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MACLEOD OF DARE.

By WILLIAM BLACK, AUTHOR OF ‘“MADCAP VIOLET,” “A PRINCESS OF THULE,” ETC.

CHAPTER L—THE SIX BOYS OF DARE.

HE sun had sunk behind the lonely
western seas; Ulva, and Lunga, and

the Dutchman’s Cap had grown dark on the
darkening waters, and the smooth Atlantic
swell was booming along the sombre caves;
but up here in Castle Dare—on the high and
rocky coast of Mull—the great hall was lit
with such a blaze of candles as Castle Dare
had but rarely seen. And yet there did
not seem to be any grand festivities going
forward; for there were only three people
seated at one end of the long and narrow
table; and the banquet that the faithful
Hamish had provided for them was of the
most frugal kind. At the head of the
table sat an old lady, with silvery-white
hair and proud and fine features. It would
have been a keen and haughty face but for
the unutterable sadness of the eyes—blue-
grey eyes under black eyelashes, that must
have been beautiful enough in her youth, but
were now dimmed and worn, as if the weight
of the world's sorrow had been ‘too much for
the proud, high spirit. On the right of Lady
Macleod sat the last of her six sons, Keith
by name, a tall, sparely-built, sinewy young
fellow, with a sun-tanned cheek and crisp
and curling hair; and. with a happy and
careless look in his clear eyes and about his
mouth that rather blinded one to the firm
lines of his face. Glad youth shone there;
and the health begotten of hard exposure to
wind and weather. What was life to him but
a laugh, so long as there was a prow to
cleave the plunging seas, and a glass to pick
out the branching antlers far away amid the
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mists of the corrie? To please his mother,
on this the last night of his being at home,
he wore the kilts ; and he had hung his broad
blue bonnet, with its sprig of ]unlper——thc
badge of the clan—on the top of one of the
many pikes and halberds that stood by the
great fireplace. Opposite him, on the old
lady’s left hand, sat his cousin, or rather half-
cousin, the plam—featured but large-hearted
Janet, whom the poor people about that
neighbourhood regarded as being something
more than any mere mortal woman. If there
had been any young artist among that Celtic
peasantry fired by religious enthusiasm to paint
the face of a Madonna, it would have been
the plain features of Janet Macleod he would
have dreamed about and striven to transfer
to his canvas. Her eyes were fine, it is
true: they were honest and tender, they
were not unlike the eyes of the grand old
lady who sat at the head of the table; but,
unlike hers, they were not weighted w ith the
sorrow of years.

“It is a dark hour you have chosen to go
away from your home,” said the mother; and
the lean hand, resting on the table before
her, trembled somewhat

“Why, mother,” the young man said
hghtly, “you know I am to have Captain
’s cabin as far as Greenock ; and there
will be plenty of time for me to put the kilts
away, before I am seen by the people.”

“QOh, Keith!” his cousin cried—for she
was trymg to be very cheerful too. “Do you
say that you are ashamed of the tartan ?”

¢« Ashamed of the tartan!” he said, with
a laugh. “Is there any one who has been
brought up at Dare who is likely to be
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ashamed of the tartan? When I am ashamed
of the tartan I will put a pigeon’s feather in
my cap, as the new swaickeantas of this
branch of Clann Leoid. But then, my good
Janet, I would as soon think of taking my
rifle and the dogs through the streets of
London as of wearing the kilts in the south.”

The old lady paid no heed. Her hands
were now clasped before her. There was
sad thinking in her eyes.

“You are the last of my six boys,” said
she, ““and you are going away from me too.”

“ Now, now, mother,” said he, “ you must
not make so much of a holiday. You would
not have me always at Dare? You know
that no good comes of a stay-at-home.”

She knew the proverb. Her other sons
had not been stay-at-homes. What had come
to them ?

Of Sholto, the eldest, the traveller, the
dare-devil, the grave is unknown; but the
story of how he met his death, in far Arizona,
came years after to England, and to Castle
Dare. He sold his life dearly, as became
one of his race and name. When his
cowardly attendants found a band of twenty
Apaches riding down on them, they un-
hitched the mules and galloped off ; leaving
him to confront the savages by himself. One
of these, more courageous than his fellows,
advanced and drew his arrow to the barb:
the next second he uttered a yell, and rolled
from his saddle to the ground, shot through
the heart. Macleod seized this instant, when
the savages were terror-stricken by the preci-
sion of the white man’s weapons, to retreat a
few yardsand get behind amesquittree. Here
he was pretty well sheltered from the arrows
that they sent in clouds about him ; while he
succeeded in killing other two of his enemies
who had ventured to approach. At last they
rode off; and it seemed as though he would
be permitted to rejoin his dastardly comrades.
But the Indians had only gone to windward
to set the tall grass on fire ; and presently he
had to scramble, burnt and blinded, up the
tree, where he was an easy mark for their
arrows. Fortunately, when he fell, he was
dead: this was the story told by some
friendly Indians to a party of white men, and
subsequently brought home to Castle Dare.

