frequently; but seek God, and He will 
be found of you, to direct you.’ ”? 

After the death of Africaner his people remained 
together for some time, as he had directed. Then a 
part of them—those who had never cordially loved the 
missionaries, nor the Gospel which they preached— 
went away and returned to their old practice of cattle
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stealing. Among these, Iam sorry to say, was Christian 
Africaner’s son. But the greater number remained, 

and kept up the worship of God; and among them 

were the brothers of the old chief—David, Jacobus, 

and Titus. They did not remove their kraal, as 

Africaner had wished; but after a time they were 

again visited by missionaries ; and if you were now to 

go to that part of the world you would be pleased to 
find that of many of the poor Hottentots of Namaqua- 
land it may be said— 

Where Satan reigned in shades of night, 

The Gospel sheds a heavenly light ; 

Our lust its wondrous power controla, 
And calms the rage of angry souls. 

Lions and beasts of savage name, 

Put on the nature of the Lamb ; 

While the wild world esteems it strange, 

Looks, and admires, and hates the change.” 

Before Mr. Moffat began afresh his duties as a 
wissionary, he married a young lady to whom he had 

been engaged in England, and who ventured to Africa 
to become the wife of a missionary. They settled at 
Kuruman, in Bechuanaland, which became a centre of 
Christian light and civilisation. There they remained 
for over forty years, and there was born to them their 
daughter Mary, who became the wife of the great 
African missionary and traveller, David Livingstone. 
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CHAPTER I, 

which Constable has immortalized in many 
a fair landscape and homely bit of wayside 

am scenery very dear to the true lovers of 
Nature. It is a county rich in cornfields and in wide 
spreading woods, and has historical associations neither 
few nor insignificant. J ive-and-twenty years ago 
I used to hear a great deal about it; for my dear 
friend Eleanor Seyton was engaged to be married 
to Sir Godfrey Deane, who belonged to one of the 
oldest families in the county, and many plans of future 
visits to Deane Court were laid out between us—but 
until five years ago, I never saw it. I was Hleanor’s 
bridesmaid; and then quite suddenly, my only 
brother, who was an artist, went abroad and I ac- 
companied him. We were orphans and had no near 
relations, and so for many years I did not see England 
again; though with my dear old friend Lady Deane, 
I kept up constant correspondence. I was so well 
informed respecting the children that were growing up 
around her, that sometimes I could scarcely believe I 
had never really seen any of them. My brother and I 
enjoyed our continental life thoroughly; fair sunny  
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ncoks in France, grand Alpine views in Switzerland, 

were not all we saw and delighted in—classic Italy 

with her deep blue skivs and treasures of ruins, 

this was our home for nearly six happy yeazs. From 

place to place wo wandered, now at Venice, at Flo- 

rence, at Naples—in sequestered villages 20 the vine- 

clad Apennines, or within sight of Vesuvius and the 

most exquisite bay so near it—little escaped us as 

we sought out and traced the beautiful in nature and 

art. Then at last we wintered in Rome. But I can- 

not describe this winter, nor the countless objects of 

interest which day by day we studied together in 

“the Eternal City.” Such a winter, so far as positive 
unshadowed enjoyment goes, I have never spent before 

or since, but it was over and we were contemplating 

another summer tour in Switzerland, when my brother 

was taken ill. For ten days I watched beside him and 

hoped ; on the eleventh, hope (so far as concerned this 

world) was over, and he died. I saw him laid to rest 

in a quiet village graveyard beneath the skies his 

artist soul had delighted in, and then desolate indeed I 

asked where should I gonext? Switzerland had been 

in contemplation and we had friends at Lausanne, so 

there I went, leaving behind me an existence full of 

brightness, and the beloved form of him who had been. 
my object in life for so many happy years. 

I did not stay long in Switzerland—my friends 

were kind, but all things had lost their charm, se 
remembering that I had relations in England, and that 

it was my fatherland, I packed up my belongings, and 

with Lucia, my maid, came home. Alas! how little 

like home it seemed ! | 

My nearest relatives lived in Cheshire, and un- 

decided where to make my abode, I took lodgings in 
London, and thought I would give myself time to de-
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cide wisely before settling on any fixed abode. Life 
had lost its great delight for me, my heart was 
far away in that lonely Italian graveyard, and heaven 
seemed to my crushed and doubting spirit immeasur- 
ably far otf, and though I strove after resignation, I 
rebelled exceedingly. 

I had been in London a week, when among the 
letters on my breakfast table, I found one from my 
old friend Hleanor. She, too, had gone through 
sorrow; for three years since she had been left a 
widow, and it was with a confident expectation of 
sympathy that I broke the seal, for I knew she was 
one who could rejoice with them that do rejoice and 
weep with them that weep. 

The letter did not disappoint me. It was a cordial 
welcome back to England, and an earnest request that 
I would go to visit her at Deane Court, as soon as I 
possibly could. It contained a postscript as an extra 
inducement, ‘Godfrey comes home from Oxford early 
next week, and then it will be holiday time for the 
rest—come then and be comforted.” 

IT made up my mind to go to Deane Court; there 
was nothing to keep mein London, and a great deal in 
this letter to tempt me away: so I rang for: Lucia and 
sent out for a Bradshaw, and by that night’s post des- 
patched a note of acceptance to Lady Deane, offering 
to follow it in a few days. 

It was about five in the afternoon of a elorious 
June day, when a considerable slackening of the 
train’s speed, gave me notice of its near “approach 
to Sunborough, and almost immediately it stopped 
nt the station. I had no time to wonder afresh if 
any of the young ones would meet me, which was 

what had occupied my thoughts greater part of the 
last half-hour, for there, ready to hand me out, was a
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tall, handsome youth, so ike my old friend Eleanor, 
that I knew him at once. “ You are Godfrey,” I said, 
as I gave him my hand. 

“Yes; and you are Miss Rutherford; mamma 
knows the secret of describing accurately ; I felt sure 
it was you.” 

“ All well at home ?” 
“Yes, thank you; first-rate.” 
He led me to a little pony carriage, and then left 

me for a minute or two. As he seated himself beside 
me, he said, “ Baldwin and your maid will see to the 
luggage; he has the dog-cart. Now, are you all 
right?’ 

We drove at a brisk pace, and my young friend 

and I were at no loss for conversation. It was a 

lovely evening; the air was balmy and pure, but the 
roads were dusty, and | saw no spccial beauty in the 
country through which we passed. 

“ How far are we from Deane ?”’ I asked. 
“Four miles; the scenery improves as we go on,” 

_ he added, as if answering my thought. 
And so it did. Presently we left the level gr ound, 

and the pony slackened its pace as he went leisurely 
up a winding hill with high irregular chalk banks on 
each side, each crowned with thick trees, and the 

rough and almost perpendicular sides, gracefully fes- 
tooned with trailing ivy, wild rose and woodbine, 
while near the roadsides great fronds of hart’s-tongue 
fern drooped into the narrow, trickling stream below. 
Then the descent began, and the chalk hill broke off 

very abruptly to the left and disclosed a fair peaceful © 
view, most refreshing to look upon. Broad, bright 
green meadows went down to the edge of a river, which 
though rather narrow, still did not look insignificant, 
for it wended its way asa river should, with a certain
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calm grandeur, which no brook, however wide (still 
less no canal), can ever approach. There were one or 
two boats on it, andits banks were edged with willows 
and broad flags and reeds, 

There were meadows on the other side on rising 
oround, and both on that side and on this, cattle were 
feeding, and smoke rose up from cottages scattered 
rather wide apart, which helped to make as pretty a 
rustic picture as any I had seen. We were driving 
slowly—lI believe on my account—for Godfrey, though 
he made few remarks, had his eyes and senses wide 
awake, as I found out afterwards, and did not fail to 
tell me that that was the river I had seen at Sun- 
borough, and that it could be seen from the Court. 
The high chalk cliff was still on our right, and he told 
me that those were the park palings at the top of it. 
We could not often see them, for the brushwood was 

thick, and an abundance of trees hung over the hill 
and drooped their branches over it. Little streams 
trickled out of the chalk and ran across the road, 
falling with a soft murmur of music into a clear wide 
stream on the left. A little farther on there was a 
break in the hills, and between the two heights was a 
piece of water, which iooked to me in a delightfully 
wild state. ‘lhe opposite hill was in some parts covered 
with trees, but there was a great, bare, white patch full 
of dark holes, in and out of which birds were flying in 
a bustling state of activity. The pond divided, or rather 
at its narrowest part, the road was carried over it, and 
when we reached the opposite side we came upon a 
choice bit, which I felt sure I had seen before, most 
probably in a painting. 

To the left was a water-mill, moss-grown, and 
delightfully old, the stream was wider now, and the 
ponderous wheel, green and slippery, was turning
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round with a lazy dreamy motion, quite in character 
with the soft summer’s day, and the white foam that 

dashed everywhere near it in a shower of spray, looked 

deliciously cool. The sunlight rested in soft patches 

on the irregular roof and shone darkly green on the 

velvety moss and stonecrop, which must have been 

the growth of many years, so luxuriant it was. We 
were quite close to the side of the stream, and lovely 
forget-me-nots were shining among the grass and 
weeds. Just by the mill was an old time-worn 
thatched cottage, with a garden before it, gay with 
summer flowers; the stream flowed on beyond into 
the peaceful meadows where the cows were, and 
farther on, I saw where it joimed the river. It was 
a sweet fair scene, whether I looked on the wide pond 
or the tree-crowned hill-sides, or the old mill and the 

meadows—beauty surrounded me, and had Godfrey’s 
mother been my companion, most probably my de- 
light would have found utterance; as it was, I was shy 
of talking sentiment to the youthful baronet by my 
side, so that with a heart revelling in the soft rustic 
landscape, all I could say was, ‘“ What a number of 
jackdaws !” 

“Yes; and an awful row they make too.” 
I was glad I had ventured no more, and very soon 

he touched up the pony, and we went on at a quicker 
pace. The wooded height was still to our right hand, 
and before long we came to some gates. 

“Do those “lead to the house?” I inquired. 
“Yes, to the back of it,” and soon after we had 

passed them I turned at the sound of wheels in time 
to see Lucia’s bonnet bent to avoid the overhanging 
boughs as the dog-cart went in-at the gates. 

Presently we made a little detour. Leaving the 
hill-side, Godfrey drove through the meadows, down
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to the river, which we crossed by a rough wooden 
bridge, and then gradually rose up the opposite slope, 
when we turned to the right again. At first I could not 
account for this freak, as it seemed, but when at length 
we entered a broad white road between high hedges 
and were descending again, I no longer wondered, for 
a beautiful sight burst suddenly upon me. Imme- 
diately before us, on an immense height, rising out 
from the tops of thick trees in the full beauty of their 
summer’s dress, was a stately grey mansion, in some 
parts nearly covered with ivy and with tall narrow 
latticed windows. It was a grand pile of buildings, 
turret and tower, and gateway, all standing with a 
proud majesty, and looking down into the valley as if 
they had kept watch for centuries. Behind the Hall 
were trees and hills, reaching, it seemed, to the soft 
blue sky, and forming a most telling background ; to 
the left, as we looked, were still trees and hills, but a 
church tower and houses were visible, which I judged 
rightly belonged to the neighbouring village. Down 
below, close to the bridge which crossed the river, 
were ruined arches and buttressed walls and old grey 
buildings, with moss and wallflowers and snapdragon 
beautifying their decay. Butit was not in detail that 
the picture struck me, as we suddenly turned into the 
downward road in front of it; what I saw was the 
grandeur of the whole, and forgetting all my scruples, 
I exclaimed rapturously, ‘ Oh, that is beautiful indeed! 
Is that Deane Court ?” 

“Yes, this is the finest view.” | 
“Oh, thank you for bringing me to see it first,” I 

said. 
“We don’t as a rule take visitors to the back- 

door,” he answered, smiling, “and the railway station 
you came by gives you no chance of seeing the place
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as it should be seen if you follow the road, and I 
thought when we stopped at the old mill that you 
would not object to the extra distance.” 

“No, indeed; but I really did not know we 
stopped.” 

“Yes, a good five minutes. I always make that 
mill a test when I want to find out what people like; 
it is not every one who goes in for old ruins and that 
sort of thing. ” 

“That sort of thing’ is very much 3 in my line,” I 
said heartily. 

“So I see; but what are our infantine relics to 
you who have seen the Coliseum by moonlight ?”’ 

The remembrance of who had been with me when 
I stood in silent awe last winter before Rome’s noblest 
Tuin, came over me so forcibly that at first I could not 
speak, but I said as well as I could, “If I am back- 
ward in appreciating it will not be for lack of variety | 
or for want of a guide.” | 

“Oh, Ill take you anywhere you like. We have 
no end of old books in the library—enough to send an 
antiquarian mad, in fact; and as to ruins, why you can’t 
walk three yards in the park, or out of it, without 
treading ground that has some story belonging to it. 
Look; there’s St. Margaret’s Well, down in that 
hollow.” 

“Qh yes, I see ; what a dear little archway !” 
‘And that’s St. James’s Hospital to the left,’ point- 

ing with his whip, as we passed what looked more like 
a barn than anything else. 

‘And those are the ruins of St. Mary’s, the old 
abbey church,” he said as we came near the bridge, 

that’s a first-rate stream for fishing; no end of trout 
if a fellow has only patience to wait their time to 
bite,” he added. “And that is the old cross,” as we
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passed a moss-grown stump close to the abbey 
gates. 

“The place seems indeed rich in ruins,’ I ventured 
to remark, | 

“Yes, and we have two ghosts at the Court and 
a suspicion of another; and what do you think of a 
giant’s grave in the park ?” 

“ Are you in earnest?” I asked. 
“ As you like to believe with regard to the ghosts; 

as to the giant’s grave, seeing is believing, and it has 
a legend belonging to it most instructive to read.” 

‘* Really ?? 
“Truly ; but here we are ;” for we had driven up 

the steep hill by this time and turned in at the lodge 
gates; before long we rattled through the gateway 
and over the paved court-yard, and very soon I was 
in the drawing-room with the friend I had last seen ag 
a bride, and who now met me a widow. a 

CHAPTER II. 

Our meeting was unwitnessed, for which I was thank- 
ful, as we had passed through so much, both of joy 
and sorrow, in the twenty years of our separation, 
that at first we were greatly overcome. Presently 
Lady Deane took me to my room, and when I came 
down into the drawing-room I found the whole family 
assembled. Godfrey, the eldest, who was between 
eighteen and nineteen, had not been long at Oxford, 
as I soon found out; Eleanor, a tall, fine-looking girl of 
seventeen, reminded me very much of her father; and 
the likeness was still stronger in Isabel, her next
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sister. As for. Beatrice, who was nine, I could, at first, 

make nothing of her, she was soshy. After dmner we 

strolled in the grounds and listened to the nightin- 

gales, and when at last I closed my bed-room window 

for the night, the scent of roses came in so sweetly on 

the cool soft breeze, that I felt inclined to linger and 

enjoy it. I did not sleep much ait first; the meeting 

after so long an absence, combined with other engross- 

ing thoughts, kept me awake till long after I heard the 

clocks strike twelve. 

How beautiful everything was when I looked out 

next morning! My room was at the western angle 

of the Court, and commanded an extensive view over 

trees and meadows, with quiet farm-houses and 

cottages, and the winding river streaking the green 

pastures with a silver thread as it went on its way 

towards the sea, which at some distance was plainly — 
visible in a long blue line, forming a framework to 
the picture before me. Just below my windows the 
gardens lay spread in a soft variety of colour, with 

broad green walks and terraces looking so inviting 
that I dressed quickly and strolled out. Beatrice was 
there before me, and was a very willing little guide; 
and by the time I had explored the gardens, and been 
introduced to her rabbits, a sage-looking old donkey, 
and a venerable sleek cat, her shyness had entirely 
vanished, and we were on very good terms indeed 
when we entered the dining-room together. At 
breakfast many plans were discussed for the day’s 
enjoyment, which ended in my spending the morning 
alone with Lady Deane, and talking to our heart’s 
content; and though my first day at Deane Court was 
certainly the quietest, 1s was by no means the leas 
happy. 

A week passed by, and I was daily finding out
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fresh objects of delight in the neighbourhood. Across 
one part of the park was a double row of hawthorng, 
leading to what had been a chapel many years ago; 
there were old moss-grown tombs with scarcely dis- 
tinguishable inscriptions still to be seen, and many a 
grey old arch— 

“With wreathed mullions proud,” 

which the ivy and white bindweed had shrouded with 
their graceful drapery. But picturesque as were the 
many ruins of a day gone by, impressive as was the 
old church with its hoary beauty without and its 
quaint old tombs and monuments within, bright as 
were the water lilies on the river, up which Godfrey 
rowed us in the soft dreamy enjoyment of many a 
golden afternoon, nothing had the charm for me that 
I found by the old mill and the water near it. Godfrey 
told me it was standing there in the time of Edward 
the Confessor; and the truth of this assertion was 
confirmed by an old book of records which he found 
for me in the library. Dear old mill! in its old agre 
still at work, so beautiful and pleasant to look upon ; 
what could it not have told me, could it have spoken, 
of the changes it had witnessed around it during an 
existence of eight hundred years! Doubtless many — 
a knightly train had passed by its busy wheel, for 
more than one crusader lay in the old church beyond; 
and in the long Wars of the Roses sons of the ancient 
family were not wanting to uphold the king’s standard 
on many a battle-field ; and later still, at Marston Moor, 
there had fallen, while gallantly defending the Royal 
cause, a noble warrior, whose portrait hung in the old 
gallery of the Court above. I was never weary of 
watching the water fowl as they darted in and out 
amidst the sedges; and the busy jackdaws never
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disturbed my musings as, bending over the old grey 
lichen-covered rail, I gazed far down into the water’s 
depths where the chalk at the bottom looked a bright - 
emerald green, and the trout rose to the surface and 
dived again, leaving ever-widening circles where they 
had disturbed its placid calm. The place had such a 
fascination for me that I had never wandered far into 
the park, till one day when we were at breakfast 
Godfrey asked me when I meant to visit the Giant’s 
Grave. 

‘Whenever you like. To tell you the truth, I am 
rather sceptical on the point.” | 
 ©€Tt igs quite true, I assure you,” said Isabel; 
“there was an old knight who had his abode in the 

old tower down by the moat. [I can show you the 
ruins of it: it was years and years ago, of course, but 
it’s quite true. The legend is in the library; how 
does it begin, Godfrey ?—you know it and I don’t.” 

Sir Walphe of the Bollowe was alwefully stoute, - 
Aud Hyg face was fierce and qrimme, 

An he had a Sotce like a belle manne’s shoute, 
Anv was Wondrous stronge in ve limbe: 

Anv iV rather habe mette with a score of beares, 
Than ebher habe mette with hym.” 

“ Now, please, Godfrey, don’t parody! ”’ 
“Now, please, Hleanor, don’t interrupt!” said her 

brother, mimicking her tones so comically that we all 
‘laughed. 

1’ll show you the legend, Miss Rutherford,” said 
Hleanor ; “ you can’t rely upon Godfrey.” 

“Thank you, Eleanor; but how do you know the 
legend is to be relied on ?” said her brother. 

“Oh, of course it is—it’s tremendously old; bes 
sides, there’s the grave to speak for itself.”
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“Well, please enlighten me,” I said, “for I am all 
curiosity.” 

“Whereupon Godfrey began: ‘Once upon a 
time——”’ | 

“Qh, do be sensible,” said Isabel despairingly ; 
“we shall never hear the rights of it, if you begin 
hike that.” 

“Well, then—” but here an interruption came; a 
servant brought in a message that Sir Godfrey was 

. wanted, and he was off at once, only saying, “‘ Now 
you can have it your own way, but make short work 
of it; Jackson will not keep me long.” 

Then I appealed to Hleanor, and she commenced 
the story with the preface, “I am sure to blunder in 
the details, but I can give it you in outline. This old 
Sir Ralph was a giant, that is, so it says, a man of 
enormous stature, very flerce and brave and warlike, 
the terror of the country side, and wherever he fought 
killing more than a dozen other men could. He built 
a tower in the Dean—that is the hollow just at the 
foot of the hill—it was a very high one, and reached 
up high above the tallest trees on the height. There 
he dwelt with his squire and men; and to this day 
the old foundations go by the name of the Giant’s 
Tower. Well, after many years, when he was grown 
quite old, one evening he called his squire to him; he 
was nearly blind and very shaky, and he felt his end 
was near, so he made his last request, which was rather 
a singular one. Taking out his spear, he drew his 
fingers along the blade, and then gaid to his squire he 
felt his day was over, but he wished with his last 
strength to throw his spear from the tower as far as 
he could, and where it was found there he wished to 
be buried. So the squire promised, and then the giant 
put forth all his strength and threw it, and that night
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he died. The next morning search was made, and 

there, quite at the end of the valley—a mile off—they 

found the spear; and so they dug his grave and 

buried him there. And that is all I know about it,” 

‘said Eleanor, as she finished; “but you must read the 

old legend yourself.” 
«Thank you; I must see this wonderful spot by 

all means.” - 

“Can we go to-day, mamma?” asked Beatrice, 

who, instead of the shy little puss I had thought her 

at first, had proved herself to be as thorough a little 

romp as could well be met with. 

‘Tt is as Miss Rutherford likes. I am afraid I 

could not walk so far; but if you would excuse me, 

Caroline, and would like the stroll, I do think it would 

repay you.” : 

« And oh! do let us take a basket, mamma, so 

as not to be bothered with coming home to lunch; 

wouldn’t that be nice, Miss Rutherford ?” 

“Yes, very.” 
So it was settled; and soon after ten we set out— 

Godfrey, the two girls, Beatrice, and I. It was a 

lovely morning, and as we parted with Lady Deane 

at. the steep pathway leading from the back of the 

garden into the hollow, my only regret was that she 

could not accompany us. 

We scrambled down the woodside and came out by 

the rough uneven grass-grown mounds, which marked 

the foundations of the Giant’s Tower. We were now 

at the end of the piece of water farthest from the mill, 

and very dark and solemn it looked, with the trunks 

of half-decaying trees bending low down over it and 

dipping their branches in among the weeds. There 

was an island and one or two swans, and a little boat- 

house, which Isabel told me was never used, though to
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the stump close by it an old weather-beaten boat was 
moored, The wood to the left rose high above us, and 
was matched by another on the opposite side. ‘Then, 
leaving the pond and the Court behind us, we turned — 
into the valley, and soon Eleanor was my only com- 
panion, for Godfrey and the others were running on 
before us. The grass was very soft and crisp, on 
either side rose a hill, smooth and beautifully green, 
gay with many a tiny starry blossom, and fragrant 
with wild thyme. We strolled along, commenting 
from time to time on the flowers and the birds and 
the sweet pure summer sky, stopping to wonder now 
and then that huge blocks of granite should be lying 
about here and there. All at once there was a shout; 
we walked on more quickly to where Godfrey and the 
others were bending over something on the hill side. 
““Come quietly, please,” he called out, as we came 
nearer, and then he led me to a tiny plant, which 
Beatrice was shielding as carefully as if she thought 
it would fly away before I saw it. I bent down and 
exclaimed at once, “ What a very tame bee! ” 

“Remarkably so!”? said Godfrey, while Eleanor 
smiled, and the others laughed outright. 

“Ts it dead ?”’ I asked, venturing to touch it; and 
then as I lightly stirred it with my finger a conviction 
dawned upon me, and I said, “I do believe it is the 
Bee Orchis ! ” | 

“Oh, I’m so glad! to think of taking you in so 
nicely,” said Beatrice; while Eleanor said, ‘It is the 
Bee Orchis,” adding its Latin name, in a way which 
at once told me she had not studied botany very long, 
pr she would not have been so anxious to show her 
learning. | 

About the middle of the valley we came to a group 
of cherry trees, into one of which Godfrey climbed;
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and there we rested and refreshed ourselves with the 
fruit which he threw down upon the grass. Just to 
the right, branching off from this, was another lovely 
dale, the Inillsides more sloping than those which 
sheltered the one we were in; half way up on one side 
was an old yew tree, which stood quite by itself like a 
grave old sentinel alone at his post. It was very 
quiet, a herd of deer feeding very near us were not 
disturbed as we sat and talked under the shady trees, 
and turned round now and then to look at the towers 

of the old Court rising above the trees. Then we 
pursued our walk—keeping straight on—with a high 
bare hill to the right, and one thickly covered with 

trees to the left; we sauntered quietly along, till just 
as the wooded shade began to grow sombre in its 
depths as we neared it, and one or two deer which 
had strayed from their companions held up their — 
heads startled by the sound of our voices, Beatrice 
suddenly sprang from my side and called out, “There 
it is! there’s the Giant’s Grave!” 

- CHAPTER III, 

It was a solemn and beautiful spot at the extreme 
end of the long straight valley, which here branched 
off into two wide paths; one reaching up, and thus 
dividing the hill on the right, and the other pursuing 
its course through the dark wood, so thick and black 
and shadowy, that spite of the warm summer day, I 
shivered as I looked into it. At Beatrice’s shout, the 
stray deer had joined the rest—there they were, bound- 
ing up the hill with heads erect, and their branching
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antlers standing out against the sky for one moment, 
before the herd disappeared over the brow of the hill. 
And there at our feet was the grave, a very long 
mound, its- width exactly in proportion, and except 
for its enormous size, exactly like the grass-grown 
graves of quiet English churchyards. It was plenti- 
fully sprinkled over with the tiny flowers always found 
on chalky soil, and the elegant brown quiver grass 
bent gracefully to and fro over it, waving with every 
breath of the soft, sweet breeze as we stood and 
looked. Isabel was the first to break the silence. 
“Are you convinced now, Miss Rutherford?” she 
asked. 

‘Tf it is an illusion, I have no wish to dispel it,” I 
replied evasively, “it is a fitting place in which to 
rest. IJ have no desire to doubt the legend, Isabel.” 

“‘ Nevertheless, you do doubt it, I believe,’ said 
Godfrey. 

“Well, we must make allowances for the old bio- 
grapher ; no doubt he looked into futurity and thought 
that a yard or two more or less would never be 
inquired into, by the unlearned in giants, of an age 
to come, so I accept the legend with—with the usual 
reservation in such cases,” I added, laughing. 

“Cum grano salis,” said Hleanor quietly. 
“Permit me to inquire how long you have been 

studying the dead languages, Hleanor? that is the 
second distinguishing mark of a scholar, I have been 
permitted to observe to-day,” said Godfrey with a 
mock bow, and his poor sister was annihilated at 
once. Nor did she during the remainder of my visit 
ever quote Latin again, which I was glad to notice, 
for a tendency to conceit was, I thought, her great 
failing. 

«Well, that wood looks first-rate for hide-and-
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seek,” said Beatrice, and she ran off after Godfrey, 
while Isabel followed, and Eleanor and I sat down by 
the grave, and seeing that her brother’s speech had 
rather damped her spirits, I remarked on the length of 
the walk, regretting that her dear mother could not 
be with us, and the conversation leading on to othet 
home and family concerns, Eleanor told me much 
about her papa, which I had never known, and it 
seemed a fitting subject on which to talk with the 
bright, blue, sunny sky above us, and the reverent 
stillness around. And Eleanor showed herself, as she 
really was at her best, earnest, and high-minded, and 
affectionate, with a subdued tone in her voice as she 
spoke of the blank her father’s death had caused, and 
the hope they had of meeting him again, which told 
me that she had already learned (what none of us can 

- learn too early) that this life is only to be valued when 
taken in connection with the life of the world to 
come. 

When the game in the dark wood was over, we 
strolled up the hill-path to the place where we had 
seen the deer disappear, and there, quite at the ex- 
treme end of the park on that side, we sat down to 
lunch. There was a charming bird’s-eye view, and 
we counted no less than five churches in the valley, 
and on the downs opposite, each with its circle of 
trees, and houses, and barns. How still and quiet it 
was! larks were singing and bees were humming, but 
these were all the sounds which greeted us, as we sat 
down on the soft, green turf, to do justice to the fare 
which Godfrey’s basket disclosed, and for which our 
walk had given us an excellent appetite. 

“ What shall we do next?” asked Beatrice, who 
could never sit still for long together. 
“Go and see Mrs. Baker,” suggested Isabel.
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** Well spoken,” said Godfrey ; “what does Miss 
Rutherford say ?” 

“Oh, I am ready for anything; but who is Mrs. 
Baker ?” 

“She is the wife of one of the keepers,” said 
Hleanor; “we generally look in upon her when we 
come as far as this; her cottage is in that plantation 
to the left.” | 

““She’s a dear old woman,” said Beatrice, “ and 
always ready to tell me a story. Oh! do let’s go.” 

“ Shall you really like it?” asked Isabel and God- 
frey in a breath, as I rose. 

“Yes, above all things. I know very little of 
English peasant life ; and if we come in for a story all 
the better, so please lead the way.” 

The plantation was not far off, and soon we came 
to a narrow gate, which was locked; but Godfrey was 
over it in a second, and back again with the key in 
a wonderfully short space of time, and the large dog 
we had heard barking, careered round Beatrice and 
sprang upon her as if overjoyed to see her again. 
It seemed very dark in the plantation at first, but a 
few steps brought us to a clearing where the cottage 
stood in the midst of a bright little garden. The 
building was covered with bark, and had a high- 
pointed thatched roof; there were plants in the two 
lattice windows, and conspicuous among them a stately 
white arum; at the door stood Mrs. Baker in her fresh 
white cap and apron, a very charming old woman in- 
deed, her looks quite justifying Beatrice’s opinion of 
her, as she curtseyed and bade us welcome. 

‘“This is Miss Rutherford, a friend of mamma’s,” 
explained Hleanor, as we entered the little cottage. 

“T am always glad to see any of my dear lady’s 
friends,” said she, as she placed one of two Windsor 

aon
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chairs near the door for me, while Beatrice brought 
out a little three-legged stool from the chimney cor- 
ner, and her sisters sat down one on each side of the 
tall clock, which was solemnly ticking with a mono- 
tonous one-two, which I should have thought too loud 
to be pleasant, but which Mrs. Baker said kept her 
company nicely while her husband was away. 

“Is he quite well ?” 
“Yes, Miss Isabel, thank you; he’s in the planta- | 

tion somewhere. Sir Godfrey has gone to him, and 
Dash was after him; no doubt there’s something to 
see to.” 

** Don’t you find this rather lonely at times ?” 
“ Well, ma’am, in the spring and summer, I don’t 

notice it much, for the flowers and the poultry, they 
keep me company when my husband’s away, and now — 
and then a friend comes up from the village; but in 
winter-time it is rather dreary, to be sure; but the 
trees keep us warm, and then I bring out my work 
and get a deal done when we’re shut in for the night.” 

“'We’ve been to show Miss Rutherford the Giant’s 
Grave,” said Beatrice; “and I don’t think she quite 
believes in the giant; do you, Mrs. Baker ?” 

Well, my dear Miss Beatrice, a story like that 
must have some foundation, but as to all they say 
about it, I don’t know—folks add to and take from, 
till it’s difficult to find the truth; but, my little lady, it’s 
my belief there are a good many other giant’s graves 
in the world than the one in the hollow.” 

“ Oh, I wish you would tell us a story about pne,” 
said Beatrice ; while Eleanor added, “We should solike 
to hear it ;” and Isabel, who was stroking pussy’s back 
as she sat purring contentedly in her lap, said, “ That’s 
right ; we thought you would have a story for us.” 

Mrs. Baker looked at me, and I assured her I
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should be quite as pleased as the young ones, so she 
consented. 

“ Perhaps you'll excuse me if I knit the whilo, 
ma’am,”’ she said; “I can’t talk doing nothing.” So 
out came a ball of grey cotton and a stocking in pro- 
gress, and as soon as the needles were set in motion 
the old lady began; and I have seldom seen so plea- 
sant a picture as she made, sitting near the doorway. 
the sunlight falling on her silver hair and shining 
needles, as she worked and talked. 

‘Tt was fifty years ago, Miss Beatrice, and I was 
but two-and-twenty, when Miss Harriet—the lady I 
was maid to—was engaged to be married. She and 
her sister were orphans, and a lady lived with them as 
companion and head of the house. It was a beautiful 
place, over the hills someway, and my young mis- 
tresses had everything that heart could wish, money 
and health, and friends. There was one brother too, 
Mr. Gregory—as fine a young man as I ever saw; his 
sisters were handsome too, especially Miss Harriet; 
they were all very kind to their servants, and to the 
poor, and very hospitable, so that the house was never 
dull; and though folks did say the family were proud, 
that never affected me. I was very comfortable and 
happy, and James (that’s my husband) and I were 
engaged then, so that I had a home of my own to look 
forward to, and that was always pleasant to think of. 
Then Miss Harriet was engaged, and happy enough 
she seemed, singing about the garden and riding 
out with her lover when he came, and altogether 
things looked very bright for them. The wedding 
was fixed for the ninth of February. Oh! how well I 
remember the day—I had been busy for weeks before, 
helping to get Miss Harrict’s things ready, and the 
last evening as I dressed her for dinner, I felt rather
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tired. It was a blowy night, and I much feared 
the morrow wouldn’t be fine; but my young lady had 
no such doubts; she was in high spirits, and as happy 
as could be. The bridegroom was expected to dinner, 
and more than once when the bell rang, I thought 
he’d come, but he hadn’t, and he was not arrived 
when she went downstairs. I stayed behind in her 
room to finish what packing I could, and in the middle 
of my work one of the other maids burst in, ‘Oh, 
Jennings,’ she said, ‘Mr. Hdwardes is dead, and 

Miss Elizabeth doesn’t know what to do with Miss 
Harriet—do come!’ 

“Dead! How? what do you mean? I said, for 
she’d taken my breath away. 

“¢ Oh, he and Mr. Gregory had words about some- 
thing—I don’t know what—and they had a duel 
yesterday, and Mr. Gregory shot him.’ | 

“¢ Does Miss Harriet know ? 
«<T can’t say; she went off into a dead faint. Oh, 

do come,’ she said, suddenly seeming to take fright, 
for I didn’t seem to have power to move, and my head 
swam.” . 

“Oh!” interrupted Beatrice, “there’s sorrow in 
the story ; I don’t like it.” 

“ My dear litile lady,” said the old woman gravely, 
as she laid down her knitting needles and looked at 
Beatrice, “no life is worth anything that has not had 
sorrow in it; and my story is a true one; but I won't 
go on, if you’d rather not,”’ she said kindly. 

Beatrice’s love of a story at all hazards, overcame 
her objéctions, and Mrs. Baker proceeded. 

“ Well, I got up and went into the drawing-room, 
and there sure enough was Miss Harriet, looking as if 
she was dead, and Miss Hlizabeth bending over her in 

-gn.agony, and Mrs. Grantley looking pale and agitated.
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I did what I could, and by-and-by we brought her to; 
she did not speak for some time, and when she did it — 
was only to say the dreadful words, ‘I will never for- 
give him,’ 

““*Qh, don’t say so, Harriet,’ said her sister, ‘ don’t 
say so’; and well she might speak so, for the words 
struck a cold shiver through me as I knelt by the 
fire. 

“Presently she sat up, and pushed back her hair, 
and said to Miss Elizabeth, ‘Tell me again, for I can- 
not believe it,’ 

“I moved to go, but Miss Elizabeth signed me to 
stay, and I listened as she told the story. It seems 
Mr. Edwardes and Mr. Gregory had had words (they 
were both very fiery young men and soon offended); 
and then Mr. Gregory sent a challenge. I dare say 
he never thought—indeed I am sure he couldn’t—or 
at such a time he would have acted different, for it 
was so near the wedding-day ; but people in a passion 
don’t think of consequences, or they’d be more care- 
ful—and so—oh! I shall never forget Miss Elizabeth’s 
voice; how clear and solemn it sounded, as she said, 
“And when Gregory fired, George fell at once; there 
was no hope of saving him; he was shot through the 
heart.’ There was a dreadful silence for some minutes, 
and then Miss Harriet said again in a strong deter- 
mined tone, that hadn’t a shade of grief in it, ‘1 will 
never forgive him.’ 

“Well, my dear young ladies,” said the old woman, 
“a dreadful time followed—no power could change 
Miss Harriet’s mind; poor Mr. Gregory, when he 
came to himself, was overwhelmed with remorse, and 
he came to the house to entreat his sister to forgive 
him, but she wouldn’t see him—three times he came, 
but it was no good, and last of all he went quite away,
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and no one heard of him for years. Miss Harriet was 

changed altogether, a dreadful giant had taken posses- 

sion of her heart, Miss Beatrice, and she was altered 

to every one.” 
“Was it Giant Despair, do you think ?” said the 

little girl. 

“Well, Miss Beatrice, I think it was Revenge—that 

hard unforgiving spirit which spoils all that is good 

and beautiful in the hearts people let him reign in, 

and dries up all the sweet springs of affection, and 

withors all the lovely flowers of kindness and love. 

God help poor souls when they let Revenge in to be 

their master, for surely never was a master so cruel 

and hard as he. Miss Harriet before that dreadful 

night had been the liveliest, brightest young thing, 

and always ready to go to see the poor, and comfort 

and help them, and busy always with her flowers, 

or playing on the harp; but everything was altered 

now,—the harp stood covered up im the corner, the 

flowers died for lack of care, and as to the poor, she 

never went near them, though she still worked and 

made clothes for them, but oh! they weren’t half so 

acceptable without the kind words she used to take 

with them. 
“So the years went on. Miss Elizabeth, she mar- 

ried ; Mrs. Grantley stayed on, and often’s the time she 

has talked about Miss Harriet to me, and we always 

came to the same conclusion, that we could do nothing 

except pray for her, for no one ever dare breathe Mr. 

Edwardes’ name before her, and she never mentioned 

him, Sometimes I used to hope when at church any 

chapters were read that specially spoke of forgiveness, 

or of our blessed Saviour’s sufferings, and how He 
prayed for His enemies, she’d be touched; but she 
never was ; hard and cold as stone, nothing seemed
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to move her; she scorned all sympathy, and shut her- 
self up from all her friends, and oh! dear, oh! dear, it 
was a dreadful time.” 

“And how about your own lover?” I asked. 
“Well, ma’am, somehow it seemed to be my duty 

to stay with Miss Harriet, and so I spoke to James 
and told him he was free if he liked; but he said he 
should never marry any one else, and was content to 
wait; and we bided our time.”’ 

‘And the poor brother ?”? asked Eleanor. 
*“No one ever heard anything of him. He had 

gone straight away, and was, so to speak, quite lost to 
his friends, for no one knew where he was.” 

“Oh, dear! didn’t she ever get sorry?” asked 
httle Beatrice. 

“Wait a while, Miss Beatrice, you shall hear, 
Fifteen years had gone by, and Miss Harriet’s beautiful 
black hair was as white as snow; but never a sign of 
melting did she show for all she had suffered. But 
then something happened. It was one evening in 
autumn, and I was doing Miss Harriet’s hair for 
dinner, when there was a ring at the door bell, and 
presently Mrs. Grantley came in, and I went out for a 
few minutes. Then she came back again into the 
room where I was, and said, ‘Jennings, Mr. Gregory’s 
little boy has come to see his aunt.’ 

“His little boy?’ I said, for I didn’t know he 
was married; nor did Mrs. Grantley, it seemed, till 
to-night. But he was, and he was at Crompton—the 
city twenty miles off—with his wife, and very ill; 
there were two other children, but this was the eldest, 
and he, poor little fellow, had heard his parents speak 
of his Aunt Harriet, so he had found out where she 
lived, and walked all the way to see her, and beg she 
would go back with him,”
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‘¢ What a nice little boy !”’ said Beatrice. 

“When I went back to Miss Harriet she did not 

say anything to me; but when she had gone down, 

Mrs. Grantley came to me and said the little boy was in 

the study, very tired and hungry, would I see to him, 

and put him to bed in the little blue room near mine. 

So I went into the study, and there the little fellow 

was. He looked about ten, and had beautiful black 

hair and eyes like his father before him, but he was 

very thin, and his clothes were very shabby. I coaxed 

up the fire, and made him have a nice cosy supper, and 

then he told me, dear child, why he had come. He 

said his papa was very ill, and they had no money, 

and he had once heard his mamma say to his papa, 

‘Oh, if your sister would but forgive you!’ and it 

seems in her grief she had told the sad story to her 

little- son. He said he did not tell them, but he 

slipped away and had walked all the way from 

Crompton, except .a ride in the butcher’s cart. And 

then when he had finished his supper he said so 

beseechingly, ‘Can I see my Aunt Harriet now?’ 

that, for the life of me, t could not help crying, for. 

I felt how hopeless it was.’ 

There was a shake in the good old woman’s voice - 

as she spoke now, which made me wonder if she could 
finish her story. 

But she went on—“I kissed the dear little boy, 
and told him to go to sleep before he asked to see 
his aunt; then I warmed his bed, and waited while 

he knelt at his prayers, and then when I went to 
tuck him up he said confidently, ‘I feel sure Aunt 
Harriet will be kind and forgive papa; for mamma 
says God always hears our prayers, and I have asked 
Him.’ 

“I went straight from his room to mino and throw
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myself on my knees by my bed, and if ever I prayed 
in my life I prayed then. I took no thought of time, 
but over and over again I asked God to soften her 
heart; and when at last I rose up, I did not feel 
uneasy at all—something seemed to tell me my prayer 
was heard. Strange enough, that night when we went 
down to family prayers there came, in the course of 
the evening’s reading, the words, ‘ Let all bitterness 
and wrath, and anger and clamour, and evil speaking 
be put away from you with all malice; and be ye kind 
one to another, tender-hearted, forgiving one another, 
even as God, for Christ’s sake, hath forgiven you.’ 