The next four of the sons of Dare were
soldiers, as most of the Macleods of that
family had been. And if you ask about
the graves of Roderick and Ronald, what
is one to say? They are known, and
yet unknown. The two lads were in one
of the Highland regiments that served in
the Crimea. They both lie buried on

the bleak plains outside Sebastopol. And
if the memorial stones put up to them and
their brother officers are falling into ruin and
decay—if the very graves have been rifled—
how is England to help that? England is
the poorest country in the world. There
was a talk some two or three years ago of
putting up a monument on Cathcart Hill to
the Englishmen who died in the Crimea;
and that at least would have been some
token of remembrance, even if we could not
collect the scattered remains of our slain
sons, as the French have done. But then
that monument would have cost £ 5,000.
How could England afford .£5,000? When
a big American city takes fire, or when a
district in France is inundated, she can
put her hand into her pocket deeply
enough ; but how can we expect so proud a
mother to think twice about her children
who perished in fighting for her? Happily,
the dead are independent of forgetfulness.

Duncan the Fair-haired—Donacha Ban
they called him far and wide among the
hills—lies buried in a jungle on the African
coast. He was only twenty-three when he
was killed; but he knew he had got the
Victoria Cross. As he lay dying, he asked
whether the people in England would send
it to his mother, showing that his last fancies
were still about Castle Dare.

And Hector? As you cross the river at
Sadowa, and pass through a bit of forest, some
corn-fields begin to appear, and these stretch
away up to the heights of Chlum. Along
the ridge there, by the side of the wood, are
many mounds of earth, Over the grave of
Hector Macleod is no proud and pathetic
inscription such as marks the last resting-
place of a young lieutenant who perished at
Gravelotte—Zyr rukt sanft in wicdererkimpf-
ter Deutscher Erde; but the young Highland
officer was well-beloved by his comrades, and
when the dead were being pitched into the
great holes dug for them, and when rude
hands were preparing the simple record,
painted on a wooden cross, “ Hier licgen
tapfere Krieger,” a separate memento was
placed over the grave of Under-Lieutenant
Hector Macleod of the ——th Imperial and
Royal Cavalry Regiment. He was one of
the two sons who had not inherited the title.
Was it not a proud boast for this white-
haired lady in Mull that she had been the
mother of four baronets ? What other mother
in all the land could say as much? And yet
it was that that had dimmed and saddened
the beautiful eyes.

And now her youngest—her Benjamin—
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her best-beloved—he was going away from
her too. It was not emough that the big
deer-forest, the last of the possessions of the
Macleods of Dare, had been kept intact for
him, when the letting of it to a rich English-
man would greatly have helped the failing
fortunes of the family; it was not enough
that the poor people about, knowing Lady
Macleod's wishes, had no thought of keeping
a salmon-spear hidden in the thatch of their
cottages. Salmon and stag could no longer
bind him to the place. The young blood
stirred. And when he asked her what good
thing came of being a stay-at-home, what
could she say?

Suddenly old Hamish threw wide the oaken
doors at the end of the hall; and there was
a low roar like the roaring of lions., And
then a young lad, with the pipes proudly
perched on his shoulder, marched in with a
stately step, and joyous and shrill arose the
Salute. Three times he marched round the
long and narrow hall, finishing behind Keith
Macleod’s chair. The young man turned to
him,

“1It was well played, Donald,” said he, in
the Gaelic, “and I will tell you that the
Skye College in the old times never turned
out a better pupil. And will you take a
glass of whisky now, or a glass of claret?
And it is a great pity your hair is red; or
they would call you Donull Dubh, and
people would say you were the born successor
of the last of the MacCruimins,”

At this praise—imagine telling a piper-lad
that he was a fit successor of the Mac
Cruimins, the hereditary pipers of the Mac-
leods !—the young stripling blushed hot;
but he did not forget his professional dignity
for all that. And he was so proud of his
good English that he replied in that tongue.

“T will take a glass of the claret wine, Sir
Keith,” said he.

Young Macleod took up a horn tumbler,
rimmed with silver, and having the triple-
towered castle of the Macleods engraved on
it, and filled it with wine. He handed it to
the lad.

“I drink your health, Lady Macleod,”
said he, when he had removed his cap, “ and
I drink your health, Miss Macleod; and I
drink your health, Sir Keith; and I would
have a lighter heart this night if I was going
with you away to England.”

It was a bold demand.

I cannot take you with me, Donald ; the
Macleods have got out of the way of taking
their piper with them now. You must stay
and look after the dogs.”

“But you are taking Oscar with you, Sir
Keith.”

“Yes, Iam. I must make sure of having
one friend with me in the south.”

- “And I think I would be better than a
collie,” muttered the lad to himself, as he
moved off in a proud and hurt way towards
the door, his cap still in his hand.