“I wondered how Mrs. Grantley kept her voice 
from shaking, but she did, and then we all went to 
bed. The ladies parted at Mrs. Grantley’s door, and 
then Miss Harriet went on to the blueroom. The door 
was ajar, and I saw her go across to the bed where 
her little nephew was lying; she stooped over him 
and drew the sheet closer to his sweet little face, and 
when I saw her bend and kiss him, I thought I should 
have dropped; but I had sense to go on quickly to 
her room, and when she came in a minute or two after- 
wards I was busy getting her things ready, for I 
daren’t for the world show what I felt. 3 “ 

Beatrice drew along breath; “ Oh, it és getting 
interesting now,” she said. 

“Well, my mistress said nothing to me about the 
little boy, and acted altogether just as if she knew 
nothing about him; and so I left her and went to bed, 
but not to sleep, for I lay awake praying nearly all the 
night through, and only fell asleep just at dawn. 

‘Quite contrary to custom, my mistress was dressed 
when I went in answer to her bell. ‘Jennings,’ she — 
said, ‘f am going to Crompton to-day; order the 
carriage to be ready at ten.’? Then she went on to
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the blue room, but what passed there I never knew ; 

only this, we saw when she came down to breakfast, 
she led the little boy in her hand, and just before they 
set off for Crompton together, he put his little arms 
round my neck and said, ‘ It’s all right, God did hear _ 
my prayer; she says she will forgive papa.’ 

“That’s been a lesson to me all my life since not 
to doubt God’s willingness and power to help. I was 
nearly beside myself with joy that day, and Mrs. 
Grantley, dear old lady, could not speak without tears, 
and over and over again she said, ‘ How wrong it 1s to 
despair, Jennings.’ 

‘Miss Harriet came back alone, and she must 
have cried all the way by her looks; but this I will 
say, if she hated in earnest, she forgave in earnest too. 

Mr. Gregory and his wife and children all came to the 
house, and there they stayed, and he got well again in 
time, but he was quite the old gentleman to look at, 
so much had he gone through. Then Miss Harriet 
remembered about James and me, and though I 
wouldn’t leave her just at once, we settled the wed- 
ding should be before long; and she took to visiting 
the poor again, and when spring came she saw to the 
garden and the flowers, and one evening just before I 
left I heard her tuning the harp, so you may fancy she 
had buried the giant then.” 

“Oh yes,” said Beatrice, “and was she always 
kind afterwards ?” 

“Nothing could be kinder. The giant Revenge 
had hardened her heart, but the angel Forgiveness 
made it softer than ever, and love, and patience, and 
meekness, and peace were the flowers that bloomed 
on her giant’s grave.” 

“Oh, thank you!’’ said Isabel, “ what a nice ends 
ing; but what became of the little boy ?”
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“Do you know your Uncle Richard, Miss Bea- 
trice ?” 

“Uncle Richard Hamilton, who married Aunt 
Tsabel—oh yes ; but is he the little boy ?” 

“He was,” said Mrs. Baker, as she rubbed her 
dear old eyes—‘‘ he was, Miss Beatrice, and it was my 
lady who told me that she wished I would some day 
tell you his story, so that you might think of him 
with reverence, as the means his heavenly Father 
used to bring back a wanderer to His fold, and bind 
up more than one broken heart.” 

** And Miss Harriet; is she alive still ?? 
“No, she died ten years since;” but here Mrs. 

Baker rolled up her knitting, for Dash came bounding 
in, and then Godfrey, followed by the keeper, and we 
rose to go. So with many cordial thanks for her 
story, and promises to come again, we turned home- 
wards, well pleased with our visit to the Giant’s 
Grave. 

  

CHAPTER IV. 

“T wonper if P’ve got a giant to bury,” said Beatrice 
the next morning, as she sat with me in the arbour 
by the part of the garden she called her own. 

“ Can’t you think, Beatrice ?”? 
“Oh dear, I don’t know, unless it is I forget things 

and tear my frocks, and leave Dickie’s cage open, and 
never know where my gloves are—but what to call 
him, that the puzzle !” 

“That is very easily settled; if you were to ask 
me, Beatrice, I should say Thoughtlessness is your 
giant’s name.” 

I
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“ Well, but he isn’t a horrid savage giant like Re- 
venge.” 

“No, dear, but he may do as much harm, though 
not with the same intention. 

‘Evil is wrought by want of thought 
s well as want of heart,’ 

and I would advise you, my little girl, to get rid of him 
as fast as possible—you know how to do it.” 

“Yes; I know; but oh dear, I wonder if every 
one has a giant to fight.” 

“I believe every one has in some shape or other, 
Beatrice; but here comes Isabel—we are deciding 
upon our giants, Isabel; and I think you can help 

_ Beatrice to fight hers. Remind her when you see her 
getting wild; that will be a great help.” 

That I will gladly; only there is my own to 
master,” and though I made no inquiries, I knew 
very well what Isabel meant. 

As to myself, conscience reminded me of several, 
and foremost among them, Despondency, which had, 
till the last ten days, made my life so dreary all the 
time since my dear brother’s death. To slay this enemy 
my kind friends seemed bent on doing their best, for 
Lady Deane came into the garden to find me with her 
mind full of a fresh scheme for my enjoyment. 

“You seemed very interested in what Mrs. Baker 
told you of Mr. Hamilton yesterday, Caroline; shall 

_ wedrive over to lunch to-day ? we are sure of a wel- 
come, and I should like you to see Isabelagain. They 
have been staying at the sea-side during the last month 
for the sake of the children, but I believe they are at 
home now; at any rate, it would be a pleasant 
drive.” 

“Who else is going?” asked Beatrice eagerly, as 
soon as I had signified my approval of the scheme.
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“‘T thought of driving Miss Rutherford in the pony 
carriage: how would you like to ride ?” 

“Oh, that is famous, mamma! I should like it very 
much indeed. Can Eleanor and Isabel go too ?” 

“ Yes, if they like.” 
There was a rush and a scamper, and by ten o’clock 

we were ready. Godfrey and his eldest sister well 
mounted on two beautiful horses. Isabel and Beatrice 
on the most charming little roan ponies, and my friend 
and I in the carriage. “ Why we make quite a caval. 
cade,”’ said Beatrice as we set off, 

It was a beautiful morning and our road was one 
of the best I had ever seen, being extremely smooth, 
and for some distance kept very shady and cool by the 
thick woods on each side; indeed, when about two 
miles from the Court, it was rather too shady, so high, 
and black, and thick, were the trees. ‘I would rather 
not come this way at night,” I said. 

“Tt is rather too lonely, certainly—there is but one 
house within a mile, and my dear husband used to tell 
the story of his grandfather being twice stopped by 
highwaymen i in this very spot.” | 

**T can imagine it.” 
“Even in these days the country people are not 

very fond of this road ; but they are obliged to use it, 
because it is the high road to Crompton. We shall 
soon be through the worst now.” 

As we emerged from the thick shade, we turned 
aside from the road into a grassy lane, and there we 
came upon a gipsy encampment, the tilted cart, 
ragged children, dark-haired women, and rough 
ponies grazing, just what I had seen many a time 
painted, but never in real English life before. 

“Tam glad to have seen that,” I said as we drove 
past ; “‘ what a free, charming life it seems.”
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“Yes; for those used to it, perhaps. Look at that 
pale scabious on the bank, Caroline, how beautiful ib 
is. 

“Yes; and what a delicious wild rose.” 
«Tl cannot tell you the treat it is to me to drive 

here again; I used to come so often, but in the last 
two years I have only been this way twice.” 

“And you put your own feelings aside to give me 
pleasure, Eleanor; I ought to be ashamed of myself 
for grieving as / have grieved when I think of your 
sorrow.’ 

“It is hard to bear often; but I try to keep up 
everything as he would have liked it, and the children 
are my great helps; besides ——” 

“Yes, I know; but sometimes heaven seems very 
far off.? 

‘It 1s never so near as when we are most faithful 
to duties on earth,” said Lady Deane, not as if preach- 
ing to me, but as the simple statement of a fact she 
had proved. 

‘But it is very difficult to take up the thread 
_ again just where it broke off.” 

“Yes, [know itis. I really did not know what 
to do at first, I felt I would gladly let everything go; 
and when Mr. Hope used to come and ask me about 
things he thought necessary with regard to the tenants 
or other matters, it was really only the thought of my 
boy that roused me to take interest in them.” 

“Ah!” T said, “ you are happy in having some 
one to live for; as for me—” and I could not go on. 

“TI know, Caroline, and it is very sad; still it 
seems to me a duty to make interests if we have them 

not already. ‘Work, work, work,’ is an excellent 
helper when one wishes to shake off despondent feel- 
ings.” 
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I did not reply, for something was telling me that 
instead of trying to shake off, I was rather encourag- 
ing such feelings; and so we talked no more on 
personal matters during the rest of the drive. 

Tt was a very pleasant one; and when we had 
crossed the down and entered the valley beyond, 
Boxford was before us—a cluster of white houses on 
the slope, and high above them the rectory and 
church, both green with ivy—just beyond, nearly 
hidden by trees, was the Hall, When we reached it 
we found that the young ones had arrived before us, 
and on the steps stood Mr. Hamilton, whose black 
hair, rather thickly sprinkled with grey, confirmed 
one point, at least, of Mrs. Baker’s story; and I must 
own that I studied his face with considerable interest, 
By his side was a tall, stout lady, in whom at first I 
had some difficulty in recognizing the slight, girlish- 
locking Isabel Deane whom I had last seen at Eleanor’s 
wedding. We were very warmly welcomed, and 
spent a pleasant afternoon; indeed, we stayed till 
past seven, having sent a message by a groom going 
that way that we should not be home to dinner, 
Just before we left, Beatrice came to me and, taking 
my hand, led me into the library, where, over the fire- 
place, hung a painting of a lady, very dark, and with © 
a haughty look on her handsome features 

“Can you guess who it is?” said Beatrice. 
“ Yes, I think so; but I hope, Beatrice, you have 

not said anything.” | 
“Oh, dear no! but I just came in here with my 

cousin Harriet, and I asked who it was, and she told 
me. Can’t you fancy it all, Miss Rutherford ? ” 

“Yes; quite well.” 
‘And isn’t Uncle Richard a darling ?” 
“He is quite as nice as I expected to find him, 

wat oa ~ Fg 
y
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and that is saying a good deal,’ with which expres- 
sion of opinion his little niece had to content herself. 

The drive home in the evening was even more 

delightful than that in the morning had been; and 

going through the lonely wood-shaded road Godfrey 
and his sisters made noise enough to intimidate any 

number of robbers if there had been any in conceal- 

ment, which they considered a great achievement, 

though I should have preferred a quieter company 
as being more in accordance with the still, solemn 
beauty of the time. ‘The moon was rising, and in the 
west, stretching far into the north, was that long 
amber glow which makes so much of the beauty of the 
midsummer night sky. The nightingales were making 
most delicious music, their liquid notes falling in 
showers of melody from the trees as we drove along; 
and on each side of the road we might have thought 
the fairies had got up a special illumination for our 
benefit, so many tiny lamps did the glow-worms light 
for us. Godfrey secured three of the little creatures 
for me, which I carried home in my hand and placed 
among the leaves on a rockwork in the garden, and 
every night so long as I remained at the Court when 
I drew up my blind to look out the last thing, there 
they were—three tiny stars shining with their pale 
blue lustre among the leaves. 

I did not leave my dear friends till September, and 
then I went to visit my relations in Cheshire. They 
were kind, and, on the whole, my visit was an agree- 
able one; but they spoke rather strongly and satirically 
about my leading a wandering life on the Continent, 
and evidently considered Rome such a dreadful place, 
that I said as little as possible about my stay there. 
T believe they thought if I would remain near them
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they could find me plenty of occupation in their 
country parish; but, after considering the subject, I 
came to the conclusion that I was really not much 
needed, and so about the middle of October I left, 
intending to return to London; and Lucia, who had 
drooped considerably since we left Deane Court, looked 
her bright self again as we took our places in the 
London train. | 

We were about thirty miles from London when a 
sudden jerk, a heavy scraping sound, and heads thrust 
out of the windows, informed us that something was 
wrong; and when the train coming to a stand, with 
no station visible, I looked out, 1 saw the mischief at 
once: one of the wheels had come off the engine, and 
in another minute the guard came and requested us to 
leave the carriages, as we were already behind time, 
and the express train was coming quickly after us. 
No one was hurt, nor had we time to be much 
frightened ; nevertheless, I did not much like the idea 
of continuing my journey that night, so I looked about 
me, considering what to do. A crowd soon collected, 
mysteriously it seemed to me, for I could see no house 
nor any sign of a dwelling near, though at some little 
distance, on a steep hill-side, was a fair number of red 
brick houses, which looked to me like a small town. 
A. tall, thin boy in the crowd, very much out at elbows, 
came up in answer to my glance of inquiry, and, 
touching his dingy cap, said, “Take yer luggage, 
mum ? ” 

“Ts that a town on the hill-side ? ”? 
“Them red houses? ” 
Yes.” 
“That’s Hayling; want yer luggage took there, 

mum ?”
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“I don’t know; are there any good inns?” 
*There’s the ‘Swan,’ and the ‘Anchor,’ and the 

‘Duke’s Arms’—that’s where the quality stays mostly.” 
* How far is it?” 
** A mile and a arf.” 
“Have you a barrow? we have a good deal of 

luggage.” : 
‘*Y can borrer one, mum.”’ 
“Very well then, you may.” 
The boy ran off, and in a very short space of time 

returned with a capacious looking barrow, into which 
he stowed our boxes with great aptitude I thought, 
and then, turning to Lucia, I said, “ We ‘had better 
follow him, Lucia.” 

“The Signora will be much fatigued,” objected 
Lucia, but owned almost immediately we could not 
adopt a better plan; so we commenced our expedition. 

Tt is not exaggerating to say that I enjoyed it 
immensely. The road was by no means beautiful, but 
the spice of adventure was very invigorating, and 
Lucia’s spirits soon rose to the occasion. As we 
entered the town by the back street, our guide pointed 
out a dingy-looking public-house, redolent of tobacco 
as we passed, and suggestive of people in the state 
best described as more merry than wise. “ You can 
go on,” I said, as our boy waited for orders. 

» Then we went up a steep hill, and a comfortable- 
looking inn held out the sign of an anchor before us 
as we stopped to inspect. ‘ This looks comfortable,” 
I said. 

© Ay, mum, it do; but the ‘Duke’s Arms’ is better 
nor this.” 

“Well, you may go on.” 
Five mmutes more brought us to the ‘Duke’s Arma,?
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which certainly wore an air of placid importance, and 
looked inviting as we stopped before the entrance to 
the paved yard, not knowing what to do next. The 
boy, however, brought out a brisk-looking maid, and 
when I stated my wants to her, I found nothing 
remain ‘d but to pay and dismiss my boy, whose keen 
blue eyes shone with pleasure as his dirty fingers 
closed over the coin I put into his hand. “ Ain’t yer 
made a mistake, mum?” 

“No, it’s all right, thank you; and good night,” 
and then I went into the inn, 

The landlady was the picture of comfort, and I 
told her how it happened we were there; and then, 
as it was past five, ordered dinner, and spent my 
evening in writing letters. 

The next morning early, taking Lucia with me, 
I went for a stroll. Descending the hill, I turned 
out of the road into a field, crossing a new line of 
railway which was being made, and soon came into a 
rustic lane, its hedges overhung with blackberry 
bushes—just the place for a gipsy encampment I 
thought, for it was a brilliant October morning, and 
the air was fresh and exhilarating, and the spirit of 
adventure was within me still; and, added to every- 
thing else, thankfulness for yesterday’s merciful escape, 
and the enjoyment of the present moment was a sense 
of freedom in having escaped the appropriating hands 
of my Cheshire cousins. I soon changed my mind 
about the gipsy encampment, for on turning a bend 
in the lane we found ourselves before a long travelling 
cart, hung and festooned with wicker baskets and 
chairs loosely covered with tarpauling; two thin, 
shabby-looking horses were grazing near, and crouch- 
ing over the dying embers of a fire, on which she was
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holding a small iron pot, was a little girl of ten, who 

raised a tear-stained face to mine when I asked her 

what was the matter. 
‘‘Oh, mother’s so ill,” she sobbed. 

“Where is she ?”’ 
“Tn the cart,” she said, leading the way to ib; 

and I mounted the little step-ladder and looked in. 

A. woman, evidently suffering from fever, was lying 
on a wretched bed, and though she looked up as I 

entered, she seemed too ill to speak. ‘‘ Have you no 
doctor ?”’ I asked the child. 

“No; father’s out on his rounds—he’s bin gone 
since Toosday (this was Friday)—and mother warn’t 
so bad then, though she warn’t well either.”’ 

It did not take me long to ask Lucia to walk back 

to the inn and inquire of Mrs. Garrett for the best 
doctor in Hayling ; and she was hastening on her way 

before the little girl had recovered from her surprise 
at being taken notice of by strangers. 

In about an hour Lucia returned with a tall, kind- 

looking old gentleman, who, she informed me, was 
Dr. Barrington, and who wasted no time, but after 

exchanging a word or two with me, stepped into the 
cart. 

“Ts she very ill?”? I asked, as he came out. 
Yes, poor soul, and will be worse too, I fear; 

she is in the first stage of fever, and needs care.” 
“She must not stay here,” I said; “1s there no 

hospital to move her to?” 
“The county town, where the infirmary is, is ten 

miles off.”’ 
“ But is there no cottage-hospital in Hayling?” 

I asked, for I was fresh from a well-ordered parish 
near a well-to-do little town, and it being the first
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English one with which I had become acquainted, I 

imagined all similar places were as well provided 
for. 

Dr. Barrington shook his head, “We are behind 
the times—Hayling is half asleep—and a cottage 
hospital needs a founder and funds, and energy and 

time. I fear we lack all but the last,’”’ he said. 
“But surely there is some cottage. I should be 

so glad to see to the poor woman;” and in a few words 
I explained to him that my time was at my own dis- 
posal, and I could stay at Hayling as long as I liked, 
and should be glad to remain and do what I could for 
the poor sufferer in the cart. 

He thought a little, and then said—“TI have it; 
there is an old cottage just outside the town, it is 
empty I know: I could secure it for you;” and I 
went with him to look at it, for it was only just across 
the new railway line. It looked a tumble-down place 
outside as I stood contemplating it, while the doctor 
got the key from a neighbouring cottage, and sent 
a boy for the man who had the letting of it. Inside 
it had two rooms, the higher one leading from that on 
the ground-floor by a narrow step-ladder. Both were 
dreary-looking enough, bare as they were, but the 
windows could be opened, and that was one good 
thing, and the man in charge said I could have it at 
once at so much a week; so I decided to take it, and 
then before returning to the cart, I went on to the 
town and ordered two little iron bedsteads and other 
necessaries to be sent on at once. 

Then Dr. Barrington rejoined me, and we returned 
to our patient. On the way we stopped at the railway 
line, where the men were resting and eating their 
dinner, and going up to two stalwart fellows, he
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asked them to come to our assistance. They were 
very kind and helpful, and lifted the poor woman out 
of the cart very tenderly. Lucia had wrapped her in 

some travelling rugs I had brought from the inn, and 
the stout willing arms were not long m bearing her to 

the cottage, where they laid her gently down on the 

bed Lucia had prepared. 
“Nay, mum, we don’t want pay for a job like 

this,” they said; nor could I persuade them to take 
anything for their trouble but hearty thanks, which 
they seemed glad to receive. 

_ The little girl had followed us to the cottage, and 
seemed struck dumb by what had happened before her 
eyes, till I asked her when she expected her father 
back, and then she said, ‘‘ To-night or to-morrow.” 

> © Well, you must tell him where your mother is; 
but who will take care of you?” 

“Oh, Polly—that’s my sister—she’ll be back 
to-night; and Bill and Jem they’re out selling 
blackberries—we shall do,” and with this assurance 

I let the child go. Her father came that night and 
gave a timid knock at the door about nine o'clock. 
He was a tall, dark-haired man, a good deal subdued 

“and worn I thought. He was very grateful for the 
care taken of his sick wife, and when I told him 

we meant to nurse her he seemed relieved, and said 

he could take the children in the cart back to the 
Buckinghamshire village where they spent the winter, 
and come to fetch his wife when she was better, and 
he left his name and address so that I might write to 
him. 

For three weeks the poor woman was very ill; and 
at one time Lucia and I scarcely thought she could 

recover; but Dr. Barrington was hopeful always, and
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at last we had the great pleasure of seeing a slight 
improvement, and she recovered very satisfactorily at 
last, and was ready to go home with her husband when 
he came over one day late in November. 

| We missed our occupation greatly, and it is impos- 
sible to nurse any one for any length of time without 
feeling a large amount of interest in the patient, and 
throughout the poor basket-woman had been so gentle 
and grateful for the least service, that we felt much 
attached to her, and I promised to write to her and 
tell her if we decided to stay at Hayling. This I was 
strongly inclined to do, for during the daily walks I 
had taken while Lucia was watching, I had made 
myself well acquainted with the town and neighbour- 
hood; and a very ugly red-brick house with staring 
windows—on which the letters “To Let” were 
glaringly visible—had taken my fancy because ot 
its situation, which, nearly at the top of the hill on 
which the town was built, commanded an extensive 
view, to say nothing of its being in the midst of a 
charming garden and shrubbery, old-fashioned and 
exceedingly pleasant. Lucia liked it too, but I could 
not quite make up my mind, and waited for something 
to decide for me. | 

It came. One of the kind navvies who had carried 
the poor basket-woman to the cottage was badly hurt 
while moving a heavy truck, three days after our 
patient had left us, and two of his friends carried him 
to the cottage, thnkmg I might be able to do some- 
thing for him. His injuries were beyond my skill, so 
I sent for Dr. Barrington: and when I found that 
careful nursing for two or three weeks would set him 
up again, I asked Dr. Barrington to send for a nurse 
from the infirmary to attend to him, and then made
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inquiries about the ugly house which had taken my 

fancy. No difficulties arose here, and in less than a 

week I had taken possession, workmen were busy 

papering and painting, the basket-woman’s eldest 

daughter had come to be trained as housemaid, and 

between buying furniture in the Hayling shops and 

going in to look after my poor navvy, my time was 

fully occupied. I sent to London for my treasured 

pictures and curiosities, and Lucia and I worked hard 

at arranging and making the house comfortable; and 

the result quite rewarded our efforts, and New Year? s 

Day found me full of hope for the future and far too 

busy to be despondent. Our patient at the cottage 

was now able to work again; but so many poor women 

brought their children to me to be cured of trifling 

ailments that I began to fear I was regarded as some- 

thing uncanny, and did not quite like it. I had not 

then lived long enough im a hittle country town to 

know that small things have power to make a great 

impression on the public mind. 

‘As soon as my house was ready, I had several 

visitors. First, Mrs. Barrington came with the good 

doctor, and I can give her no higher praise than to say 

she was worthy of her husband ; then others from the 

town and neighbourhood, all very kind and friendly, 

and when I had begun to feel quite at home, and the 

February sun was gleaming on my bright crocus- 

fringed borders and the snowdrops in their pure garb, 

were rejoicing my eyes and heart together. I had a 

scheme in view which my mind was much occupied ~ 

with, and taking Dr. and Mrs. Barrington into my 

counsels, I asked if they thought it would be very 

difficult to establish a cottage-hospital. 

‘Funds are needed first,” he said-
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Yes,” said his wife, “but I think we could find 
subscribers.” 

“ And the house?” I asked. 
At tirst the doctor was sure there was not one to 

be had, but presently he remembered one, that was not 
far from the Dispensary, which he believed could be 
rented; but “there must be a@ committee,” he 
said. 

Mrs. Barrington volunteered to help me, and we 
soon found ladies who had sufficient time to devote a 
little to the work, and to collect subscriptions; and 
gifts, m the shape of beds and furniture, came from 
numerous quarters: so that soon after Easter, the 
hospital was opened under the care of an excellent 
nurse, and the fact that there is always at least 
one occupant proves to me that it was certainly 
needed. | 

To me, it is my great interest, and working so 
much with the good people of Hayling has brought 
me into contact with many warm, friendly hearts, and 
last year I was able to give a welcome to my dear 
friend Lady Deane and her daughters, who, on God- 
frey’s marriage, came to live at Stoke, a village about 
a mile off, easily seen from my windows. Previously 
to that time, in the second year of my residence here, 
Beatrice had come with her mamma to spend a few 
days with me, and I suppose my busy life struck Lady 
Deane, for she said to me one day, “ You look very 
happy, Caroline; I need not ask where Despondency 
has vanished.” 

“To tell the truth, I had forgotten its ex- 
istence; I trust I may never get into its clutches 
again.” 

“Oh, then you have buried your giant,” said
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Beatrice, scrambling out of her curtained corner of 
the window-seat: ‘‘and is the Cottage Hospital his 
grave?” | 

“Yes, Beatrice,” said her mother, “and every 
patient in it is a flower.” | | 
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THE CHILDREN. 

gecssmeeue TTQ has not heard of the country called Italy, | 
YA RIN) =a beautiful and fertile land lying to the 

south of the high mountains called the 
mie} §~Alps? Who has not heard of its grapes 

and oranges, its groves of olive-trees and myrtles, and 
its fields of rice and maize; and who has not heard 
too of the grand old cities of Italy with their beautiful 
buildings and fine sculpture and paintings? All these- 
things make it most interesting to visit and read about, 
and it becomes still more so, when we remember that 
in Italy much of the present civilization of the world 
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was, as it were, begun; for not only were many arts 

and sciences first practised and studied there, but also 

many useful discoveries and inventions were made 
there and brought to perfection, which have since been 

highly useful to mankind. The great prosperity of 

Italy, however, passed away, and through bad govern- 

ment it was long very far behind many ‘other countries 

of the world, so that while grapes and oranges still 

grew and ripened there, and groves of olives and 

myrtles were still to be seen, yet Italy was admired 

chiefly for what it had been, and its cities were visited 

in order to find the traces of what they once were in 

the days of their prosperity and greatness. It ought 

to be added, however, that Italy entered upon a new | 
era of prosperity when it became a united kingdom 

under Victor Emanuel, the father of the present King 
Humbert. 

And now we are about to tell a story of some things 
that happened in one of these cities of Italy, after 

what may be called its best days were past, Things 

which concerned one of the greatest men of the time, 

whose name is well known, and which happened also 
to two children whose names have certainly never been 
heard before, but who might have done and said all 
that is related here, 

It was in a famous city called Pisa, about three hun- 
dred years ago, that there lived a man named Bertano, 
who was celebrated at that time as a manufacturer of 
glass. He had originally come from Venice, in which 
city glass was first made in Italy, and which was very 
celebrated for its looking-glasses and mirrors; and 
when he settled at Pisa, glass was still quite a novelty 
to the people, and only the rich had glass windows to 
their houses, or drinking vessels of glass for their 
tables, while a looking-glass was considered one of 
the most curious and costly of ornaments; indeed it
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was looked into almost with a feeling of awe, so wonder- 
ful was it thought that a person’s face could be reflected 
so accurately. 

Bertano was not only a maker of glass for windows 
and mirrors, but he was also acquainted with the art 
of staining glass with rich and beautiful colours, and 
at the time of our story was engaged in making some 

beautiful coloured glass windows for a church in Pisa, 
on which different scriptural subjects were represented. 
He inhabited a large old house near one of the gates 
of the city, and round a court-yard at the back were 
workshops and furnaces, where, assisted by workmen, 
he carried on his employment very industriously, and 
earned much money. 

_ Bertano had lost his wife before he came to Pisa, 
and his family consisted only of two children, a boy 
and a girl, who were taken care of by an old house- 
keeper or nurse, who generally went by the name of 
Dame Ursula. Now, the real names of the children 
were Lancilotto aud Fiammina, but as these were 
rather long even for the Italians to pronounce, the usual 
names by which they were known at home were Lotto 
and Mina, and such I shall always call them. How 
different were the brother and sister! At the time I 
am writing about, Lotto was a lively active boy of 
twelve, while Mina at ten was a poor little sickly 
cripple, moving each morning with difficulty from her 
bed to a chair, and in the evening from her chair back 
again to her bed. Lotto was here, there, and every- 
where, seeing and hearing and meddling in everything; 
Mina sat the long and weary day through, in the deep 
recess of a window which looked across the street only 
to the opposite house, and through which little light 
and little air came. This window had to be sure a 
casement of glass of small diamond-shaped panes,
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which her father had put in for her, but only a little 
portion of it would open to admit the air, and it was so 

high that there was little possibility of even getting a 

peep from it down into the street to see the passers- 
by; and only a little patch of blue sky could be seen 
over the top of the opposite house, in which at night 
Mina, as she lay on her bed, could sometimes see a 
few stars twinkling, but never by any chance the sun 
or moon. | 

_ It would have been a weary life indeed for this 

| little girl, being thus shut up a prisoner in one room, 

and. seeing as she did only Dame Ursula at those times 

when she had to be dressed or undressed, or have her 
meals, and seldom seeing her father more than once a 

day, if it had not been for Lotto. Happily for her, 

Lotto was a good kind brother, and very luckily too 

for her, Lotto was a great talker. In the midst of all 

his occupations and amusements he never forgot his 

sister Mina, and all he heard and saw was repeated 

and described to her, so that Mina lived in the world 
as it were through the eyes, and ears, and tongue of 

Lotto, and had almost left off wishing that she could 

see and hear for herself, so well did he describe and tell. 

_ All that he could find likely to give her pleasure or 

amusement would Lotto bring up to her little gloomy 
room, so that Lotto’s visits often enabled her to fill up 

well the time of his absence. The ripest melon to be 
had in the market, or the most tempting bunch of 

grapes, would be sure to find their way to her, while 
the seasons were marked to her by the fresh bunches of 

flowers that Lotto would gather for her in the fields 

and woods around the city. Mina’s most favourite 

playthings, however, were the scraps and fragments of 
glass that Lotto collected for her out of his father’s © 
workshops. He was a favourite with the workmen, -
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and when not too busy they would mould him orna- 
ments of glass and make him little coloured glass beads 
to take to his little sick sister who lay ill up-stairs. 
Mina had thus a large collection of pieces of stained 
glass, with which she used to amuse herself in making 
all kinds of devices and patterns on the table before — 
her; and of threading necklaces and rosaries of coloured 
beads, she was never tired. She had, however, other 
employments of a more useful kind, for she could plait 
straw very neatly, of which she made baskets and 
mats, and could embroider very prettily in coloured 
silks and wools, so that in spite of her imprisonment 
she was seldom idle, and even when Lotto was with 
her, her little fingers would be busy over some little 
present or other for her friends. 

Mina, as we have said, was generally the listener 
when they were together, for living the dull life that 
she did, it was very seldom that she had anything to 
tell to Lotto. It happened, however, one day, that 
when Lotto had come up to bring her some particularly 
bright pieces of red and yellow glass that one of the 
workmen had given him, it was Mina who had a piece 
of news to tell. 

“Do you know, Lotto,” gaid she, “that some one 
has come to live in the house on the other side of the 
street, and that I can see him very often at his window 
teaching and studying. Dame Ursula tells me that 
he is called the Doctor Galilei, and that he is a very 
learned man indeed. Do you know that I almost 
think he must be an astrologer, for last night after 
I went to bed, I could see him out on his balcony 

looking at the stars, and then going every now and 
then back into his room to write at the table where his 
lamp was burning.” 

“An Astrologer! I should not wonder; and as-
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trologers can tell the future, they say, by looking at 
the stars. I should like to know whether the Doctor 
Galilei could tell you, Mina, whether you would ever 
get well, or tell me if I should ever go to Venice. 
How I should like to ask him !” 

Well, do you know, Lotto,” said Mina with a 
sigh, “that I should not at all like to ask him either 
of those questions. I should be so afraid that he 
might say I never should be any better; and then I 
don’t much think I should like him to say that you 
would go to Venice, Lotto, for what should I do while 
you were gone ?” 

“Why you would have to expect me back again, to 
be sure, Mina, and to think of all the pretty things I 
should bring back from Venice, and all I should have 
to tell you about that strange city. That would be 
nice, would it not ?” 

“Yes, nice when you came back again, but I 
should not like your going away, and I always hope 
that something will happen to prevent it.”’ 

“Ah, but I must go, Mina dear, you know. Father 
always says I must go to Venice to learn the last new 
way of making mirrors, before I am quite a man and 
Degin to help him.” 

“Well, that is a good way off at all events,” said 
Mina, ‘‘ for you are only a boy now, Lotto, that is a 
comfort. Butlook! There is the Doctor Galilei out 
on his balcony, Lotto! Does he not look very wise 
and good? I like his looks so much.” 

“Yes, but see, Mina—what can he be about? J 
do think he has dropped something—yes, a piece of 
paper or parchment; and here it comes flying down 
into the street.” 

“Oh, run and fetch it, Lotto! Take it to him, 
He would be so sorry to lose it, I dare say.”
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Before Mina had finished speaking, Lotto was oif 
like an arrow from a bow, and had sprung down the 
great staircase, and was out in the street. It was 
quite a long time before he came back again, and 
Mina had grown quite impatient, and was almost 
afraid that he had stayed to ask the Doctor about her 
getting well, when Lotto burst into the room again. 

“JT have seen him, Mina—I have seen and talked 
to Doctor Galilei, and what will you say when I tell 
you that he is coming here to see you!” 

“Oh, Lotto, what can he want to sec me for? You 
surely have not asked him.” 

“ About the stars? Oh, no! and I don’t believe 
he is an astrologer, Mina. Only a doctor who gives 
physic to people to make them well. But let me tell 
you first about the paper. I found it directly I got 
into the street, for it had fallen just by our door; 
and I picked it up, and was going to ring at the great 
bell of the doctor’s house, when out he came himself; 
and when I gave it him, he thanked me very kindly, 
and said he had thrown it down on purpose, and that. 
he was going to throw it down again from the bal- 

_ eony, if I would be so good as to pick it up again and 
bring it up to him.” 

“Throw it down again! Why, Lotto, what could 
that be for? How foolish of him to do that.” 

“No, Mina, not at all foolish, but very wise, and 
what ig more I know all about it, as I will tell you. 
In the first place the doctor is trying to find out somce 

thing about things falling through the air, he told mc; 
and after letting the piece of paper fall from the bal- 
cony spread open as you saw it, he went up again and 
let it fall all crumpled up into a ball, and he found 
that then it fell much quicker, because it could push 
its way through the air, whilst before, when the paper
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was spread open, the air supported it ; and this was 
what he wanted to be sure of.” 

And you picked his paper ball up for him, Lotto?” 
“Yes, and I took it up to him, and went into his 

house over the way, through the great hall and stair- 
case up to the room where Dr. Galilei studies. Such 
a room, Mina, as you never saw. All full of books 
and papers, and such queer instruments and tools. 
And the Doctor talked to me, and I said that you, 
Mina, saw him first, and he said ‘ Who is Mina?’ and 
then I told him. He said, ‘ What, the little girl with 
the pale face that I see sitting at the casement?’ and 
I said ‘Yes ;’ and then he said ‘ Why does she always 
sit there all day long?’ and I told him how ill you 
were, and how long you had been ill, and what was 
the matter, and then—now don’t be frightened, Mina 
——but then he said he would come to see you, for he 
thought that perhaps he might be able to do you some | 
good.” 

But Mina was frightened, and she could not help 
feeling terribly alarmed at the thought that she might 
have to do something different from what she did 
every day, or take some disagreeable medicine. She 
had grown so accustomed to her present life that she 
scarcely wished for any alteration, except that now 
and then she had great pain in her legs and joints, 
and this she would be very glad to lose. She had, 
however, ceased to think it possible that any doctor 
could cure her, for she had had several some years 
before, and had taken much medicine; but as they 
had done her no good, she had little hope of being 
cured that way, but, according to the notions of those 
times, she fancied, as did Dame Ursula too, that‘she 
would only be well when she had been taken to the 
shrine of some particular saint and kissed some par-
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ticular relics which were supposed to have the power 

of healing. And when Dame Ursula was told that day 
all about the visit that was to be expected from the 

Doctor Galilei, she shook her head and said, “ Ah, all 

very weil, my good Lotto, all very well! The Doctor 
is as everybody knows a very learned man, but still I 
have no hope of his doing anything for our little Mina. 
If your father would only let me carry her to Loretto, 
to the chapel of our blessed Lady, and let her but 
once kneel upon the steps of the altar, she would be 
well again directly, and would be able to run about 
and jump and dance as briskly as you, Lotto, can 
do.” 

But Loretto was a long way off, and, besides this, | 
Bertano, Mina’s father, had no belief that going thero 
would cure his little daughter ; on the contrary, he was 

glad to know that Dr. Galilei would come and see her, 
and begged Dame Ursula to do all that he should 
recommend for the sick child. 

Two or three days passed over, however, before the 
visit of the doctor was paid, and Mina had begun to 
hope and Lotto to fear that his new friend had for- 
gotten them, when, as he was standing out on his 
balcony one morning, he all at once looked down 
towards Mina’s little window, and then seeming to 

recollect her all at once, he nodded and made signs to 

her that he would come over. 
_ The visit was not nearly so terrible as Mina had 
expected, for the good doctor talked to her a long 
time about Lotto and her father, and asked to look at 

the piece of embroidery she was doing, and admired a 
pretty rosary of glass beads that lay on the table, all 
before he began to question Dame Ursula, or examine 
her knees and ankle joints. The medicine he recom- 

mended, too, was only a drink made of a particular



THE CHILDREN AND THE SAGE. 155 

herb which was to be found in the fields near Pisa, 
and though she did not quite like the idea of having 
her joints bathed so often with cold water as he 
advised, yet that was better than the rubbing with 
oils and salves that the other doctors had recom- 
mended. 

When Doctor Galilei however looked round the 
little close room in which she sat, and found that only 

avery small portion of the glass window was made to 
open, he shook his head and said that she ought to 
have more light and air. | 

Have you no garden,” said he, “in which she 
could sit every day in the air and sunshine? for that 
would do her more good than anything.’ Dame 
Ursula said there was a little terrace garden at the 
side of the house, but it was never used; and she 
added, that her little patient disliked being carried 
about, so that they never attempted to remove her 
from her room. | 

Doctor Galilei said no more to them at that time, 
and took his leave. When he went out, he found 
Lotto on the stairs, waiting to catch a glimpse of him 
as he passed down them, and no doubt hoping also to 
be able to have a little talk with his new acquaintance. 
To his surprise the doctor asked him to show him the 
garden, which he understood was at the side of the 
house. Now Lotto was accustomed sometimes to play 
in this little garden, and could get into it out of the 
court-yard by a steep flight of steps, for it was a sort 
of raised terrace in the manner which is common in 
southern countries, and being at the side of the house 
you could look from it down into the street. It was 
far from being a garden, like any such as we are 
familiar with, and as for plants, it was at that time 
little more than a tangled mass of trailing vines, among
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which here and there stood a pomegranate or orangec 
tree, with their scarlet and white blossoms. In the 
middle of it was an old stone fountain, now choked up | 
with grass and weeds and dead leaves, and many years 
had passed since any water had flowed from it. 

Aha!” said Doctor Galilei, when he’ had mounted 
on to the terrace, and looked around him. “ This is 
just what I expected. Why, this garden is the very 
thing for thy little sister, my young friend. This is 
where she ought to be sitting these sunny days instead 
of being cooped up like a little bird in a cage in that 
close room. Why, my good Lotto, how is it that thou 
dost not bring her out here?” 

“Oh, Doctor—Doctor Galilei,” said Lotto, “ you 
don’t know Mina. Why, she would never let us bring 
her up here—she would cry at the very thought of our 
drageing her all down the great staircase, and through 
the court-yard, and up these steep steps, all to get 
here. I assure you, good Doctor, it would really hurt 
her, for she is never accustomed to move.”’ 

“Well, but that is no reason why she should not 
begin to move. ‘This little garden, too, is on a level 

- with her little room, and surely there must be a door 
into it through which she could come. See now, my 
fine fellow, what is this here behind this great myrtle 
bush? What is this but a door? Why not bring thy 
little sister out this way ? It cannot be half a dozen 
yards from her room.’ 

Lotto looked surprised that the Doctor who was 
such a stranger to them should find out what he had 
never seen before—a door opening from the house on 
to the terrace. Where could his eyes have becn? 
And now when he came to think about it, this very 
door must be the one which he had so often seen, 
locked and boited, at the end of the very gallery inte
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which Mina’s door opened. Still a look of doubt was - 
on his face, as he thought of how Mina always cried 
when they attempted to move her, even into the next 
room, and he told the Doctor of his doubts. 

“Well, my boy, say nothing to thy sister at pre- 
sent about this garden. Set to work, and put ita 
little to rights, and contrive her a place where she 
may sit sheltered from the sun at noon-day, and leave 
to me the rest.” And then the Doctor and Lotto had 
a talk about where the hottest sun would fall, and 
where the afternoon shade would come, and how best 
she could sit so as to look down over the parapet into ~ 
the street, to amuse herself by seeing the passengers 
go by; anda great deal was planned and suggested 
by the good doctor, which Lotto was to manage to get 
done by the next week, when he promised to call again 
to see his patient. | 

Tt was just as well that nothing was said to Mina 
about going out into the open air, just at present, for 
it happened that two or three showery days followed 
after this visit of the Doctor Galilei, and it would have 
made her shudder at the thought of going out into the 
chilly damp air; and it was lucky that Lotto was too 
busy to be tempted to let out the secret of the trial 
that was coming on her. Never had Lotto been so 
proud in his life, as he was in having something to do 
all by himself; for Doctor Galilei had said to him, 
“Thou art a stout strong boy, why shouldst thou not do 
all thatis needful here thyself, in weeding and pruning 
these plants and in making it look nice and pleasant 
for thy little sister?’ So Lotto was determined to 
have very little help from any one else. 