And now a great silence fell over these
three ; and Janet Macleod looked anxiously
towards the old lady, who sat unmoved in
the face of the ordeal through which she
knew she must pass. It was an old custom
that each night a pibroch should be played
in Castle Dare in remembrance of her five
slain sons; and yet on this one night her
niece would fain have seen that custom
abandoned. For was not the pibroch the
famous and pathetic Cumiadk na Cloinne, the
Lament for the Children, that Patrick Mor,
one of the pipers of Macleod of Skye, had
composed to the memory of his seven sons,
who had all died within one year? And
now the doors were opened, and the piper-
boy once more entered. The wild, sad wail
arose ; and slow and solemn was the step
with which he walked up the hall. Lady
Macleod sat calm and erect, her lips proud
and firm, but her lean hands were working
nervously together; and at last, when the
doors were closed on the slow and stately
and mournful “ Lament for the Children,” she
bent down the silvery head on those wrinkled
hands, and wept aloud. Patrick Mor's
seven brave sons could have been no more
to him than her six tall lads had been to her;
and now the last of them was going away
from her.

“Do you know,” said Janet quickly, to
her cousin across the table, “that it is said
no piper in the west Highlands can play
‘Lord Lovat’s Lament ’ like our Donald?”

“QOh, yes, he plays it very well; and
he has got a good step,” Macleod said.
“But you will tell him to play no more
Lameants to-night.  Let him take to strath-
speys if any of the lads come up after bring-
ing back the boat. It will be time enough
for him to make a Lament for me when Iam
dead. Come, mother, have you no message
for Norman Ogilvie ?”

The old lady had nerved herself again,
though her hands were still trembling,

“I hope he will come back with you,
Keith,” she said.

“For the shooting? No, no, mother. He
was not fit for the shooting about here: I
have seen that long ago. Do you think he
could lie for an hour in a wet bog? It was
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up at Fort William I saw him last year;
and I said to him ‘Do you wear gloves at
Aldershot?’ His hands were as white as
the hands of a woman.”

It is no woman’s hand you have, Keith,”
his cousin said ; “it is a soldier’s hand.”

“Yes,” said he, with his face flushing,
“and if I had had Norman Ogilvie's
chance "——

But he paused. Could he reproach this
old dame, on the very night of his departure,
with having disappointed all those dreams of
military service and glory that are almost the
natural inheritance of a Macleod of the
Western Highlands? Ifhe was a stay-at-home
at least his hands were not white. And yet,
when young Ogilvie and he studied under the
same tutor—the poor man had to travel
eighteen miles between the two houses, many
a time in hard weather—all the talk and
aspirations of the boys were about a soldier’s
life ; and Macleod could show his friend the
various trophies and curiosities sent home
by his elder brothers from all parts of the
world. And now the lily-fingered and gentle-
natured Ogilvie was at Aldershot; while he
—what else was he than a mere deer-stalker
and salmon-killer?

“Qgilvie has been very kind to me,
mother,” he said, laughing. ‘“He has sent
me a list of places in London where I am to
get my clothes, and boots, and a hat; and by
the time I have done that he will be up from
Aldershot, and will lead me about—with a
string round my neck I suppose, lest I
should bite somebody.”

“ You could not go better to London than
in your own tartan,” said the proud mother,
“and it is not for an Ogilvie to say how a
Macleod shall be dressed. But it is no
matter. One after the other has gone ; the
house is left empty at last. And they all
went away like you, with a laugh on their
face. It was but a trip, a holiday, they said :
they would soon be back to Dare. And
where are they this night?”

Old Hamish came in.

“It will be time for the boat now, Sir
Keith, and the men are down at the shore.”

He rose, the handsome young fellow, and
took his broad blue bonnet with the badge
of juniper.

¢ Good-bye, Cousin Janet,” said he lightly.
“ Good-bye, mother—you are not going to
send me away in this sad fashion? What
am I to bring you back? A satin gown from
Paris? or a young bride to cheer up the
old house? ”

She took no heed of the passing jest. He

kissed her, and bade her good-bye once more.
The clear stars were shining over Castle
Dare, and over the black shadows of the
mountains, and the smoothly swelling waters
of the Atlantic. There was a dull booming
of the waves along the rocks.

He had thrown his plaid around him, and
he was wondering to himself as he descended
the steep path to the shore. He could not
believe that the two women were really sad-
dened by his going to the south for a
while ; he was not given to forebodings.
And he had nearly reached the shore when
he was overtaken by some one running with
a light step behind him. He turned quickly,
and found his cousin before him, a shawl
thrown round her head and shoulders.

“Qh, Keith!” said she, in a bright and
matter-of-fact way, “I have a message for
you—from myself—and I did not want aunt
to hear, for she is very proud, you know,
and I hope you won’t be. You know we
are all very poor, Keith; and yet you must
not want money in London, if only for the
sake of the family; and you know I have a
little, Keith—and I want you to take it.
You won’t mind my being frank with you. I
have written a letter.”

She had the envelope in her hand.

“And if I would take money from any
one it would be from you, Cousin Janet;
but I am not so selfish as that. What would

all the poor people do if I were to take your |

money to London and spend it?”

“T have kept a little,” said she, “and it is
not much that is needed. It is £2,000 I
would like you to take from me, Keith; I
have written a letter.”

“ Why, bless me, Janet, that is nearly all |

the money you've got!”

“ I know it.”

“Well, I may not be able to earn any
money for myself, but at least I would not
think of squandering your little fortune. No,
no; but I thank you all the same, Janet;
and I know that it is with a free heart that
you offer it.”

“ But this is a favour, Keith,” said she.
“T do not ask you to spend the money. But
you might be in trouble ; and you would be
too proud to ask any one—perhaps you would
not even ask me ; and here is a letter that
you can keep till then, and if you should want
the money you can open the letter, and it
will tell you how to get it.” )

« And it is a poor forecast you are making,
Cousin Janet,” said he cheerfully. “Iam
to play the prodigal son, then? But I will
take the letter. And good-bye again, Janet ;
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and God bless you, for you are a kind-hearted
woman.”

She went swiftly up to Castle Dare again,
and he walked on towards the shore. By-
and-by he reached a small stone pier that
ran out among some rocks, and by the side of
it lay a small sailing-launch, with four men in
her, and Donald the piper-boy perched up
at the bow. There was a lamp swinging at
her mast, but she had no sail up, for there
was scarcely any wind.

¢ Is it time to go out now ? ” said Macleod
‘to Hamish, who stood waiting on the pier,
having carried down his master's port-
manteau.

¢ Ay, it will be time now, even if you will
wait a little,” said Hamish ; and then the old
man added, “It is a dark night, Sir Keith,
for your going away from Castle Dare.”

“ And it will be the brighter morning when
I come back,” answered the young man, for
he could not mistake the intention of the
words.

“Yes, indeed, Sir Keith; and now you
will go into the boat, and you will take care
of your footing, for the night is dark, and
the rocks they are always slippery what-
ever.” )

But Keith Macleod’s foot was as familiar
with the soft seaweed of the rocks as it was
with the hard heather of the hills; and he
found no difficulty in getting into the broad-
beamed boat. The men put out their oars,
and pushed her off. And now, in the dark
night, the skirl of the pipes arose again ; and
it was no stately and mournful lament
that young Donald played up there at the
bow, as the four oars struck the sea, and sent
a flash of white fire down into the deeps.

“Donald,” Hamish had said to him, on
the shore, “ when you are going out to the
steamer, it is the 79¢4’s Farewell to Chubralter
that you will play; and you will play no
other thing than that.”

And surely the 79th were not sorry to
leave Gibraltar when their piper composed
for them so glad a farewell.

At the high windows of Castle Dare the
mother stood, and her niece, and as they
watched the yellow lamp move slowly out
from the black shore they heard this proud
and joyous march that Donald was play-
ing to herald the approach of his master.
They listened to it as it grew fainter and
fainter, and as the small yellow star, trembling
over the dark waters, became more and more
remote. And then this other sound: this
blowing of a steam-whistle, far away in the
darkness ?

“ He will be in good time, aunt ; she is a
long way off yet,” said Janet Macleod ; but
the mother did not speak.

Out there, on the dark and moving waters,
the great steamer was slowly drawing near
the open boat ; and, as she came up, the vast
hull of her, seen against the starlit sky,
seemed a mountain.

“ Now, Donald,” Macleod called out, “ you
will take the dog ; here is the string ; and you
will see he does not spring into the water.”

“Yes, I will take the dog,” muttered the
boy, half to himself. ¢ Oh, yes, I will take
the dog; but it was better if I was going
with you, Sir Keith, than any dog.”

A rope was thrown out, the boat dragged
up to the side of the steamer, the small gang-
way let down, and presently Macleod was on
the deck of the large vessel. Then Oscar
was hauled up too, and the rope flung loose ;
and the boat drifted away into the darkness.
But the last good-bye had not been said, for
over the black waters came the sound of the
pipes once more, the melancholy wail of
Mackintosi's Lament.

¢ Confound that obstinate brat !” Macleod
said to himself. “ Now he will go back to
Castle Dare, and make the women miser-
able.”

“The captain is below at his supper, Sir
Keith,” said the mate. ¢ Will you go down
to him?”

“Yes, I will go down to him,” said he,
and he made his way along the deck of the
steamer.

He was arrested by the sound of some one
crying, and he looked down and found a
woman crouched under the bulwarks, with
two small children asleep on her knee.

“ My good woman, what is the matter with
you? ” said he.

“ The night is cold,” she said, in the Gaelic,
“and my children are cold ; and it is a long
way that we are going.”

He answered her in her own tongue.

“You will be warmer if you go below ; but
here is a plaid for you anyway,” and with that
he took the plaid from round his shoulders
and flung it across the children, and passed
on.
That was the way of the Macleods of
Dare. They had a royal manner with them.
Perhaps that was the reason that their
revenues were now far from royal,

And meanwhile the red light still burned
in the high windows of Castle Dare, and
two women were there looking out on the
pale stars and the dark sea beneath. They
waited until they heard the plashing of oars
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in the small bay below, and the message was.

brought them that Sir Keith had got safely
on board the great steamer. Then they
turned away from the silent and empty night,
and one of them was weeping bitterly.