Some grand schemes too came into his head directly 
about making Mina a bower at the end of the little 
terrace, and of getting the vine to trail over it, and
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then he thought whether it would be possible to get 
the old fountain to play again and send up sparkling 
water, which would both look and sound so cool. In 
patching together some bits of trellis which were lying 
about so as to make a bower, and in clearing out the 
fountain, he had some assistance from one of his father’s 
workmen, but all the rest he did himself.. It took no 
little time and patience to get ali the rank grass and 
weeds uprooted that had been growing unheeded and 
unchecked for many a year, and the luxuriant vines 
were difficult to get into anything like order, so long had 
they been accustomed to have their own way. Besides 
the grape vine, one long branch of a great gourd vine, 
with its wide-spreading leaves, was coaxed, however, 
over the top of the trellis which formed the arbour, and 
Lotto contrived that the round green gourds or pump- 
kins, should rest in places strong enough to support 
them when they grew large and heavy. <A bench and 
table were placed in the arbour ready for Mina when- 
ever she should come; and Dame Ursula promised 
some old velvet cushions when they should be wanted 
io make the seat easy and soft. 

And how about the fountain? The more Lotto 
thought about it, the more he wished that he could 
only get the water to come into it again, which would 
be such a charming thing for Mina to watch as she sat 
in her bower. No one could, however, tell him where 
the cistern was from which the water ought to come, 
and he looked in vain down the stone dolphin’s mouth, 
out of which it must have gushed in former days so as 
to fall again into the marble basin. He was one day 
examining the fountain, and longing that he could 
understand it better, when he heard some one calling 

him by name. He looked around on every side, but 
could see no one from whom the voice could come,
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until at last, turning his eyes upwards, he perceived 
that Dr. Galilei was in his balcony, and that he made 
signs to him. Signsof what? Lotto could not under- 
derstand, until as last he perceived that the Doctor 
pointed to the roof of one of the buildings which stood 
around the court-yard and were used as workshops. 
The cistern from which the fountain was supplied must 
be there—the Doctor could see it as he looked down 
upon it all—and so it proved. He consulted his father, 
and obtained his permission to have it all set to rights. 
A great bird’s nest was found to have stopped the pipe 
by which the cistern ought to have been filled from 
the river; the water was made to flow into it, and then 
through the pipes to the fountain. It came at last from 
the dolphin’s mouth, at first only trickling slowly, and 
then at last spouting freely up, fresh, bright, and clear. 

“ Better, most certainly better,”? was the decision of 
Dr. Galilei, as he saw Mina again about ten days after 
his first visit. “And now, my little maiden, I must 
see thee stand.” And after much hesitation and 
alarm, Mina was actually persuaded to stand, and 
even, when held tightly by the Doctor and with her 
nurse on the other side, to walk two or three paces 
across the room. Not that day, but the next was she 
to be taken out into the garden, and partly from the 
assurance of all that it was a very little way off, and 
partly in the hope of seeing as they said all the people 
coming into market with their fruit and vegetables 
and flowers, she was induced to look forward to it with 
something like pleasure. Dr. Galilei assured her, too, 
that he should always be able to see her from his 
balcony, and that she would see him when out there 
noting down the movements of the sun, which he was 

- accustomed to do each day, and she liked the thought 
of seeing her xind new friend.
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The great door at the end of the gallery had been 
unbarred and unbolted, the soft cushions had been 
placed ready on the seat in the arbour, and Lotto had 
at last satisfied himself that the great vases which held 
the orange-trees stood in the best possible place for 
Mina to see and smell the blossoms, when he went to 
assist in the important operation of carrying his sister 
out from her dark room on to the terrace. It was a 
fine warm sunny afternoon, and overhead was the clear 
and deep blue sky for which Italy is so famous. The 
myrtles and orange-blossoms sent out a sweet perfume, 
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the flowers of the pomegranate shrubs and oleanders 
were gay and bright, and the waters of the fountain 
sparkled and shone like diamonds. No wonder that 
the little sick girl’s eyes were dazzled and almost 
blinded as she was all at once moved from the dark 
and gloomy room amid these pleasant objects. It was 
well for her, indeed, that Lotto had trained the vines 
so well over the trellis that scarcely one ray of sunshine 

—eould penetrate through the leaves, for when laid 
quietly down on the bench, with her own little play- 
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things and work spread around her, the frightened and 
startled looks of Mina changed gradually to those of 
pleased surprise. | 

“ Oh, Lotto, what beautiful flowers! What a beau-— 
tiful fountain! You never told me about the fountain. 
How brightly the water sparkles and how cool it looks! 
What are those red flowers called? How sweetly the 
orange blossoms smell! Will there be oranges by-and- 
by? And grapes too! And shall I see them ripen ?” 
And her little tongue ran on long with questions and 
remarks, while Lotto was in great delight at all her 
pleasure and surprise. : 

“T did it all, Mina, very nearly all myself! Such 
work I had with the grass and weeds, and such work 
we all had with the fountain to make it play so well. 
Doctor Galilei said you ought to come out here. He 
says that air and sunshine are to be your physic. Nice 
physic, is it not, Mina ?” 

“Oh yes; andthen the flowers and the fountain ; I 
do think, Lotto, it will do me good to smell the flowers 
and listen to the fountain.” | 

“And now that you are rested a little, Mina, only 
just turn one little bit this way, and see how you can 
look over this parapet here down into the street bebow. 
And you can see all the people as they come in from 
the country, and on festival days we shall have the pro- 
cessions pass this way. Will it not be charming? ” 

“And Doctor Galilei, Lotto—he said I should see 
him. Where is his balcony ? ” 

“Qh, up there—nowI see. And, look, he is coming 
out—he nods to us, and smiles.” | 

Mina was very happy at first, but it is not to be 
wondered at that the pleasure and the surprise, and 
the exertion of being moved, and looking at so many 
new things should soon tire her, so that Lotto was 

L
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almost disappointed and frightened when her spirits 
began to flag, and at some little annoyance from the 
flies, she began to cry, and begged to be carried back 
again to her own room. 

The next day, however, early in the forenoon, she was 
anxious to be taken to the terrace again, and there it 
was she had her little mid-day meal of broth and rice. 
The trellis bower soon became a little home to her, and 

as the summer wore on, there were few days of which 
a considerable portion would not be spent out there. 
As Doctor Galilei had foreseen, she improved visibly in 
health ; and before two months were over, colour had 
come into her cheeks, and she could not only stand but 
walk, | 

It needed the encouraging voice and firm manner 
of Doctor Galilei, however, to induce her to attempt to - 
use her legs, and it was quite contrary to what she her- 
self or Dame Ursula believed to be possible when, 
assisted on one side by her good fricnd the Doctor, 
and leaning on Lotto’s shoulder on the other, she 
actually walked one day the whole way round the 
fountain which stood in the middle of the terrace. 
This first attempt proving successful, a certain amount 
of walking was ordered by the Doctor for each day, 
and it was not more than three months from her first 
trial that she was able, with Lotto’s help only, to reach 
the terrace from her own room and to return to it in 
the evening back again. Nothing more was said by 
Dame Ursula about the journey to Loretto; but there 
were times when she threw out hints about Doctor 
Galilei being something of a magician, and hoped that 
she might not through his magic become just as quickly 
ill again. Mina and Lotto, however, were not afraid 
of anything Doctor Galilei might do; on the contrary, 
they were full of gratitude to him for his kindness and
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good advice. Mina especially loved him, as she said, 
almost as well as she did Lotto or her father, and it 
would have been a pleasure to her if she could have 
expressed to him any part of the grateful feelings that 
filled her heart. She was always so glad when she 
could find anything to do for Doctor Galilei, or to give 
to him, and many a time she would make Lotto take 
up to their opposite neighbour some of the good things 
that were brought as treats to herself, such as some 
fine ripe figs, or some of Dame Ursula’s choicest cakes. 
She embroidered for him the prettiest purse she had 
ever made, and plaited some neat straw mats for his 
table; and there was no night that she went to bed 
without looking up to see if the good Doctor might 
not be out on his balcony, that she might see him the 
last thing before kneeling down to say her prayers, for 
it seemed to her as if he ought to be thanked ag well 
as God for her recovery. Something of this kind she 
said to him, one day when he came to see her, but he 
replied, “‘ Nay, my little maid, thou must thank and 
praise alone the Lord of heaven for thy health and 
strength ; for if I have given thee good counsel, still 
my knowledge cometh but from Him. And the virtue 
that is in the herbs of the field and in the fresh air and 
warm sunshine—they are but blessed gifts of his to 
man, which He hath given him power to use to his own 
good.” | 

Besides this feeling of thankfulness which he shared 
in on his sister’s behalf, Lotto had begun to feel him- 
self quite a person of importance ever since he had 
taken a part in her cure, and been treated with confi- 
dence by so learned a man as the Doctor Galilei, and 
nothing he liked so much as having an opportunity of 
paying him a visit on some pretext or other, so as to 
see some of the curious things he had up in hig room,
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or get some piece of kuowledge from him. He found 
that the doctor had left off giving advice to sick people 
in general, and spent his time principally in observing 
the heavenly bodies—the sun, moon, and stars; while 
he made all kinds of calculations about them, and drew 
maps and plans of their situations im the sky. His 
business, too, was to teach what he learned and ob- 

served to the students of the University of Pisa, and 
on certain days he went into the city to give lectures. 
He liked to impart to others the knowledge that he 
acquired, and even to teach such a young boy as Lotto. 
He taught him many things himself, and he encouraged 
him to attend more regularly at school, m order to 

learn to read and write, for as he said, there was much 

knowledge which could be gained only by reading, 

while what we got by seeing and hearing could never 

be made of use to others without writing. 

It was Mina’s birthday; and this was when autumn 
had quite begun, and all the Italian fruits were ripened 
in the mellow sun. The grapes on the vine that hung 

over the trellis of Mina’s bower were now of a deep 
purple, and the gourds had swelled out so large and 
heavy that they quite weighed down the branches on 
which they grew, some resting on the ground, and 
others lodging on the stone parapet. In the place of 
the white crange blossoms that had scented the air so 
sweetly when Mina first came out upon the terrace, 
there were plump oranges of every shade between pale 
yellow and the deepest red, and pomegranates hung 
where the scarlet flowers had been. 

To celebrate the day, Mina’s father, Dame Ursula, 

Lotto, and herself were all to take supper together on 
the terrace, and the grapes from off the vine, and all 
the ripest oranges were to be gathered on the occasion 
to add to the repast that Dame Ursula had been so
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busy cooking all the morning, in the kitchen, and 
making purchases for in the market. 

hey were seated round the table in the bower, and 
Mina’s health had been drunk by her father in some of 
his best wine, and he had given her his usual birthday 
present of a gold coin, when Lotto espied the Doctor 
Galilei watching from his balcony as usual the setting 
of the sun. 

“ Oh, Lotto, do run over,”’ said Mina, “ with some 
of these grapes for the good Doctor. I know he likes 
grapes, and take him too this piece of purple glass that 
I promised him to look at the sun through; and tell 
him, Lotto, that it is my birthday—and don’t forget to 
say how often I have walked round the fountain to-day 
and how well I am.” | 

She had many more messages to send, but Lotto 
was off before they were half ended, and he was soon 
seen standing on the balcony by the side of Doctor 
Gahlei. He came back again, however, sooner than 
they expected, and to the surprise and pleasure of all, 
he brought back word that Doctor Galilei had invited 
himself down to join the supper-party, that he might, 
as he said, give Mina his good wishes with the rest. 

Mina was very glad that her father should have her 
kind friend and benefactor as his guest, and a chair was 
brought out for him from the house, and the best silver 
drinking-cup placed ready forhis use. Never had the 
Doctor Galilei seemed so cheerful as he did this even- 
ing’, for he was more often grave and thoughtful—but 
now he joked and laughed with Mina and Lotto, and 
had a long and interesting talk with their father, about 
his methods of making glass. Bertano was pleased to 
find how willing the learned doctor was to listen to all 
he had to tell and describe, and he went and fetched 
several things that he had been lately making of glass,
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which he fancied his guest wouldlike to see. Amongst 
these were some small mirrors, which being rounded 

on the surface or convex, would reflect objects much 
diminished in size, so that their supper-table, the orange- 
trees, and the fountain were all to be seen reflected on 

the small surface of the mirror, as in a little picture. 
Besides these mirrors, he produced some other things 

which seemed to please the good doctor even more, 

and these were small rounded pieces of glass, which he 
called magnifiers, because by looking at objects through 

them, they seemed magnified, or two or three times the 

size that they really were. Looked at through one of 

these pieces of glass for instance, the wing of a butterfly 

which Lotto caught, seemed as if covered with gold- 
like shining feathers, and the small seeds in the figs 

looked as large as orange-pips. Doctor Galilei was 
never tired of looking first at one object and then at 
another, through these magnifiers, and as Mina said, 

he seemed quite delighted when her father begged of 

him to take two of them away with him, and thanked 

him as much as if he had received a very precious gift. 

He had bid them all good night, or as the Italians say, 

“a most happy night,” and said he must go back to 

his books and writing, when his eye happened to rest 

on one of the large round pumpkins or gourds that 

grew on the vine over the arbour. As Mina observed, 

he stood some time looking at it in silence, and then 

turning to Lotto, he said, “‘ When thou seest the lamp 

lighted in my room to-night, bring up to me one of the © 

roundest of those gourds, and I will show thee some- 

thing.”’ 
What can the Doctor Galilei want with a gourd, 

Lotto, do you think? Surely he does not eat them, 

for they are not half so good as melons. What can he 

have to show?” Lotto did not know any better than
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Mina, and he waited most impatiently until the time 
came for satisfying his curiosity. Mina, who was more 
than usually tired, had gone to bed, and Dame Ursula 
had cleared away the remains of their little feast, and 
his father had returned to his workshop, before the 
glimmer of the doctor’s lamp was seen at hig window; 
and then Lotto, who had long before cut off a plump 
round pumpkin, set off with it under his arm, across 
the street, and up the doctor’s great stone staircase. 

Doctor Galilei was busy as he entered, and told 
Lotto he must wait until he had noted down something 
which he had observed that evening in the stars, and 
Lotto stood in silence out on the balcony, as the doctor 
went backwards and forwards, from looking out at the 
starry sky, and then to his great star-map, which lay 
stretched out upon his table. By and by the star had 
set which he was engaged in watching, and he then 
rolled up his maps, and put away all his books and 
papers so as to leave nothing on the table but his lamp, 
which he left standing in the middle. Then he desired 
Lotto to bring his gourd, and begged him to listen 
attentively to what he had to tell him. First of all, he 
told him that the earth on which we live is round in 
shape like the pumpkin he held in his hands; of this, he 
said there was no doubt. The great traveller, Colum- 
bus, more than a hundred years before, had known this 
quite well, and had boldly steered his ship to the other 
side of the great globe or ball; and since Columbus, 
men had sailed on and on across the seas to the west. 
and come back again round from the east, so that they 
had been quite round the world; and Dector Galilei 
marked a line all round the gourd to show Lotto the 
track im which the ships had sailed. He said that 
when a boy no bigger than Lotto, he had learned all 
this, but that now he was going to show something
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which he had only lately learned about the world, 
partly from the writings of Copernicus, an earlier philo- 
sopher, and partly from what he had himself observed 
and studied. He said to Lotto that he sapposed he 
knew that the sun rose in the east in the morning, and 
that it was at noon nearly above their heads, while in 
the evening it sank down or set in the west; and Lotto 
said he did know all this, but that he always wondered 
where the sun went to at night, so as to slip up again 
each morning in the same place; but that now he 
supposed it went round and round the earth in the 
same way as he now moved his hand round and round 
the gourd. — 

Doctor Galilei smiled and said, “ More people than 
thou, my child, think this. But what thinkest thou 
about it when I tell thee, that the sun is greatly larger 
than our world, and that it is millions and millions of 

miles distant from us. Dost thou think that so large 
a body is likely to take this long journey every four 
aud twenty hours to give us a little of its hght on this 
our globe? Dost thou believe this, my boy?” Lotto 
knew not what to believe, but he thought it must be 
so, unless there were many suns that came by turns. 

“Nay, my good Lotto! Look but a little while at 
this,” said Doctor Galilei, and at the same time he 
trimmed his lamp till it sent out a brighter light, and 
then holding the gourd before it, he said, “ the world 
is like this gourd. One-half of the gourd thou seest is 
lighted by my lamp; my lamp is like the sun. ‘he 
sun remains at rest, it does not move, but the earth 
does move. The earth—the world—the great globe on 
which we live, it turns round. Once in every four and 
twenty hours does the earth spin round, just as I turn 
this gourd. And now thou seest, my boy, that this is 
the easy and simple way in which the great Creator
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has contrived that we upon this earth should have 
light and darkness, day and night. Not by the long 
journey of the great sun around us, but by the spin- 
ning of our globe upon its pole or axle. Wonderful 
and wise contrivance! How great the effect, how 
simple the cause!” | 

And as he spoke, the eyes of the good doctor | 
sparkled and his cheek flushed; never had Lotto seen 
him look so exulting or so proud as he kept holding 
the gourd by its stalk, and turning it round; and as 
the light of the lamp fell always on one-half while the 
other was in shade, he murmured to himself, “night 
and day—day and night—it moves—yes, most surely 
must it move.” 

Then all at once the doctor remembered Lotto, who 
sat in silence at his side, still rather puzzled, as he 
thought of the rising and setting sun; and he could 
not understand it all, until his teacher made on the 
side of the gourd a mark which was to represent Pisa, 
and then as he turned it round before the lamp, they 
could see Pisa in the shade, which was night, when he 
and Mina and his father were asleep, and then the 
mark came to the edge of the light again, that was 
sunrise,—morning at Pisa,—and when it got to where 
the lamp shone straight and full upon it, that was 
noon ;—and now he understood it all. 

“‘ And the stars and moon?” said Lotto, wanting to 
know still more. 

“ Nay, good Lotto, this is enough for thee to-night. 
May be, my friend, another day I shall be able to teach. 
thee more—but now we will say farewell. Leave me 
thy gourd, and get thee home to bed, so as to be ready 
for the great sun to-morrow when he comes again; 
but that is wrong, I ought rather to say, when we are 
turned towards him again.” Lotte thanked Dr. Galilei
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for his lesson, which he said he was sure he should 
remember, and he was leaving the room, when the 
doctor called him back again. <A look of gravity and 
even of sadness had come over his face, quite different 
from the happy look he had just before had, and after 
a pause, he said, * Lotto my young friend, thou must 
not speak of what I have shown and told thee this 
night. There are those who might think it wrong in 
me to teach it thee, although it is the truth. Go thy 
way. ‘Tell no one unless thy little sister, and she will 
not betray me. Tell her if thou wilt, but no one else.” 
And Lotto went home. For the first time in his life, 

  
he walked down the doctor’s stairs slowly and quietly. 
He crossed the street, and went up at once to his own 
room, slowly and quietly too, seeing and speaking to 
no one. He went to bed, silent and grave. He was 
tnore than grave, for he was frightened. Never before 
had Lotto had such a secret to keep, and at the same 
time too, such a secret to tell. He longed for morning 
that he might be able to go to Mina, and he longed to 
see the sun again. There was something, about this 
that the Doctor Galilei had taught him, which he did 
not quite like. The thought of their all being so con- 
stantly twirling round in the air was not pleasant, and
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he wished he had only Doctor Galilei at hand before he - 
went to sleep, that he might ask him why they did not 
all fall off the gourd, that is the earth. Then he 
remembered the flies on the ceiling, and he thought 
that when he tried to walk again his feet would stick 
to the ground, and he tried to lift his legs and 
could not, but was being whirled round faster and 
faster; in fact, to tell the truth, Lotto’s thoughts grew 
very indistinct and confused, for by this time he was 
ceasing to think, and had begun to sleep and dream ! 

CERIO R Ee, quotes ine
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THE SAGE. 

WE must imagine five or six years to have passed over — 
before we continue our story. During that time 
many changes had taken place, some of a sad and 
others of apleasant nature. Fiammina, as we may now 

call her, had in those years lost all traces of the sickly 
child she once had been, and was now a healthy active 
young girl with blooming cheeks, able to run swiftly 
and dance gracefully. Dame Ursula having died, she 
had become mistress over her father’s large house- 
hold, which she ruled with diligence and skill. Loito, 
or rather Lancilotto, had spent three years of the time 
in the distant city of Venice, that curious city in the 
north of Italy, which is built on small islands, and 
where instead of streets, canals of water are between 
the houses, on which the inhabitants go about in boats. 
He had there learned several new methods and pro- 
cesses connected with the making of glass, and had 
acquired much knowledge about the staining and 
colouring of it, and had learned to draw devices and 
designs upon it, so that he now had become of great 
assistance to his father, and was able to direct and 
manage several departments of the manufactory. Lotto 
had lost none of his former activity or liveliness, but 
he turned it now to good account, and was steady and 
industrious. The brother and sister were, too, as fond 
as ever of each other, and Lotto was never so proud as 
when dressed in their best he attended Mina to some 
grand religious ceremony in the great Cathedral, or 
went with her to some of the festivals which were held
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in the villages round Pisa, where they danced merrily 
with the young peasants or joined in their sports. 

Meantime, however, they had lost their kind friend 
and opposite neighbour the Doctor Galilei. Sometime 
before Lotto went to Venice, he had left Pisa, and ree 
moved to the city of Padua, and strange reports had 
been spread about as to the cause of this removal. It 
was whispered that he had got into disgrace, with 
whom, and about what, no one seemed well to know. 
Sometimes it was said that he had been teaching false 
and impious things to the students of the University, 
to whom it had been his duty to lecture; by others, 
it was said that the Pope had been offended by one of 
the books which he had written ; and Lotto and Mina 
would often when quite alone talk to each other about 
the secret which he had told them, and wonder whether 
it could have been anything to do with this, that had 
caused their good friend and benefactor to leave the 
city. They had kept the secret well, and yet whenever 
they heard the Doctor Galilei spoken ill of, or the truth 
of his teachings doubted, they always said in his de- 
fence, that they were sure it must all be a great mis- 
take, for that one so good, and kind and wise, could 
never have done or said anything wicked or wrong, 
and they nourished gratefully in their hearts the re. 
membrance of the benefits which he had done them. 
Mina never forgot that it was through him that she 
was now so strong and well, and Lotto on his side felt 
that the good advice, and kind friendship of Doctor 
Galilei had prevented him from growing up a thought- 
less idle youth. 

It was about five years from the time of Doctor 
Galilei leaving Pisa, that one winter evening the family 
of Bertano were gathered together in the great stone- 
floored apartment, in which their evenings were usually
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spent after the business of the day was done. The fire 

burned brightly on the hearth. Bertano, the father, 

sat by its side drowsy from fatigue, and half lulled to 

sleep by the clicking of Fiammina’s spinning wheel, 

which she was busily turning, and Lancilotto was sit- 

ting on a low stool and drawing on his knees what he 

meant for a pattern round a large glass goblet, which 

he was about to make. As she spun, Fiammina sung 

from time to time snatches of some of the pretty Vene- 

tian airs which Lotto had learned when he was away, 

and now and then his voice would join in with hers so 
softly and harmoniously as not to disturb their sleeping 

father. Suddenly the bell at the great street door was 

heard to ring, and the dogs in the yard began to bark. 

Bertano jumped up startled and surprised at this notice 

of a visitor, and Lotto ran out to see who could have 

come so late. Some cordial words of greeting were 

heard without from Lotto, and then returning quickly, 

re-ushered in the guest. | 
“Mina! father! a pleasure for us all. Our kind 

old friend the Doctor Galilei. Him whom we scarcely 
hoped to see again in Pisa?” 

And warmly was he greeted by Fiammina and her 
father ; Fiammina, who had, as the Doctor said, grown 

quite out of knowledge, so tall and stout and rosy was 
she now. Lancilotto, too, he could hardly recognize 
as the slender little boy of former days,—now a tall 
and manly youth. | 

But if the brother and sister were altered, how 
changed was their good friend, over whose head, full 
twice the number of years seemed to have passed. The 
hair of Dr. Galilei had grown grey, and his cheeks were 
sunk and hollow. He had studied much, he said, ane 
had much sorrow and anxiety. It was quite true, he 
said, that he had been obliged to leave Pisa, and that
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he had given offence by his teaching and opinions, but 
now he had left off writing or lecturing on these dis- 
puted matters, and he was permitted to return. 

After that he was seated comfortably at the fire, 
and that Bertano had fetched a flask of his choicest 
wine, and Fiammina some cakes of her own making, 
the doctor began to relate the object of his visit. Be- 

sides wishing, as he said, to see his former little patient 
and his pupil Lotto, he had come to solicit their asgsis- 
tance in a matter which just then was occupying all his 
thoughts. He had but lately returned from a visit to 
Venice, where he had heard much of a wonderful instru- 
ment that had been invented in Holland for looking at 
distant objects with; it was called a Telescope, and he 
wanted if possible to construct one somewhat similar 
that would enable him to observe the moon and stars. 
He was convinced, he said, that in its construction must 
be used some such pieces of glass, or magnifiers, as 
those which Bertano had given him on Mina’s birth- 
day, many years before. Some such pieces of rounded 
class, and yet at the same time different, for those 
he had would only magnify objects which were near. 
What he now wanted of Bertano then was his assist. 
ance in discovering the right kind of magnifiers, and 
the right way of putting them together. Turning to 
Lancilotto, the Doctor Galilei said, ‘‘ Perhaps thou, 
my young friend, wilt assist me too in this matter, and 
wilt make me a variety of these glasses, so that I may 

make trial of themforthis purpose. Could I but see with 
them still more plainly the surface of the moon or some 
of those stars which we call planets, I feel assured that 
much that is new and strange would be discovered.” 

Lancilotto was only too proud to be asked such a 
favour by one to whom they were all so much indebted ; 
and after this evening much of his leisure time was
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spent in the grinding and polishing of different kinds 
of lenses—for such are called the rounded pieces of 
glass with which telescopes and microscopes are made. 
Many were the trials that were made before anything 
like success was gained; and the patience and per- 
severance of both old and young were needed to bear 
up against the many disappointments which they had 
to encounter before they could succeed in a matter re- 
quiring such great nicety and skill. It was necessary 
that the glass should be of the greatest purity, and that 
the rounding of the surface should be precisely equai 
and even. It was found, too, that two lenses must be 
used of different forms ; and it was only after long and 
repeated trials that Doctor Galilei found that one of 
these two lenses must have a hollowed-out, or concave 
surface, instead of bulging, or convex. After this, when 
they had fixed these two glasses in a hollow tube, came 
the discovery that much depended on the distance 
which these were from one another, and that it must 
vary according to the distance of the object looked at, 
so that the tube had to be formed in such a manner 
that it could be lengthened or shortened at pleasure ;—~ 
in fact, any one who has ever seen a telescope can easily 
imagine that much time, and skill, and perseverance 
must have been expended before such an ingenious in- 
strument could be constructed; and they will not wonder 
to hear that weeks and months, and even years, were 
passed over before all that was wanted was produced ; 
and even then it was an instrument ver y much inferior 
to those in use in the present day, of which our illus- 
tration represents one of the largest. 

During this time, Doctor Galilei—or, as we may 
now call him, Galileo (for it was by his baptismal 
name* that he was afterwards known to the world)— 

* His name being Galileo Galilei, ~~ 

M
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during all this time Galileo made much use of the ser. 

vices of Lancilotto, and was very frequently at the 

house of Bertano. 
Fiammina took great interest in all that was going 

on between her brother and the learned Galileo, and 

she was proud indeed to think that Lotto and her 

father should assist him in his pursuits. As they sat. 

together of an evening round the supper-table in their 

great sitting-room, or on a summer’s evening in the 

old arbour on the terrace, making trial of all kinds 

of glass lenses, and talking about their powers; she 

could not understand much of what was going on, but 

she was glad to think that Lotto was always learning 

something or other from the doctor, and that being 

so often with him during his leisure hours, prevented 

him from associating with the idle and foolish youths 
of the city, who spent so much of their time in rioting 

and feasting. : 
It was nearly two years from the time of Galileo’s 

return to Pisa that one evening, late in the autumn, 
he came to tell them that he was going to make trial 
that night for the first time of his telescope from the 
top of the Campanile, or Leaning Tower, and that he 
wanted Lotto to assist him. Now, this Leaning Tower 
is still to the present day one of the most curicus 
things in Pisa, and is not only visited by travellers as 
a curiosity, but drawings and models of it are to be 
found all over the world. The Italian word campaunile, 
means bell-tower, or belfry, and for this purpose it 
was built many bundred years ago—at first, it is 
thought, quite upright like other towers, and of many 
storeys, one above another, to which you ascended by 
a spiral staircase inside. Very shortly after it was 
built, however, an carthquake is supposed to have 
sunk the ground on one side, or raised it on the
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other, so that the tower was made to incline in the 
slanting position in which it still remains. After this, 
another little storey was added to it at the top, to 
contain some heavy bells, and was made to lean in a 
contrary direction, so as to help to prevent the original 
tower from falling. 

From the top of this tower Galileo was accustomed 
to observe the heavenly bodies, and to make many 
experiments about the falling of bodies to the ground. 
He had now so far succeeded with his telescope, that 

  
he wanted to try to see with it the moon and one of 
the planets; and as that evening the sky was par- 
ticularly clear, and the moon at its full, he was going 
to carry up his new instrument, and would be glad of 
Lancilotto’s help. They were preparing to depart, 
and Lotto had already lighted the lanthorn which 
would he needed to light them up the winding stair-
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case of the tower, when Fiammina was suddenly seized 
with a great desire to accompany them. She begged 
to be allowed to go, and could, she said, help to carry 

some of the numerous things which they had to take. 

The doctor said he should be glad of another assistant, 

if climbing the high tower would not tire her too 
much; and as Fiammina was not afraid of this, she 

wrapped herself in a cloak, and taking charge of the 

book and pencil which would be wanted for noting 

down the appearance of the moon and stars, she set 

off with them through the streets of Pisa, across the 

ereat square, and past the Cathedral to the Leaning 
Tower. 

Little did the people of Pisa think, as they passed 
this group, the old doctor and the youth and maiden, 

that they were that evening going to see things that 

since the world began, no one had ever seen before ! 

Little did they imagine that what was about to be 
seen would be, as we shall tell hereafter of great and 

lasting service to mankind. 
The man who kept charge of the tower let them 

in without any opposition, for Galileo was well known 
to him, and he helped them to carry up a stool to sit 
on, and a frame which had been contrived to rest the 

telescope upon. It was strange work to Fiammina 
the climbing up that dark and winding staircase, 
slanting so uncomfortably as it did all on one side, | 

and, tired and giddy, she sat down on the steps, many 

a time, fearing that she should never reach the top. 

She did get up, however, and held by Lancilotto’s 
firm arm, it was not long before she took courage 
to look around her upon the strange yet beautiful 
scene below and above them. Below, the great city 
—the dark and gloomy mass of building composing 

the Cathedral—the lights gleaming out here and there
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from among the houses from some casement, or some 
torch carried along the strects—the silver line that 
divided, as it were, the city into two halves, and 
which they knew to be the river Arno, which flows 
through it—the distant hills bounding the plain on 
which the city stood—and then, more beautiful than 
all, the great arch of heaven stretched wide above 
their heads, spangled with twinkling stars, and in 
the midst, the large round silver moon, without a 
cloud near her, sailing, as it were, in the deep blue 
sea of sky! 

The young people felt as if they would never be 
tired of looking around them, and Lancilotto had 
almost forgotten for what they came, when he was 
called by his old friend, who was all this time busy 
arranging his telescope upon its frame. Fiammina, 
losing her giddiness, leant upon the parapet and con- 
tinued looking at the beautiful view, while the other 
two were long engaged in adjusting and arranging, 
before anything lke the right position could be ob- 
tained for seeing the moon or stars with the instru- 
ment. At last exclamations of surprise and delight 
reached her ear from Lancilotto, and even from Galileo. 
She crept round, clinging to the parapet, to the spot 
where they had erected the telescope and its frame. 
Almost doubting their own eyes, she was called to 
look also through the glass at the moon, whose face 
was to be seen so greatly magnified that they could 
distinguish what Galileo felt sure must be its valleys 
and mountains. ‘I'he “ Man in the Moon,” as they 
had when children called the marks upon the moon’s 
face or disk, when seen through the glass, was now 
like the map of some rugged piece of land; and Galileo 
told them that what he now saw convinced him that 
the moon was really a globe or ball of a nature some- 
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what like our earth. But interesting to him as was 

this view of the moon, and satisfactory as 16 was to him 

to find that what he had fancied about it was true, he 

was even yet more anxious to look through the tele- 

scope at one particular star, which that evening was 
high in the sky and in a good position for his observa- 

tions. This was the planet Jupiter, which Galileo 
taught them to distinguish from amidst the other 
stars by its bright yet steady light. He wanted much 
to see this planet through the glass, because he could 

not help thinking that the planets were very different 
in their nature to those which are called the fixed 
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JUPITER AND HIS MOONS. 

stars, which have always the same places in the sky 
with regard to one another while the planets change 
their situations among them. It was, however, very 
long before Galileo could get his telescope fixed in the 
right position for seeing Jupiter, and Fiammina had 
almost got tired of waiting and watching, and was 
beginning to think she should like to go down again 
into the city, when Galileo exclaimed “It is so—it 

must be so—there are three of them—there can be no 
doubt that they are moons ;” and wishing to have his 
discovery confirmed, as he said, by their younger eyes, 
he made first Lancilotto and then Fiammina look
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through the telescope and tell him if they did not sec 
near the magnified planet Jupiter, which the glass 
new showed quite plainly, three other smaller stars 
quite near to it, hanging as it were about it—stars 
which were quite invisible when the planet was looked 
ai without a glass. They did see these stars, and 
aiterwards they saw a fourth; but Lancilotto and 
Iiammina did not understand sufficiently about the 
inatter to know why Galileo was so pleased, so de- 
hehted at the discovery. He looked at the distant 
objects again and again, and he carefully noted down 
their positions, while they heard him murmuring to 
himself exclamations of joy and even thankfulness. 
He seemed to thank God that he had been permitted 
to see this sight—that for this his life had been pro- 
longed, and that such success had crowned his labours 
and his studies; and then laying a hand on the 
shoulder of each of his young friends, he said 
solemnly as he raised his head and looked around, 
“Yes, my dear children, truly has it been said that 
the ‘Heavens declare the glory of God,’ and that 
‘the firmament sheweth his handywork,’ for ‘day 
unto day uttereth speech and night unto night 
sheweth knowledge!’”? Then after a pause during 
which all were silent, the old man seemed to remember 
that his companions would be tired of remaining so 
long in the night-air ; and after one more look at the 
moon, the telescope was put carefully up, and they 
descended again the steep and winding staircase of 
the tower. | 

Galileo did not speak again until, having crossed 
the great square, he stopped and bid them affection- 
ately farewell, for he now lived in the University of 
Pisa, in a distant part of the city from their home; 

and those parting words were almost the last that
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Fiammina ever heard from the lips of Galileo. After 
this evening he continued to pay many visits to the 
Leaning Tower, with his telescope, and was often 
assisted by Lancilotto while making his observations, 
as well as in continuing to improve his telescope. The 
discovery of the four little stars near the planet Jupiter 
was, aS we have said, a very important one, because, 

after watching them very constantly, he found that 
they revolved round the planet, and this led him to 
think that Jupiter was perhaps a large globe like our 
earth, only lighted by four moons instead of one; 
while, on the other hand, if our earth was of the same 
nature as the planets, he felt sure that. we must be 
hike. them revolving round the sun. The four little 
moons belonging to Jupiter became afterwards of 
great use to mankind, since by observing their 
position the mariner is assisted in finding his situa- 

_ tion when far away from land, and is enabled to steer 
his course upon the pathless ocean. Besides making 
these discoveries, the observations which Galileo was 
able to make with his telescope made him more cer- 

- tain than ever that what he had thought about the earth 
turning on her axis and the sun standing still—the 
secret which he had told to the boy Lotto—was true. 
Ite became so sure of it indeed that he could not help 
teaching it openly in the University of Pisa, and by 
this means he brought himself into great trouble, and 

drew upon himself the displeasure of the Inquisition. 
Before we proceed any farther in our account of 

Galileo, we must say a few words about the Inquisition, 
for those of our readers who may not have heard of it - 
before. Some hundreds of years ago, a kind of society 
was formed in Catholic countries (chiefly in Spain and 
Italy) which professed to have for its object the up- 
holding of religion and the punishment of crime. It
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was composed principally of priests and princes, 
headed by the Pope, and was called the Inquisition 
because it searched into or was inquisitive about every- 
body and their affairs. Now, unfortunately for the 
world at that time, this society had very strange 
notions about what was the best way to promote 
religion, and still stranger ones about crime. It was 
thought, for instance, a crime to think for yourself 
or have an opinion different from the rest, and every- 
where were members of the Inquisition going about 
as spies upon the words and actions of the people ; 
and often when a person was merely suspected of be- 
lieving something different to what was taught by the 
priests, he was severely and cruelly punished. ‘Those 
whose office it was to teach the young were especially 
very closely and strictly watched, for fear they should 

put what were considered dangerous notions into the 
minds of their pupils. No sooner then had Galileo 
begun to teach again that the sun stood still, and that 

day and night were caused by the earth turning on 
its axis, than 1t was reported to the Inquisition, who 
decided that he should not only be prevented from 
teaching such impious things, bué should be punished, 
because, they said, it was contrary to what was taught 
in the Holy Scriptures. In vain did Galileo maintain 
that what he taught was true; and in vain did he re- 

mind them that the “ Scriptures were intended to lead 
men in the way to salvation, not to teach them as- 

tronomy.” In the midst of all his useful studies and 
discoveries he was summoned away and ordered to 
appear at Rome, to answer before the Council of the 
‘Inquisition for the crimes of which they accused 
him. 

Galileo went to Rome, and among others of his 
friends who accompanied him, in hopes of being able
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to defend and serve him, was the youth Lancilotts. 

Old, and infirm, and sorrowful, the wise and good 

Galileo was thrown into prison, and there subjected 

to many harassing and wearisome examinations. He 

was even, as it is supposed, put to bodily torture to 
induce him:to confess that. he was in the wrong, and it 

was after this, and when worn-out and broken-spirited, 

that they made him sign a confession, that what he 

had so long and firmly believed, and what he knew to 

be true—was false. In a room belonging to the 

Council of the Inquisition at Rome, where all the 

Inquisitors, or officers of the Inquisition, were as- 

sembled, Galileo was brought forth, and the following 

were the contents of the strange paper which they 

forced him to sign on his knees in their presence :— 

“ First—To say the sun is immovable, is absurd 

and false. | 
“ Secondly.—To say the world moves with a daily 

motion is absurd and false. 

‘With a sincere heart and unfeigned faith, I ab- 

jure, curse, and detest the said errors and. heresies, and 

I swear that I will never in future say or assert any- 

thing, in specch or in writing, which may give rise to 

a like suspicion againsime. . . © » 

“T, Galileo Galilei, have abjured as above with my 

own hand.” 
The old philosopher was surrounded by his enemies 

and persecutors ; he had lost all courage, and he was 

hopeless of convincing them; fora moment he gave 

way, and yielding to their power, he signed ! 

Then, rising from his knees, he turned to a friend 

who stood by his side, and in a low voice said, “ It 

i: does move, though.” 

Whether these. words were heard, we know not; 

but it is certain that Galileo was for years after con- 

fined as a prisoner by the Inquisition, while his works
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were forbidden to be published or read. He was, 
however, afterwards allowed to continue his studies; 
and, when nearly blind, many of his discoveries were 
written down by others, and afterwards given to the 
world. He lived as a prisoner near the beautiful 
city of Florence—a city, it is said, of which he was 
very fond; but only when dead, and when his body 
wes carricd in to be buried, was he allowed to enter 
its gates. 

And thus sadly ends the history of the philosopher 
Galileo, the Doctor Galilei of our tale ; but in pitying 
what he suffered, we will not forget that his was, after 
all, a great and noble—almost a happy lot. He died 
conscious that he had revealed much which, when 
rightly understood, would add to the glory of God, 
and be of service to mankind. And when Lancilotto 
returned to Pisa, and related to Fiammina all that 
had happened at the trial of Galileo in Rome, they 
grieved deeply over the sorrows of their old friend, 
and during his long imprisonment cast many a sad 
thought after him; and of all the blessings with which 
their peaceful and happy lives were favoured, there 
was none for which they were more grateful to God 
than that of having known and loved the good and 
kind, the great and wise Galileo. 
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In the preceding story there is so much mention 
made of glass, that we think we may venture on say- 
ing a few words to our readers concerning the dis- 

covery and manufacture of this beautiful and useful 

substance. 

An old historian called. Phny, who wrote about 
seventy years after the birth of our Saviour, gives the 
following interesting account of its accidental dis- 
covery. He says that a vessel belonging to some 
Phoenician merchants, which had on board a cargo 

of nitrwm or soda, was compelled by stress of weather 

to put in at the mouth of the river Belus, on the coast 

of Syria, ncar Mount Carmel; and that the crew hay- 

ing landed, made themselves a fire on the shore, and 

took some lumps of soda to rest the pot upon in which 

their food was cooked. The soda melting, or being 
fused by the heat of the fire, and mixing with the sand 
of the shore, pieces of the transparent substance which 

we call glass were found by the sailors in the ashes of 
their fire. Another account says, that the fire was 

made of seaweed, which, when burned to ashes, became 

what is called alkali, or soda, and, mixing with the 
sand, formed glass. 