“It is the last of my six sons that has
gone from me,” she said, coming back to the
old refrain, and refusing to be comforted.

“ And I have lost my brother,” said Janet
Macleod, in her simple way. ¢ But he will
come back to us, auntie; and then we shall
have great doings at Castle Dare.”

CHAPTER II.—MENTOR.

It was with a wholly indescribable surprise
and delight that Macleod came upon the life
and stir and gaiety of London in the sweet
June time, when the parks and gardens and
squares would of themselves have been a
sufficient wonder to him. The change from
the sombre shores of Lochs na Keal, and
Tua, and Scridain to this world of sunlit
foliage—the golden yellow of the laburnum,
the cream-white of the chestnut, the rosc-pink
of the red hawthorn, and everywhere the keen
translucent green of the young lime-trees—
was enough to fill the heart with joy and glad-
ness, though he had been no diligent student
of landscape and colour. The few days he
had to spend by himself—while getting pro-
perly dressed to satisfy the demands of his
friend—passed quickly enough. He was not
at all ashamed of his country-made clothes
as he watched the whirl of carriages in Picca-
dilly, or lounged under the elms of Hyde
Park, with his beautiful silver-white and
lemon-coloured collie attracting the admira-
tion of every passer-by. Nor had he waited
for the permission of Lieutenant Ogilvie to
make his entrance into at least one little
corner of society. He was recoguised in St.
James’s Street one morning by a noble lady
whom he had met once or twice at Inverness;
and she, having stopped her carriage, was
pleased to ask him to lunch with herself and
her husband nextday. To the great grief of
Oscar, who had to be shut up by himself,
Macleod went up next day to Brook Street,
and there met several people whose names
he knew as representatives of old Highland
families, but who were very English, as it
seemed to him, in their speech and ways.
He was rather petted, for he was a handsome
lad; and he had high spirits and a proud
air.  And his hostess was so kind as to
mention that the Caledonian Ball was coming
oft on the 25th ; and of course he must come,
in the Highland costume ; and, as she was
one of the patronesses, should she give him

a voucher? Macleod answered, laughingly,
that he would be glad to have it, though he
did not know what it was; whereupon she
was pleased to say that no wonder he laughed
at the notion of a voucher being wanted for
any Macleod of Dare.

One morning a good-looking and slim
young man knocked at the door of a small
house in Bury Street, St. James’s, and asked
if Sir Keith Macleod was at home. The
man said he was; and the young gentleman
entered. He was a most correctly-dressed
person. His hat, and gloves, and cane, and
long-tailed frock-coat were all beautiful ; but
it was perhaps the tightness of his nether
garments or perhaps the tightness of his
brilliantly polished boots (which were par-
tially covered by white gaiters) that made
him go up the narrow little stairs with some
precision of caution. The door was opened
and he was announced.

“ My dear old boy,” said he, “how do
you do ? "—and Macleod gave him a grip
of the hand that nearly burst one of his
gloves.

But at this moment an awful accident
occurred. From behind the door of the
adjacent bedroom Oscar the collie sprang
forward with an angry growl ; then he seemed
to recognise the situation of affairs when he
saw his master holding the stranger’s hand ;
then he began to wag his tail; then he
jumped up with his forepaws to give a kindly
welcome.

“ Hang it all, Macleod!” young Ogilvie
cried, with all the precision gone out of his
manner. “Your dog’s all wet! What's the
use of keeping a brute like that about the
place?”

Alas! the beautiful, brilliant boots were all
besmeared, and the white gaiters too, and
the horsey-looking nether garments. More-
over, the Highland savage, so far from
betraying compunction, burst into a roar of
laughter.

“My dear fellow,” he cried, “I put him in
my bedroom to dry: I couldn’t do more—
could I? He has just been in the Serpen-
tine.”

T wish he was there now, with a stone and
a string round his neck,” observed Lieutenant
Ogilvie, looking at his boots ; but he repented
him of this rash saying, for within a week
he had offered Macleod twenty pounds for
the dog. He might have offered twenty
dozen of twenty pounds, and thrown his
polished boots and his gaiters too into the
bargain, and he would have had the same
answer.
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Oscar was once more banished into the
bedroom ; and Mr. Ogilvie sat down, pre-
tending to take no more notice of his boots.
Macleod put some sherry on the table and a
handful of cigars; his friend asked whether
he could not havea glass of seltzer-water and
a cigarette.

“ And how do you like the rooms I got for
you?”

¢« There is not much fresh air about them,
por in this narrow street,” Macleod said
frankly, “but that is no matter, for I have
been out all day—all over London.”

«I thought the price was as high as you
would care to go,” Ogilvie said, “ but I forgot
you had come fresh up, with your pockets
full of money. If you would like something
a trifle more princely, I'll put you up to it.”

¢ And where have I got the money ? There
are no gold mines in the west of Mull. It
is you who are Fortunatus.”