_ Now, it is very probable that all this may have 
occurred, and yet it is equally true that this was not 
the first discovery of glass. It has been proved, in- 
deed, that glass is a much more ancient substance 
than Pliny imagined ; for since his time, glass beads 
have been found in Egyptian tombs as ornaments to 
mummies, and fragments of glass have been discovered 
among the ruins of cities so old, that we find it must 
have been manufactured two thousand years at least 
before the birth of Christ. Itis not unlikely, however, 
that the art of making it was forgotten and lost; and, 
it may be, that the sailors who lighted the fire on the
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sea-shore, on finding the lumps of glass among its 
ashes, observed how they had been produced, and 
instructed others how more of it might be obtained. 
Anyhow, it is certain that glass was very well known 
to the Romans, who used it extensively for domestic 
and decorative purposes, although they did not, to any 
very great extent, make windows of it. The chief 
substances used by the Romans for this purpose were 
thin plates of a mineral called talc ; a particular kind 
of oyster shell, which is flat and thin; and pieces 
of horn. Now, the first of these is a very rare sub- 
stance, and only found in small quantities, and the 
two latter admit the light, but cannot be seen through, 
therefore the great superiority of glass must have soon 
been perceived. 

The story of Pliny proves, too, another interesting 
fact—which is, that glass in his time was made of the 
same materials as in the present day, and we may also 
presume that the glass necklace of the three thousand- 
year old mummy was also produced in the same man- 
ner, viz., by the melting together in a hot fire or 
furnace of sand and soda. . Let us then consider with 
thankfulness what an increase of comfort and pleasure 
has been gained to mankind by means of this sub- 
stance, which can be made out of two other substances 
so common as sand and soda! In the first place, light 
can be let into our dwellings without at the same timo 
admitting wind and rain; and next comes the satisfac-, 
tion which we derive by means of looking-glasses, of 
seeing our own faces—the reflecting power being 
obtained by means of a metallic coating at the back of 
the glass. Then come all the advantages derived 
from the power which certain shaped pieces of glass 
have of magnifying ; correcting, at it were, defects in 
our sight, so that the old and near-sighted can read
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with ease and comfort; while, as our story has shown, 
much knowledge has been gained to the world through 
the power which glass gives us of seeing things too 
small to be visible to our eyes, or too distant for us to 

see distinctly and plainly. In short, there is scarcely 

any possibility of enumerating all the advantages which 
we obtain from this useful substance. 
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All night the ‘foe had been hanging over 
land and sea, and it was so thick that, as 

ess «the saying is, you could cut it with a knife. 
On land the people in the streets jostled against one 
another, whilst in the road there had never been 
known so many carriage collisions; and there had 
been also a fearful railway accident, for no warning 
hights or signals could be distinguished. On the sca, 
alas! it had been even more disastrous, for many an 
ill-fated vessel that night was hidden in the fog never 
to be found again. 

There is a little group of islands in the Channel, 
south of England, called the Channel Islands; and it 
is on the largest of these, Jersey, that my story has 
its interest. The long pier stretching out from St. 
Heliers, the principal town of the island, is thronged 
this foggy morning with sailors and the anxious in- 
habitants, for throughout the night signals of dis- 
tress have been heard; and though there were 
many pitymg and brave men standing on the pier 
who would willingly have risked their lives to save 
their shipwrecked brethren, yet they all knew too 

Se Si pty: Gand
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well how useless it would be to attempt to thread 
their way through the rocks and the fog to an un- 
known spot. As the time drew nearer morning, there 
was a slight change in the heayy darkness; and to- 
wards the east, where the sun ought to have been 
seen, there was a patch of dull yellow glare. It 
seemed as if our glorious bright sun had dissolved 
and left only that faint halo of red. Then, some bold 
men, encouraged by the increasing light, had volun- 

teered to man a boat in search of the distressed ship ; 

and now, after an hour’s absence, they were anxiously 
waited for by the crowd gathered on the pier, who, 
with eyes blinded and smarting from the fog, were 
trying vainly to discover the course of the lifeboat, 

and were listening breathlessly and silently for the 

sound of oars. At last there is a dark ball seen in 
the distance as if the fog had gathered thickly in one 
spot, and then there are voices and splashes heard. 
The ball gets nearer, and by the time a dozen men 
are on the landing-place the boat is grazing against — 
the steps. 

“Found it?” ‘Saved any one?” ‘What ship is 
it??? ask voices from the pier. A tall man with a 
white head and-with a look of command in his grave 
face pushes forward, and a path is opened respectfully 

_ for him by the sailors as he moves to the boat. 
“Have you done any good, my brave fellows?” 
Nothing but a wreck left there, sir; she must 

have gone dash against the rocks. This is all we 
saved, sir; and the speaker handed up a dripping 
bundle to the white-haired man, who took it half 
doubtfully, and when he saw what it was looked as if 
he would gladly give it back again. It was a baby, 
wrapped in a sailor’s jersey, and it lay back, motion- 

less and with its eyes shut, in the old man’s arms,
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Page 192. 

‘‘ THIS IS ALL WE SAVED, SIR.” 

“ Ryvitz.”
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© What’s that in the stern, covered up?” called 
out some one amongst the bystanders, 

« A man, poor fellow!” 
“ Drowned ? ”’ 
« Ay, he was holding to the rocks with the child 

in his other arm, held out of the water. He was 

alive when we picked him up, but died almost directly 
we hauled him in the boat.” 

The crowd from the pier had by this time filled 
the landing-place, and surrounded the sailors and the 
tall man with the bundle. Livery one was asking 
questions, for it is so-easy to talk; and some were 

peering curiously at the little white face lying so still 

in its new friend’s arms. Presently, the old man, 

tired of the gazers and the talking, moved down the 

pier, followed only by a few stragglers; but before 

he reached the end, a constable touched his arm, 

saying— 
“© Shall I take the child, sir? It will have to go to 

the Foundling or the Workhouse. You must be tired 
of it, sir.” | 

“Ay, poor little thing! It seems a little warmer 
now, since I wrapped it in my cloak. No; I will take 
it first to Mére Lucille, my housekeeper. The lodge 
is nearer, and she understands these kind of things. 
We can see afterwards what can be done with it.” 

Mr. Leliéres, the tall man, had, perhaps, never 
held a baby in his arms before, and he certainly had 
had no wish to take this one; but his heart had been 
touched by the exhausted white face and by the way 
in which the child had nestled close to his breast, as if 
it knew its safety in those strong arms. Mr. Leliéres’ 
house was about half-an-hour’s walk from the pier, 
and stood in a large park, at the entrance of which was 
a lodge; and it was to the lodge-keeper’s wife that he 

N
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intended taking the child. She was quite prepared 
for him, for he had sent a messenger on before to tell 
her of his coming, and so she had a good fire and hot 
milk ready for the little shipwrecked one. 

Mére Lucille stood at the door waiting. She was 
a short, fat woman, dressed like most of the Jersey 
peasants in a coloured petticoat, and neat, spotted 
kerchief; she had sabots on her feet, and a white cap 
with the ends pinned up on her head. She ran for- 
ward when she saw Mr. Leliéres, and stood on hp- -toes 
to peep at his bundle. 

“Why, bless me, sir, it don’t like to leave you. 
To think of it, dear little soul, just upon being 
drowned !” and tears came into her eyes as she took 
the child from his arms. 

Under Meére Lucille’s motherly hands it goon 
became warm and more life-like. It opened its eyes 
and raised itself up on its nurse’s knee; and then 
seeing Mr. Leliéres’ face bending over it, put out two 
chubby little hands to go to him. | 

“* No, no, poor thing, poor thing!” and Mr. Lelidves 
walked away to the window, brushing his hand across 
his face. After a few minutes, he moved to the door, 
and in acold, harsh voice, quite changed from his 
former kindly one, said— 

“See the child has all that is necessary. If any 
one inquires about it, send them to me at the house, 
I shall be down again in the afternoon.” 

“Will the pretty dear go to the Foundling? ‘It. 
seems a pity, though, don’t it, sir?” 

_...“T shall see, I shall see. That’s the proper place 
for it,’ answered the old gentleman, and, without - 
looking round again, he left the cottage. 

There was a long avenue of trees leading up fre om 
the lodge to the house, and it was Mr, Leliéres’ custom,
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when he was in doubt, and wished to reflect, to pace 
up and down this avenue until his difficulty was de- 
cided. This morning, therefore, having a question to 
settle with himself, he, after he had had his breakfast, 
took his pipe and his stick, and walked for two whole 
hours beneath the trees. 

And, whilst he is walking there, I will tell youa 
little more about him, and the question he is con- — 
sidering. 

Mr. Leliéres is a widower, and his only relation is a 
son, who is married, and who, living in England, he 
sees but two or three times a year. Both the father 
and son have reserved dispositicns, and though they 
are very fond of one another, they neither of them try 
to show their affection, but the father is always stern 
and cold, and the son is always cold and respectful, so, 
of course, they have never been very good companions. 
That is all I am going to tell you about Mr. Leliéres, 
and now let us think about the question. He is con- 
sidering what to do with that little child handed’ to 
him out of the sea. As he had walked home with it, 
wrapped in his cloak, the thought had seized him that 
he should like to keep it always with him as his own. 
One of his greatest troubles had been that his son had 
never had children, and he has often longed for some 
child who could bear his name, and think of him, after 
he and his son were dead. Here, at last, was one 
sent to him, who could be obedient to him during his 
own life, and who could be called by his name, and 
mourn him after death. But one strong objection 
would rise up against this plan. 

“The child,” he said to himself, with a sigh, 
perhaps, of base extraction.” 

Now, Mr. Leliéres, like many of the old Jersey in- 
habitants, was very proud of his race and his family,
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and looked down with pity on those who had not 
‘* blood,”—that is to say, on those who did not know 

who their great-great-grandfather was— consequently, 
it seemed to him that it would be a dreadful thing if he 
were to give his name to a child who might be the son 
of anobody, and who was of plebeian flesh and blood. 
It was too terrible to think of, and he almost gave the 
question up, when he reached tho bottom of the avenue 
at the end of the first hour. 

He took a turn back again, however, and thought 

over it once more, and then the child was the best 

advocate for itself, for he seemed to feel still the touch 

of its little fingers against his neck, and to see still 
the trustful, fearless look of its blue eyes ; and though 
he would not admit that he, proud, cold man, cared 
for anything to love him, yet it was this very remem- 
brance which against his own willcharmed him. And 
so another half hour passed, and still the question was 
not settled. 

_ Up and down, up and down, under the trees he 
still paced, and his pipe goes out, and he does not care 
to relight it, and he crosses his arms and walks slower, 
for the difficulty must be looked at carefully, and 
determined soon. At the end of the second hour his 
face brightens, he sees a way to clear up the doubt: 
he puts his pipe carefully into its case, takes a pair of 
spectacles out of his pocket, and mounts them on his 
venerable nose, looks at his watch, and goes quickly 
back to the lodge. 

He found the child lying asleep in a rough wooden 
cradle, very like the one you bought in your last box 
of doll’s-toys, and the old woman sitting beside it, 
making a little frock out of some worn material of her 
own. | : 

Well, mére, and how does the child do now ?”?
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“He’s asleep, God bless him! he’ll be all right 
now. He was pulled out of the sea just in time.” 

“A boy, thon—I am very glad of that,” and the 
old gentleman took a chair, and seated himself oppo- 
site to her, 

“T want to ask you a few serious questions. Don’t 
move, we shall do very well as we are. Now, let me 
see. In the first place, have you noticed what clothes 
the child had on?” 

“ Nothing but a flannel shirt, and a sailor’s old 
jersey, sir. Why, he must have been dressed all in a 
hurry like.” | 

“Yes, yes, but the flannel; was ib well made, good 
flannel ?”? 

“Tt was a common old bit of flannel enough, sir.” 
“ But the price—what price do you think it cost 

when it was new ?” 
“Why, sir,” said the old woman, staring at her 

master, for she could not understand why he should 
ask such questions— why, sir, it couldn’t have been 
worth more than about fifteenpence a yard, perhaps 
there might be a halfpenny.” 

« And you could get flannel at three shillings ?” 
*“ Ay, sir, and more than that.” 
Mr. Leliéres sighed, for the one great point he had 

depended on had failed. He thought fora few minutes, 
peeped into the cradle, and then spoke again. . 

“Is he a well-made, fine child? His hands—have 
you noticed his hands, are they shapely?” He said 
to himself, “I am glad I remembered that, for the 
hands are a great sien of noble or base birth.” 

‘Oh, they are plump enough, sir. I don’t believe 
that any of my children had finer ones at eighteen 
mouths, and that’s the age I take him to be.” --- 

The old gentleman looked puzzled, for he did not
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want this child’s hands to resemble those of Mére 
Lucille’s children ; presently, however, he spoke again, 

as if he were reading notes off a paper. 
‘His nose—yes, that is a very particular point. 

Is it Roman? Is it—now, my good woman, look at 

-me—is it like mine?” 
_ Mére Lucille glanced at her master’s face, and the 

feature he spoke of. ‘Oh, no, sir, not at all.” 
“Roman, I say—Roman, Mére Lucille.” 
“ Bless you, sir, what’s Roman? All babies’ noses 

be much alike; all mine was, sir, the whole ten of 

em.” | 
“JT dare say—very likely, but this one. By Roman 

nose I mean has it a prominent bone—is it arched ?”’ 
«Why no, [hope not,” said the old woman hastily, 

and stooping down, and feeling the little nose in the 
cradle, then in a tone of relief, added, “ It’s as soft as — 

a bit of putty.” 
Mr. Leliéres pushed his chair aside impatiently, 

and standing before Mére Lucille, as if he were going 

to make a speech, glanced at the cradle, and then 

began— 
“™Meére Lucille, you, necessarily—you, being the 

mother of a large family——" 

“Yes, sir, ten of them.” 
« You, I repeat, having had such experience, ought 

to understand these kind of things better than tho 

_ generality who——” 
«6 Yes, sir, ten of em; and all Hving—leasbways, sir, 

.. L trust so.’ 

** Would it be bey ond you then, mére, for I do not 
. ‘know how far your knowledge on such points may 

-- extend, to tell me if this child shows any signs of—of, 
let me see; does he appear to you, in fact, superior 

_.to—to most—— 72
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“Well, sir,” answered the old woman, quickly, for _ 
she began to fancy these questions a slight on her ten—. 
‘well, sir, he be wonderfully like my babies, sir, the 
whole ten of ’em, and they was fine, superior kind of 
children if you like ;” and here her tone changed, as if 
she was half-ashamed of her hastiness, “but then, you 
know, sir, I never nursed a lord or a gentlefolk’s 
child.” 

“ Ah, that accounts forit. You are not an authority. 
‘There, excuse me, but you are not. I must think of 
some other means of discovering the truth, for it is 
highly important.”’ 

He was silent for a few minutes, and when he began 
speaking, he seemed to address himself rather than 
Mére Lucille. 

“Tn a history of the Indian people, I was reading 
the other day, it mentioned that they were in the habit 
of discovering the nobility of their chiefs, by pouring 
water under the soles of the feet; if the water did not 

touch the centre part, where the instep arches, the 
person under trial was then considered well-bred. 
We will try this simple method with the child. Would 
it—and now I appeal to you as an authority, Mére 
Lucille—would it be considered unkind and harmful te 
awake him, for it is highly important to decide this 
point ?” 

“Hurt him! Oh no, sir; but see, his cyes are 

open. Well, my bonny bird, here’s your kind gentle- 
man again.’ 

“ Can he speak yet ? have you noticed his tongue ?” 
cried Mr. Leliéres, cagerly. 

“His tongue, it’s as red and healthy as—— 
“Tdo not mean the colour, my good woman, but 

his language. Can he speak yet, I ask?” 
Ho jabbers a bit, sir, but it is not talking yet; 

99



200 FRITZ. 

he ig too young for that, I expect. Mine, sir, not one 

of the ten——” | 

— Yes, yes, but this is ——well, fetch me a jug of 

water and we will proceed to the experiment.” 

Whilst Mére Lucille fetched the jug and pumped 

the water, Mr. Leligres took baby out of the cradle and 

tried to make him stand upright against the chair. 

After a great deal of persuasion, baby did as he was 

wished, and then Mr. Leliéres, stooping down and 

vilting the jug carefully, tried to pour a narrow stream 

under his fat dimpled foot. Baby at first thought it 

good fun, and he watched smilingly the bright jug and 

the sparkling water, but when a cold drop trickled to 

his little foot, he gave a loud cry, and raising his 

chubby leg in a passion, kicked the jug over so sud- 

denly, that it fell from Mr. Leliéres’ hand, and break- 

ing in pieces, there was a lake on the floor instcad of a 

stream. Mr. Lelitres, thinking more of his boots than 

of his dignity, jumped up quickly to get clear of the 

pool; whilst baby, pleased with the result of his 
mischief, crowed instead of screamed, and tried to 

crawlintoit.  . | | 

“Tt is of no use. Wipe the water up,” said the 
old gentleman, standing upright, and looking digni- 

fied, and as if he had nothing at all to do with the 
mess on the floor. ‘I will——” 

Here Mére Lucille interrupted him with a loud 
shriek. 

“Oh the baby !—the dear child has cut himsclf, - 
that he has, with the bits of the jug. But, bless me, 
sir, Why he don’t say a word! Now, that’s a sign of 
noble breeding, as I have heard. My little ones, the 
whole ten of them, would have cried my head off,” 

Baby had, whilst dabbling in the water, cut his 
finger with the sharp edge of the broken china. It
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may not have been a very severe wound, but certainly 
he was brave, for he held u p his little hand, to show 
the narrow, red ring round his finger, with a look as 
if he wanted it explained, rather than pitied. Mr. 
Leligres took the child on his knee, and then baby 
began playing with his watch-guard, and trying to 
balance himself by the old gentleman’s whiskers ; and 
then, tired of that, made him rise and carry him about 
the room, to admire the coloured prints on the wall, 
and the bright flowers in the window. Meére Lucille, 
who was busy rubbing the floor dry, looked at the 
two with wonder, and presently said— 

“Have you thought, sir—I beg your pardon for 
thinking to advise you—but have you seen the poor 
nan who was drowned; you might be able to tell 
something from him, and it would be a shame to part 
you and that child now, sir.” 

Meére Lucille,” said Mr. Leliéres, turning round, 
and facing her, “I have determined to adopt this 
child. I shall take him to my house, and he ghall be 
brought up as my son, whatever fortune he may have 
been born to. Still, mére, you are a sensible woman. 
That was a very thoughtful remark. I shall go down | 
at once to the proper authorities, and inquire about 
the man. You, metre, find a nurse, and take this 
little fellow up to my house this afternoon.” 

It was a good thing that baby’s future was thus 
settled, without further proof of his station from the 
drowned man, for little conld be learned from hig 
soaked garments, and his pale despairing face. Te 
was a man of about thirty years of age, and of a 
strong, tall build. It may have been that Mr. Lelitres 
was partial, and tried to make the facts suit his wishes, 
but he thought that the coat and trousers were of a 
finer cloth than wonld have been used by 2 common
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sailor, and he felt sure that the shape of the head, the 

firmly-set mouth, and wide forehead showed, at least, 

good descent. Yet, Mr. Leliéres could but acknow- 
ledge, that even if this were true, there was nothing 

to prove that he was related to the child. It was 

probable, however, and so he tried to fix the features 

in his memory, that he might compare them with the 

boy’s. As he turned away, he said, half-aloud— 
“ How I should like a sketch of that face !”” 

A hand touched his shoulder, it was that of an 

artist friend, who was staying at Jersey for his health. 
“Ay, Mr. Leliéres, it is true, then, that you are 

going to take care of the child. It is wonderfully 

good of you. I will send youa sketch of the face, | 
this evening, or, better than that, [ have my camera © 
here, I will photograph the poor fellow.” 

- Now, my little friends, you know how it was 
that Fritz lived at “Les Rochers” as Mr. Leliéres’ 
grandson; and I am going to pass over a few years of 
his life before [introduce him to you again: for though 
these years were full of adventure and excitement to 
him, still you may be too old to care about hearing 
what he thought of his first kite, and how he enjoyed 
the large red apple which bribed hit to say his letters, 
and, | beg your pardon, but you may be too young 
to care about the period when his last double-tooth 
was declared through, or the exact symptoms when he 
fell ill of the measles. So, as I said before, we will 
pass over those years, and become acquainted with 
him again, a few days after his eighth birthday, for - 
that day was called his birthday on which he was 
saved from tho storm and handed to Mr. Leliéres ; 
thus, you sec, he was always a year, at least, older 
than his birthday. 
He had now grown a fine, handsome lad, and was
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liked by every one, both at home and at school, for he 
had been sent early to the College at Jersey. He had 
made many friends there, but there was one in particular 
whom he had lately found the best companion, and 
this one was an English boy of the name of Hugh. 

This friend had at first astonished Fritz greatly, by 
his account of England, and of London in particular, 
a city so big that there were railways from one part 
to another, whilst in the whole of Jersey Fritz could not 
even boast of a steam-engine. However, after a time, 
Fritz found out that there were no hills worth speak- 
ing of in London, there was no sea, and there were 
so many other deficiencies, that he took courage to 
praise and talk of his home too. 

And Jersey really is a jolly place for boys to live 
in; for there are high hills so steep, that you would 
tumble down them if the brambles and blackberries 
did not kindly fasten their prickles into your coat, 
and there are other hills so steep, but so smooth, that 
you have only to lie straight and you can roll right 
down; and there are rocks to climb over, and trees to 
climb up, and near “ Les Rochers”’ there was a beau- 
tiful avenne, which I should like you to try and 
imagine. 

You must not fancy it an avenue like the one in 
Bushy Park, where the horse-chestnuts glory in the 
white flowers, which used to remind me, when I was 
a child, too pleasantly of the tapers on a Christmas 
tree to admit grander notions of their beauty into my 
httle head; neither must you think of the majestic 
avenue at Windsor, nor of that grim and ghostly 
procession of limes at the smaller one of Bury St. 
Edmunds, where the trees seem to be the spirits of 
the departed monks watching the decay of their 
monastery, No; this was quite a different avenue.
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It was long and narrow, and the pathway seemcd cut 

out of hard rocks; on either side oak trees grew, with 

thick gnarled trunks and knotted branchcs, which 

twisted and bent on all sides, as if they were in pain, 

and overhead they met, and clutched and bound them- 

selves, until they formed an arch. In the summer 

time, when the sun pierced the branches with its 

spears of light, you might fancy it a fairy’s palace; 

but in an autumn twilight, when the leaves had a 

golden shade on them, it seemed more like the aisle of 

an old cathedral, with rugged columns, and traccry 

defaced and worn by time. 
But the boys could not play in a cathedral? 

Aye, but they did not think that it looked like a 

catlicdral; they fancied it, instead, sometimes like a 

ship, and climbed the branches for the mast and yard- 

arms; sometimes they made nests m it to he back in, 

in the heat of the day, and sometimes they made 

capital forts in it, and pelted each other with all the 
acorns they could reach. 

Above all these things to amuse themselves with, 

they enjoyed the sea; for Fritz, like all the boys in 

the island, was a capital sailor already, and he and 

Hugh used to pass many a holiday afternoon in a little 

boat which Mr. Leliércs had given them. One brighi 
sunny half-holiday they were undecided what to do— 
whether to spend it in their little boat, as Fritz 

wished, or whether to ride across the island to Plein- 

mont, and wander about the rocks there, as Hugh 
wished. At last, as Hugh was a stranger, and had 
not scen yet half the beauties of Jersey, Fritz gave 
up his wish, and they cantered on their ponies over to 
Pleinmont. 

They left the ponies at an inn near the shore, and 
ran down to the sea, Jt was not high water yet,
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though the waves were rolling in fast; but there was 
plenty of room for them still to have a race on the 
shingles, and they agreed to have a good game at 
hide-and-seek before it was time to go home. The 
day was splendid, and just the right kind to make 
one feel happy and bright; for though the sun was 
hot, that did not matter in the least, ag there was a 
cool, joyous wind, just strong enough to blow their 
hats off now and then, and the boys shouted with 
pxcitement as they ran in chase of them. It was a 
fantastical wind, too, for it decorated the sea with 
bright white feathers of foam, curling them and twist- 
ing them round the heads of the rocks, which rose 
black and pointed out of the water. 

“dust look, Fritz! Did you ever see anything 
more beautiful?” cried Hugh, who was looked upon 
by his friends as a bit of a poet, and had actually been 
known to write some verses; “I do wish the girls at 
home could see these waves. You should hear my 
sister talk about the sea. Those white, foaming 
waves! Oh, how can I explain them to her when I 
write ?7 | 

“Tell her,” said Fritz, who rather despised senti- 
ment—“‘ tell her they are like the suds in old Mother 
Lucille’s copper, on washing-day.” 

She does not- know Mother Lucille,’ answered 
Hugh, half offended, and walking on. Presently he 
stopped, and called out excitedly to Fritz, who was 
picking sea-weed off the sands, “See there, Fritz; 
there’s a hole in the rocks; it’s a cave, I know, and 
it is not at all high up. Come quickly; I am going 
\nside it.” a So 

© Oh, how jolly, jolly!” answered Fritz, this time 
as eager as his friend. “I shouldn’t wonder if it ig 
the Dragon’s Cave.” ce
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‘Yes, and we shall find a beautiful maiden tied 

to a rock with her golden hair.” 

‘Won't it hurt her, then, that’s all! I wouldn’ t 

like to have my golden hair tied to a rock !” 

His yellow locks wouldn’t have gone round | a 

cabbage-stalk. | 

They managed to scramble over the rocks, as 

neither of them minded. scratches or tumbles, and 

coon found themselves inside a large, deep cave. It 

seemed to extend far back, and to become narrower 

as it grew deeper. It was very lofty—indeed, the 

boys could not see any roof, for large-leaved ferns 

hung from heavy rocks, forming a curtain over the 

top part of the entrance, and screening the cave 

from the light: whilst the rocks within their reach 

which made the walls of the cave were smooth and 

polished, and were without even moss on them; 

those which were above their heads were rough, and 

shaped like steps, and were striped with yellow and 

red veins, while long grasses hung clustering over 

them. 

The boys were enchanted with the place, and 

amused themselves a long time by seeing how far they 

could penetrate it; for there were several very narrow 
passages running from it, most of them ending in 

merely a crack in a rock which they could put a finger 

in, and others becoming so gradually narrow that they 

could get part of their bodies through. After a little 
while, one of them proposed that it was just the place 
for them to have their luncheon in, and when that was 

finished, whilst Hugh began exploring the crevices, 
Fritz climbed the walls and tried to dislodge some of 

the smaller bits of yellow rock, Presently, Hugh 
came to the entrance again, and saw at his feet a 

Stream which trickled to him, and then ran back; he
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raised his head and looked out in front of him, and 

then shouted in fright-— | 
“Fritz! Fritz! where are you? We shall be 

drowned! ‘The sea is coming in.” 

CHAPTER II. 

THE LIKENESS. 

As Hugh spoke, another stream, deeper still, drove him 
farther back into the cave. 

“Writz! Fritz!’ he shouted again in greater alarm, 
for he began to fear that he was left alone, and that 
his friend might have been surprised by the sea, and 
drowned; however, in answer to his second call, Fritz 
eave aloud “ All right, Hugh!” anda minute after- 
wards stood by his side. | 

The boys did not speak, but, holding each other’s 
hands, stood looking out in front of them, moving 
backwards step by step as the waves. spread closer to 
them. One wave, rising higher and bounding against 
the rocks, seemed to warn them to defend themselves, 
by tossing its spray into their faces. 

“Ym half inclined,” said I'ritz, “to throw my 
jacket off, and swim, for even if one were drowned, it 
would be better than being dashed about inside this 
hard cave. It wouldn’t be ‘much good trying though ; 
what do you say, old fellow ?” 

“No, no, we can’t do that,” answered Hugh, in a 
low, trembling voice, and he dragged Fritz “farther 
back still, until they could lean against the rocks. 

“ Tt’s of no use your trying to get into those narrow 
crannies, for even if we did squeeze through, it would
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bo just as bad, for the water you know would come in 
too.” 

“What shall we do then? Oh, Fritz, how can we 
get away ?” cried Hugh, now nearly sobbing. 

“Why, Hugh, I declare you’re funking. How 
white you are, I say. We’ll manage somehow to get 
home again,—never say die.”? 

But these last words secmed to make Hugh still — 

more frightened. There was, however, an excuse for 
him, poor boy, being so much terrified, for he was not, 

like Fritz, used to the rough sea, or to what was still 

more fearful, the being distant from all men; perhaps, 
had they been in danger in a crowded street, he would 

then have been braver of the two. His face now, as 

Fritz had said, was without a tinge of colour, and he 

~shook so much that he was forced to lean on his friend. 

Fritz, on the contrary, had flushed cheeks, and his eyes 

sparkled with excitement, as he turned his head rapidly 

round the cave, looking for a ‘teluge, or some means of 

escape. 
Another wave, deeper still, rolls slowly in, until it 

touches their feet, when it recedes, leaving the ground 
in front of them, bright with foam. 

‘This will never do,” cried Fritz; Vil Just tell 
you what we must do. It was very stupid of me not 

noticing these smooth walls before; if I had, I should 

have known the sea washed round them. But I know 
away. Look up there; when youcalled me, just now, 
I was on those high rocks, and I am sure that the sea 
never gets up so far as them. I don’t know about 
sitting down, but we can stand in a place like our 
kitchen | chimney. So come on, old fellow, you go 
before me; the first part’s quite easy, like steps. I say, 
Hugh, don’t give in, there’s a good, nice, old chap,” 
gud Fritz wound his arm round the boy’s neck, Hugh
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gave a great sob, though he tried hard to keep it in, 
and then grasping Fritz’s hand tightly, he said in @. 
broken voice— 

“Vm going to—be—brave, Fritz. Would you— 
would—you—kiss me, Fritz ?”’ | 

Fritz’s face looked grave and puzzled, as he stooped 
over his friend and gave him a hearty kiss on the fore- 
head, and then he led him carefully to the place where 
they were to begin their climbing; and they did not 
begin it too soon, for they had now to step into the 
water, deep enough to cover their boots. At first, it was 
easy enough climbing the step-like rocks, but as they 
went higher, the sides became gradually narrower and 
steeper, and were shaped, as Fritz said, like a chimney, © 
or like the neck of a funnel. Hugh stopped for a 
rest, when they had reached some distance from the 
ground, and looking down at the waves dashing and 
foaming beneath them, shuddered when he thought 
that he was but just out of their reach. 

“They seem, Fritz,” he cried, “as if they were 
angry that we have got away from them.” 

“Qh, the sea always looks like that when it is 
coming into a cave,” answered the matter-of-fact 
Fritz. 

The boys found it such tiring work standing on 
the narrow ledges and holding themselves up by the 
juttings and grasses, that Fritz proposed that they 
should try and go a little higher still; but this they 
found still more difficult, for now, instead of ferns and 
rocks, they came to slippery earth and tangled dry roots, 
which, though tough as helps, were almost impossible 
to bend or move out of their way. Fritz managed to 
pass Hugh ; and then, taking out his knife, he cleared 
away and cut a twisted mass before him. He dug at 
the earth, and tore away with his fingers, until, at 

O
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last, with a shout of delight, he thrust his arm through 
a wide opening, and let in a bright glare of blue sky 
and a fresh breeze. Hugh looked up bewildered when 
he saw the daylight again, but he was still more be- 
wildered as he watched Fritz rapidly tear away more 
roots and earth, and then head first gradually dis- 
appear through the hole he had made. However, he 
had not much time to wonder, for, directly afterwards, 

Fritz’s head appear ed again looking in at the opening, 
and Fritz’s voice shouted to hin— 

Come carefully. Head first. We are on dry 
land again. Hurrah!” 

Hugh did follow very carefully in the places where 
Fritz had left his footmarks, and then he put his head 
out of the opening, too, thinking to be directly out of 
all danger, but he drew it back again with a shudder. 

Fritz, to be sure, was standing on a wide platform 
of rock; but this platform did not run under the 
opening, but began at the side of it, therefore, to reach 
Fritz, Hugh would be obliged to balance himself 
between the two rocks. This seemed an almost im- 
possible achievement for Hugh, and he stood holding 
fast to the roots and fancying each moment, as a piece 
of earth gave way or a root broke, that he should fall 
into the foaming water beneath. TF ritz’s voice, how- 
ever, roused him again. 

“Be quick, Hugh! What are you dreaming 
about? I want to go home.” 

These words had a magical effect on Hugh; his 
head went through the opening, and in another minute 
the two boys stood safely side by side. 

Their troubles really were over now, for quite an 
easy path led to the table-land of the island; and 
when they reached the flat ground again, Fritz threw 
his hat up in the air and gave a loud “ Hurrah |”
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* Are you not just glad, old fellow?” he shouted, 
dancing round Hugh. MHugh’s face showed that 
plainly enough, but he did not answer, and only 
grasped his friend’s arm tighter. Then the two boys 
started off with a run to the inn for their ponies, and 
were soon cantering through the lanes home again. 

Hugh thought, as they rode along, that the fields 
had never looked so green, or the cottages so snug 
before, and he said— 

“T shall never, never like the sea again, Fritz.” 
“Why, Hugh, it was not its fault. It was mine.” 

Once, I was half inclined to finish my tale here, 
and tell you no more about Fritz, as the next incident 
in his life was such a very sad one; but afterwards, 

I thought it was as well for you to remember that not 
even the hero in a story-book can live without some 
trouble. | | . 

Fritz’s first grief was the death of Mr. Leliéres, or, 
as he called him, his grandfather, though for the last 
year he had known that he was not really Mr. Leliéres’ 
grandson. Mr. Leliéres had thought it best to tell the 
boy his true story, and he had given him at the same 
time the photograph of the brave man who had saved 
him from death, and who had died that terrible morn- 
ing. Fritz had listened attentively to Mr.’ Leliéres, 
and had looked at the portrait, but he had not been 
able, until a long while afterwards, to realize that the 
little child Mr. Leliéres told him about, was really 
himself, or that the portrait which he held in his hand, 
could have ever been, or could ever be, of any interest 
to him. Mr. Leliéres, that same day, had spoken to 
Fritz of his own death, which, as he was now such an 
old man, he felt sure could not be far off; and he had 
said, also—“ When I am gone, my dear child, you
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shall be in charge of my own son, who will cate for 
you as I have done.” 

Gradually Mr. Leliéres became more and more 
infirm, and so Fritz was left oftener.to himself; and 

it was as he wandered by himself about the house, or 
as he sat with Mére Lucille in the cottage, that he 
used to think over the story his grandfather (for so 
he still called him) had told him about the shipwreck. 
It happened that Fritz had never seen the new guar- 
vian he was to have, for, the same year he had been 

paved, the son of Mr. Leliéres had met with a fearful 

accident whilst driving, and since then had been 
unable to rise from his couch; and as Mr. Leliéres 

always dreaded the journey to England, the father and 
son had not met for many years, and so, of course, 
also the son was a stranger to Fritz. 

Now, there were some stupid people about Mr. 
Leliéres’ household, Mére Lucille being amongst them, 
who, in idleness and thoughtlessness, talked to Fritz 
in a very foolish manner. They told him that they 
had heard that this son was a harsh, cold man, and 
they shouldn’t wonder if he did not come to Jerseys 
because he looked upon Fritz as an intruder; and then 
they pitied him, and shook their heads and whispered, 
“ Poor child! when the old master is dead, things will 
be all changed for him.” 

And so, at last, the unhappy little Fritz began to 
fear the Mr. Lelicres he had never seen, and began to 
think all manner of unkind thoughts about him, and 
in the end, I am sorry to say, came to a very sad 
determination. He made up his mind that when his 
old friend was dead he would not stay to be looked 
down upon, or bullied, as the servants put it, by the 
new master, but he would run away from J ersey, and 
would go off for a sailor. - |



FRITZ, | 213 

It was towards the end of the holidays that Mr. 
Leliéres died, and you can imagine how sad and de- 
serted poor Fritz felt in the closed rooms, and with 
only the servants round him. He cried himself to 
sleep that night, and after many restless and broken 
dreams, rose early, and creeping carefully through 
the hushed house, went out, and wandered down to 
the sea. 

He was just in time to see the boat, which came 
from Southampton, steam past Elizabeth Castle, and 
he watched it slowly near the harbour, and then he 
saw the landing-place fill with the sailors, and people 
who were expecting to find friends on board. The 
thought came across him that Hugh might be coming 
back, and longing, as he did, for some companion, he 
turned also towards the pier. | 

_ By the time he reached it most of the travellers 
had landed, for there were never many at this time of 
the year, and the carts and flies were bustling back 
with the luggage and passengers. J ritz had to stand 
close against a wall, so that a fly holding two people 
might pass him; at that moment, a head, muffled in a 
fur cap, jerked out of the window. 

“You know the place ? Les Rochers, Mr. Leliéres,”? 
the owner of it called to the driver. 

‘Allright, sir,” answered the flyman, rattling past. 
Fritz caught a glimpse of the fur-bound face, and 

compared it with a dried Normandy pippin, it was so 
wrinkled and yellow. A sharp, loud voice, and a 
sharp, large nose, were two other points which struck 
Fritz as being very disagreeable. He looked after the 
carriage for a few minutes, and then he turned, in the 
opposite direction, down to the sea again. | 

“Tam not going away with him! Iam not going 
to live with that man! Mére Lucille said he was
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erncl and ugly. Oh! grandpapa, grandpapa !” cried 

the poor boy. 7 

‘That same evening, and avery cold and stormy 

one it was, as Mére Lucille was sitting by her fire 

crimping the frills of her Sunday cap, there came a 

slight tap at the door. Now Mére Lucille was deaf, 

and so she was not quite sure whether what she heard 

was a knock, or merely the latch rattled by the wind ; 

so she only turned her head to listen if it would come 

again. 
There was no second knock, but, without waiting 

for an invitation, the latch was lifted from outside, and 

Fritz stood in the doorway. Mére Lucille jumped up 

in such a hurry that the beautiful white cap fell under 

the grate, and a red-hot cinder bounced out of the fire, 

and burnt a hole just in the middle of the crown—at 

least, so she used to tell the story to the last days of 

her life. 
‘‘T am so tired, Mére Lucille; may I come in and 

rest ?”’ said Fritz. 
‘Oh, Master Fritz, my dear lamb, and you out at 

this time of night! Oh, dreary me, and has 1t come to 

this, they haven’t been and turned you away already, 

the cruel——” 
‘Oh, no, mere, I have not been home; I have 

been at Pleinmont all day.” 

“ Ah, poor lad, poor lad, they have been a-teazing 

you, and you with your spirit couldn’t bear it. Ah, I 

knew how it would be from the first moment I nur ‘sed 

you, and I was the first who had to do with you, too.” 

Mere Lucille always seemed to fancy that Fritz’s 

first appearance in this world was on that foggy 

morning. , 

Fritz was so weary and footsore that he almost fell 

into the nearest chair.
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“TY will tell you all alterwards, mére, but I am so 
very hungry.” 

“Of course you are, my darling, and you shall 
have something hot and good to eat. Come sit here, 
in my own arm-chair, it’s more resting than that 
wooden thing.’ And Mére Lucille led him to it, 
pulled off his boots, and stirred the fire to a blaze, and 
soon there were some eggs frizzing, some ham splut- | 
tering, and a cup of fresh milk put on a little table 
before him. 

The supper was. cooked and eaten, and Fritz and 
Mére Lucille sat opposite one another, Fritz now quite 
ready to talk, and the old woman willing to listen and 
ask questions. 

“Well, and so my dear boy has been at Pleinmont 
all the day ! P78 

“Yes, amongst the caves and rocks. I meant to 
stay there all night, but it was so cold and so lonely. 
I can’t go home, I can’t, mére.”’ 

_ The old woman nodded her head, as if this was only 
what she expected to hear. 

“‘ Tave they sent down here for me to-day?” Fritz 
asked. | 

“Ay, and very cross Charles was, when he found 
you had not been with me. As if I was going to watch 
you, as I told him. He’ll be down again, I shouldn’t 
wonder.” 

“T can’t go back, I never will again! Oh, let me 
sleep here—please, do. I saw the man who has come 
for me to-day, and he was so cross and sougly. Mayn’t ' 
I stay here by the fire, mére ?” 

“You shall have the best bed I can make you, my 
pet. Didn’t I give you one that first day, when the 
dear old master brought you in, so white and cold ag 
you were, to be sure. IT’ll get it put ready this minute. 

C
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Poor lamb, he is half dead with weariness; I daresay 
you walked to Pleinmont ? ” 

Yes? 
© And back ?” | 
«Yes. Would you mind, mére, not going away 

just now? Iwant to ask you—I want you to help me.’ 

She came to his side, and patted his cheek, and took 

his hand between her own wrinkled ones. 
“Haven’t your sons gone to sea? I want to bea 

sailor. I want to go with them,” said Fritz, boy-like, 

coming to the point at once. 
_ Why, lad, they are all away in foreign parts.” 

“ Couldn’t I get to them ? T have got some money, 
you know.” 

“There’s John, my bonny one, in China; and 

Gervais—he wrote me a fine letter this morning—he’s | 
in St. Katherine’s Docks, that’s what he called them, in 
London, and that’s a good distance, too, I think, though 

folks don’t take so long to travel there now-a-days.” 
“T?ll go to London! , That’s just the very thing I 

wanted. Do you think that he would take me with 
him ?” 

‘Ay, that he would, I’m sure, and Ill send him a 

warm new wrap I’ve knit, asa token. He’ll be leav- 
ing’ goon. You'd have to be off at once, I reckon.” 

“Oh, Tl go, Pi go. A boat leaves here on Mon- 

day, I know, for I heard the toll-man at the pier say 
that it would.” 

Just then, some steps nearing the lodge were heard 
on the gravel-walk outside. Fritz started up, and 
Mére Lucille, pointing to the inner room, whispered— 

‘‘ It’s Charles, the gardener, after you.” 
“You won’t tell him?” 
‘Tell him—not I, my poor darling. I knew it 

would come to this ; | always said that, even ——~”



FRITZe 217 

Fritz disappeared, and Mére Lucille was just in 
time to slip the bolt before the latch rattled, and was 
forced outside by some one meaning to enter. 

“Why, mére, locked up already?” cried a man’s 
voice. 

“ Ah, Charles, is it you? What atime to come 
disturbing one, to be sure,” she answered, hurrying 
the supper things out of sight, and picking up the cap, 
to drop it over Fritz’s shoes, which stood by the hearth. 

“Vlllet youin. Don’t break the latch,” and she 
unslipped the bolt again. 

«Has Master Fritz come here yet? We have been 
a-hunting him all day, and there’s a fine row at the 
house about it.” 

“Poor boy, poor boy!” exclaimed the old woman, ~ 
holding the door open, as if she did not wish her visitor 
to stop. 

“He ain’t been here then. Well, good night. I 
must go up to the school-house. He may be there, for 
he and the master were always thick together.” 

Fritz had made up his mind to go the next day to 
Pleinmont again, and hide himself there amongst the 
caves, aS he had done the day before; but when he 
awoke in the morning, he found himself so tired and 
so stiff from his long walk, that he was easily persuaded 
by Mére Lucille to stay quietly in the little back room 
of her lodge. 

On Monday, however, he was up early, for he had 
heard that the boat would start about six o’clock, and 
he was now quite determined to go to London and 
seek his fortune with his old nurse’s son. She managed 
to pack him up a small bundle of clothes, and some 
provisions for the way, and then out of a canvas bag 
insisted upon his taking some of her savings. He 
would not hear of it, at first, saying that he had
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enough money, and should do very well ;. but when he 
showed her that the “enough” was only a bright half- 
sovereign, she forced another gold piece into his hand, 
telling him— 

«You can easily pay} me back again when you have 
made your fortune, Master Fritz.’ 

This struck Fritz as so good an argument, that he 
accepted the money, determining to pay her with his 
first wages. 

Then the old woman kissed him, and cried over 
him, and tucked him up in comforters and warm hand- 
kerchiefs ; and at the last moment, as she stood at the 
door. with him, she began to feel that perhaps she 
might be helping him to do something very wrong, 
and so she tried to undo her mischief, and persuade 
him to give up his journey—until he, at any rate, had 
spoken to the gentleman at the house. But the harm 
was done, and it was too late now to alter his resolu- 

tion, and he was in too much hurry to be off to be able 
to listen to her. 

“Tf T don’t run quickly, dear Mére Tneille, the 
boat will have gone without me; so good-bye—I’ll 
write soon.’ 

And he started down the road. When he had 
gone a little way, he turned back to have a last look at 
the cottage and his nurse. She was standing at the 
door still, with her apron to her eyes, whilst a few 
steps from her, the other side of the lodge, stood a 
little boy, with his finger in his mouth, and staring with 
astonished looks, first at Meére Lucille, and then at 
Fritz. As soon as Fritz turned back and looked at 
him, he darted behind a hedge, and scampered off up 
the avenue, and in the direction of the house. 

Until the steamer had really left the pier, and until 
the last cheer from the people on the land had died
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away, Fritz kept himself out of sight as much as 
he could, and he went into the shed prepared for the 
second-class passengers ; for he found that it would be 
best, for his purse’s sake, to travel by the second fare, 
and also, by so doing, he was less likely to meet any 
one who would recognize him, | 

The boat was off—the crowd dispersing from 
the pier—the passengers choosing their corners, and 
wrapping themselves in their rags—the sailors letting 
down the luggage into the hold—and then Fritz came 
out from his hiding-place, and felt himself safe. 

I cannot say that he was quite so happy as he had 
expected to feel; for, to speak the truth, one of his chief 
reasons for kneeling on the seat, and leaning over the 
side of the boat, was to hide the tears which would 
come into his eyes, however tightly he screwed them 
up, or however much he twisted and bit his lips. 

He conquered them at last, after a hard struggle, 
for he felt that his dignity was gone for ever, if he once 
gave way, and really was to cry. He tried then to 
forget his troubles, and he began to watch the creamy 
foam which the boat seemed to rake up before its path. 
He was so busy counting the waves as they rolled to 
him from the distance, and guessing with himself, which 
one would be the first to break its crest against the 
boat, that he was quite startled, when just close to him, 
there was a heavy thump on the deck, as of some 
weight falling. Turning sharply round, he saw a black 
bag lying at his feet. One of the passengers, a lady, 
sitting in a corner of the hurricane deck, had dropped 
it out of her hand, and leaning over the railings, she 
asked Iritz to pick it up for her. Fritz took it up the 
steps. 

“ Would you mind holding it a minute, whilst I pin 
my shawl closer? Thank you!”
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Fritz felt shy, and did not answer, but ho held the 

‘bag, and helped her with her shawl. 

© Are you travelling by yourself, my dear?” ‘The 

lady had fastened. her shaw! once, but had unpinned it 

again, and was refolding it, in a wonderfully particular 

manner, Fritz thought. 

“Yes,” he answered, but in such a low tone, that 

it seemed as if he did not wish to hear his own voice. 

‘Well, Iam travelling by myself, too. But then 

I am a very good sailor. Do you think that you 

are? but perhaps you have nevcr been on the sea 

before.” 
Fritz was obliged to say something more than 

“ves”? now. 
‘‘T have not been so faras London before, but I 

have often been to Guernsey and back. I’m never ill 

though.” 
‘s “Thats very nice, 18 it not! 

Fritz thought that the lady’s voice was very soft, 

and that her face had a very kind look. 

“Why,” she spoke again, “ why, you will be quite 

tired of holding my bag, but it 1s so cold that I want 

to wrap myself up well.” 
‘Tt is much colder here than it is down where I was 

sitting,” Fritz ventured to remark. 

“Ts it really? and there seems hardly any one 

there. I wonder if I might come too.” 

“Oh, I am sure that you ml ight,” said Fritz, 

eagerly. 
«Then, if you will help me to move my packages 

and wraps, I will go down, and instead of both travel- 

ling alone, we might travel together, might we not, 

my new, little friend ?”’ 

Fritz said that he should like that very much, and 

he carried the bag down the steps, and then came back 

999
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for the other parcels, and finally led the lady herself to 
the corner, where he had been standing before. 

“T really think that you are right, and I am quite 
obliged to you,” said the lady, taking his hand. 

“Tam so glad that you dropped your bag,” cried 
Fritz. 

The lady smiled, and said that “she was glad 
too,” and after that Fritz could not help feeling quite 
at his ease with her—-so much so indeed, that he told 
her about his journey to London, and that he was going 
to be a sailor. 

“But are you going quite by yourself? Have you 
no one to take care of you? No papa, or mamma, or 
grandpapa?7? _ 

“Thad a grandpapa. At least, that is, I used to 
call him ‘grandpapa,’ but—he is dead,” said Fritz, 
sorrowfully. | 

** But have you no one to look after you at all, my 
dear boy? Did not this grandpapa leave you in the 
care of some kind friends? ” 

_ “They weren’t kind. Mére Lucille told me about 
them.” 

“ And who is Mére Lucille ? ” 
Then Fritz told her about his old nurse, and how 

she had frightened him about his new guardians; and 
the lady listened with a serious face, and asked him 
many questions, and seemed to understand him, and 
sympathize with him in all his troubles. 

**But do not you think that it was wrong not to 
see your new friends first, Fritz, before running away 
from them ? ” 

Fritz looked up astonished at her using his name. 
“Why dol call you ‘Fritz’? I have a little 

friend of that name, and so I suppose——” 
“Tam Fritz, too! AmIlikehim? How oldishe?”
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33 Te must be about your age,” said the lady smil- 
ing; and then she continued, “but you have not 
answered my question. Why did not you wait to see 
your grandpapa’s son ?”’ | 

“Oh, I could not! I could not! after what Mare 

Lucille had said. She told me that he would think 
me a beggar. I made up my mind, though, when I 
grew up to bea big man, that I would go and see him, 
and tell him how good grandpapa ; "—he said the name 
falteringly—‘ was to me.’ 

The lady did not answer ; but Fritz noticed that 
her eyes were glistening with tears, and his own filled 
too, and they were beth silent for some minutes; then 
the lady spoke in her cheerful voice again. 

~ €Do not you think that we ought, both of us, to 
be getting hungry? Supposing, Fritz, that you were 
to go and ask the steward to bring us some breakfast 

here. We might have it here together. Will you 
gor” 

So Fritz went, and grave the order, and soon some 
nice hot coffee was brought, for which our little 
traveller felt very grateful, for he had had no break- 

fast that morning, and the fresh breeze and the talking 
had made him hungry; but he did not stop chattering 
to his companion the while, for he seemed to have a 
great deal to tell her yet. He had to tell her about 
his garden, and about his school-fellows, about Hugh 
in particular, and about their adventure at Pleinmont. 

“You are not very frightened of the sea, then ? 

But have you not seen dreadful wrecks on the coast 
sometimes. I have heard that there have been a great 
many. Indeed, I think that it was on the coast of 
Jersey, that a brother of mine was wrecked, some 
nine or ten years ago, as he was coming | home from a 
long voyage, with his wife and children,”
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* Your brother! nine or ten years ago,” cried Fritz, 
starting up, and nearly spilling his coffee. | 

“Yes, dear; why?” answered the lady, surpriscd 
at his excitement. 

“Should you know him? I have got his portrait! 
Do you think it could be the same?” Fritz almost 
shouted these questions, whilst the lady looked more 
and more surprised. 

© Of course, I should know my brother. What do 
you mean, child ? ” 

6 Grandpapa took me out of the sea about all 
those years ago, and a man had saved me, and his 
portrait was taken. And only fancy—it might be 
your brother’s.”’ | 

“ Where is this portrait? Have you it here ?” 
Fritz spilt his coffee this time in his haste, and he 

began feeling, first in one pocket, and then in another, 
and then he turned over and emptied his bundle on 
the deck, talking all the time. “It was a beautiful 
new case when grandpapa gave it me, but it got wet 
one day—for I fell in the water. And then, another 
time ——Oh, I wonder which pocket it can bein! I 
am sure I brought it with me. I left it one night in 
the meadow, and it got damp and sticky. Oh, here 
itis!’ and he pulled a stained morocco-case out of 
one of his numerous pockets. 

But its wettings and many mishaps had not im- 
proved its appearance or its fastening, and the catch 
was fixed, and would not spring. The lady tried, but 
she could net do anything with it, and then Fritz took 
it again, and forced it open with his knife. It had 
better have remained closed, for he gave one glance at 
the inside, then threw it down on the deck, and, note 
withstanding his dignity, burst into tears, 

“li’s gone! it’s gone!” he cried.
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The lady stooped and picked it up. Alas! nothing 

was left on the glass but a faint outline of a head. 

The picture had never been distinct, and having been 

taken hastily, and by an amateur, it is very likely 

would not have lasted long, even with careful treat- 

ment; but Fritz’s attachment to it had led it into 

all kinds of perils, and it was only wonderful that 

there was anything left of it at all. 

“My dear boy, my dear little friend—for so you 

are, you know,” said the lady, tenderly; and she 

pulled him towards her, and put her arms round him. 

“No, no; you must be a man. Why, it does not 

matter in the least whether that was really my 

brother’s portrait or not, for I shall love you just the 

same. Come, be brave. I want you to take care of 

me. I want you to be my child instead of my brother’s. 

What do you say? Will you think me your friend? 

I want you to love me, and to come to my home with 

me. I have no little boy at home, and I have so 

often wished to have a bright face like yours beside 

me. Fritz, answer me, dear. Will you be my 

child ?” | 

What could Fritz do but throw his arms round 

her neck, and promise that he would? And you can 

fancy how happy he felt as she kissed him, and how 

fervently he wished that he could always be good and 

please her, and how strange it seemed to him to have 

found so quickly so kind a friend. You can fancy, 

too, that this new arrangement made Fritz’s tongue 

even more busy, and the lady even more interested in 

his chatter. And so the time flew on so fast that the 

dusk came far too quickly. It became cold, also; and 

so Fritz and his friend went down into the cabin until 

the boat, at last, steamed into Southampton. They 

went on shore then, and drove to an hotel to rest there
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for the night, and by an early train next morning 
Fritz found himself on his way to the wonderful city 
of London. THe could never afterwards remember 
what he was thinking about, or how he felt, as he 
travelled with that flying steam-engine, for it seemed 
to him to rattle and shake all his feelings away; and 
when they reached Waterloo Station he was even 
more confused still, for guards shouted, doors ban eed, 
the engine shrieked, people screamed, and cabmen 
beckoned, until he found that the only way that he 
could be sure that he was Fritz himself was to keep 
his eyes fixed on his own bundle, and to hold fast by 
his friend’s shawl. Next they were in a cab, and 
driving over a bridge, though Fritz could hardly bc- 
lieve that such a wide road could really be only a 
bridge; and then they drove through streets and 
streets, and past houses and people, until Fritz was 
far too much astonished to use his tongue any more, 
and he only whispered once, “What a number of 
people there must be in the world ?” 

‘The lady looked at him and smiled; and then pre- 
sently she told him that in a very little time they 
would be home, at her and Fritz’s own home. | 

The cab stopped at last before a large house in 
one of the widest streets, and servants came to the 
door, and [Fritz soon found himself in a comfortable 
room, before a big fire. 

The lady left him alone for a few minutes, and 
then presently he heard her voice from upstarrs calling 
to him. | 

But now, I think that, instead of telling you myself 
what happened next to our little traveller, I will let 
you read a letter which he wrote the following day to 
Mére Lucille. He told her in the first part of his 
letter about his voyage over to Southampton, and 

P
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wbout his finding such a kind friend, and then lio 

wrote :— | 
“ Mamma—for so I call my dear, dear lady—went 

upstairs, and then I heard her call me, so I went up 

too. I followed her into a room like a kind of bed- 

yoom, only it was not a regular bed-room, and my 

papa—for so we agrec that he is—was lying on a sofa ; 

and he had such a sick, pale face; and beside him was 

standing a sailor-looking ecnileman. Mamma. took 

me up to the sofa, and said, ‘ This is Fritz, Grandpapa 

Leliéres’ little pet;’? and then papa kissed me, and 
told me how glad he was that I was such a strong, 

big boy. After that, my mamma took my hand in 
her pretty ones, and said, ‘Will you forgive me, 
Fritz, but I have brought you to those unkind people, 
whose care grandpapa left you in, for this is dear 
grandpapa’s own son.’ I cried then, nurse—TI could 
not help it—and so did mamma. Then the sailor 
gentleman said that we must laugh, and not cry, and 
if any one had to ery, he ought to, for he had 
nothing to laugh at, and no fuss was being made 
about him; and. then mamma answered, that, “though 

he did not know it, he had had a great deal to do 
with the fuss, for that I, Fiitz, had fancied that I 

had got his portrait. ‘Got my portrait !’ he laughed, 
and put on such a funny face. ‘ Yes,’ mamma said; 
*T happened to tell our little boy that my brother had 
once been shipwrecked off Jersey, and did not think 
of saying that you were saved, and so he fancied that 
perhaps you were the brave man who had saved him 
from the wreck, and were perhaps his father, who, I 
must tell you, died afterwards; but, when we came to 

look at the portrait——show it, Fritz.2 I showed 
Uncle John the portrait then; you know the case 
Grandpapa Leliéres gave me, and you should have seen
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how he laughed at that. He said, ‘Nobody could say 
that it was not like him;’ for, nurse, you can’t see 
any thing on the glass; and then he said, ‘ It was like 
him in one thing, for it wasn’t very plain, and he 
was not very plain ;’ and we all laughed a long time 
at that. I am going to be a sailor with him, some 
day, instead of with your son, nurse—that is, if I 
like, after I’ve been to school. And I am so happy. 
And mamma has paid mo my first wages, she says, and 
so I send them to you, with interest, for mamma has 
given me thé interest to send. And some day Iam 
coming to see you. So, good-bye, dear nurse. 

) “¥eorz LELimres. 

“P.S.—It is papa’s lawyer at the house, Les 
Rochers, and he came with mamma to fetch me; and 
is was Bob who told mamma that I was going on the 
boat, and that made her come after me. Good-bye. 
I am so glad that she did,”
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CHAPTER IIT, 

THE CROWD. 

I'nirz was very happy when he sent this letter off, but 
I do not think that even he felt so happy as did Mére 
Lucille when she had received and read it. The poor 
old woman had been very miserable ever since Fritz 
left, and had been obliged to lay her work down - 
several times, to wipe the tears from her eyes; for 
she was not only very much afraid of what the new 
master would say when he heard that she had helped 
Fritz to run off, but she was also very frightened when 
she thought of what might happen to the little lad 
himself. She was partly comforted on the score of 
Fritz that evening, for Charles, the gardener, having 
come to the cottage for his usual chat, told her of the 
visit of Madame Leliéres to Les Rochers to fetch little 
Fritz, and what a state of anxiety she had been in 
when he was not to be found. 

“That little Bob is a sharp lad,” he said. “ Ma. 
dame gave him a florin for his news, and you should 
have seen how she bustled about and packed her traps. 
Why, she was on tho boat ten minutes before it 
started, and only had as long as that to get herself 
ready. She’s ofa good kind. I like a lady to have a 
bit of spirit. Was not Master Fritz astonished just 
at the end of the journey, I expect,” and Charles 
chuckled at the thought. 

However, when the letter came from Fritz, and 
had been read aloud to Mére Lucille (she said people 
did not write so clearly as they used, so she could not 
make all the words out by herself), her face brightened
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‘up in a moment, and putting on a clean cap—not the | 
one with the burnt hole in it—she went round to each 
of her gossips, to show with pride her dear ttle 
master’s letter. 

“THe is going to be a gentleman again, as he ought 
to; and he does not forget his old nurse, who was the 
first to put a dry thing on him.’ God bless the boy, 
and the dear lady, who loves him so, too!” 
_ Now, it happened to Fritz, as it happens to so 
many of us, that when we have all we want, we find 
presently that we want something else. What Fritz 
was now in need of was some friend to whom he 
could tell how happy and astonished he felt. He did 
not wish for a better companion to chat with than his 
new mamma, but she could not spare him much time 
all to himself, for she had so many matters to attend 
to; her sick husband to nurse, and visits to make and 
receive. ‘Then there was Uncle John, but Fritz did not 
quite understand him yet, and was never sure if he 
was quizzing or in earnest; as for Mr. Leliéres, he 
was far too much an invalid to be able to bear Fritz’s 
chatter and merry laughter very long, and so Fritz, 
in consequence, was left very much to himself. If he 
had been at Jersey, he would not have minded this sa 
much, for he could have gone for a run in the woods, 
and shouted out his feelings to the trees, and the 
trees, very likely, would have shaken their heads at 
him for an answer; or he could have confided in old 
Nelson, the house-dog, and Nelson would have wagged 
his tail to show that he understood. But here in 
London ; there were no trees worth speaking of in the 
little courtyard at the back of the house, and worse 
than that, thore was no dog to talk to; so the only 
thing Fritz could do to make up for these absent 
friends, was to stand by the window and wish that he
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could call in some of the little boys or girls passing 

by, and exchange experiences with them. 
He was wishing this with such a disconsolate face 

one morning, that his uncle could not help asking 

him, “if he had had the nightmare, or if the affairs 

of the kingdom were too heavy for him.” 
Tritz answered, “No, he was thinking about 

Wugh.” . 

“ About me? AmTsuch a serious subject, then?” 
This made Fritz smile. 
“T did not mean you, uncle, but Hugh, my friend. 

I was thinking that I should like to tell him every- 
thing about everything.” | 

“Hiverything about everything! Well, I am 
glad that Hugh is not me. And pray, Master 
Nephew, who is Hugh ?” 

Then Fritz explained that he was a school- fellow, 
and his greatest friend, and how he was sure that 
Wugh would miss him as he missed Hugh. 

“And is Hugh a Jersey boy also?” asked Uncle 
John. 

© No, uncle; he lives in London, but I am afraid 

that by this time he has gone back to school. Perhaps 
he has not though, for he used to be always a week 

late.” 
‘What is his address??? Mamma Leliéres asked. 

© Do you remember, Fritz ?” 
“London, mamma; I know he lives in London.” 

* Oh, if that is his ‘address, we shall be sure to find 

him,” quizzed Uncle John. 
© Britz,” said mamma, “ you do not know what a 

large place London is. Did you never hear him speak 
of the part he lived in, the street, or square ?” | 

_ T remember he said once that he lived near a 

large place called a park. I remember his saying that
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quite well, for he told me there were dacks and 
bridges there. He used to tell me about them. He 
and his sister often fed them.” 

Which,’ asked Uncle John, “the ducks or the 
bridges? Can you tell us where this interesting scene 
took place—Hyde Park, the Green Park, St. James’s » 
Park, Regent’s Park ? a 

“That’s it, uncle; I know it was the last one, 
Regent’s. Oh! can’t we find him ?” 

“Oh, quite easily :—Hugh, Regent’s Park.” 
“John, don’t tease,’ mamma said. “I should 

like to find your friend, Fritz, for I have heard so 
much about him. Do you know his other name, his 
surname ?” 

“Curtis, mamma,” answered Fritz, looking up 
with a face full of expectation. 

Thon Mr. Leléres’ low voice was heard from the 
sofa— | 

“Tritz, give me that large red book off the side- 
board.” 

I'ritz did as he was told, and papa turned the 
leaves over, and presently road from a page, “ Hugh 
Curtis, Regent’s Park Road.’ 

“That’s Hugh! That must be Hugh’s papa, for 
Iluch hasn’t a house to himself,” shouted Fritz. 

_ My dear boy,” whispered mamma; but papa did 
not even knit his brows, but only smiled, and 
suid— | os 

“T am going to propose, mamma, that you go 
round that way for your drive to-day, and see if this 
longed-for Hugh is still in London. I do think that 
our little boy must be very dull without any young 
folks to talk with.” 

However, Fritz would not allow that he was dull; 
and certainly, as he jumped into the carriage after.
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his mamma, his face was quite shining with excite- 
ment. 

Hugh’ s home was found easily, and though he 
was not at home when Fritz called, the servant said 
that he was only out for a walk, and that he was not 
going back to Jersey this quarter—“ not till Easter, I 
think, sir.” So a message was left asking for his 
company the next morning, to spend a lone day with 
his old playfellow, and Fritz could not sit still after- 
wards im the carriage, for thinking how surprised 
Ilugh would be when he heard of his visitor. 

What do you do, my httle reader, when you meet 
your pet school “chum” after a long parting? 
“Talk? Well, that was what Hugh and Fritz did 
for the whole of a long morning. They chattered so 
fast, that they had not time even to listen to one 
another, and they asked so many questions, that they 
forgot all about the answers. 

- But before we say good-bye to them, I want to tell 
you about a treat they had together on that wonderful 
day when the Royal Princess came into London, and 
was greeted so heartily by the London citizens. Hugh 
had not been at all well during his holidays at Christ- 
mas time, therefore his mamma did not like sending 
lim so-far away as Jersey until he was strong again, 
and thus he and Fritz were able to be as often with 
one’‘another ag in the old times. . 

On this grand day in March, Unele John promised 
to take them to sce the pr ocession and entry into 
London, and the boys, Fritz in particular, looked for- 
ward greatly to the sight. It was early morning when 
they started, yet, by the time they reached the ‘City, 
there was so great a crowd there, that the carriage had 
to stop or move slowly several times on its way. Fritz 
had been speculating for many days what a read prin-
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cess would look like, but he forgot even about her in 
his wonderment at the throng of men, and the number 
of carriages and carts of all kinds, they drove 
through. | 

Uncle John had taken seats for them in the bal- 
cony of a house in the Dover Road. When they were 
seated there at last, Fritz turned round to his uncle 
and Hugh, and asked, with an earnest face—— 

“Where do all these people live? Have they 
houses, and papas and mammas? I see now why the 
Bible tells us to ‘love one another;’ for it would be 
such a dreadful thing if all these people hated one 
another. ‘They must love the Princess, too, very 
much, or they would not like to be so crowded and 
pushed about just to come and see her.” 

And though Uncle John said “love had not much 
to do with it,” Fritz still thought that it was a good | 
thing the surging mass of men beneath him were the 
friends of the Princess. However, he soon had not 
much time to think, for he was far too busy watching 
the moving heads in the road, and by degrees he 
began to find out that all the people were not friends 
—at least, to one another. A fresh influx of people 
would rush from one of the side streets, and would 
hustle for places near the roadside, and in the push- 
ing some weak woman or child would trip and fall, 
amidst sounds of crying and jeering. ‘The crowd 
would seem to shift like the colours of a kaleidoscope ; 
and then they would watch a big, burly policeman 
elbow his way (all the policemen seemed big and 
burly on that day), and, as sharply as a pike snaps 
up a@ minnow, he would put his hand on some old 
acquaintance who was lightening his neighbour’s 
pocket, and lead him away to spend the rest of the 
day by himself. Now and then there was the exvite-
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ment of pitying the fate of some poor hunted dog, 
which, knowing no better, would choose the only 

mpty placo to run in—the space left for the 

Princess. 
About two o’clock, or a little after, there fell a 

heavy shower of rain, and then it was amusing enough 

for Fritz and Hugh, who had inside places, to watch the 
consternation on the house-tops and in the street. 

Flags were turned into great-coats, and in a second 

the people seemed roofed in with umbrellas. There 
had been many cr ies and false rumours of the approach 

of the procession, but it was quite three o’clock before 

it really arrived ; and then the people with one accord 

seemed to. hush their voices, put their heads closcr 

together, and prepare their handkerchiefs for waving. 

The Princess was coming at last! The road was 

cleared of stragglers, and the heads below turned all 

one way, as if they had been pulled with a string. 

Eager ears caught the sound of the soldiers’ tramp, 

whilst in the distance helmets were seen gleaming. It 

was a grand spectacle, certainly, as the Horse Guards 

clanked past stately and pompously on their noble 

horses, and to Fritz they seemed like a higher order 

of beings, and almost awful in their grandeur. 
The Lord Mayor came first, in his marvellous 

coach—a most gorgeous sight to Fritz, who wondered 

afterwards why the Princess had not one like it; then 

the royal carriages neared, and eyes were strained for 

a glimpse of the royal bride. The cheering is more 
deafening still, and the crowd more madly excited, 
for in the pale, beautiful girl who bows so winningly 
as she passes by, is recognized the lady they have 

come to greet. 

Now it is all over, the last soldier and the last 

carriage are out of sight, and Fritz, having no more to
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look at, turned round to see what his uncle’ s face said 
to it all. | 

“Tie’s gone downstairs,” said Hugh, “to speak ~ 
to a gentleman he knew in the street. He told you 
he was going several times, but you looked as if you 
meant to jump off the balcony, and did not hear. 
Why, what have you done with your hat?” 

Lritz put his hand to his head, thinking it was 
most likely he should find it there. ‘Oh, what shall 
Ido? Where has it gone? I can’t go home without 
it! Dolook! Oh, Hugh, it has blown on to those 
leads—now it is on the ‘post—it’s inthe road! That 
man has it on his stick. See! it will be all torn and 
spoiled! I can’t stand this, Hugh. I am going after 
it. Tell uncle.” And before Hugh could stop him, 
he was out of his corner, down the : stairs, and into the 
street. 

It was easy enough for him to get into the crowd 
at first, for by the houses the people were not so 
closely packed ; but when he had elbowed himself into 
where he expected to find his hat, he felt as if he had 
been playing at the game of “ Turn round three times, 
and catch who you may,” for he could not tell on which 
side were the houses or on which the roads, whilst the 
crowd swayed backwards and forwards, carrying him 
with it, and raising him off his feet. Elbows pum- 
melled him, big fect trod on him, and big men squeezed 

- him till he pasped for breath. He tried to stand his 
ground, and Ict the others push past him; and then 
some one cried out, “ What are you shoving for, 
master?” “ Here’sa young swell, mind your pockets !” 
and Fritz fancied that he almost felt the burly police- 
inan’s hand on his shoulder. 

Sometimes the moving mass would move forwards 
with one effort, and presently, at the sound of wheels
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or a few passing ‘soldiers, it would jerk backwards, 
lifting Fritz with its strength. | | 
~. It was of no use trying to get out, he thought. It 
was of no use hoping to see his mamma any more, and 
his face turned white, and he felt faint and giddy. 
He had nearly forgotten that he was in a crowd, and 
that he was Fritz Leligres who wanted his hat, when a 
strong voice behind him cried, ‘ All right, Fritz, stand 
steady ;’ and one strong hand was on his neck, and 
another under his arm, and he felt himself hoisted 
upon a man’s shoulder high above the hats, stuffy coats, 
and sharp elbows. 

They were Uncle John’s shoulders, and Fritz, when 
he found himself safe there, was just ¢ able to murmur, 
“My hat!” 

“Be thankful you have “got your head,” said 
Uncle John. 

— Hugh had known Fritz’s danger in running into 
the road, and when he could not prevent him in 
time, instead of foolishly crying or rushing after 
him, he sent some one for Uncle John, and, until 
his arrival, Kept his own eyes fixed on Fritz’s bare 
head. 

When Fritz was in ‘the house again, and was taken 
off his uncle’s shoulder, they found. that he had fainted — 
through the heat and fright, for the people and ex- 
citement had been more terrible to him than the loneli- 
ness and danger of the caves at Pleinmont. 7 

However, “his faint did not last long, for one lady 
brought him her smelling-salts, and another bathed 
his temples with cool scent, and he was soon able 
to sit up and wonder where all the people had 
vanished to. 

The quiet drive home (for it was particularly quiet 
after the carriage had cleared the route of the pro-
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cession) helped to make him well again, and he had so 
much to think and chatter about that he quickly forgot 
the trouble he had been in, and even that he had no 
hat on his head. 

 AlPs well that ends well,’ said Uncle John, when 
mamma looked frightened at the story, “and I think 
that Fritz was very fortunate that all did end so 
well.” 

And now, my dear little readers, I fear that you 
and I must say good-bye, and I hope that you have 
not found Fritz’s story too long. Some one whispers, 
“The portrait; did he never find out who the man 
was—if it was after all his father?” No, like a great 
many other things in this world, nothing was found 
out about it; and 43 he did not trouble himself any 
more about it either, I do not think that we need—do 
you? 

Many years afterwards, £ have heard, when he was 
quite a grown man, he found one day, on Madame 
Leliéres’ dressing-table, the little morocco case, and 
not remembering it, he touched the spring to see what 
was inside. ‘There was a picture of a bright-faced, 
curly-haired little boy. Fritz looked at his mamma 
inquiringly. 

“Your portrait, Fritz. I had it painted years ago 
from a photograph your grandpapa had taken of you 
at Jersey. You do not remember what a pretty little 
boy you were. I never showed it to you before, and 
kept the case locked up, as you always looked so 
serious when it was talked about. It was only yester- 
day I noticed it again, amongst some of my otner 
old treasures. Ay, you were a pretty boy then, 
Fritz.” 

« Well.” said Uncle John, looking over his nephew’s
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shoulder, “you can be satisfied now that the case 
holds your father’s portrait.” 

“How! what do you mean?” gaid Fritz. 
“Why, is it not Wordsworth who says, ‘The 

child is futher of the man’??’ | 
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THE ATTACK AT TOFOA. 

THE SHIP AND THE ISLAND, — 

CHAPTER I. 

tug “ CPOUNTY’’? SAILS FOR TAHITI—COLLECTING THE 
BREAD-FRUIT PLANTS—-THE MUTINY. | 

ve RANDPATHER! I want to speak to you.” 
“Well, my little boy; what have you. 

    

    
to say ?” 

Bia IES “ Can’t you guess, grandfather ? I: 
want you to tell us another story.” 

“Oh, that’s it, is ib? Well, go and call your 
brothers and sisters, and then we will settle what it 
shall be about.” 

“Now, grandfather, we are all ready. You once 
ZV
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said that some extraordinary events had taken place in 
the last century ; can you not tell us something about 
them ?” | 

| “Quite right; many events took placein the last 
century, some of them the most interesting and extra- 
ordinary the world has ever seen. There were the 
great American War of Independence, the voyages of 
Captain Cook round the world, and the memorable 
French Revolution, besides so many wonderful inven- 
tions and discoveries, that you would grow tired of 
listening to all the stories that could be told about 
them.” | 

“Oh, ‘grandfather! we can never grow tired of 
- your stories; we have been thinking we should like 

one about adventures on the sea.” 
“Tt shall be as you like, children: so listen.” 
When Captain Cook came back from his voyages 

of discovery, before he met with an untimely death far 
away from his native land, he brought accounts of 
many curious and valuable things which he had seen 
in foreign countries. Among these was the bread-fruit 

»,, tree, which grows to the size of an ordinary oak, with - 

long drooping leaves, and bears a fruit nearly in the 
shape of a pumpkin, and larger than a child’s head. 
When the fruit is full-grown, it is plucked while green, 
and roasted, and then the soft white pith or pulp, with 
which it 1s filled, has an agreeable taste, something 
hke that of wheaten bread and artichoke, and is much 
relished, not only by natives of the countries where it 
grows, but also by travellers from other lands. It 
lasts in season for eight months of the year, and is 
often produced by the trees in prodigious quantities, 
When this fruit was heard of in England, many people 
thought it would make excellent food for the negroes; 
who were then slaves in the West Indies, if it could be



THE SHIP AND THE ISLAND. Q41 

made to grow there; and, after considering the matter, 
the Government gave orders for a ship to be fitted out 
to sail to the South Sea Islands, to collect a number of 
bread-fruit plants, and convey them to Jamaica. This 
was many, many years ago. 

A vessel named the “ Bounty?” was accordingly 
made ready, and fitted up with shelves and racks to 
hold the pots and tubs, so that they should not be 
injured by the rolling of the ship in stormy weather, 
and two gardeners were appointed to take care of 
them. The commander was Lieutenant Bligh, who 
had been out with Captain Cook; next to him came 
the officers, and last the er ew—making altogether forty- 
Six persons on board; and being provided with every- 
thing necessary for the success of the voyage, the 
* Bounty” sailed from England two days before Christe 
mas, in the year 1787. | 

Captain Bligh, as we must now call him, was ordered 
to sail to the Pacific Ocean by way of Cape Horn. If 
you look at a map, you will see this cape quite at the 
lower end of South America, The weather in that 
part is so very stormy that ships are frequently several 
weeks in getting round from one ocean to the other. 
It happened so to the “ Bounty”—she was stopped by 
the tempestuous gales: the Captain, therefore, sailed 
away to the Cape of Good Hope, which is an easier, 
though longer passage, and, at last, after a voyage of 
ten months, he arrived at Otaheite, or Tahiti, as it is 
now called, one of the Society Islands. Inthe southern 
ocean there are many beautiful islands; and Tahiti is 
one of the most beautiful. Thick forests grow far up 
the slopes of the lofty mountains which rise in the 
interior ; and the cool deep valleys and pleasant plains 

are sheltered and adorned by a luxuriant vegetation, 
while brooks of clear and sparkling water leap down
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from the sides of the hills, and make a lively noise 

over the stones as they flow swiftly to the sea, The 

climate is one perpetual summer; the trees are always 

green; and besides the bread-fruit and cocoa-nut, 

shaddock and plantain, there are other rare and deli- 

cious fruits, which grow almost without the trouble of 

cultivation. The natives are a good-looking, tract- 

able, and friendly race ; but when first discovered they 

would at times have barbarous wars among themselves, 
and they had a cruel custom of killing numbers of 

their infants soon after they were born. Although 

they had none but stone tools, they could build houses 
and canoes, and ornament them with tasteful carvings, 

as neatly as if made with iron tools. In these canoes 
they would sail to different parts of the coast, or to 
distant islands, either for peaceful or warlike purposes. 
Sometimes they went fishing, with hooks formed of 
pieces of shell, or nets made of the stringy bark of a 
tree ; or, if not inclined to labour, they amused them- 
selves for hours swimming and diving among the coral 
rocks, which they could do almost as well as the 
fishes. On land or in water, their lives were spent in 
indolent pleasure, without thought for the morrow. 
Ait last some missionaries from England went to live 
among them, and instruct them in better knowledge ; 
and now they have adopted some of our European 
customs, and have churches and schools, and printing- 
presses, and Bibles and school-books in their own. 
language. 

As soon as the ship arrived at Tahiti, Captain 
Bligh made preparations for collecting bread-fruit 
plants; he talked with some of the chiefs whom he 
had seen on his former visit, and to the king and 
queen, and gave them presents. In return for these, 
great numbers of plants were sent to him, which the
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gardeners set in the pots and tubs, and kept under a> 
large tent erected near the beach, until the time came : 
for placing them in the ship. While this work was in- 
progress, the sailors were allowed to go on shore, 
where they soon made friends and acquaintances - 
among the natives; and several of them were so 
pleased with the new kind of life, that they deserted, 
and ran away to the woods, intending to live always | 
on the island; but the captain got some of the chiefs 
to go in pursuit, and the runaways were brought back - 
again. At length, when more than a thousand plants | 
had been collected, they were put on board the ship— 
the Englishmen said good bye to their Tahitian friends 
——the “ Bounty’s” anchor was raised, and she sailed - 
on her homeward voyage on the 4th of April, 1789, 
after a stay of nearly six months. 

Captain Bligh was a good seaman, but he was a 
severe and overbearing commander. More than once 
he had ordered the sailors to be flogged, instead of | 
adopting milder means of punishment, and he quar- 
relled frequently with his officers, which gave rise toa 
spirit of discontent. The voyage, however, went on 
pleasantly for two or three weeks, during which the 
ship touched at several of the numerous islands which 
lie in the South Sea, not far from Tahiti, to complete 
her store of fresh provisions. Among the officers was - 
Fletcher Christian, one of the mates, who had suffered 
so much from the captain’s severe temper, that he- 
resolved on attempting to escape from the vessel. 
They were then passing a little to the southward of 
Tofoa, one of the Friendly Islands; it was a calm and. 
beautiful night, such as can only be seen in the tro- 
pical latitudes; he, therefore, set about making a 
raft, upon which he thought he might reach the 
island, which was not very far off. It was a daring.
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end hazardous scheme, for if he had failed to reach 
the shore, he might have drifted about on the wide 

ocean until he starved miserably to death. He was 

still busy, when one of his companions advised him 

not to risk his life in that way, and said it would be 

better to try to get possession of the ship. This was, 

perhaps, not said in earnest, but Christian imme- 
diately resolved to make the attempt ; and to make 

sure of escaping from punishment in case of failure, 
he tied the heavy sounding-lead to his body, under- 
neath his clothes, so that he might jump overboard 

and sink speedily beyond recovery, should his project 

be discovered. Anger is sure to lead us astray, and 
make us take desperate resolutions, whereas, if we 
take time to reflect and grow cool, we shall save our- 

_ Selves much trouble and vexation. 
It was Christian’s turn to keep the morning watch, SO 

that for four hours after midnight, on the 28th of April, 
he had the command of the deck all to himself. He 
went about among the crew, and asked them to join 
him in a scheme to make the captain prisoner, and 
then go where they liked with the ship. Some refused 
to have anything to do with such a dangerous attempt, 
but others agreed to help, and said, “ We are for it—it 
is the very thing;” so that by daybreak they were 
ready to begin. All the mutineers, as rebellious sailors 
are called, were armed with guns, swords, and pistols ; 
some were stationed with fixed bayonets at the officers’ 
cabins to prevent their coming out, while Christian, 
with two or three more, went down to the captain’s 
cabin, where he was lying asleep in his cot, and 
suddenly binding his arms behind his back with a 
rope, they dragged him up to the deck in his shirt, 
and set a guard over him. He called out loudly to the 
erew to return to their duty, and remonstrated with
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them on their shameful conduct, but all to no purpose, 
for they threatened to kill him if he did not hold his 
tongue. Meantime there was great confusion, and 
shouting, and running here and there; some were for 
getting rid ofthe captain and those that were faithful to 
him by setting them adrift in the smallest boat, while 
others said that one of the larger boats should be given. 
At last, the boat called the launch, was lowered down 
into the sea, though not without another dispute, as 
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several of the men declared that if the captain had so 
large a boat he would be sure to make his way to 

England, and then their crime would be known. 

However, the launch was suffered to remain, and some 

provisions, canvas, cordage, a quadrant and compass, 

and other things likely to be useful, were collected 

and put into her; all those who had not joined the: 

mutineers’ party were made to get into her also, and 

then Christian, stepping up to the commander, Said, 

‘Come, Captain Bligh, your officers and men are now
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in the boat, and you must go with them; if you 
attempt to make the least resistance, you will instantly 

be put to death.” No sooner had he spoken than the 
captain was forced over the side, his arms were un- 

bound, and he took his place among the unfortunate 
and crowded party in the little vessel. Presently the 
rope which held the boat to the ship was cast off, and 
there she was left, with all those on board of her, to 
shift for themselves on the wide ocean. 

  

CHAPTER II. 

THE BOAT-PARTY LAND AT TOFOA—™ATTACKED BY THE 

NATIVES——PERILOUS VOYAGE-——-EXTREME SUFFERINGS— 

RELIEF AT NEW HOLLAND—-RETURN TO ENGLAND. 