“By Jove, if you knew how hard a fellow
is run at Aldershot!” Mr. Ogilvie remarked
confidentially. “You would scarcely believe
it. .Every new batch of fellows who come in
have to be dined all round; and the mess-
bills are simply awful. It's getting worse and
worse ; and then these big drinks put one off
one’s work so.”

“You are studying hard, I suppose?”
Macleod said, quite gravely.

¢ Pretty well,” said he, stretching out his
legs, and petting his pretty moustache with
his beautiful white hand. Then he added
suddenly, surveying the brown-faced and
stalwart young fellow before him, “ By Jove,
Macleod | I'm glad to see you in London.
It's like a breath of mountain air. Don't I
remember the awful mornings we've had
together—the rain and the mist and the
creeping through the bogs? I believe you
did your best to kill me. If I hadn’t had the
constitution of a horse I should have been
killed.”

1T should say your big drinks at Aldershot
were more likely to kill you than going
after the deer,” said Macleod. “ And will
you come up with me this autumn, Ogilvie ?
The mother will be glad to see you, and
Janet, too ; though we haven’t got any fine
young ladies for you to make love to, unless
you go up to Fort William, or Fort George,
or Inverness. And I was all over the moors
before I came away; and if there is anything
like good weather, we shall have plenty of
birds this year, for 1 never saw before such a
big average of eggs in the nests.”

“I wonder you don’t let part of that
shooting,” said young Ogilvie, who knew well

of the s‘raitened circumstances of the Mac-
leods of Dare.

“The mother won’t have it done,” said
Macleod, quite simply, ‘“for she thinks it
keeps me at home. But a young man can-
not always stay at home. It is very good for
you, Ogilvie, that you have brothers.”

“Yes, if I had been the eldest of them,”
said Mr. Ogilvie. “It is a capital thing to
have younger brothers; it isn’t half so
pleasant when you are the younger brother.”

“ And will you come up, then, and bury
yourself alive at Dare?”

“It is awfully good of you to ask me,
Macleod, and if I can manage it I will;
but I am afraid there isn’t much chance this
year. In the mean time, let me give you 2
hint. In London, we talk of going dowzn to
the Highlands.”

“QOh, do you? I did not think you were
so stupid,” Macleod remarked.

“Why, of course we do. You speak of
going up to the capital of a country, and of
going down to the provinces.”

¢ Perhaps you are right—no doubt you are
right ; but it sounds stupid,” the unconvinced
Highlander observed again. “It sounds
stupid to say going up to the south, and
going down to the north, And how can
you go down to the Highlands? you might
go down to the Lowlands. But no doubt
you are right ; and I will be more particular.
And will you have another cigarette? and
then we will go out for a walk, and Oscar
will get drier in the street than in-doors.”

“Don’t imagine I am going out to have
that dog plunging about among my feet,”
said Ogilvie. “But I have something else
for you to do. You know Colonel Ross of
Duntorme ?”

1 have heard of him.”

“ His wife is an awfully nice woman, and
would like to meet you. I fancy they think
of buying some property—I am not sure it
isn’t an island—in your part of the country;
and she hias never been to the Highlands
at all. I was to take you down with me to
lunch with her at two, if you care to go.
There is her card.”

Macleod looked at the card.

“How far is Prince’s Gate from here?”
he asked.

“ A mile and a half, I should say.”

¢ And it is now twenty minutes to two,”
said he, rising. “It will be a nice smart
walk.”

“ Thank you,” said Mr. Ogilvie, “if it is
all the same to you we will perform the
journey in a hansom, I am not in training
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just at present for your tramps to Ben-an-
Sloich.”

“Ah! your boots are rather tight?” said
Macleod, with grave sympathy.

They got into a hansom, and went spin-
ning along through the crowd of carriages
on this brilliant morning. The busy streets,
the handsome women, the fine buildings, the
bright and beautiful foliage of the parks—all
these were a perpetual wonder and delight to
the newcomer, who was as eager in the
enjoyment of this gay world of pleasure and
activity as any girl come up for her first
season, Perhaps this notion occurred to the
astute and experienced Lieutenant Ogilvie,
who considered it his duty to warn his
youthful and ingenuous friend.

“Mrs. Ross is a very handsome woman,”
he remarked.

‘ Indeed.”

“ And uncommonly fascinating too, when
she likes.”

“Really?”

“You had better look out if she tries to
fascinate you.”

“She is a married woman,” said Macleod.

“They are always the worst,” said this
wise person ; ‘“for they are jealous of the
younger women "’——

“ Qh, that is all nonsense,” said Macleod,
bluntly. “I am not such a greenhorn. I
have read all that kind of talk i books and
magazines—it is ridiculous. Do you think
I will believe that married women have so
little self-respect as to make themselves the
laughing-stock of men?”

“My dear fellow, they have cart-loads of
self-respect.  What I mean is, that Mrs. Ross
is a bit of a lion-hunter ; and she may take a
fancy to make a lion of you "——

“That is better than to make an ass of
me, as you suggested.”