TwENTy-FIvE men, the best and most able part of the 
crew, remained on board the ship. Just before parting 
with the boat, they had laughed and jeered at those 
whom they had so inhumam;sy curned adrift; perhaps 

to revenge themselves for the severities which the 

captain had made them suffer. Then they set up a 

cry, “ Huzza! for Otaheite,” and steered away, and in 

a few hours were out of sight of their late com- 

" panions. | | 
When the ship disappeared, the party in the boat 

felt that all hope of relief from those on board of her 

was over, and took measures to provide for their own 

safety. Fortunately the sea was calm ; and they rowed 

- towards Tofoa, which was about thirty miles off, in 
hopes of getting some bread-fruit and increasing their 

-pupply of water. Their whole stock of provisions was 

‘found to be one hundred and fifty pounds of biscuit,
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about thirty pounds of pork, twenty-eight gallons of 
water, six quarts of rum, and six bottles of wine. 
This was all for the support of eighteen men, who were 
then thousands of miles from any civilized settlement, 
and crowded into a small vessel in which there was 
not room for them to lie down or stretch themselves 
out when weary. They god to the island just as night 
came on, but the shore was so steep and rocky that 
they could not land, so they remained a short distance 
from the shore till morning, when they found a little 
cove or bay, where they landed i in safety. They stayed 
at the island four days, and sent parties out to search 
for cocoa-nuts, or any kind of provisions, as they wished 
to make their own little stock last as long as possible. = 
One of the parties fell in with about thirty of the natives, 
who at first seemed inclined to be friendly, and went 
down to the boat with some provisions and water. On 
the 2nd of May the natives collected near where the 
boat was anchored in great numbers, and as Captain 
Bhgh found that neither provisions nor water were to 
be had, he determined to stay no longer, and ordered 
every man to embark. No sooner was this done than 
the two hundred natives who stood round began to 
throw large and heavy stones, so that all the party 
were more or less hurt; and one of the men, who had 
run up the beach to untie the line that held the boat 
fast, was knocked down and killed by the savages. 
Some of the natives seized hold of the rope and tried 
to pull the boat on shore, but the captain cut it with 
a knife which he had in his pocket, and then the 
sailors rowed away to get beyond the reach of the 
stones, which flew as fast as shot. The natives, how- 
ever, jumped into their canoes and followed them, 
knowing that the Englishmen had no guns to keep 
them at a distance, and kept on throwing stones, which
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grievously wounded and bruised the poor men in the 
boat. At last, Captain Bligh bethought himself of 
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scattering some old clothes on the water, which were 
so great a temptation to the savages that they stopped
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to pick them up, and then, as it was nearly dark, they 
gave over the pursuit. 

Thus the Englishmen escaped from their peril, 
having lost one of their number by a cruel death. 
They set sail on the boat, and steered farther away 
from the shore, considering what was best to be done. 
The men were so terrified at the danger that had 
threatened them, that they begged the captain to take 
them towards home, where. alone they could hope for 
safety. How true it is, children, that when we are in 
distress or difficulty, our hearts turn towards home as 
fondly as a bird to her nest!* But the home of these 
poor men lay far away, quite on the other side of the 
world, and the captain told them that the nearest 
Muropean settlement was a Dutch colony on the island 
of Timor, nearly four thousand miles distant, which 
you will see in the map lying between the great islands 
of Borneo and New Holland. It was a long voyage 
for so small a boat; but all hands made up their minds 
to attempt it, and to make the provisions hold out, 
promised to live on one ounce of biscuit and a quarter- 
of-a-pint of water each day. It was a desperate 
venture, but it was the only one that promised any 
relief. ‘They gave thanks to heaven for their preser- 
vation, and resigned themselves to undergo what was 
before them. 

The next day ( Sunday, the 3rd of May) the wind ~ 
blew a strong gale; the sea rose, and the waves came. 
curling over the sides of the boat, so that she would 
soon have filled with water had the men not worked 
continually at baling it out. Besides which they, and 
nearly everything else in the little vessel, were made 
miserably wet, and the biscuit would have been quite 
spoiled, only that the carpenter happened to have his 
tool-chest on board; the tools were taken out and. the
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biscuit packed inside of it, where it was kept dry. In 
their almost hopeless state every ounce of provisions 

was valuable; the captain being determined to make 

them last for eight weeks. The force of the wind, and 

dashing of the sea, made the whole party so cold and 
benumbed, that a quarter of a bread-fruit and a tea- 

spoonful of rum were served out to each man for 

dinner. During the next two days they ate five cocoa- 

nuts, and a few yams and scraps of bread-fruit, the 

remains of what they had obtained at Tofoa: a quan- 

tity had been lost in the hurry and alarm of their 

departure. Some islands were seen, which they sup- 

posed to be the Feejee Islands; but the dread of 
ill-treatment from the natives kept them from landing, 

although they would have so much desired it for the 
sake of food and rest. To obtain room the captain 
divided the men into two watches; one half of the 

number to sit up while the other lay down. But they 
-had no shelter; and in their wet condition the cold 

nights chilled them so much that they could scarcely 
move after a few hours’ sleep. At nightfall the cap- 
tain generally put up a prayer; and so, trusting to the 
protection of heaven, the weary castaways pursued 
their voyage. 

One day it came on to rain heavily, which afforded 
them all a good drink, and by catching the waiter they 
increased their stock to more than thirty gallons—a 
seasonable relief. ‘This was followed by a dry warm 
day, and they took off their clothes and dried them in 
the sun, and cleaned out the boat and set everything 
in order. A fishing-line was kept constantly trailing 
astern of the boat, and a large fish seized the hook, 

but escaped before it could be taken, much to the 

disappointment of the hungry seamen. In order to 
serve out the provisions fairly, the captain made a
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pair of scales of two cocoa-nut shells, and used a small 
bullet for a weight, about three-quarters of an ounce ; 
this weight of biscuit, and sometimes of pork, with a 
quarter-of-a-pint of water, was then regularly given to 
each one three times a day. It seems wonderful that 
life should be supported on so small an allowance; 
and had it not been for the teaspoonful of rum or 
wine which the captain handed round when the men 
shivered much with cold, they would hardly have been: | 
able to keep up as they did. The cloudy weather, too, 
was in their favour; for it was easier to bear the cold 
than the scorching heat which generally prevails in 
‘that part of the world, and which would have caused 
them to die miserably of thirst. | 

To keep up their spirits, too, the captain told them 
about New Holland, or Australia as it is now called, 
‘towards which they were steering, and explained the 
situation of Timor and New Guinea, so that if any 
accident happened to him they might still be able to 
find their way to the Dutch settlement, of which most 
of them had never before heard. Here we have a 
proof of the value of knowledge: had the captain 
never learned about these countries, he would not 
have been able to guide the little boat towards them 
over the trackless ocean, nor to direct and encourage 

‘so many half-despairing men as then looked up to him 
‘for deliverance. He, however, was an ablo mariner, 
and notwithstanding their distressed situation, he 
‘made many observations during the trying voyage 
useful to geography. It is a proof of what is often 

‘faid, that it is best to hope, even in the worst of 
circumstances. | 

On the 14th, they saw some other islands, and 
many birds, but could not succeed in catching any. 
Sometimes, when wet with rain, they took off their
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clothes, and dipped them in the sea, and after 

wringing the water out, put them on again, and found 
themselves much warmer and less thirsty than before. 

On the 20th, they suffered so much from hunger, that 

several of them seemed more than half-dead, yet they 

scarcely felt thirst, perhaps from their being almost 

constantly wet. On the 24th it was again warm and 

dry, which gave them much comfort, and enabled 
them to get a little rest. On this day, to make the 

provisions last as long as possible, they all agreed to 

do without supper; small as their allowance of food 

was, it had to be made still smaller! On the next 

day, however, they caught a noddy—a bird about the 

size of a pigeon—which was divided into eighteen 

morsels, of which each person had one, and ate it with 

the biscuit and water for dinner. This was a most 

acceptable relief to all; and, to their great joy, on the 

same day they had as welcome a supper; for they 

caught a booby—a sea-bird as big as a duck—which 

also was cut up into eighteen pieces. It was eaten 

raw, for they had no means of cooking, and the blood 

was given to such of the men as were weakest. ‘Three 

more boobies were taken on the 26th, and the poor 

distressed crew looked on the event as a special relief 

sent by Providence. 
Signs of land began to appear, and on Friday, the 

29th, they came to the reefs which stretched for hun- 

dreds of miles along the coast of New Holland. ‘These 

reefs may be compared to a huge wall of limestone 

rising in the ocean; they are the work of millions of 

coral insects, which ‘build them up from the bottom to 

the top of the water in the course of thousands of years. 
In some places there are channels, or openings, 
through which a ship or boat may pass, and, once 

inside, the water is calm and smooth as a lake, because
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the great sea-waves are kept out by the reef. Soon 
the weary mariners came to an island, where they | 
landed, and found much comfort in leaving ‘their 
cramped positions in the boat, and walking about on 
the solid ground. They found fresh water, and plenty 
of oysters on the rocks, and collected materials for a 
fire, so as to be able to prepare a warm meal. The 
captain had a magnifying glass in his pocket, with 
which he set a few dry leaves into a flame, so that a 
fire was soon kindled. The oysters were stewed in an 
old copper pot which happened to be in the boat, with 
a piece of pork and some of the biscuit, and made a 
savoury and strengthening repast for the half-famished 
party. It was long since they had tasted cooked food. 
Besides the pot, a tinder box and piece of brimstone 
had been found in the boat, and with these they were 
sure of fire in future. 

Several of the men were set to collect palm-tops 
and fern-roots, to increase their store of food; they all 
ate greedily of the berries found growing on the bushes, 
and, on the 80th, they filled all their vessels with 

water and made ready to continue their voyage. ‘The 
exercise and rest, and more abundant food, had the 
best effects on the whole party, and cheerfulness took 
the place of despair. They kept on, between the reef 
and the shore, seeing now and then some of the 
natives, who made signs for them to land; but they were 
mistrustful, and sailed on without stoppmg. They: 
came to another island on the following day, and had 
another stew of oysters and wild beans, and found sea- 
fowl’s eggs on the sand. Some of the men here com- 
plained of being overworked in searching for food, and 
the captain was obliged to exercise much firmness to 
overcome their complaints and unwillingness for 
exertion, Misery and weakness had made them
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selfish. On the 2nd June they again landed, and met 
with a great alarm; one careless man set fire to the 

dry grass, which spread into a blaze over half the 

island ; luckily, however, no mischief followed. After - 

sunset they went down to the shore, to try to catch 

sea-fowl, but only got twelve noddies, owing to the 
birds having been disturbed by one of the party, who 

wandered away from his companions. This man after. . 

wards confessed that he had caught nine, and devoured - 
them all himself. The captain ordered him to be 
flogged for his misconduct. 

The next day, June 8rd, they left the coast of New . 
Holland, steering once more across the open ocean to > 
Timor. Six days of comparative comfort and repose 
gave them new strength and confidence, and all except 
the captain seemed to think that the danger was past. 
« T was secretly surprised,” he writes, ‘‘ to see that it: 
did not appear to affect any one so strongly as myself. 
I encouraged every one with hopes that eight or ten- 
days would bring us to a land of safety; and prayed 
to God for a continuance of his most gracious pro-. 
tection.” The same scanty allowance of food as before 
again became their sole allowance, but their strength 

was not equal to the renewed hardship. Murmurings 
began to be heard ; they begged for a greater quantity 
of food, but the captain steadily refused; he fared no 

better than the rest. To the weakest men he gave 
now and then a little wine. Two more boobies and a 
young dolphin were caught, on which they dined for. 
two or three days; the boat, too, sailed rapidly before 
a favourable breeze, and the hope of soon reaching a 
friendly haven served to cheer their sinking hearts. At 
last, on the 12th, nine days after leaving Now Holland, 

they saw Timor about two leagues distant. It was a 
gladsome prospect.. As the captain says, “It is not.
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possible for me to describe the pleasure which the 
blessing of the sight of this land diffused among’ us, 
It appeared scarce credible to ourselves, that in ar 
open boat, and so poorly provided, we should have 
been able to reach the coast of Timor in forty-one days 
after leaving Tofoa, having in that time run, by our 
log, a distance of 8,618 miles; and that, notwith- 
standing our extreme distress, no one should have 
perished in the voyage.”’ They sailed along the coast 
for some time, admiring the beautiful scenery ; 
luxuriant woods and shady forests covered the broad 
slopes and swelling hills where tall palm-trees drooped 
their feather-like crowns, and the broad leaves of the 
cocoa-nut and plantain waved in the breeze. The men 
were impatient to land; but the captain begged them 
to wait, as the natives might, perhaps, be unfriendly. 
The next day two or three were permitted to go on 
shore near some huts; the natives treated them kindly — 
and gave them several pieces of dried turtle and ears 
of Indian corn, and one of them engaged to go in the 
boat as a pilot to show the way to Coupang, as the 
Dutch settlement was named. They were obliged 
to anchor during the night, and the prospect of deliver- 
ance brought such comfort to their minds, that they 
had “the most happy and sweet sleep that ever 
men enjoyed.” On the 14th, which was Sunday, they 
came early in the morning toa bay, where stood the 
fort and town of Coupang, and hoisted a flag, which 
they had made as a signal of distress, and waited for 
the answer. Presently a soldier came to the edge of 
the water and ordered them to land. What a sight 
for the people of the town! They were filled with 
horror on seeing the haggard forms and _ ghastly 
countenances of the unfortunate mariners, whose eyes 
glared almost fiercely at the prospect of. relief. Their
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horror however, was mingled with pity, for the cast- 
aways were little better than skin and bone, their limbs 

full of sores, their clothes all in rags, while tears of 

joy and gratitude flowed down their cheeks as they 
tottered forward, scarcely able to believe in their 
miraculous deliverance. A sailor, whom they met on 
the shore, advised them to go to the house of Captain 

Spikerman, a humane Dutch merchant, who received 

the eighteen miserable wretches, and set them down to 
a breakfast of tea and bread and butter—a most 

welcome treat to such a famine-stricken crew. Soon 
afterwards the governor of the settlement paid a visit 
to Captain Bligh, and gave up a house for his accommo- 
dation, and sent in bedding, clothing, and provisions 
for the whole party, and a surgeon to attend to their 
hurts. What a pleasure it was to them to throw olf 
their stiff and threadbare garments, to wash themselves 
from head to foot and put on clean clothes, and then 
to stretch their weary limbs on a soft bed and 
forget their sorrows and sufferings in calm repose. 
The captain says in his journal, that when he retired to 
rest, instead of sleeping, his mind was occupied with 
‘the thanks due to Almighty God, who had given them 
power to support and bear such heavy calamities, and 
had enabled him at last to be the means of saving 
eighteen lives.” 

Gradually thc party recovered strength; but one 
of them, Mr. Nelson, the botanist, died of a fever, and 
was buried in the European cemetery, attended to the 
grave by all his surviving companions. After enduring 
all the hardships of the voyage he was taken from them 
in the friendly port, when all danger seemed past. The 
captain paid a visit to the native king of the island, 
who lived some distance in the interior; and saw the 
enormous lumps of wax made by wild bees in hollow
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trees in the forest, which the Dutch exported in great 
quantities to Kurope, together with logs of sandal-wood, 
cut in various parts of the island. After that he bought . 
a small schooner, and having laid in a supply of provi- 
sions, he sailed with. his men from Coupang on the 20th 
of August, towing the launch which had proved to them 
an ark of safety. They steered past the islands of Sam- 
bawa and Lombok, till they came to Java, on which 
stands Batavia, the largest city of the Dutch colonies, 
having to keep a sharp watch against the pirates who 
then infested those seas. Happily they encountered 
no further danger, and on the Ist of October of the 
same year (1789) they cast anchor at Batavia. From 
this port a large fleet of Dutch ships sailed every year 
to Holland, and in these ships Captain Bligh hoped to 

- get a passage to Europe for himself and his crew. He 
would have liked to keep the launch, but was obliged 
to sell her with the schooner. While waiting for the 
departure, one of the sailors died of fever, and the 
captain became so ill with the same disease that his 
life was in danger, and had he not been removed from 
the unhealthy city to a house in the country, he would, 
perhaps, not have recovered. However, on the 16th 
he was well enough to embark with two of his party on 
board a vessel bound for Holland, the rest were left to 
follow in other ships as soon as there should be room. 
In Mareh, 1790, the captain, and the two that were 
with him, were landed at Portsmouth; and altogether 
twelve of the castaways at last reached their native 
country; the others had died at Batavia, or on their 
passage home. 

Not until then could their surprising adventures be 
said to terminate; they had been turned out to drift 
and die on the wide ocean, far from their native land, 
and far from any friendly aid; yet, by the blessing of 

: R
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Providence, they had been preserved through trials and 

sufferings which it is painful to contemplate. Their 
deliverance may be a lesson to us to put forth rightful 

endeavours, and exert ourselves to the utmost, when- 

ever adversity overtakes us, and trust to Him who 

over-rules all things for the best. | 

  

CHAPTER III. 

THE MUTINEERS AT TOOBOUAI—RETURN TO TAHITI—-DEPART 

FOR PITCAIRN’S ISLAND—THE SHIP BURNT—QUARRELS, 

AND THEIR FATAL CONSEQUENCES. 

We must now go back to that eventful morning when 

the mutineers abandoned their companions within sight 

of Tofoa. As soon as they had left the boat behind, 

Christian took command, and ordered the ship to be 

steered towards Toobouai, an island about three hun- 

dred miles to the south of Tahiti, where they resolved 

to land, and make it their dwelling-place. It was 

seldom visited by ships, and they thought if once 

settled there they would never be found out, and might 

enjoy a life of ease and, pleasure, in a pleasant country 

and delightful climate, to the end of their days. But — 

when they came near to Toobouai, and made ready their 

boats to go on shore, the natives rushed down to the 

seaside armed with clubs, spears, and stones, to pre- 

vent their landing. So brave and resolute were they 
in keeping off the strangers, that the ship’s cannon 

were fired at them, and the men in the boats discharged 

their muskets against the troop of naked islanders, 

who were only defending their own property. Their 

‘spears and clubs were no defence against cannon balls 
and bullets; and they were forced to give way.  
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Having got footing on the island, the mutineers 
found themselves in want of many things for their 
proposed settlement, and they sailed to Tahiti, and 
when the natives asked what had become of Captain 
Bligh and the other men, they told them he was stay- 
ing at Toobouai, with Captain Cook, and had sent the 
ship to fetch many things which were wanted in the 
new colony. The chiefs and people of Tahiti were 
rejoiced to hear that Captain Cook, whom they all 
loved and respected, was to live so near them, little 
thinking that the report was false and only intended to 
deceive them. Therefore they brought more than three 
hundred hogs, a number of goats, fowls, a bull and cow, 
besides abundance of bread-fruit and other vegetables. 
All these were taken on board the vessel, together with 
twenty-four Tahitians—men, womenand children—who 
consented to accompany the mutineers. They reached 
Toobouai the second time, in June, and explained their 
wishes to the natives, for the Tahitians who had come 
with them could speak the language. They slept every 
night on board the ship, and went on shore during the 
day, where they began to build a strong fort to keep 
themselves safe from enemies, and all round it they 

_ dug a wide and deep ditch. This ditch proved a cause 
of fear to the natives of Toobouai; they fancied it was a 
big grave in which they were all to be buried; so they 
laid a plot to kill all the white men some morning as soon 

as they came from the ship to begin work. But one of 
the Tahitians who had overheard them talking of the 
dreadful scheme, swam off to the ship, and gave infor- 
mation of the danger. The Hnglishmen determined to 
punish the natives for what they cailed their treachery, 
and made a fierce attack upon them, m which many 
were killed. However, they now considered that it 
would be neither safe nor agreeable to stay at Toobouai
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always exposed to danger, and determined to return to 

Tahiti, where they could live without apprehension. 

But Christian objected to this proceeding; he knew 

that, whether Captain Bligh returned to England or 

not, the Government would be sure to send out a ship 

to learn what had become of the “‘ Bounty.” He wished 

to live on some uninhabited island where they would 

never be discovered, and tried to persuade the rest of 

the party to join him in searching for such a place. 

Some consented, the others refused; so they divided 

such stores and other property as was in the vessel 

fairly among them, and those who wished to stay at 

Tahiti went on shore. The “ Bounty” lay at anchor for 

twenty-four hours, then the cables were cut, and Chris- 

tian with eight of his companions and six natives, 

besides several women who had been invited on board, 

sailed away, and were not heard of again for many years. 

The laws against mutiny are very severe; conse- 

quently as soon as the seizure of the “ Bounty” was 

known in England, the Government resolved that the 
daring mutineers should be captured, if possible, and 

brought to trial. In 1791 the “ Pandora,” a vessel 

of war, was sent out to Tahiti to search for the run- 

aways. She had not been at anchor more than two 
or three days when fourteen of them gave themselves 

up as prisoners; two others fled to the mountains in 

the interior, where they were afterwards murdered by 

the natives. These were the sixteen who had landed 
from the “ Bounty.” The “Pandora” set sail for 

England, but was wrecked on the reefs off the coast 

of New Holland, not far from the spot where Bligh 

and his wretched party had passed. Jour of the 

mutineers, besides a number of the crew were drowned, 

and the others were made to endure cruel hardships 

on a sandy island, where the survivors took refuge.
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The ship’s boats had been saved, and in these they 
got to Batavia, and afterwards to England. The ten 
mutineers were tried, four were acquitted, and six of 
them sentenced to death; not more then three, how- 
“ver, were executed. ‘Thus we see that the punishment 
of their misdeeds overtook them at last. 

Meantime, what had become of the “ Bounty ” ? 
After her sudden departure from Tahiti, some of the men 
said it would be best to go out of the way of all the 
world, and they proposed to go to the Marquesas 
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Islands, which had been visited and described by 
Captain Cook. But there was a small island in a part 
of the ocean not much frequented by ships, which had 
been discovered about twenty years before, and named 
Pitcairn’s Island, and Christian recommended this as 

the safest hiding-place. Accordingly the ship’s course 
was directed towards it. On their arrival a few days 
afterwards, they went on shore to examine the island, 
and see if it was likely to suit them. They found it 

very mountainous, with bare crags and steep cliffs in
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many places, but here and there were patches of good 
land, flourishing woods, and springs of water. Among 
the crags there were several large caves, which m case 

of need would serve as places of shelter and defence, 
and as the anchorage was not good, and landing difli- 
cult, they thought it would not be easy to find a more 
suitable spot, and concluded to stay there. So the 
ship was brought nearer, and anchored in a bay on 
one side of the island, which has since been named 
Bounty Bay. _ 

They set immediately to work and landed every- 
thing likely to be useful to them, and not wishing to 
wandar farther, they then considered about destroying 
the ship, because if she were seen by any vessel that 
came in search of them, their hiding-place would be 
discovered. Some proposed to run her on the rocks, 
where she would soon be beaten to pieces by the 
waves, and several of the men went on board for this 
purpose; but while they were busy, another of the 
party set fire to the ship, and in a few hours she 
was entirely consumed, except the portion under water. 
Although they were thus relieved from one fear of 
detection, they could not help feeling downcast at the 
destruction of the ‘‘ Bounty.” All this occurred in 
January, 1790. oo 

The next business was to choose a place for a 
village. A sloping piece of ground was selected, 
which commanded a view of the sea, and was sheltered 
on one side by a forest of palm-trees, and on the other 
by the precipitous crags. When clearing the ground 
a row of trees was left towards the sea to conceal the 
village from passing ships. Then the island was 
divided into nine equal portions, one to each English- 

‘man, but none was given to the native 'Tahitians, 
The black men, as they were called, were made to 

C
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clear and till the land, and assist in all the heavy 
labour, and before long their masters treated them 
little better than slaves. The Tahitians generally are 
a mild-tempered race, and they would not have com- 
plained of this treatment but for the cruelty and 
injustice to which they were gradually subjected. 
When the houses were built, the sails that had been 
used for tents were cut up to make clothes, and the 
colonists, as we may now call them, began to feel 
more comfortable than they had anticipated. They 
had plenty to eat and drink, with abundance of rare 
and rich fruits, and a genial climate and fertile soil; 
and for two years their life passed agreeably. 

But troubles were in store for them: the wife of 
one of the Englishmen fell from a cliff one day while 
searching for birds’ eggs, and was killed. Some time 
afterwards the man wished to take the wife of one of 
his companions, and on being refused, he seized the 
wife of one of the black men. This outrage provoked 
the quietly-disposed natives, and they laid a plot to 
murder all the white men. Perhaps not one would 
have escaped; for when savage passions are roused 
they are not satisfied without full revenge. The 
women, however, revealed the secret by singing a 
song—— | 

** Why does black man sharpen axe ? 
Ahi—Ahi! 

Why does black man sharpen axe? 
To kill white man. 
Ahi—Ahi! ” , 

On hearing’ this, Christian went to expostulate 
with the discontented Tahitians, but they refused to 
listen, and two of them fled to the woods. It was 
thought dangerous for them to be prowling about, 
‘watching to do mischief, and before long the two 
were betrayed and murdered by their companions.
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Thus, one crime leads to another: had the Hnglishman 

not been unjust in the first instance, the poor Tahi- 

tians would most likely not have fallen victims ta 

treachery. 
For two years after this there was little that 

occurred to disturb their ordinary course of life, yet 

there was not that sympathy and good fellowship 

among the colonists which we should expect to find 

in people situated as they were. If one had more 

fruit or vegetables than he required for his own use, he 

was not very willing to share it with his companions. 

Some of them worked industriously in their fields and 

gardens, and kept their houses in order; others were 

idle and unthrifty, and liked searching for birds’ eggs 

on the mountains better than regular work. ‘Two of 

the party, Christian and Young, had been respectably 

brought up, and were well educated; and they set a 

good example to the others by their industry and good 

conduct. Christian was of a cheerful temper and dis- 

position, and always ready with kind words and friendly 

counsel to reconcile his companions when they 

quarrelled. To guard against surprise, in case a ship 

should come and find them out, he built a small hut 

near the top of the highest mountain, and kept a 

supply of arms, ammunition, and provisions, in an 

adjoining cave, intending to take refuge there in time 
of danger. This spot could only be approached by a 
narrow path along a ridge of rock, on each side of 
which the precipice went down many hundred feet, so 
that to cross it would have been almost certain destruc- 

tion to any one, as Christian had made up his mind to 

defend it with his muskets, and to die rather than be 

taken prisoner. 
There were two or three among the colonists who 

always treated the Tahitians with severity, which
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made the black men resolve on another attempt to get 
rid of their oppressors. ‘Two of them, therefore, 
Timoa and Nehow, hid themselves with guns in the 
woods, and the other two who stayed behind in the 
huts armed themselves also, and at the time agreed on 
they stole forth to commence the work of vengeance. 
Their first victim was the man named Williams, he 
who had begun the quarrel which led to the death of 
the two Tahitians some time before. Then they went 
forward to Christian’s plantation, where he was busy 
digging his yam plot, and before he was aware of 
danger, they shot him also. The report of the 
muskets, and the lamentations made by some of the 
women, alarmed the other white men, who endeavoured 
to make their escape; but three more were killed. 
One of them, named Mills, had remained quietly in his 
house, making no attempt to save himself, and think- 
ing that as one of the black men was his friend, no 
harm would befal him; but the Tahitians went to the 
door and shot him without mercy. Thus, by this 
cruel slaughter only four of the Englishmen were left 
alive. | 

John Adams was one of those who had succeeded 
- In escaping to the woods; after lying in concealment 

for about four hours, and hearing no futher noise, he 
ventured to creep out to get a supply of provisions 
from his garden. He left his hiding-place cautiously, 
and kept himself out of sight as much as possible ; 
but the blacks were on the watch and fired at him 

_ with so true an aiza, that the bullet went through his 
shoulder. The pain of the wound made him fall; he 
lay still for a few minutes to recover his strength, and 
then got up and ran as fast as he was able back to the 
woods. ‘The ‘lahitians, seemg that he was likely to 
escape, called out to him to stop, and promised to da



266 HE SHIP AND THE ISLAND. 

him no further harm. Adams was weakened by loss — 

of blood, so he waited till the blacks came up; they 

led him to the house that had belonged to Christian, 

and the women treated him kindly and dressed his 

wounds. Young was led in soon after ; but the other 

two white men, Quintal and McCoy, who had always 

been the most unjust and tyrannical, would not trust 

the Tahitians, and fled to the mountains, where they 

lived for some time on roots and fruits, and such birds 

and animals as they could contrive to kill. 

CHAPTER IV. 

FURTHER DISASTERS—OCCUPATIONS AND IMPROVEMENTS. 

As we go on with this extraordinary story, we find 
more and more reason to acknowledge the truth of the 
words, “Do what is right, come what may.” Had the 
colonists remained firm in the path of duty, or had 
they accorded to others the same liberty which they 

required for themselves, they would not have had to 
separate and hide from the world, nor have met with 
an untimely death. Those who cheerfully do what is 
right under all circumstances, are saved from many 
temptations. 

It was not long before further disasters happened 
in the island, the end of which was that the four 
Tahitians were killed, as the only means of obtaining 
peace and security. After this sad event, which took 
place in October, 1793, McCoy and Quintal came back 
from the mountains, and the four white men, with ten 

women and a few children, were all the persons left
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alive in the colony. At times the women became dis- 
satisfied and wished to go back to Tahiti, their native 
place; and on two occasions they planned to murder 
the four Englishmen in their sleep, believing they 
would then be free to go where they pleased; but 
their plot was discovered. Then they tore down some 
of the boards from their houses and built a boat for 
their voyage, but it would not swim, and upset as soon 
as launched. Finding it impossible to get away from 
the island, they became more resigned and tractable, 
and for a time all lived together peaceably. The 
houses were repaired and improved, more land was 
fenced and cultivated, pits were dug to serve as traps 
for catching the hogs, which began to run wild, and 
the colony was well off in the means of comfort and 
subsistence. 

In May, 1795, two canoes were built, in which the 
islanders rowed out a short distance from the shore 
and caught quantities of fish, and found them an 
acceptable addition to their other supplies of food. 
After that they tried to make bacon by salting some of 

_ their hogs, and practised methods for extracting a 
syrup from the sugar-cane and tee-plant, which grew 
wild on the island. In the midst of these endeavours 
they were overtaken by sudden alarms; a ship was 
seen at sea not a great distance off, and if she came to 
an anchor, their discovery was certain. The weather, 
however, came on to be stormy, and it being difficult 
to land on Pitcairn’s Island, even in the finest weather, 
on account of the heavy waves that break on the rocky | 
shore, the strange vessel sailed away without stopping. 
On another occasion McCoy fell from the top of a 
cocoa-nut tree, and was so sorely hurt and bruised as 
to be for a time unable to work. Happily the alarms 
were not attended with consequences more severe,
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General prosperity seemed to produce a friendly spirit 

among the colonists; they met together frequently to 

dine at one another’s house in sociable parties, and if 

any one had more provisions than he-needed for him. 

self, or if he had been successful in hunting, the others 

were permitted to share in the superabundance. 
But soon again another misfortune came among 

them: McCoy had once in the early part of his life 

worked at a distillery in Scotland, and remembering 

the way in which spirits were made, he bethought him- 

self of trying to extract a spirit from the roots of the 

tee-plant ; and unfortunately he succeeded. ‘This was 

in 1798. Quintal then altered his kettle into a still 

and made spirits also, and after that the two men were 

very often intoxicated. McCoy drank to such excess 
that at times he was almost wild with the effects of the 
liquor, and in one of these terrible fits he threw him- 
self from the top of a high cliff, and was dashed to 
pieces on the rocks at the bottom. The others were 
so greatly shocked by the dreadful end of the 
drunkard, that they made a vow never to taste spirits 
again, and it is said that most of them kept the vow 
religiously to the end of their lives. 

In the next year Quintal’s wife was killed, by 
falling from a cliff while seeking for birds’ eggs, in the 
same way that one of her female companions lost her 
life shortly after their arrival on the island. Quintal 

became discontented at the loss, and, forgetting what 
had before happened m similar circumstances, he 
quarrelled with his comrades because they would not 
give up to him one of their wives. His anger and 
envy grew to such a pitch, that to save their own lives, 
Adams and Young were reduced to the desperate 
alternative of killing him, and then only two of the 
mutineers of the Bounty were left alive.
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Adams and Young were men of a thoughtful and 
serious turn of mind; all that had taken place made a 
great impression on them. One by one their com- 
panions had been taken away, and all by violent deaths. 
Two of the Tahitian women had perished from acci- 
dent, and such terrible events would be likely to lead 
the survivors to reflect. A Bible and prayer-book had 
been saved from the Bounty, and ever since Christian’s 
melancholy end, they had been accustomed to read the 
church prayers every Sunday, but now they had 
morning and evening prayer in their own families, and 
endeavoured to train up their children to habits of 
order and obedience. Having commenced this good 
work, they kept steadily on with it together for about 
a year, when, to the great grief of the colony, Young 
died of a disease with which he had long been afflicted. 
Adams was now the only Englishman on the island ; 
he mourned deeply over the loss he had sustamed by 
the death of his companion, and although left alone, 
he determined more than ever to carry on the good 
work of instruction and education which had been 
begun. | 

At that time there were nineteen children living, 

most of them between seven and nine years old. Had 
they been neglected but a short time longer they would 
have acquired many bad habits, from which it would 
have been difficult to reclaim them. As they grew 
older, the vices of uncivilized life would have blighted 
whatever good lay hidden in their nature; the savage 
love of freedom would have made them despise control 
and guidance; and alternate fits of wild excitement or 
careless indifference would have shut up their minds 
from quiet reflection or simple teachings. Adams set 

about his labour of love with diligence and earnest- 
ness; and to make it complete he began with the



970 YHE SHIP AND THE ISLAND. 

women. If the mothers could be brought to a good 
course of life, it was to be hoped that their example 
would have a favourable influence upon their children. 
By the blessing of Providence his endeavours were 

rewarded with success. The Tahitians are not a stub- 
born race; the women listened to Adams’ teachings, 
they laid his instructions ‘to heart, they gave up what 
was blameable and improper in their habits, and lived 
as became people who felt and understood the difference 
between right and wrong. The children were not less 
teachable, they proved themselves quick at learning, 
and prized what they learnt. Above all they delighted 
to hear about the Bible; and when Adams related to 

them the beautiful, solemn, and touching histories, and 
the impressive precepts from the Holy Book, they 
would sit for hours with their eyes fixed on his face, 
and never grow tired of listening. Such lessons as 

these sank deep into the minds of the children. They 
acquired good habits, and became obedient and reli- 
gious, and as they grew older several of them were 
happily married. And in this way, Providence, who 
brings good out of evil, converted the offspring of 
misguided men into a virtuous and flourishing com- 
munity. | 

oe et eR PETERS a
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CHAPTER V. 

THE ISLAND BECOMES KNOWN—THE NATIVES — THEIR 

MANNERS AND CUSTOMS— DEATH OF ADAMS — CON- 

CLUSION. 

More than twenty years passed away before the fate 
of the “‘ Bounty” and her daring crew was known in 
England. Captain Hdwards, who commanded the 
“ Pandora,” had searched during three months among 
the numerous islands of the South Sea without dis- 
covering any traces of the runaways. It was supposed 
that they had all perished in some of the disasters 
common to a seafaring life, and few persons expected 
to hear of them any more, when news came that they 
had been discovered. In the year 1808 an American 
schooner was on a sealing cruise in the Pacific—that 
is, to collect seal-skins and convey them to port for 
sale—and being near Pitcairn’s Island, the captain 
steered towards 1t in the hopes of finding a number 
of seals on its shores, as 1t was supposed to be unin- 
habited. Much to his surprise, three young men came 
off in a boat with a present of fruit, and invited him to 
land; and when on shore he found a little colony of 
thirty or forty people, old and young, among whom 
were one aged Hnglishman and several Tahitian women. 
They were the remnant of those who had come to the 
island in the “ Bounty,” and their children and grand- 
children. The old man was Alexander Smith, or, as 
he chose to call himself, John Adams. Here, then, 
the mystery concerning the mutineers was cleared up, 
and the American captain, thinking that the British 
Government would like to be informed of the interest- 
ing fact, sent word to the English admiral at Valparaiso,
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Several years more passed away without anything 

further being heard of the Pitcairn Islanders until 

1814, when they were visited by two British vessels of 

war. The natives appear to have been always ready 

to communicate with ships that neared their shores ; 

they rowed off in their canoes, and called out in 

English for a rope to be thrown to them. When this 

_ was done, one of the young men climbed nimbly up 

the side, and leaped on the deck, and on being asked 

his name, answered, “Thursday October Christian.” 

Fletcher Christian, whose melancholy death has been 

related, was his father, and one of the Tahitian women 

his mother. He was tall, dark-skinned, good-looking, 
and wore no clothes, except a piece of cloth round his 

loins, and a straw hat stuck with feathers. The English 

captains looked at him with astonishment, and at first 

could scarcely believe his statements; but on going 
on shore they met Adams, who received them at his 
house, and feasted them with fruit, fowl, and eggs, and 

gave them a full account of all that had happened to 
the “ Bounty ” and the mutineers, from the time that 
Captain Bligh had been set adrift in the boat. The 
captains were much interested in what they heard, and 
not less so in what they saw; they could hardly believe 
that a virtuous and intelligent community could have 
descended from individuals who had set the law at 

defiance, and studied only the gratification of their 

own wishes. The young men and women spoke 
English correctly, and were remarkable for their open 

and good-natured manners and disposition. Their 
skins were not so red as is usual among natives 

of the South Sea Islands, and they had comely 
English features. There was much in their whole 
condition and history to excite the warmest feelings 
of benevolence.
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After this the Pitcairn Islanders saw no other 
visitors, except now and then a merchant vessel, until 
December, 1825, when Captain Beechey stayed a few 
days at their village, and brought home a full account 
of all their proceedings up to that date. He was in 
command of the ship “Blossom,” on a voyage of 
discovery to Behring’s Straits. On approaching the 
island a small vessel was seen coming off under full 
sail, which, instead of being a canoe, such as are used 
by the natives in those latitudes, proved to be a boat 
built in the English style. She was manned by ten 
young men, and on one of the benches there sat an 
alderly and venerable-looking sailor. They asked per- 
fission to go on board, and leave being granted, the 
young ones scrambled up the ship’s side as nimbly as 
squirrels, but the old man was slower in his move- 
ments. No sooner did the islanders reach the deck 
than they were overjoyed with everything that met 
their eyes ; they had never before seen so large or so 
rich a ship, as they called it. They were remarkable 
for their healthy looks, their good behaviour, and 
simple manners; but it was hardly possible to look at 
them without a smile, for they were dressed in cast-off 

_ garments that had been given to them by the crews of 

merchant vessels. One had on a coat, with nothing © 

else but a piece of cloth round his loins; another only 
a waistcoat, or a pair of trousers ; not one among them 
had a whole suit. They asked questions about the 
ships and people whom they remembered as having 
touched at the island, and seemed surprised that their 
visitors on board the “Blossom” did not know them > 
also; and many of the remarks which they made 
showed them to be entirely unacquainted with most of 

the usages of European society ; yet, im several re- 

apects, their conduct was superior to that of many
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‘Europeans. ‘They would handle nothing without first 
saying, ‘May I touch this, if you please?” which 
showed that they had been well brought up, and 
taught to respect the property of others. They were 
so honest, that they never thought it necessary to have 
fastenings to the doors of their own houses ; and when 
in the cabin of the ship, they were obliged to ask some 
one to open the door for them when they wished to go 
out, as they did not know how to turn the latch. 

Te old man who had accompanied them in the 
boat was Adams; he was then sixty-five years old, 
and no longer exhibited any fear of being taken to Eng- 
Jand or punished for his share in the mutiny. He was 
treated with respect by the captain and officers, and 
they were so much pleased with what they saw of their 
new visitors, that they determined to land, and all set 
off together in the boats belonging to the ship. They 
rowed towards the bay where the “ Bounty ” had been 
burnt, but the rocks were so numerous and the 
breakers dashed upon them so fiercely, that the 
English could not venture near the shore; the whole 
of the party were therefore landed, two at a time, in 
a whale-boat belonging to the natives, which they 
knew how to manage skilfully in that dangerous sea. 

No sooner did Adams step on shore than his 
daughter, who had been waiting near the landing- 
place, ran up and welcomed him with a loving kiss. 

_ His long absence at the ship had filled her with alarm 
for his safety, and his return animated her with joy. 
Presently she was joined by a number of her com- 
panions, well-formed and graceful young women with 
gipsy complexions, and not less lively and good- 
natured than the young men. Their long black hair 

_ was smoothly oiled and parted, and kept in place by a 
band of white flowers worn round the head. On
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hearing that their visitors intended to remain several 
days, their gladness knew no bounds; they clapped 
their hands, uttered a thousand kind welcomes, and 
were, indeed, completely happy. 

The island, as I have already told you, consists 
almost entirely of hills and valleys, and the paths 
were so steep and fatiguing, that the officers found it 
very difficult and toilsome to climb where the natives 
walked with the greatest ease. Children, even, would 
trot merrily along the rocky slopes with calabashes of 
water on their heads, in places that seemed quite 
dangerous to the strangers, who were compelled to 
move slowly, and to seize hold of shrubs and tufts of 
grass to support themselves. Long habit had enabled 
the islanders to cross the steepest passes without fear. 
On one occasion young Christian leaped from a cliff 
on to a pinnacle of rock, the top of which was only 
just large enough to receive his two feet, while all 
round the precipice went down to such a depth as 
made the gazers dizzy to look over it. So true it is 
that by practice we may come. to do what seem to be 
almost impossibilities. | 

On arriving at the village, the officers found five 
houses built on a level space commanding a view of 
the sea. The shape of the cottages was something 
like that of a barn, the sloping roof thatched with 
palm-leaves. Openings were left in the walls to admit 
light and air, glass windows not being needed in con- 
sequence of the mildness of the climate, and in some 
of the rooms the sides were made to take away alto- 
gether in hot weather, so as to give entrance to the 
rool sea-breezes. To each dwelling there belonged 
sheds and outbuildings, in which the cooking and 
cloth-making were carried on, and pigs and poultry 

kept. On one side of the clearing stood a large
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banian tree, more than two hundred paces round, 

looking itself like a forest with its numerous stems 
and cool green alleys. On the other side rose the 
tall crags and steep cliffs filled with ridges and holes, 
where flocks of sea-fowl built their nests, and brought 
up their young, and flew about and shrieked all day 
without molestation. All around grew woods of tall 
and graceful palms, sometimes so thick as to be almost 
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impenetrable, while their drooping branches rustled 
pleasantly as the wind swept over them from the 
ocean; and here and there were little plots fenced in 
as grazing grounds for the animals, and fields for 
crops of bananas, melons, plantains, pumpkins yams, 
sweet potatoes, the tee and the cloth-plant. Thus, 
when the islanders looked from the upper rooms of
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their dwellings, they could see the fruits of their own 
industry, and beyond, the magnificence of nature. 
Adams had a house some distance off, up the side of a 
hill, where it was cooler and less noisy than in the 
village, besides which there were several summer- 
houses pleasantly situated on the neighbouring heights ; 
and there, too, was the little burial-place, where those 
who had come to an untimely end, and those who had 
finished their days in the order of nature, lay side by 
side in peace. 