“and naturally she will try to attach
you to her set. I don't think you are quite
outré enough for her; perhaps I made a
mistake in putting you into decent clothes.
You wouldn’t have time to get into your kilts
now? But you must be prepared to meet
all sorts of queer folks at her house—espe-
cially if you stay on a bit and have some tea
—mysterious poets that nobody ever heard
of, and artists who won’t exhibit, and awful
swells from the German Universities, and 1
don’t know what besides—everybody who
isn’t the least like anybody else.”

“And what is your claim, then, to go
there ?” Macleod asked.

“Oh,” said the young lieutenant, laughing
at the home-thrust, “I am only admitted on

sufferance, as a friend of Colonel Ross, She
never asked m¢ to put my name in her auto-
graph book. But I have done a bit of the
jackal for her once or twice, when I happened
to be on leave; and she has sent me with
people to her box at Covent Garden when
she couldn’t go herself.”

“ And how am I to propitiate her? What
am I to do?”

“She will soon let you know how you
strike her. Either she will pet you, or she
will snuff you out like winking. I don’t
know a woman who has a blanker stare,
when she likes.”

This idle conversation was suddenly inter-
rupted. At the same moment both young
men experienced a sinking sensation, as if
the earth had been cut away from beneath
their feet ; then there was a crash, and they
were violently thrown against each other;
then they vaguely knew that the cab, heeling
over, was being jolted along the street by a
runaway horse.  Fortunately the horse could
not run very fast ; for the axle-tree, deprived
of its wheel, was tearing at the road ; but all
the same the occupants of the cab thought
they might as well get out, and so they triec
to force open the two small panels of the
door in front of them. But the concussion
had so jammed these together that, shove at
them as they might, they would not yield.
At this juncture, Macleod, who was not
accustomed to Hansom cabs, and did not at
all like this first experience of them, deter-
mined to get out somehow ; and so he raised
himself a bit, so as to get his back firm
against the back of the vehicle; he pulled up
his leg until his knee almost touched his
mouth ; he got the heel of his boot firmly
fixed on the top edge of the door; and then
with one forward drive he tore the panel
right away from its hinges. The other was,
of course, flung open at once. Then he
grasped the brass rail outside, steadied him-
self for a moment, and jumnped clear from
the cab, alighting on the pavement. Strange
to say, Ogilvie did not follow; though
Macleod, as he rushed along to try to get
hold of the horse, momentarily expected to
see him jump out. His anxiety was of short
duration. The axle-tree caught on the kerb;
there was a sudden lurch; and then, with a
crash of glass, the cab went right over,
throwing down the horse and pitching the
driver into the street. It was all the work of
a few seconds, and another second seemed
to suffice to collect a crowd, even in this
quiet part of Kensington. But after all
very little damage was done, except to the
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hkorse, which had cut one of its hocks.
When young Mr. Ogilvie scrambled out and
got on to the pavement, instead of being
grateful that his life had been spared, he was
in a towering passion—with whom or what
he knew not.

“Why didn’t you jump out?” said Mac-
leod to him, after seeing that the cabman
was all right.

Ogilvie did not answer ; he was looking at
his besmeared hands and dishevelled clothes.

“Confound it,” said he, “what's to be
done now? The house is just round the
corner.”

“Let us go in and they will lend you a
clothes-brush.”

“ As if I had been fighting a bargee? No,
thank you. I will go along till I ind some
tavern, and get myself put to rights.”

And this he did, gloomily ; Macleod ac-
companying him. It was about a quarter of
an hour before he had completed his toilet ;
and then they set out to walk back to Prince’s
Gate. Mr. Ogilvie was in a better humour.

““What a fellow you are to jump, Mac-
leod!” said he. “If you had cannoned
against that policeman, you would have
killed him. And you never paid the cab-
man for destroying the lid of the door; you
prized the thing clean off its hinges. You
must have the strength of a giant.”

¢ But where the people came from, it was
that surprised me,” said Macleod, who
seemed to have rather enjoyed the adven-
ture, “it was like one of our sea-lochs in the
Highlands—you look all round and cannot
find any gull anywhere—but throw a biscuit
or two into the water, and you will find them
appearing from all quarters at once. As for
the door, I forgot that; but I gave the man
half-a-sovereign to console him for his shak-
ing. Was not that enough?”

“We shall be frightfully late for luncheon,”
said Mr. Ogilvie, with some concern.

CHAPTER IIl.—FIONAGHAL.