The visitors were lodged a few in each house, and 
entertained with a supper, at which the chief dish was 

a pig baked whole. This way of dressing a pig is in 
use in all the South Sea Islands: a hole of the proper 

size is dug in the ground and lined with stones made 
almost red-hot in the fire. These stones are covered 
with leaves; the pig, which has been carefully cleaned 

after killing, is then put in, its inside is also filled with 

hot stones, and next the vegetables are packed closely — 

round it in all the spare spaces, after which the. whole 
is covered. with leaves, rushes, earth, and branches of 

trees in a large heap, so as to keep the heat from. 

escaping. Ina little more than an hour the cooking 

is complete, and those travellers who have eaten of a 

pig so prepared tell us that it is particularly well- 

tasted, and better than when cooked in our way. 

On sitting down to supper, not one of the islanders 

would touch a mouthful of food until grace had been 

-gaid, and each had responded “ Amen;” and if any 

one, by accident, took a mouthful before the blessing 

had been asked, they suddenly withdrew it, and 

waited until the speaker had concluded his supplica- 

tion. The officers were surprised and pleased at this 

proof of devotional feeling, and not less so at the 

cheerfulness and good-humour that prevailed, The
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table was furnished with plates, spoons, and a few odd 

knives and forks, and those of the natives who were 

not otherwise provided, ate with their fingers. For 

drink they had a large pitcher of water which went 

from mouth to mouth all round the table. There was 

only one custom which the English visitors would have 

liked to see changed; it was that which forbids the 

women to eat with the men. According to the 

customs of Tahiti, and other South Sea Islands, 

females must always wait for their meals until the 

males have finished, and the Pitcairn Islanders con- 

tinued the practice. The men seemed a little vexed 

when the remark was made that it would be better 

were all to sit down to eat at the same time ; but the 

women were contented to wait, and thought it no 

hardship to stand behind the seats and drive away 

the flies, or talk to the strangers until the repast 

was Over. 
After supper the officers walked out to enjoy the 

refreshing coolness of the night; the breeze swept 

through the drooping branches of the banian tree, and 

shook the feathery leaves of the palms, and high above 

their heads the stars shone and twinkled in the dark 

blue sky, reminding them, while the roar.of the surf 

sounded solemnly in the stillness, that a kind Provi- 

dence watched over that little sea-beaten island and its 

- few inhabitants, not less than over greater lands and 

mighty nations. On returning from the walk they - 

were shown to their sleeping-places in the upper 

rooms. Low wooden platforms fixed in each corner of 

the apartment served as bedsteads; on these were laid 

the mattresses made of palm-leaves, covered by a sort 

of cloth manufactured by the islanders; the sheets 

were of the same, and quite new, so much did the 

kind-hearted villagers desire to entertain their guests
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with their best hospitality. The air circulated freely — 
through the openings left in the sides of the house, - 
and the weary officers were sinking to sleep on their 
comfortable beds, when a sound disturbed them. On. 
listening they heard singing. The family in whose 
house they lodged had waited until all the lights were - 
out, and then with one voice they sang the evening © 
hymn: they never omitted this nightly thanksgiving. 
Softly and slowly the solemn melody rose and fell in 
the silence of the night, breathing out the humble 
faith and hope of the simple-minded worshippers, who > 
then lay down to rest, confiding in the protection of a. 
Providence whom they loved as well as feared. And 
so ended the day at Pitcairn’s Island. os 

Before sunrise on the morrow the morning hymn . 
was chanted in the same strain of devotion, it being 
a fixed practice with the villagers to begin and end | 
their daily duties and avocations with praise and- 

supplication, When the visitors awoke they found all - 
the natives had departed to their ordinary occupations ; 

some to wash clothes, some to prepare a pig and yams 

for breakfast, while the noise of the beaters showed - 

that the clothmakers were busy at their work. They - 
had not, however, been unmindful of their guests; 
for baskets filled with ripe fruits were placed by the 
side of every bed, and the officers’ hats were entwined 
with wreaths of sweet-smelling flowers still wet with 

the morning dew. , 

On going out the visitors were met with friendly 

greetings by the natives, and conducted to the 
different spots which they wished to visit. Among 

others, they went to look at the cloth makers, who 

were working in a shed at one side of the clearing, 

kneeling by the side of a block of wood, on which 

were laid pieces of the bark of the cloth-tree, or paper
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mulberry. These pieces of bark are sprinkled with 

water, and thumped and pounded with a wooden 

beater, until they become as thin and firm as they are 

wanted, and of the proper size, and the pieces so 

beaten are the native cloth of the South Sea Islanders. 

Some of it worn by the chiefs is finer and whiter than 

that worn by the common people ; and sometimes it is 

used dyed of various colours. When quite new, it has 

a crisp, paper-like feel; the sheets on the officers’ 

beds crackled when they laid down upon them, a proof 

that they were fresh from the beater. | 

The plantations were next visited: mm some were 

seen the tee-plant with its long broad leaves, which 

are used as food for pigs, for wrappers, and to line the 

ovens in which the pigs are baked. The root yields a 

sweet juice, and sometimes the natives soak it in boil- 

ing water and drink the liquid as tea. For candles 

they burn the nuts of the doodoe tree, which are very 

oily and give out a clear strong light when fixed in a 

stand; and from the fibres of the porou and fowtoo 

trees they obtain their fishing-lines and cordage. The 

toonena tree furnishes them with timber for houses and 

boats, and the banian with a resin which can be used 
to stop the seams of boats and make them water-tight; . 

and from some other trees they get dye-woods. - 
Besides all these, there were plantations of yams, taro, 
and yappe, roots which grow in the ground something 

like our potatoes. 
While going about the island the natives were 

heard at times to utter a peculiar whoop, or halloo, to 
which they give a different tone according to circum- 

stances. Thus they can make known to a long distance 

if a fishing-net be wanted, or if any one has lost his 

way in the woods, and by one of these cries the arrival 
of the ship’s boat at Bounty Bay was announced from
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one side of the island to the other; for the island 
altogether is no more than two miles long. During 
their stay, too, the officers became acquainted with 
other habits and customs of the islanders. They were 
remarkably careful in their behaviour, and considered it 
wrong to joke or indulge fn frivolous conversation, and 
when once they had made a promise or engagement, 
they kept to it with the strictest attention, even should 
it cost them great inconvenience. "When asked to 
exhibit the old Tahitian dance, there were but two or 
three of the women who could be prevailed on to go 
through the movements. They thought it not only 
unbecoming, but a heathen custom which ought to 
be discontinued. On the other hand, swimming or 
bathing was a great delight to the whole of them; 
they could stay in the water a whole day, and 
sometimes the young men would swim entirely 
round the island, a journey-in the sea of six or seven 
miles. 7 , a 

In addition to other good habits, the Pitcairn 
Islanders lived simply, mostly on vegetable diet, with 
at times a roast pig. Their drink was water, and not 
one of them would take spirits, remembering the sad 
fate of McCoy, who had given way to drunkenness. 
Their time was chiefly passed in the open air, employed 
in tillage, repairing their houses or boats, or fishing, 
or mending the tackle. This, with their simple diet, 
tended to keep them in health, and they seldom needed 
medicine. The officers did not forget to visit the 
school, where they found the children and younger 
people busily engaged at their lessons—reading, 
writing, and arithmetic. Sunday was always a day of 

rest among them, no work being permitted except 

cooking, for which all the preparations were made the 

day before, and the customary exercises of prayer and
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praise seemed to be even more heartfelt on that day. 

The visitors went to the church, which was attended 

by the whole number of the islanders, neat and clean 

in appearance, who listened very attentively to the 

service, which was read by Adams and John Buffet, an 

American seaman who had settled among them. The 

latter preached a sermon, and at the close the hymns 

were first sung by the men, and afterwards by the 

women and children. Besides being chaplain, Adams 

performed all the marriages that took place on the 

island, and he was looked up to by all as the head and 

father of the colony. 

Shortly after Captain Beechey’s return to England 
the Government sent a ship out to Pitcairn’s Island 

with supplies of clothing and other necessaries for the 
inhabitants. Adams, who had for so many years been 

the guide and counsellor of the community, died in 
1829, at the age of sixty-five. The melancholy event 
filled every heart with sadness and sorrow; and the 

memory of his teachings and exhortations came back 
to the minds of the mourners, and caused them to feel 

that though he was taken from among them, the good 
he had done would live after him. He was the 

last survivor of the mutineers of the ‘“ Bounty,” 

and the closing years of his life afford a striking 

example of the good that may be accomplished by 
an individual, even with but small means, if actu- 

ated by sincere motives, and a faithful spirit of 
perseverance. 

George Hunn Nobbs had succeeded Adams as direc- 
tor of the growing community, and laboured diligently | 
to keep up the good work begun by his venerated 

predecessor. The number of the islanders had in- 
creased to nearly one hundred, and they began to be
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apprehensive that the quantity of water in the island 
would be insufficient for their supplies. They con- 
sidered, therefore, that it would be desirable for them | 
to remove, and at their desire they were conveyed to 
Tahiti; but ere many months had passed they were so 
shocked by the careless habits of the Tahitians, that 
they requested to be taken back once more to their 
own peaceful little island, where, undisturbed, they 
could continue to practise the virtues which never fail 
to bring contentment and happiness. 

In 1849 further news was received from Pitcairn’s 
Island: there were then one hundred and fifty inhabi- 
tants—seventy-five males and seventy-five females. 
One of the ‘Tahitian women who had been the wife of 
Young, was still alive, eighty years old, besides several 
Sons and daughters of the other Englishmen, now well 
advanced in life. Owing to their industrious habitg 
and simple style of living, there had not been more 
than sixteen deaths in eighteen years; and in these 
habits, and living much in the open air, combined with 
a favourable climate, they found continued health, and 
the source of their strength, cheerfulness, and activity. 
Their skill and agility in walking and climbing the 
steep paths and precipitous crags have already been 
spoken of, and they still keep up their reputation in 
these respects. Two of the youths, the sons of Young 
and Quintal, once carried an anchor, an anvil, and.two 
sledge-hammers, weighing altogether more than six 
hundredweight, and bore the load with so much ease 
as to show that they thought it a creditable way of dis- 
playing their capabilities, and not a disagreeable task. 
One of them afterwards carried a boat twenty-eight 
fect in length, without any assistance. On another 
occasion, the lieutenant of Captain Beechey’s ship, 
who was a remarkably active man, offered to descend
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a very steep and perilous cliff with one of the natives, 
but before long he found it impossible to keep his 

footing, or to advance or return. The native then 
taking him by the hand, supported him down the 
remainder of the descent with as little difficulty as 
though he were leading a child. This surprising 
strength is found more or less in the whole population 
of the island—females as well as males. Among the 
parties who have since visited them was a large and 
stout man, who was carried from the landing-place to 
the interior by a native sixty-four years old; and one 
of the young women proved herself no less capable of 
carrying the living burden. 

Several presents have been sent to the islanders at 
different times from England, for which they wrote. 
thankful letters in return, and mentioned certain 

things which would be very useful and acceptable to 
them. They wanted a cast-iron hand-mill for grinding 
corn, a supply of medicines, and especially books. 
Scarcely anything would give them more pleasure than 
books, for they had altogether fifty-four children at 
school, besides Scripture classes of young men and 
women, and without more books they could not 
advance in knowledge or education. Most of the 
things which they asked for were sent to them, and not 
without benefit ; for it was reported that “ the young 
men are being instructed in navigation and some of 
the lower branches of mathematics; and that all of 
them, old and young, male and female, live together 
in the greatest harmony, and in the strictest obser- 
vance of religious duties—public, family, and private 

—with every appearance of perfect freedom from 
crime, and bearing the stamp of extreme innocence 
and. simplicity.”’ | 

The Pitcairn Islanders became too numerous to sub-
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sist comfortably on their ocean rock, and in 1856 they 
were transferred, to the number of one hundred and 

ninety-four, to Norfolk Island. Two years later, how- 
ever, two of the Youngs returned with their families to 
the old home, and their example was afterwards fol- 
lowed by a few others; and Pitcairn’s Island, which is 
occasionally visited by whalers and trading vessels, now 
presents very much the same aspect as it did to Captain 
Beechey in 1825. 

“ Now, children, have I not told you about adven- 
tures on the sea, such as are seldom heard of P We 

here take leave of the Pitcairn Islanders, in the hope 
that they may never cease to prosper in all that 1s 
good,.and that they will always preserve the innocence 
and simplicity which now shine so conspicuously in 
their character.” |
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Crown 8vo., 256 pp., cloth, price 28. 6d.; gilt edges, 33, _ 

Out and About: A Boy’s Adventures. 
By J. Hain FRISWELL, Author of “ Footsteps to Fame,” etc. New, 
Revised, and Cheaper Edition, Iustrated by George Cruikshank, 

(The 2/6 Series now numbers Twenty-two Vols., see Catalogue.) 

ILLUSTRATED BY A. B. HOUGHTON AND OTHERS. 

Crown 8vo., 576 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

Royal Children. By Jutra Luarp. A New, 
Revised, and Cheaper Edition, with 8 full-page Illustrations by 
A. B. Houghton and others. 

(The 3/6 Series now numbers Thirty-four Vols., see Catalogue.) 

 



CLASSIFIED CONTENTS OF CATALOGUE. 
PAGE 

@ -/6 Children’s Evergreens. Thee wo ne . . . . ‘ > . 80 

Books @ 1s, 
We Four Children . Father Christmas’s Stories . . 28 

Ups and Downs of a Sixpence . . 08 Cousin Deb . . . . 32 

Dolly’s Adventures . . . . 28 | Black and White 32 

Exiled . “. . . 28 | What shall we have for Breakfast? 7 

‘Underthe Walnut Tree . . «. 28 | The AfternoonTea Book. . q 
Little King I . . 28 | The Cookery Primer . 7 
Ruby, Pearl, and Diamond . 28 | Toothsome Dishes: New Cookery . 7 
Will-making made Safe and Easy . 3 | Self-Help for Women 4 
The Way to Prove a Will, etc. . 3 | Bandof Mercy Guide to Nat. History 8 
A Canterbury Tale .. . 28 | Depression... . . 3 

Bovks @ 18, 6D, 
Boys of Priors Dean . . . . 26 , Children’s Evergreens . . . 26 

Meg and Olive . ‘ . 4 . 26 | Scripture Animals. . . 26 
Noel and Geoff . . a6 | Little Neighbours in London . . 26 

Songs and Poems for Children . &6 | Cocky, Clucky, and Cackle . » 26 
That Boy Jack ! . . 26 | *“If Wishes were Horses,” etc. . 26 
ALiving Story. . . . . 26 | AStrange Exhibition. . 26 
Red Herring . . . . 26 | Dict. of 1,000 Christian Names. . 3 

Out and About . . . 1 The Burgomaster’s Daughter, etc. 32 

The Steady Aim . . . 32 Gilbert’s First Voyage, etc. . . 32 
Pioneers of ‘Civilisation . 22 | The Habits of Good Society . » 22 
Smail Beginnings. . . 22 | Famous London Merchants . 22 
Adventures in the Ice . 22 Watchers for the Dawn . ~  . 22 
Ada Norman's Trials and Difficulties . : . : . 24 

dD Brave Little Women: Tales of the Heroism of Girls . . os . 24 
@. Every Cloud has its Silver Lining, etc. Proverb Stories. xst Series . 20 

One Thing at a Time, and other Proverb Stories. znd Series . . 20 
9 / 6 Plodding On; or, The Jog-trot to Fame and Fortune ~ el ele 

Facts and Phases of Animal Life . : ee . . 8 
Andersen’s Shoes of Fortune and other Fairy Tales. . 1. 20 
Far-famed Tales from the Arabian Nights . . . . . 20 
Wonderful Animals : Working, Domestic, and Wild: . . .. 68 
Mottoes and Aphorisms from Shakespeare : . . . . . . 24 
Hood’s Guide to English Versification . | . ‘ . 24 
Fortunate Men: How they made Money and won Renown . : . 24 

@ 3 / . | The Christian Year. With a Sketchand Portrait of Keble,etc. . . 30 
The Vicar of Wakefield. With Sketch and Portrait of Goldsmith . ¢ 

Boake @ 3s, 6D, 
Some Historic Women . 14 | Uncle Tom’s Cabin . . . . 415 
The Secret of Success. » 12 Ascott Hope’s Books. Mize Vols. 10 
Our Redcoats and Bluejackets -. 12 | Adventures of Maurice Drummore. 16 
The Parlour Menagerie . ‘ . 8 Your Luck’s in your Hand . . 16 
Boys and their Ways . 18 Dainty Dishes . 7. 
Plain Living and High T hinking . 218 Landmarks of English Literature . 19 
The Glass of Fashion : . 16 | Great Movements . . 219 
Girls and their Ways . . . 18 Popular Technical Dictionary . . (19 
The Pilgrim’s Progress . . ~ 15 Birthday-Book of Art and Artists . 18 
The Church Seasons. . . . 14 | RoyalChildren . 2.1 [Letters 15 
Exemplary Women . . . . 14 Master Minds in Art, Science, and 
The Ocean Wave : . . . I6 A Few Good Women. 14 
Robinson Crusoe . 15 Martyrs to Freedom . . . 12 

Bovkhs @ Ae, 6, Gx. 6x, 63., 78, 6b., and 215, 
Man and his Maladies; or, The Way to Health, 6s. 4 
The Makers of British India. 4s. 6d. 5 
The Story of our Colonies. 4s. 6d. . : 5 
Golden Girls: A Picture Gallery. 4s. 6d. . . . 5 
A Noble Name, and How it was Upheld. 4s. 6d. . 5 
Soldiers Stories and Sailors’ Yarns. 4s. 64. 5 

‘In Perils Oft.” Romantic iographies I] ustrative of the Adventurous Life 4 
Womatn’s Work and Worth in Girlhood, Maidenhood, and Wifehood. 6s. 6d. 6a. 4 
The Manuale Clericorum. Abridged from “The Directorium Anglicanum.” 78. 6d. 30 
Robinson Crusoe. Stothard’s Illustrations, engraved by Heath. 7s. 6d. 
The Directorium Anglicanum. ars. 
De Quincey’s Life and Writings. New and Revised Edition és, 
Works by W.H. Davenpert Adams. From as. 6d. to 6s. 6d. . 
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Fcap. 8vo., boards, price 1s, 
Depression: What it is, and how to 

Cure it, By A. E, Bringer, B.A.,M.D., B.Sc., E.R.C.P.E. Late 
Physician to the Hospital for Diseases of the Chest. Author of 
‘‘ Man and his Maladies,” “ The Treatment of Consumption,” etc. 

eserves to be studied for its frank, healthy, and helpful advice.” —Shefield Inde- 
pendent, 

- 

POPULAR LEGAL HANDBOOKS by ALMARIC RUMSEY, 
Barrister at-Law, Professor of Indian Jurisprudence at King’s College. 

Fcap. 8vo., strongly bound, price 1s, each, 

1.—Will-Making Made Safe and Easy. 
An Aid to Testators, Gentle and Simple, Male and Female, 
Married and Single, Infant and Adult, Civil and Military, on Land 
and at Sea, at Home and Abroad ; with a Great Variety of Forms 
and Rules of Descent of Real and Personal Property on Intestacy. 

     

‘We can commend it both to those who | ‘Tt seems to be the best of all books of 
have no legal adviser at hand, and to the | its kind.”—Atheneum. 
country practitioner himself.”—ZLaw Maga- ‘‘For clergymen, too, who are often 
zine and Review. {[—Law Journal. called upon suddenly to make the wills of 

“« His directions are clear, his law sound.” | poor parishioners, it will be very helpful. 
‘‘May be the means of saving’ many a It is remarkably concise and clear in its 

man from leaving that doubtful legacy— | language and practical in its suggestions.” 
a lawsuit.”—Literary World. —Guardian. 

2.—The Way to Prove a Will and to 
take out Administration. Containing Full Instructions Where, 
How, and When to Apply; with Alphabetical Tables, Forms of 
Oaths, Bonds, etc. ; Rules for Personal Applications ; and other 
Information required for obtaining Probate or Administration: 

‘Contains much useful information arranged with a careful regard for readiness of ac: 
cess. A special feature is the forms, to which much labour has been devoted.”—Law Times. 

“Such a capital condensation of the law and practice, that no doubt many solicitors 
will find it remarkably handy for reference.”—Bristol Mercury. 

‘‘ Executors and next-of-kin will find it a useful book.”—Literary World. 

  

WITH STOTHARD’S ILLUSTRATIONS, ENGRAVED BY HEATH, 
Demy 8vo., richly bound, cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. ; half calf extra, 12s, 6d. 

The Life and Adventures of Robinson 
Crusoe, with a Sketch of Defoe, by Henry J. Nico... 

Norz.—A complete, unabridged edition of Defoe’s masterpiece, with all the 22 
beautiful Illustrations by THomas StorHarD, R.A., engraved by CHaRLus 
Hratu. These are now printed from the Original Copper Plates, which 
are still in perfect condition, having been steel-faced to preserve them. 

Mr. Hogg is to be thanked for re-issuing the ‘ Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, 
with Stothard’s twenty-two designs engraved on copper by Charles Heath. Their charm is 
irresistible, and as book prints they rank among the classics of English art. They are 
delightful works. The text before us is complete, and well printed in a clear type. This 
edition is, therefore, excellent.”—Athenwum. 

HINTS FOR THE SELECTION OF CHRISTIAN-NAMES, 
Second edition, 176 pp., cloth, price ls. 6d. 

The Pocket Dictionary of One 
Thousand Christian Names (Masculine and Feminine) ; with 
their Meanings Explained and Arranged in Four Different Ways, 

&& Every Parent should consult this before deciding on a Child’s Name. 
“This will be a useful and interesting book for those who like to learn the meaning of 

theit own and their friends’ appellations. Parents should purchase it, as it might help them 
to name their children a little more originally than they do. —Glasgow Heral . 
BAT eo Se 

  

    

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, EC. | (3) 

 



NEW HANDBOOK OF DOMESTIC MEDICINE, ETC. 

Man and 
Crown 8vo., 496 pp., cloth, price 6s. 

his Maladies; or, The Way to 
Health. A Popular Handbook of Physiology and Domestic Medicine, 
in Accord with the Advance in Medical Science. By A. E. BripGkEr, 

B.A., M.D., B.Sc., F.R.C.P.E., Author of ‘‘ Depression,” etc. 

Part I.—THE SCIENCE OF MEDICINE. 

Part IL.—THE ART OF HEALING. 

‘*This is an excellent book, which ought 
to be of great value in the homes of intelli- 
gent people.”—Manchester Examiner. 

‘ The styleof this book entices the reader 
at the outset. . . . It is a welcome advance 
on those of its kind which have gone 
before.”—Glasgow Herald. 

‘*A comforting treatise on disease. .... 
The work is not so much philosophic as 
practical, being designed as a handbook to 
domestic medicine.” — Liverpool Courier. 

‘*It certainly is a departure from the 
usual style of books on the domestic treat- 
ment of disease. .. . . We hope this book 
will be read by many.”—Literary World. 

‘A plain and intelligible handbook of 
physiology and home medicine abreast of 

the latest discoveries.” —-Bookseller. 
‘“No house, especially in the country, 

should be without this excellent hand- 
book.” — Perthshire Advertiser. 

“‘It would perhaps be well for suffering 
humanity if some of the views so ably ex- 
pounded were more generally held by... 
the medical profession.”— Morning Post. 
‘A sensible practical guide to physical 

well-being and the mental well-being which 
is so closely allied to it.”—Spectator. | 

“The book deserves to be not merely 
read but studied.” —Glasgow Daily Mail. 

  
  

“ ae a = 

  

WITH SIXTEEN ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Crown 8vo., 544 pp., cloth, bevelled boards, price 6s. ; gilt edges, 6s. 6d. 

“In Perils Oft.” Romantic Biogra- 
phies Illustrative of the Adventurous Life. By W. H. DAVEN- 
port Apams, Author of ‘ Plain Living and High Thinking,” etc. 

“The Author is no dry historian, and 
these stories of adventurous lives are sure 
to be popular.”—Standard. 
“The plan is admirable.”—Scotsman. 
“Fiction cannot hope to rival in interest 

the actual doings of these wonderful men, 
whose noble lives are an ornament to 
humanity.”—Bradford Observer. 

Crown 8vo., 576 pp., cloth, price 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, 7s. : 

Woman’s Work and Worth 
hood, Maidenhood, and Wifehood. 

‘*A book to rouse a spirit of generous 
emulation in the young.”—Christian World. 
‘Here surely is enough to set every boy in 

the town longing to get hold of the book.”— 
Sheffield Independent. . [Herald. 
‘The book is a capital one.”—Glasgow 
Well written, well printed, well got up, 

and well illustrated.”—Guardtan. 
  

-¥ 

in Cirl- 
With Hints on Self- 

Culture and Chapters on the Higher Education and Employ- 
ment of Women. By W. H. DavENPoRT ADAMS. 

"Tt is a small thing to say that it is excellent, and it is only justice to add that this all-im- 
portant subject is dealt with in a style at once masterly, erudite, charming.”—Social Notes. 

‘‘ As an aid and incitement to self-culture in girls, and pure and unexceptionable in tone, 
this book may be very thoroughly recommended, and deserves a wide circulation.”—English- 
woman’s Review. 

‘*Tt is a noble record of the work of woman 
can be placed in the hand 

  

rk of woman...... and one of the very best books which 
s of a girl.”—Scholastic World. 

                     
  
  

    
  

  

  

120 pp., small crown 8vo., boards, price 1s.; or bound in cloth, 1s, 6d. 

Self-Help for Women: A Quide to 
Business. With Practical Directions for Establishing and Con- 
ducting Remunerative Trades and Business Occupations suitable 
for Women and Girls. 

‘‘Her shrewd practical hints cannot fail 
to be of value to an increasing class of the 

~ eommunity, the women who are left to fight 
their own way in the world.”—Lcho. 

    

By A WoMAN OF BUSINESS. 
“A shilling laid out in the purchase of 

this little book will prove a far better invest- 
ment than the waste of postage stamps in 
replying to letters.”—Stationer. 

(4) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, EO 

 



New, Revised, and Cheaper Edition, with Portraits, etc., price 6s. 

Thomas de 
Writings. 

Quincey: his Life and 
With Unpublished Correspondence. By ALEXANDER 

H. Japp, LL.D., Author of “Memoir of Hawthorne,” etc., etc. 
‘The sole original storehouse of biogra- 

phical information on De Quincey. ... Dr. 
Japp is to be-praised for having collected 
probably most things that are to be known 
about the Opium-eater.”—Saturday Review. 

An invaluable aid for the student of De 
Quincey and his generation.” — Echo. 

‘‘Dr. Japp has been enabled to give to 
this new edition a perfection and complete- 
ness lacking in its predecessor, good though 
that was.”—Shefield Independent. 

‘‘The story of De Quincey’s life is un- 
woven with a literary gracefulness that 
charms the reader, and with a tact and 
balance that stamp it as one of the most 
delightful specimens of recent biography.” 
—Brighton Herald. 

‘* Shauld it fall into the hands of one who 
has never met with De Quincey, he will 
have abundant means for becoming well 
acquainted with him.’— Manchester Exe 
aminer. 

“It is a noble company into which Dr. 
Japp introduces his readers, men and 
women whose genius or talents have made 
them famous, and who are seen at their 
best in these gossipy pages, filled with pro- 
found critical opinions, friendly recollec- 
tions, and pleasant correspondence. .. A 
most valuable addition to the biographical 
literature of the time, among the lovers of 
which it will long continue to hold an hon- 
oured place.” —Public Ledger, Philadelphia. 
‘‘Among the new letters is one which 

throws fresh light upon the cordial relations 
existing between him and his publisher, 
Mr. James Hogg, sen.” —Rookseller. 

‘Dr. Japp shows delicate discrimination 
and impartial judgment in his estimate 
and criticisms of one of the most remark- 
able of English men of letters.”—Pub. Cire. 

‘No doubt Dr. Japp’s work will now be 
accepted as the authoritative life of De 
Quincey.” — Review of Reviews. 

  

Crown 8vo., cloth, price 4s. 6d. each, 

1. Golden Girls: A Picture Gallery. By Atay 
Murr, Author of “ Children’s Children,” “ Lady Beauty,” ete. A New 
Edition, revised by. the Author. With a Frontispiece by F. W. Burton. 

‘¢¢ Golden Girls’ is as pretty a story as Mr. Muir has written.” —Atheneum. 

2. A Noble Name, and How it was Up- 
held. The last Novel by the Author of ‘ Jennie of the Prince’s,” etc. 
A. New and Revised Edition. With a Frontispiece by F. W. Burton. 

‘‘Tt is long since we have read anything which has charmed and interested us more.”— 
Manchester Examiner and Times. 

8. Soldiers’ Stories and Sailors’ Yarns. A 
Book of Mess-Table Drollery and Reminiscences picked up Ashore and 
Afloat, by Officers, Naval, Military, and Medical. Second and cheaper 
Edition. Illustrated by Harry Furniss, P. Macquoid, and D, H. Friston. 

‘‘ We must read on till the last story is finished.” — Oldham Chronicle. 

4. The Makers of British India. 
torical and Biographical, From 1600 to the Present Time. 

His- 
By 

W. H. Davenport Apams. With a Map and 12 Illustrations. 
(4s, 6d. ; gilt edges, 5s.) 

‘ Exactly the book that is wanted to give 
to English schoolboys an account of the 
way in which our Indian Empire was 
built up. The story is told in simple 
language, without any striving after effect, 

and the main facts are brought into proper 
relief, and not buried under a mass of 
detail.”— Pall Mall Gazette. 

‘‘ Deserving of perusal by every European 
in India.”—Allahabad Morning Post. 

5. The Story of Our Colonies. By H. R. 
Fox Bourne. With six Maps. 

‘‘The story is told by Mr. Fox Bourne 
with vigour and freshness. A good book 
it is.”"— Homeward Mail. 

‘It ig a marvellous story of British 
enterprise, clearly, accurately, and plea- 
santly told.”— Weekly Dispatch. | 

(4s. 6d.; gilt edges, 5s.) 
‘“ Excellent.’’—Atheneum. 
‘‘ Boys—and their elders too, for that 

matter—will be as interested in this true 
story as in fiction.” —Bradford Observer. 

‘‘Admirably schemed and executed.”— 
Glasgow Herald. 

  

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. (5)



WORKS BY W. H. DAVENPORT ADAMS 

- Crown 8vo., 576 pp., cloth, price 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s. 

t1—WOMAN’S WORK AND WORTH IN GIRL- 
hood, Maidenhood, and Wifehood. With Hints on Self-Culture and 

Chapters on the Higher Education and Employment of Women. 

Crown 8vo., 544 pp., cloth, bevelled boards, price 6s. ; gilt edges, 6s. 6d. 

2.—“IN PERILS OFT.” ROMANTIC BIOGRA- 
phies Illustrative of the Adventurous Life. With 16 Tllustrations, 

Crown 8vo., 480 pp., cloth, price 4s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 5s. 

3—THE MAKERS OF BRITISH INDIA. Historical 
and Biographical. From 1600 to the Present Time, With a Map and 
12 Tllustrations. 

Sixth Edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

4.-THE SECRET OF SUCCESS; OR, HOW TO 
Get on in the World. With some Remarks upon True and False Suc- 

cess, and the Art of making the Best Use of Life. Interspersed with 

Numerous Examples and Anecdotes, With 8 Illustrations. 

Fourth Edition; crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

5.—BOYS AND THEIR.WAYS: A BOOK FOR AND 
_ About Boys. By Onze WHo Knows TuEem. With 8 Illustrations. 

Third Edition, crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

6.—GIRLS AND THEIR WAYS: A BOOK FOR 
and About Girls. “By Onz WHo Knows TuEem. With 8 Illustrations 

Dedicated by permission to the Rt. Hon. W. EH. GLADSTONE, M.P., &e. 

Fifth Edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

7—-PLAIN LIVING AND HIGH THINKING; OR, 
Practical Self-Culture: Moral, Mental, and Physical. With 8 Portraits, 

Small crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

8.—THE GLASS OF FASHION: A UNIVERSAL 
Handbook of Social Etiquette and Home Culture for Ladies and 
Gentlemen. With Copious and Practical Hints upon the Manners and 
Ceremonies of every Relation in Life—at Home, in Society, and at 
Court. Interspersed with Numerous Anecdotes. With Frontispiece. 

Fourth Edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

9—EXEMPLARY WOMEN: A RECORD OF 
Feminine Virtues and Achievements (abridged from “ Woman’s Work 
and Worth’’), With 8 Illustrations. 

Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

10.—_MASTER MINDS IN ART, SCIENCE, AND 
Letters. A Book for Boys. With 12 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

11.—SOME HISTORIC WOMEN; OR, BIOGRA- 
. phical Studies of Women who have made History, With 12 Portraits. 

Crown 8vo., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s. 6d.; gilt edges, 3s. 

12,—_THE STEADY AIM: A BOOK OF EXAMPLES 
and Encouragements from Modern Biography. A New, Revised, and 
Cheaper Edition. With 8 Illustrations by C. A. Doyze. 

(6) - London : John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, F.C. 

 



POPULAR COOKERY BOOKS. 
Medium 16mo., 128 pages, boards, 1s., printed in brown ink. 

1. What shall we have for Breakfast ? 
or, Everybody’s Breakfast Book. Containing over 175 Recipes. 
By AGnes ©: MaitTianp, Author of “The Afternoon Tea- 
Book,” “The Cookery Primer,” ete. 

_ An epicure, or rather a glutton, might after reading Miss Maitlaxd’s book answer her 
title question by saying, ‘Every thing you have got here, please.’ It is a worthy little 
book.” —Manchester Guardian. . 

Second Edition. Eleventh Thousand. 
Dedicated to H.R.H. the Duchess of ALBANY. 

Medium 16mo., 128 pp., boards, price 1s., printed in brown ink. 

2. The Afternoon Tea Book. How 
to make Tea, Coffee, Chocolate, Cakes, Scones, Rolls, Sandwiches, 
Cooling Drinks, and Ices. By Agnus C. MaITLAND, 
‘‘A most useful little manual.”—Glasgow Herald. 
‘“‘ Extremely well done.”—Literary Churchman. 

  

Crown 8vo., 160 pages, price 1s., strongly bound in linen cloth. 

3. The Cookery Primer for School 
and Home Use. By Aanus C. Marrianp, Author of “What shall we 
have for Breakfast ?” ete. . 

The Book contains One Hundred and Twenty-five Recipes for very Cheap 
Wholesome Dishes, each Recipe occupying a page by itself, giving List of Ingredients, | 
Cost, and full Directions How to Make each Dish (A Clear and Bold Arrange- 
‘ment), Hints for Hard Times, Remarks about the Right Kinds of Food, Flesh-forming 
and Heat-giving Foods, Prices of Various Foods, Specimen Breakfasts, How to Spend the 
Money and do the Cooking, About Cooking Pans and Tins, with General Directions for 
Making Soups and Bruoths, Best Ways of Cooking’ Meat, How to Cook Fish, Invalid 
Cookery, etc. The Cookery Primer will be found very useful in Elementary Schools, as 
well as in Cottage Homes. 

‘* There is a cry among housewives that cookery books are made for the wealthy only, 
With this book as a guide, the anxious housewife, with ever so light a purse, will find her 
qi culties in providing good, nourishing food wonderfully lightened.”——Newcastle Daily 
Leader. 

Eleventh edition, crown 8vo., 802 pp., cloth, price 3a, 6d. 

4. Dainty Dishes. Receipts collected 
by Lapy Harriet St. Crair (late Countess Minster). 

‘* A design so excellent, and an accomplishment so complete, may well recommend this 
volume to the consideration of the ladies of this kingdom. If economy can be combined 
with an agreeable and nutritious diet, by all means let the fact be well known.”—British 
Mail. « . , 

“Tt is something to say in this age of many cookery-books, that the recipes given are not 
fanciful, but practical. They can really be cooked, a recommendation that cannot be 
given to many of our cookery-books.”—Glasgow Herald, 

Second Edition, Tenth Thousand, crown 8vo., 176 pp., linen cloth, price ls, 

5. Toothsome Dishes: Fish, Flesh, 
and Fowl; Soups, Sauces, and Sweets. Nearly One Thousand 
Recipes, with Household Hints and other Useful Information, 
Edited by CARRIE DAVENPORT, 

‘‘ Just the work for a domestic manager to consult and esteem.”—Daily Telegraph. 
‘‘The recipes are plain and good.”—Saturday Review. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, B.C. (7) __ 
 



ILLUSTRATED NATURAL HISTORY BOOKS, 
INCULCATING KINDNESS TO ANIMALS. 

WITH UPWARDS OF 800 ENGRAVINGS BY BEWICK AND OTHERS. 
FIFTH AND CHEAP EDITION. 

Large crown 8vo., 520 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s, 

1. The Parlour Menagerie: Wherein are ex- 
hibited, in a Descriptive and Anecdotical form, the Habits, 
Resources, and Mysterious Instincts of the more Interesting 
Portions of the Animal Creation. Dedicated by permission 
to the Right Hon. the Baroness Burdett-Coutts (President) 
and the Members of the Ladies’ Committee of the Royal Society 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 

MR. MORWOOD'S NATURAL HISTORY BOOKS. 
From the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 

“T am directed by the Literature Committee to inform you that Mr. Morwood’s books 
(‘Facts and Phases of Animal Life’ and ‘Wonderful Animals’) are calculated greatly to pro- 
mote the objects of this Society, and, therefore, it is our earnest hope that they will be 
purchased by all lovers of animals for circulation among young persons, and in public 
institutions.—JOHN COLAM, Secretary.” 

WITH SEVENTY-FIVE WOOD ENGRAVINGS. 
Second Edition, small crown 8vo., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

2. Facts and Phases of Animal Life, and 
the Claims of Animals to Humane Treatment. With Original 
and Amusing Anecdotes. By VERNON S. Morwoob, late Lecturer 
to the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, 

WITH EIGHTY-ONE ILLUSTRATIONS, 
Second Edition, small crown 8vo., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s, 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

3. Wonderful Animals: Working, Domes- 
tic, and Wild. Their Structure, Habits, Homes, and Uses—De- 
scriptive, Anecdotical, and Amusing. By VERNON 8. Morwoop, 

Dedicated by permission to the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 
. SECOND EDITION, WITH FIFTY-NINE ILLUSTRATIONS, 

128 pp., small crown 8vo., boards, price ls. ; or bound in cloth, 1s, 6d. 

4. The Band of Mercy Guide to Natural 
History. An Elementary Book on Zoology: Instructive, 
Amusing, and Anecdotical, .By VERNON 8. Morwoop. 

WITH THIRTY ILLUSTRATIONS. ° 
Attractively bound in the New and Effective Chromatic Style (Four 

Colours and Gold). Crown 8vo., 192 pp., cloth, price 1s. 6d. 

Oo. An Easy Guide to Scripture Animals. 
Being a Description of all the Animals mentioned in the Bible, 
with the Scripture References, Numerous Anecdotes, etc. For 
Home Use and for Day and Sunday Schools, By VERNON §, 
Morwoop. 

  

_“ Mr, Hogg is, without question, a specialist in the art of catering for the 
literary tastes of the young.” —SHROPSHIRE GUARDIAN, 

(8) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, B.C.
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SPECIMEN ILLUSTRATION 

From Natural History Books.



MR. ASCOTT R. HOPE’S BOOKS. 
‘Mr. Ascott R. Hope now occupies the foremost place as a writer of fiction for the 

schoolboy, and as he never produces a weak book, and never disappoints his clients, his 
- name is always a sufficient passport.’ ’—School Board Chronicle. 

~ ©The friend of all British boys.” — Manchester Examiner. 
‘* As a writer of boys’ books, Mr. Hope has discovered a vein for himself which he has 

worked with perseverance and success.”.—Aberdeen Journal. 

WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Third edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, Ag, 

1. Stories of Young Adventurers. 
WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s, 

2. A Book of Boyhoods. 
WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Small crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

3. Our Home-made Stories. 
WITH NINETEEN ILLUSTRATIONS BY GORDON BROWNE, 

Small crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

4. Evenings away from Home. 
A Modern Miscellany of Entertainment for Young Masters and 

ISSeS, 

WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Small crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

©). Stories out of School-time. 
| WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s, 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

6. Young Days of Authors. 
| WITH TWELVE ILLUSTRATIONS, 
Crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s, 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

7. Romance of the Mountains. 
WITH TWELVE ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

~—8. Romance of the Forests. 
WITH TWELVE. ILLUSTRATIONS, 

Crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, 3s, 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

9.—Redskin and Paleface: Romance and 
Adventure of the Plains. 

‘‘There are no books for boys that can compare with Ascott R. Hope’s in ‘ 
pleasure and instruction.”— Weekly Dispatch. p genuine 
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“A series of excellent books Jor boys is published by Mr. John Hogg, 
London.” —SooTsMan. 

(10) London: John Hogg, 13, Paterzoster Row, E.C.



F
L
 

py 
vs 

dF 
sh 

PM. 
j 

SCH 
W
e
 

2 
Z 

M
L
S
 

MLL 
“ Z 

<
i
 

=
 

. 
‘ 
L
o
 

E
T
 
E
e
 
W
E
 

NS 
aj 

: 

D
e
 

ps 
> 

i
 

= 
——— 

= 
—
 

E
e
e
 
t
e
 

aes 
o
p
 

a
 

—
 

SSS 
? 

SS 

Bre 
es 

\ 
“2 

SS 
ay" 

I 
’RRSAT 

T
S
F
 

o
S
 

Z
/
)
,
 
A
M
I
N
 st 

L
E
I
P
,
 

< 
S
e
f
 

7 

y
 

S
O
R
 

/ My 
Ay 

Gl 
 
 

Z 

| h
f
e
 

SPECIMEN ILLUSTRATION 

From Ascott R (11) *s Books. Hone



WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Sixth Edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s, 

The Secret of Success; or, How to 
Get on in the World. With some Remarks upon True and 

False Success, and the Art of making the Best Use of Life. 

Interspersed with Numerous Examples and Anecdotes. By 

W. H. Davenport Apams, Author of “Plain Living and High 

Thinking,” etc. 

“ My. Adams’s work is in some respects more practical than Mr. Smiles’s. He takes the 

illustrations more from the world of business and commerce, dnd their application is un- 

mistakable.”—Aberdeen Journal. . 

‘‘ There is a healthy, honest ring in its advice, and a wise discrimination between true 

and false success, . . . . Many a story of success and failure helps to point its moral.” 

— Bradford Observer. 
“The field which Mr. Adams traverses is so rich, extensive, and interesting that his 

book is calculated to impart much sound moral philosophy of a kind and in a form that 

will be appreciated by u large number of readers. ... . The book is otherwise a mine 

of anecdote relating to men who have not only got on in the world, but whose names are 

illustrious as benefactors to their kind.” —Dundee Advertiser. . 

    

WITH TWO COLOURED PLATES AND EIGHT PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Fifth edition, crown 8vo., 482 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

Our Redcoats and Bluejackets: War 
- Pictures on Land and Sea. Forming a Continuous Narrative 

of the Naval and Military History of England from the year 

1793 to the Present Time, including the War in Egypt and in the 

Soudan, ' Interspersed with Anecdotes and Accounts of Personal 

Service. By Henry Srewart, Author of ‘“ The Ocean 

Wave,” etc. With a Chronological List of England’s, Naval 
and Military Engagements. 

* A capital collection of graphic sketches of plucky and brilliant achievements afloat and 

ashore, and has, moreover, the advantage of being a succinct narrative of historical events. 
It is: in fact, the naval and military history of England told in a series of effective tableaux.” 
~—World. ' 

‘Tt is not.a mere collection of scraps and anecdotes about our soldiers and sailors, but a 
history of their principal achievements since the beginning of the war in 1793. The book has 

charms for others than lads.”—Scotsman. 
‘“‘ Possesses such a genuine interest as no work offiction could gurpass.”— Aberdeen Journal. 

    

WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS, 

Martyrs to Freedom; or, Struggles. 
for National Liberty. A Book for Old and Young. By the 
Rev. Puiuip BARNES, Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

‘¢ Parents and teachers who desire to bring up the boys of to-day on noble lines will put 
this book into their hands.” —Pubdlishers’ Circular. : [ Post. 

“Its stirring incidents, as well as its historical value, make it acceptable.”—Morning 
‘There is not a dull page in the lives of such heroes as these.” —Bradford Observer. 
¢ Will win the interest and admiration of everybody.”—Christian World. 
‘‘ Should be read by every boy and girl in the empire.”— Weekly Dispatch. 

The Parlour Menagerie. 3s.6d. See pages. 
“ Among the multitude of publishers who issue books suitable for presents, 

Mr. Hogg holds a high place. A catalogue of his publications, samples of 
which lie before us, contains a number of useful and interesting works 
eminéntly suitable for presentation to young people of both sexes, and they 
contain as much reading at as low a price as any books in the market,” —PaLu 
Matty GAZETTE, 

  

(12) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C.
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WITH TWELVE PORTRAITS. 
Crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s, 

Some Historic Women; or, Biographical 
Studies of Women who have made History. Ey W.H. DAvEn- 

port ApaMs, Author of “ Woman’s Work and Worth,” “ Plain 

Living and High Thinking,” etc. | an 
  

    

WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. ; 
Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

A Few Good Women, and what they 
TeachUs. A Book for Girls. By CATHERINE Mary MacSorLeEy, 

- Author of “ May Lane,” ‘“ His Chosen Work,” etc. 
‘It would be well for the girlhood of England if such books as this were more read. by 

the girls.”— Methodist World. 
‘* A nice gift-book for thoughtful girls.” —Graphic. \ 

    

| WITH EI ‘HT ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Fourth Edition, Crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s, 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

Exemplary Women: A Record of 
Feminine Virtues and Achievements (abridged from “ Woman’s 

Work and Worth”). By W. H. DAVENPORT ADAMS. | 
The qualifications and influence of women in different spheres of life are detailed and 

il astrated by notices of the lives of many who have been distinguished in various positions. 
— Bazaar. . 

Second Edition, with Hight Engravings after Celebrated Painters. 
Small crown 8vo., 392 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Church Seasons. Historically 
and Poetically Illustrated. By ALEXANDER H. Grant, M.A., 
Author of “ Half-Hours with our Sacred Poets,” etc. 

t=” The aim has been to trace the origin and history of the Festivals and Fasts 
of the Ecclesiastical Year, and to illustrate in poetry the circumstances 
under which they began and continue to be celebrated, and the principal 
ideas and doctrines which they severally incorporate. 

“Mr. Grant’s scholarship is endorsed by authorities; his method is good, his style clear, 
and his treatment so impartial that his work has been praised alike by Church Times, Record, 
Watchman, Freeman, and Nonconformist. No words of ours could better prove the catho- 
licity of a most instructive and valuable work.”—Peterborough Advertiser. 

' Mr. Grant’s volume is worthy of high praise, alike for its careful research and its dis- 
criminative quotations. There is so much religious literature which is below the level of 
criticism, that we cannot but welcome a volume which commends itself to a cultivated 
Christian audience.”—Echo . 

Royal Children. 3s. 6d. See page 1. 

      

“The youth of both sexes are under deep obligations by the publication of 
Mr. Hogg’s very interesting and attractive volumes. It is a great object to 
attract the young to the habitual practice of reading. That can only be ac- 
complished by putting into their hands books which will interest and amuse 
them, and at the same time furnish them with useful knowledge, and with 
sound lessons of a moral, judicious, and sensible character, calculated to be 
useful to them as they advance in years.”—DuNDEE COURIER AND ARGUS. 

(14) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C.



WITH ONE HUNDRED ILLUSTRATIONS BY GEORGE THOMAS, 
_ ENGRAVED BY W. H. THOMAS. a 

Large crown 8vo., 512 pp., cloth, 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin; or, Life among the 
Lowly. A Tale of Slave Life in America. By Harriet 
BEECHER STOWE. With a Biographical and Critical Sketch 
of the Author (accompanied by Vignette Portrait and Auto- 
graph) by ALEx, H. Japp, LL.D. | 

G2" The Illustrations are from the Original Wood Blocks (now in possession of 
the Publisher) which were prepared at great cost, Mr. George Thomas having 
made a special visit to America so as to be accurate in detail and local colouring. 
They were originally used in the edition published by Nathaniel Cooke (Illustrated 
London News Office) in 1853, which is now a scarce book. 
  

Large crown 8vo., 402 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Pilgrim’s Progress. In Two 
Parts. By JoHn Bunyan. With Bibliographical Notes, and 
a Life of the Author, by RoBERT SoutTHeEY ; Portrait and Auto- 
graph of Bunyan, and Thirty Wood Engravings by W. 
Harvey, from the Original Blocks. The Text in large type. 

** An excellent edition of the great allegory. It contains Southey’s ‘ Life,’ which certainly 
stands first for literary merit.”—Pall Mall Gazette. | . 

‘*Costliereditions are on sale, but none produced with more taste than this one.”—Dispatch. 
‘A real service has been rendered for those who want a thoroughly readable copy of ‘The 

Pilgrim’s Progress.’”—Literary World. 
“This edition has exceptional claims upon public favour. The late poet laureate’s 

biography is in his best. manner, while Harvey’s effective woodcuts are in themselves a 
feature of very considerable interest to lovers of British art. In the matter of typogra hy 
and general get-up the reprint is in every respect superior to the original edition, and the low 
price at which the book is published should.tempt many to obtain a copy.”—Oxford Times. 

  

WITH TWELVE ILLUSTRATIONS BY THOMAS STOTHARD, R.A., 
AND A PORTRAIT OF DEFOE. 

In one volume, 512 pp., large crown 8vo., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s, 

The Life and Adventures of Robinson 
Crusoe, of York, Mariner. With an Account of his Travels 
round Three Parts of the Globe. 

= A complete, unabridged Edition of both Parts, with no curtailment of the 
“ Further Adventures.” 

“Tt has every feature for becoming the boy’s favourite edition of ‘Robinson Crusoe. "— 
School Board Chronicle. ; ; 
‘This handsome volume cannot fail to command an extensive sale; it contains both parts 

of the immortal hero’s adventures, and is therefore properly styled a ‘complete edition.’ A 
portrait and brief Memoir of Defoe precedes his tale.”—Manchester Weekly Post. 
“This edition of ‘boyhood’s classic’ will take rank among the best. Every boy should 

read ‘Robinson Crusoe,’ and will if he has the chance, and no better copy could be provided 
than the one published by Mr. Hogg.”—Wesleyan Methodist Sunday School Magazine. 
  

A NEW BOOK FOR BOYS. WITH TWELVE ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Small crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s, 

Master Minds in Art, Science, and 
Letters. A Book for Boys. By W. H. DAvVENPoRT ADAMS, 

Author of “The Secret of Success,” etc. 
' Skilfully adapted to the capacity of the young reader.”—Saturday Review. 

  

‘“ Mr. John Hogg is always successful in producing an attractive array of 
books for youthful readers, . . . . and we ought to add, that all his 

publications are prettily got up.”—BRistoL MERCURY. 

London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, H.C. = (15)



Co WITH RIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Second Edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Ocean Wave: Narratives of some 
of the Greatest Voyages, Seamen, Discoveries, Shipwrecks, and 

Mutinies of the World. By Henry Srewart, Author of 
. ” “Our Redcoats and Blue} ackets, etc. ‘tintes come jostling up against 

‘ i lume of adventure. Rebellions and mutinies Cor 
hais be dih oucanes and mournful'disasters ; while the south seas ana the north, the equator 

and the poles, are all brought to notice.”—Bedfordshire Mercury. +n interest the 

‘A flight through the air on the enchanted prayer-carpet would not surpass in in er oa 

movement of these narratives from ‘summer isles of Kden lying in dark purple sphere 

sea’ to the iron coast of Nova Zembla.”—Shefield Independent. 

  

    

‘WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS BY FRANK ABELL, 
Large crown 8vo., 422 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Adventures of Maurice Drum- 
more (Royal Marines), by Land and Sea. By LINDON 

Meapows, Author of “ Whittlings from the West,” “ College 

Recollection® and Church Experiences,” etc. 
“Tt is almost equal to Robinson Crusoe.”. ‘We are inclined, after much delibera- 

_shegokh Potepondent : tion, to call it the best book for boys ever 

‘Tt is thoroughly healthy, not ‘goody’ in written.”—Christian Leader. . f such 

the least ; in-short, just such a book as one Tt would be a pity if the merits 0 such 

would wish to place in the hands of a pure- | a story were lost in the crowd, and we trus 
minded, high-spirited boy.” — Nottingham it will receive the recognition which is its 

Guardian, ° due.”—A berdeen Daily Free Press. 

  

‘ 

  

With Frontispiece, small cr. 8vo., 852 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

The Glass of Fashion: A Universal 
Handbook of Social Etiquette and Home Culture for Ladies 

and Gentlemen. With Copious and Practical Hints upon the 
Manners and Ceremonies of every Relation in Life—at Home, 
in Society, and at Court. Interspersed with Numerous 
Anecdotes. By the LOUNGER IN SOCIETY. | 

‘The most sensible book on etiquette that we remember to have seen.”—Pall Mall Gazette. 
Useful, sensibly written, and full of amusing illustrative anecdotes.”—Morning Post. 

| T Creditable to the good sense and taste, as well as tothe special information of its author. 
- Telegraph. 

  

WITH FIVE WOODOUTS, ILLUSTRATING THE HAND OF GOOD FORTUNE,” ETC. 
Fourth Edition, crown 8vo., 3804 pp., cloth, price 8s. 6d. 

| ; . 

Your Luck’s in Your Hand; or, The 
Science of Modern Palmistry, chiefly according to the Systems 
of D’Arpentigny and Desbarrolles, with some Account of the 
Gipsies. By A. R, Craic, M.A., Author of ‘The Philosophy 
of Training,” etc. 

"The glove-makers ought to present the author with a service of gold plate. Hewill bea 
rash man who lets anybody see his bare hands after this. We are anxious to find a lost pair 
of gloves before we go out for a breath of fresh air after such an exhausting study as this 
book has furnished us.”—Shefield and Rotherham Independent. 

“Palmistry, chiromancy, and their kindred studies may_be mystical indeed, but never 
unworthy. There is morein them than the mass imagine, and to those who care to wade into 
them, Mr. Craig will prove himself a capital guide.”—Manchester Weekly Post. 
‘Gives the fullest rules for interpreting the lines and marks on the hands, fingers, and 

wrists, as well as the points of character indicated: by their shape.”—Bookseller. 
oT. SL NSA NL ONL NL ONIN. 

~~,
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‘* As in every book which Mr. Hogg has sent us, so in this ; we have to praise 
the typography, the paper, and the strong but also ornamental binding.” — 
MANCHESTER WEEKLY Post, 

aA LE 

(16) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.0._
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WITH HIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS. 
- Fourth edition, crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

‘Boys and their Ways: A Book for and 
about Boys. By ONE WuHo Knows THEM. | 

‘ ‘The table of contents gives such a bill of fare as will render the boy into whose hands 

this book falls eager to enjoy the feast prepared for him. . . . We venture to predict for 

this charming book a popularity equal to ‘Self-Help.’ . . . No better gift could be put into 

a boy’s hands, and it will become a standard work for the school library.”—Scholastic 

World. OO | 
‘Tt is a boy’s book of the best style.”— Aberdeen Journal. 

    

. | . WITH EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS, : 

- Third edition, crown 8vo., 352 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

Girls and their Ways: A Book for and 
about Girls, By ONE wHo Knows THEM. 

 It.aims high, and it hits the mark.”—Literary World. . 
** A long list of books is given both for study and amusement. This list is selected with 

care and without prejudice, and should prove a great assistance to girls in doubt what to 
read. .... It is a sensible and well-written book, full of information and wholesome 
thoughts for and about girls.”—St, James’s Budget. . . . 

‘Home duties, amusement, social claims, and appropriate literature, are subjects succes- 
sively treated, and treated with both knowledge and sound judgment.”—Pall Mall Gazette. 

$ 
my 

  

: | WITH EIGHT PORTRAITS. 
Dedicated by permission to the Rt. Hon. W. EH. GLADSTONE, M.P., &c. 
Fifth edition, crown 8vo., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

Plain Living and High Thinking: or, 
_ Practical Self-Culture : Moral, Mental, and Physical. By W. 

H,. DavENPorT ApaAms, Author of “ The Secret of Success,” etc. 

"We like the thorough way in which Mr. Adams deals with ‘Self-Culture: Moral, Mental, 
and Physical.’ His chapter on the courtesies of home life, and the true relation between 
parent and child, is specially valuable nowadays... . . He certainly answers the question, 
Is life worth living? in a most triumphant afiirmative.”—Graphic. . 

‘** Books for young men are constantly appearing—some of them genuine, earnest, and 
useful, and many of them mere products of the art of book-making. ‘We have pleasure in 
saying that this volume by Mr. Adams deserves _to take its place among the best of the first- 
mentioned class; It is fresh, interesting, varied, and, above all, full of common-sense, 
manliness, and right principle.”—Inverness Courier. | 
‘Young men who wish to make something of themselves should invest seven sixpences in 

this most valuable volume.”—Sword and Trowel. 
-. ** A better book of the class in all respects we have seldom had the pleasure to notice... . 
We cannot too strongly recommend it to young men.”—Y. M. C. A. Monthly Notes. 

    

Medium 16mo., bevelled boards, gilt edges, interleaved, 432 pp., price 3s, 6d. 

The Birthday-—Book of Art and Artists. 
Compiled and Edited by EsteELLE Davenport Apams, Editor 
of “ Rose Leaves,” “ Flower and Leaf,” etc. , 

‘Few of the infinite variety of birthday | ought to secure a large share of the popu 
books have been planned more ingeniously, larity lavished on these pretty manuals.”— 
or to more useful purpose, than this, which 1 Glasgow Herald. 

  

Ascott R. Hope’s Books. 9 vols. 3s. 6d. each. 
See page 10. | 

    

A 

    

“‘ Mr. Hogg ts a famous caterer in the way of books for youth. All his 
books are excellent of their class ; they are amply illustrated, and it seems as 
though Mr. Hogg had resolved to be the special caterer in healthy literature 
for the youngsters, and his publications are well adapted to the various stages 
of youth of both sexes.”—-INDIAN DatLty NEws. 

(18) London : John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, H.C.



Fourth and Cheap Hdition, with Twelve Portraits, 
Crown 8vo., 472 pp., cloth, price 8s, 6d: ; gilt edges, 48, 

Landmarks of English Literature. 
By Henry J. Nicoiu, Author of “Great Movements,” etc, 

.. We can warmly commend this excellent manual. Mr. Nicoll is a fair and sensible critic himself, and knows how to use with skill and judgment the opinions of other critics. His book has many competitors to contend with, but will be found to hold its own with the best of them.”—St. James’s Gazette. | "' Mr. Nicoll’s facts are commendably accurate, and his style is perfectly devoid of pre- tentiousness, tawdriness, and mannerism, for which relief in the present day an author always deserves much thanks from his critics."—Saturday Review. _- 
r. Nicoll’s well-arranged volume will be of service to the etudent and interesting to the 

general reader. Biography and history are combined with criticism, so that the men are seen as well as their works. . . . The copious and careful table of chronology gives a distinct value to the book as a work of reference. The volume is without pretension,and deserves 
praise for simplicity of purpose, as well as for careful workmanship.”—Spectator. 

    

Second.and Cheap Edition. 
WITH EIGHT PORTRAITS, 464 pp., crown 8vo., cloth, price 3s, 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

Great Movements, and those who 
7 Achieved Them, By Henry J. Nicoun, Author of .“ Land- 

marks of English Literature,” etc. | : 
“ A useful book. .... Such work . .. . should always find its reward in an age too busy 

or #90 careless to search out for itself the sources of the great streams of modern civilization.’ 
—Times. 
‘An excellent series of biographies. .... It has the merit of bespeaking our sympathies, 

not as books of this class are rather apt to do, on the ground of mere success, but rather on 
the higher plea of adherence to a lofty standard of duty.”—Daily News. : 
‘Immense benefit might be done by adopting it as a prize book for young people in the 

upper classes of most sorts of schools.”—School Board Chronicle. 

    

Second edition, small crown 8vo0., 384 pp., cloth, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s, 

A Popular Technical Dictionary of 
Commercial and General Information. By Epwarp T. 
BLAKELY, F.S.A. (of the Board of Trade). 7 

‘' A brief account of the principal natural ‘* Especially do we commend this Technical 
and industrial products of the whole world.” | Dictionary to young men about to enter com- 
—Glasgow Herald. _ [Daily News. mercial or official life.”"—Monthly Review. 

. Well adapted for educational purposes.” ‘In view of the progress of Technical 
We know of no other book which would | Education and the growing necessity of im-: 

fill the place in the ordinary reference library | proved education in commerce, this is a - 
which this volume will so satisfactorily | valuable addition to ourworksof instruction, 
occupy. It should certainly finda placein | as wellasto the commercial literature of the 
commercial schools as well as upon mer- | nineteenth century.”—British Journal of 
chants’ tables.”—Bristol Mercury. t Commerce. 

Dainty Dishes, 3s. 6d. See page 7. 

Manuals of Self-Culture for Young 
Men and Women. 

The Secret of Success. See page 12. 
. Plain Living and High Thinking. See page 18. 
Woman’s Work and Worth. See page 4. 
Hood’s Guide to English Versification. See page24.  ~ 
Landmarks of English Literature. See page 19. 

- Blakely’s Technical Dictionary. See page 19. 
Self-Help for Women. See page 4. 
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‘* JOHN HOGG on the title-page of a publication is always a guarantee that it 
is wholesome and instructive as well as entertaining, and may be eagerly welcomed into 
the most fastidious home. Mr. Hogg prints nothing but works of a high order, whose 
influence for good is as evident as their artistic get-up, and whose price is as low 
as their interest is deep and healthful.” —OLDHAM CHRONICLE. 

London : John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.0. (19) 

 



PROVERB STORIES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 
Small crown 8vo., cloth, 256 pp., with 36 Illustrations, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

I. Every Cloud has its Silver Lining, 
and other Proverb Stories for Boys and Girls. First Series. 

By Mrs. Rippext, Mrs. Dove as, M. J. GREER, and others. 

Small crown 8vo., cloth, 256 pp., with 33 Illustrations, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

2. One Thing at a Time, and other 
Proverb Stories for Boys and Girls. Seeond Series, By ETHEL 

Caxon, Mrs. Dovuctas, MapaMe Cotomp, and other Authors. 

“Capital prize books, with plentii Lilluae..j.....,‘‘ Pleasant gift books for boys and girls.” 

— ad Cham Gazette. [Examiner. 

iit ithose voluines ane sé Eee satisfactory.’ ’— Manchester 
   

  

   
     

   

      

    

  

   
66 tit 

ary World. omnes “Well and “briskly told.” — Pall Mall 
‘* The stories Fe generally excellent, and Gazette. . [man. 

are plentiful illustrated. "Scotsman. _ ‘‘The ideais excellent —Literary Church- 

“WITH SIX x PORTALS. %, 

i 46n, mall crown 8vo., cloth, 288 pp. price 2s. 6d. 3 bie edges, 38. - 

fodding On; or, The og-trot to 
/ Fame and Fortune. Illustrated by the Life-Stories of ‘GEORGE 

Prapopy, RoBeERT CHAMBERS, T. Brasshy, and others. By 

HENRY CurweEn, Author of “A History of Booksellers, X ete, - 

Pua splendid book for boys ‘and young men, illustrating the wky in which suécessfu 

| ‘men have triumphed over early disadvantages, and have arrived atja great and good name 

and ample wealth by quiet perseverance in the path of duty.” —Dunjdee Cour ver. 

Small crown 8vo., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s. 6d. ; gil i 

‘The Shoes of Fortune, and other Fairy 

      

edges, 3s. 

| Tales. By Hans CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN. With a Biographical 
‘ Sketch of the Author, a Portrait, and Twenty-seven we psirar 

* tions by OTTO SPECKTER and others. ~~ 
This | beautifully illustrated edition of Andersen’s exquisite stories is sur bo be a 

- favourite with all young people who become its fortunate possessors. The big raphical 
sketch is admirably written.” —Shefield Independent. 

& Small crown 8vo., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s, 6d. ; gilt edges, Bs, 

Far=Famed Tales from the Arabian 
Nights Entertainments. Illustrated with Severity-eight wood 
Engraxings, and carefully revised for Young. Readers. 

‘The print j is goows here is a profusion of good illustratior’s, and the volume may be 
~ thoroughly recommendetag_well supplying an acknowled; ed want of a selection of the 
most familiar of the stories frotéhe.‘ Arabian. Nights,’ in aform fit for childish reading.” 
—Guardian 

Facts and hases_of Animal Life. 
Wonderful Animals. 2s. 6d. each. See page 8. 

‘* The peculiarity of Mr. Hogg ts that all his publications have a healthy 
‘moral tone, whilst most of them are eminently calculated beneficially to im- 
press the minds of both sexes. Commercially, the publisher attaches to them 
a very modest value ; mentally and morally, the value cannot be estimated.” — 
LINCOLNSHIRE FREE PRESS, 

( 20) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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SPECIMEN ILLUSTRATION 

Books. 6d From 2s.



~ NEW AND CHEAPER EDITIONS OF POPULAR BOOKS. 
In New and Handsome Cloth Bindings, 2s. 6d. each 5 gilt edges, 3s, each. 

|. The Habits of Good Society: A 
Handbook of Etiquette for Ladies and Gentlemen, With 

Thoughts, Hints, and Anecdotes concerning Social Observances, 

Nice Points of Taste and Good Manners, and the Art of Making 

One’s Self Agreeable, The whole interspersed with Humorous 

Illustrations of Social Predicaments, Remarks on the History 

and Changes of Fashion, and the Differences of English and 
Continental Etiquette. : 

2. Famous London Merchants: A 
Book for Boys. By H. R. Fox Bourng, author of “ English 
Merchants,” “English Seamen under the Tudors,” etc. With 
Twenty-four Illustrations, | 

3. Watchers for the Dawn, and other 
| Studies of Christian Character. By Mrs, W. R. LuoyD, author 

of “Pictures of Heroes and Lessons from their Lives,” etc. 
With Illustrations by James Godwin. , | 

4. Adventuresinthelce: A Compre- 
hensive Summary of Arctic Exploration, Discovery, and Adven- 
ture. Including experiences of Captain Penny, the Veteran 
Whaler, now first published... By JoHn TILLotTsoNn, author of 
“Stories of the Wars,” “Our Untitled Nobility,” ete. With 
Portraits and other Illustrations. 7 | 

5. Pioneers of. Civilisation. By Joxn 
_ TiLiotson, Author of ‘ Adventures in the Ice,” etc. A New, 
Cheaper and Revised Edition, with an Additional Chapter. 
With Eleven Illustrations. | | 

-Conrents.—The Soldier.—The Adventurer.—The Explorer.—The 
Man of Peace.—The -Trader.—The Settler.—The Missionary.— 
Recent Pioneers, 

6. Small Beginnings; or, The Way to Get 
~ On, A New and Cheaper Edition. With Hight Illustrations by 

C. A. Doyle. 
From the acorn springs the oak; ‘‘ despise not the day of small things.’”?” The 

biographical sketches collected in this volume show to what heights the earnest 
may aspire from the humblest beginnings:—John Walter from a printer’s 
apprentice rises to be proprietor of The Times ; Brotherton from a factory-boy 
to sit as a respected member in the House of Commons. The other examples 
include—Sir Jamsetjee Jejeebhoy, George Heriot, Wedgwood and Minton, 
Girard, John Leyden, Francis Drake, Dupuytren, Lafitte, Montgomery, Breguet, 
and David Wilkie. : 

Ks The 2/6 Series now numbers 22 Vols., see Catalogue. 

Mr, Hogg is to be congratulated on‘ the healthy moral tone of his publica- 
tions.” — Rev. C. H. Spurczon, 

(22) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C.
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SPECIMEN ILLUSTRATION 
From Natural History Books. 
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| Crown 8vo., cloth (4 colours and gold), price 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 38. 

Brave Little Women. Tales of the Heroism 
of Girls. Founded on Fact. By Marie TREVELYAN, Author of 

“The Spectre Boatman,” etc, Illustrated by W. H. PETHERICK. 

‘‘May be placed in the first rank as a ‘6 Will be welcomed, at every fireside.’~- 

book for young folk.”—Brighton Herald. Sheffield Independent. 

    

SR 
—< ° = y — 

Crown 8vo., cloth (4 colours and gold), price. 2s, 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

Ada Norman’s Trials and Difficulties. 
A Story for Girls. By M. Seymour, Author of Dethroned,” 

“Two and ‘Two,” etc. With Illustrations*by 0. L. THomas. 
‘Ada is a genuine girl... . The entire story is full of valuable suggestions for girl 

readers.”—Literary World. . i [Ard. 

‘* A splendid book... . It deserves a foremost place in every school library.” —Teacher's 

  

Second edition, crown 8vo., cloth, bevelled boards, price 2s. 6d. 

Fortunate Men: How they made 
Money and Won Renown. With Portrait of N. M. de Rothschild. 

“The real value of its contents consists in its asserting the claims to respect of virtues, 
such as perseverance, method, and punctuality, which are often contemptuously treated, bu 
which are invaluable, whether for making money or, which is much more important, for 

formation of character. “We wish the book success.”—Glasgow Herald. | . . . 
“There are passages among these selections which are worthy to be inscribed in brass in 

every place of business. Every young man may read this book with profit."—Sword and 
rowel. . | 

    

A HANDBOOK OF REFERENCE AND QUOTATION. 

Mottoes and Aphorisms from Shake- 
speare: Alphabetically arranged; with a Copious Index of 
9,000 References to the infinitely varied Words and Ideas of 
the Mottoes,. Any word or idea can be traced at once, and the 
correct quotation (with name of play, act, and scene) had 
without going further. Second edition, feap. 8vo., cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

“The collection is, we believe, unique of its kind.”—Oxford Times. 
“The writer who delights now and then to embellish his productions by some of the well- 

pointed and telling mottoes and aphorisms from Shakespeare has here a most valuable book 
of reference.”— Yorkshire Gazette. . 

  

Fourth edition of a new and enlarged edition, feap. 8vo., cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

A. Practical Guide to English Versifica- 
tion, with a Compendious Dictionary of Rhymes, an Examina- 
tion of Classical Measures, and Comments upon Burlesque and 
Comic Verse, Vers de Société, and Song Writing. By Tom Hoop. — 

‘* A dainty little book on English verse-making. The Dictionary of Rhymes will be found 
one of the most complete and practical in our language.”—Freeman. 

‘ Alike to the tyro in versifying, the student of literature, and the general reader, this 
guide can be confidently recommended.”—Scotsman., 

Red Line Edition (the Fourth), with Illustrations, quarto, price 21s, 
CAREFULLY REVISED, WITH NUMEROUS EMENDATIONS. 

The Directorium Anglicanum: Being a 
Manual of Directions for the Right Celebration of the Holy 
Communion, for the saying of Matins and Evensong, and for the 
Performance of other Rites and Ceremonies of the Church, ac- 
cording to ancient uses of the Church of England. Edited by 
the Rev. FREDERICK GEORGE LEE, D.C.L., F.S.A. 

** The existence of one such work of credit and reputation must do something to diminish 
the varieties of Ritualism into which the tastes or studies of independent explorers might 
lead them.”—Guardian. 

(24) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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SPECIMEN ILLUSTRATION 
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New Illustrated 4s. 6d. Juvenile Books. 
A 

Attractively bound in the New and Effective Chromatic Style (Four Colours 

and Gold). Crown 8vo., 192 pp., cloth, price 1s. 6d. each. 

1. Little Neighbours in London. A Story for Young 
Readers. By E. C. Rioxarps, Author of ‘‘ A Strange Exhibition, 
etc. With Illustrations by J. JeEtticoz. Third Edition. 

2. The Wondrous Tale of Cocky, Clucky, and Cackle. 
Freely translated from the German of Brentano, by CHARLES WILLIAM 

HEcCKETHORN. With Illustrations by H. W. PETHERICK. 

3. “If. Wishes were Horses, Beggars would Ride.” 
A Tale for Young Folk. By M. Szymourn, Author of “ Little 
Arthur at the Zoo,” etc. Illustrated by R. J. Kzy. Second Edition. | 

4. A Strange Exhibition, and other Tales for the 
Young. By E, C. Rickarps, Author of ‘‘ Little Neighbours in 
London,” ete, Illustrated by H. W. PzrHerickx. Second Edition. 

5. An Easy Guide to Scripture Animals. A descrip- 
tion: of all the Animals mentioned in the Bible, with the Scripture 
References, Anecdotes, etc. For Home Use and for Day and Sunday 
Schools. By VERNon 8. Morwoop. With Thirty Illustrations. 

6. That Boy Jack! A Story for Young Folk. By HELEN 
H. Rogers, Author of “ An Old-World Story.” With Illustrations 
by A. Hircscock. Second Edition. | 

7. A Living Story; or, The Would-be Authoress. 
A Tale for Boys and Girls. By A. W. Wriaut, With Illustrations 
by O. L. THomas, Second Edition. 

8. Red Herring; or, Allie’s Little Blue Shoes. A 
- Tale for Young Readers. By Frances Armsrrone, Author of 

“Noél and Geoff,” etc. Illustrated by O. L. THomas. Second Edition. 

9. Children’s Evergreens. A Selection of Fifteen of the 
‘Old Favourite Tales. With upwards of Fifty Illustrations. 

10. Noél and Geoff; or, Three Christmas Days. A 
Story for Children. By Frances Arnmsrrone, Author of “ Red 
Herring,” etc. With Illustrations by H. W, PETHERICK. 

11. Songs and Poems for Children. Edited by Carrin 
| DAVENPORT. With Sixty [lustrations by T. SripNEY CoopER, R.A., 

J. C, Horstry, R.A., T. Wester, R.A., J. F. Tayter, Miss 
Houmpurey, F. T. MERRILL, and others. . 

12. Meg and Olive; or, Life at the Grey House. By 
M. Rickarps, Author of ‘‘The Boy who was not Wanted.” With 
Illustrations by O, L. THomas. 

13. The Boys of Priors Dean. By Puape ALLEN, Author 
_ of “ Matchbox Phil,” ete. With Illustrations by H. W. Peruerick. 

‘‘Admirably adapted for rewards, the more soas the children will appreciate the works 
| on their own merits. Their ‘get up’ is unexceptionable.”—British Mail. 

sar Others in Preparation. 

(26) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.O,
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‘¢T am English,” said Jack, pulling himself up. 

SPECIMEN ILLUSTRATION 

From the New 1s. 6d. Series for Juveniles. 

(27)



ty . 7 ' ’ ‘ : , 

New Illustrated Shilling Juvenile Books, 
Attractively bound in the New and Effective Chromatic Style (Four Colours 

- and Gold), Small crown 8vo., 128 pp., cloth, price 1s. each. | 

1. We Four. ‘Children. By M. A. 
Hover, Author of “Little Margit,” etc. With a Frontispiece by 

"ORGS. Key, and other Illustrations. Second Edition. 

2. The Ups and Downs of a Six- 
pence ; or, Guess the many Curious Places I’ve been in. By M. 

‘Seymour, Author of “If Wishes were Horses,” “ Little Arthur 

at the Zoo,’ etc, Illustrated by O. L. Tuomas. Second Edition. 

8. Dolly’s Adventures; or, Happy 
- Days at Cranberry. By Yvonne, Author of “Pop and 

Peggy,” etc, Illustrated by R. J. Key. Second Edition. 

4, Exiled; or, When Great-Grand- 
mother was Young. By CaTHERINE Mary MacSortey, Author 

of “May Lane,” “A Few Good Women and What they Teach 

Us,” etc. ‘Tllustrated by O. L.. THomas, Second Edition. 

5. Under the Walnut Tree: Stories 
told ‘by the Birds. By FRaNcEs ARMSTRONG, author of “ Red 

_ Herring,” “ Noél and Geoff,’ etc, With Mlustrations by 

H.W. PetHericx and others, 

6. Little King I: A Story for Young 
Readers. By Louisa Emity Dosré&s, author of “Turned to 
Gold,” etc. Illustrated by Osman THOMAS. Second Edition. 

7. The Fortunes of Ruby, Pearl, and 
Diamond. By Francis ARMSTRONG, author of “ Noél and 
Geoff,” “ Red Herring,” “ Under the Walnut Tree,” etc, With 
Illustrations by A, BOUCHETTE and others. Second Edition. 

8. A Canterbury Tale. By M. A. Hover, 
Author of “We Four Children,” “Little Margit,” ete. With 
Illustrations by H. Evans, 

9. Father Christmas's Stories. By Louiss 
_ Atice Ritey. Illustrated by E. W. pz Guérin, 

4S Others in preparation, (See page 82.) 
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_ SA glimpse through Mr, Hogg’s catalogue shows how admirably he caters 
for the young of both sexes,” —WOLVERHAMPTON CHRONICLE, ~ 

(28) London: John Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C.
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SPECIMEN ILLUSTRATION 

_ From the New Shilling Series for Juveniles, 

(29)



tmperial 1émo., bevelled boards, price 3s, each ; gilt edges, 3s. 6d. each. 

WITH TWENTY ILLUSTRATIONS BY EMINENT ARTISTS, 
INCLUDING A PORTRAIT OF KEBLE. 

I. The Christian Year: Thoughts in 
-. Verse for the Sundays and Holy-days throughout the Sens With» 

a. Biographical Sketch of John Keble, together with some 

Remarks upon the Influence of “The Christian Year,” by 
ALEX. H. Grant, M.A., Author of ‘The Church Seasons,” etc. 

‘‘This pretty edition is enriched with a biographical sketch of Keble, and is full of 

information of a new and interesting character.”—-Surrey Comet. [ Herald. 

‘A very beautiful reprint. The memoir is pretty full and sympathetic.”—Glasgow 
ere aemeneery 

WITH 82 ILLUSTRATIONS BY WILLIAM MULREADY, R.A., AND PORTRAIT OF GOLDSMITH. 

2. The Vicar of Wakefield. With a Bio- 
graphical Sketch of Oliver Goldsmith, by HENRY J. NICOLL, 
Author of “Landmarks of English Literature,” etc. 

wh charming edition. With. Mulready’ s pretty illustrations it i is a book doubly to be 
desired.” —Surrey Comet. 

‘“‘ What could be better, as a gift, than Goldsmith’s ‘ Vicar of Wakefield,’ beautifully 
printed and bound, and with Mulready’s Illustrations ? '—Scotsman, 

NEW ILLUSTRATED SIXPEN NY BOOKS. 
64 pp. each, in Stiff Manilla Pictorial Wrapper, printed i in colours. 

CHILDREN’S EVERGREENS. 
1.— JACK THE GIANT- KILLER. — CINDERELLA ; OR, THE 

) LITTLE GLASS SLIPPER. — BLUEBEARD. ~ ALI BABA 

AND THE FORTY THIEVES.—THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. 
(With Seventeen Illustrations.) 

‘ 2,—T]JOP-O’-MY-THUMB.— PUSS IN BOOTS. _ FORTUNATUS.— 

      

  

e SINDBAD THE SAILOR.—JACK AND THE BEAN STALK. 
| S | (With Twenty Illustrations. ) 

- 3. HITTINGTON AND HIS CAT, _ LITTLE. RED RIDING. 
wo HOOD.—THE PRINCESS AND THE NUTS.—ALADDIN ; 

OR, THE WONDERFUL LAMP, — BEAUTY AND THE 
BEAST. (With Sixteen Illustrations.) 

“a Or bound together in one volume, cloth, in the New and Effective 
Chromatic Style (Four Colours and Gold), price 1s. 6d. 

‘We have never seen a better small ‘fA full sixpennyworth ... all good 
collection of the favourite legends;... stories, and all. illustrated. "— Saturday 
and we are glad to say that they are not Review. 
dressed up and made to look literary, but “‘ A very good selection . . . The illustra- 
are just told in the old simple familiar | tions are in themselves enough to excite 
fashion, which children will recognise at | the imagination of any child.”—Pall Mall 
once.” —Manchester Examiner. | Gazette. 

a 

  

Crown 8vo,, cloth extra, bevelled boards, price 7s. 6d. 

The Manuale Clericorum. A Guide for the 
Reverent and Decent Celebration of Divine Service, the Holy 
‘Sacrament, etc. Abridged from the ‘‘ Directorium Anglicanum. ” 

— With Additions of Special Value in the Practical Rendering of 
the Services of the Church, Edited by the Rev. F. G. Les. 

(30) London : J ohn Hogg, 13, Paternoster Row, E.C. 
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Rew ‘Books. 

NEW ILLUSTRATED RD 28, 6d. VOLUMES. 

WITH THIRTY ILLUSTRATIONS, 

Crown 8va., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

The Burgomaster'’s Daughter, and other. 
Stories. By W. H. G. Krineston, M. E. SHIPLEY, GERTRUDE 

CROCKFORD, and others. With Three Coloured Plates, Six Full- 

page Woodcuts, and Twenty-one Tllustrations in the text. 

WITH THIRTY-FOUR ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Crown 8vo., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s, 6d.; gilt edges, 3s. 

Gilbert’s First Voyage, and other Stories. 
By M. C. Hauirax, THomas MiLuer, Frances H. Woop, and 

others. With Three Coloured Plates, Six Full-page Woodents 

and Twenty- five Illustrations in the text. 

ILLUSTRATED BY ©. A. DOYLE. 

Crown 8vo., 288 pp., cloth, price 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 

The Steady Aim: A Book of Examples and 
Encouragements from Modern Biography. By W. H. Daven- 

port Apams, Author of “ The Secret of Success,” “ Plain Living 

and High Thinking,” etc. A New, Revised, and Cheaper Edition, 

Mlustrated by C. A: DoYLE.. 

- (The 2s. 6d. Series now numbers 22 Volumes, Bee Catalogue.) 

New Illustrated Shilling Juvenile le Books, 
Attractively bound in the New and Effective Chromatic Style 

(Four Colours and Gold). 
Small crown 8vo., 128 pp., cloth, price 1s, each. 

- 1. Cousin Deb. A Story for Children. By 
" ALICE GARLAND. Illustrated by 0. Tuomas. : 

2. Black and White. An Anglo-Indian Story — 
for Children. - By GeraLDINE Burt, Author of “ Christmas 
Roses,” ‘Esther,’ “John Smith,” oh Sprig of Heather,’ 
“ Lads and Lasses,” etc. Illustrated by Harry Evans. 

(The 1s. Illustrated Juvenile Series now numbers 11 Volumes, 
see Catalogue, page 28.) 

  

  

  

| (32) London : John Hogg, 1 13, Paternoster Row, E. C
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