AND indeed when they entered the house
—the balconies and windows were a blaze of
flowers all shining in the sun—they found
that their host and hostess had already come
downstairs and were seated at table with
their small party of guests. This circum-
stance did not lessen Sir Keith Macleod’s
trepidation ; for there is no denying the fact
that the young man would rather have faced
an angry bull on a Highland road than this
party of people in the hushed and semi-
darkened and flower-scented room. It
seemed to him that his appearance was the

signal for a confusion that was equivalent to
an earthquake. Two or three servants—all
more solemn than any clergyman—Dbegan to
make new arrangements ; a tall lady, benign
of aspect, rose and most graciously received
him ; a tall gentleman, with a grey moustache,
shook hands with him; and then, as he
vaguely heard young Ogilvie, at the other
end of the room, relate the incident of the
upsetting of the cab, he found himself seated,
next to this benign lady, and apparently in
a bewildering Paradise of beautiful lights and
colours and delicious odours.  Asparagus
soup? Yes, he would take that; but for a
second or two this spacious and darkened-
room, with its stained glass and its sombre
walls, and the table before him, with its
masses of roses and lillies of the valley, its
silver, its crystal, its nectarines, and cherries,
and pine-apples, seemed some kind of en-
chanted place. And then the people talked
in a low and hushed fashion; and the ser-
vants moved silently and mysteriously ; and
the air was languid with the scents of fruits
and flowers. They gave him some wine in
a tall green glass that had transparent lizards
crawling up its stem; he had never drank
out of a thing like that before.

“It was very kind of Mr. Ogilvie to get
you to come; he is a very good boy; he
forgets nothing,” said Mrs, Ross to him;
and as he became aware that she was a
pleasant-looking lady of middle age, who
regarded him with very friendly and truthful
eyes, he vowed to himself that he would
bring Mr. Ogilvie to task for representing
this decent and respectable woman as a_
graceless and dangerous coquette. No doubt
she was the mother of children. At her time
of life she was better employed in the nursery
or in thé kitchen than in flirting with young
men; and could he doubt that she was a
good house-mistress when he saw with his
own eyes how spick and span everything
was, and how accurately everything was
served? Even if his cousin Janet lived in
the south, with all these fine flowers and hot-
house fruits to serve her purpose, she could
not have done better. He began to like
this pleasant-eyed woman, though she seemed
delicate and a trifle languid, and in conse-
quence he sometimes could not quite make
out what she said. But then he noticed that
the other people talked in this limp fashion
too: there was no precision about their
words ; frequently they seemed to leave you
to guess the end of their sentences. As for
the young lady next him, was she not very
delicate, also? He had never seen such
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hands—so small, and fine, and white. And
although she talked only to her neighbour
on the other side of her, he could hear that
her voice, low and musical as it was, was
only a murmur.

“Miss White and I,” said Mrs. Ross to
him—and at this moment the young lady
turned to them—* were talking before you
came in of the beautiful country you must
know so well, and of its romantic stories and
associations with Prince Charlie. Gertrude,
let me introduce Sir Keith Macleod to you.
I told Miss White you might come to us to-
day; and she was saying what a pity it was
that Flora Macdonald was not a Macleod.”

“That was very kind,” said he, frankly,
turning to this tall pale girl, with the rip-
pling hair of golden-brown and the heavy-
lidded and downcast eyes. And then he
laughed. “We would not like to steal the
honour from a woman—even though she was
a Macdonald, and you know the Macdonalds
and the Macleods were not very friendly in
the old time, But we can claim something,
too, about the escape of Prince Charlie,
Mrs. Ross. After Flora Macdonald had got
him' safe from Harris to Skye, she handed
him over to the sons of Macleod of Raasay,
and it was owing to them that he got to
the mainland. You will find many people
up there to this day who believe that if
Macleod of Macleod had gone out in 45
Prince Charlie would never have had to flee
at all. But I think the Macleods had done
enough for the Stuarts; and it was but
little thanks they ever got in return, so far
as I could ever hear. Do you know, Mrs.
Ross, my mother wears mourning every 3rd
of September, and will eat nothing from
morning till night? It is the anniversary of
the Battle of Worcester; and then, the
Macleods were so smashed up that for a long
time the other clans relieved them from
military service.”

“You are not much of a Jacobite, Sir
Keith ? ” said Mrs. Ross, smiling.

“Only when I hear a Jacobite song
sung,” said he.
a Jacobite?”

He had become quite friendly with this
amiable lady. If he had been afraid that
his voice, in these delicate southern ears, must
sound like the first guttural drone of Donald’s
pipes at Castle Dare, he had speedily lost
that fear. The manly, sun-browned face and
clear-glancing eyes were full of animation;
he was oppressed no longer by the solemnity
of the servants ; so long as he talked to her
he was quite confident; he had made friends

¢“Then who can fail to be

with this friendly woman. But he had not
as yet dared to address the pale girl who sat
on his right, and who seemed so fragile
and beautiful, and distant in manner.

“ After all,” said he to Mrs. Ross, “ there
were no more Highlanders killed in the cause
of the Stuarts than used to be killed every
year or two merely out of the quarrels of the
clans among themselves. All about where I
live there is scarcely a rock or a loch or an
island that has not its story. And I think,”
added he, with a becoming modesty, “ that
the Macleods were by far the most trea-
cherous, and savage, and bloodthirsty of the
whole lot of them.”

And now the fair stranger beside him
addressed him for the first time ; and as she
did so she turned her eyes towards him—
clear, large eyes that rather startled one when
the heavy lids were lifted, so full of expres-
sion were they.

“I suppose,” said she, with a certain
demure smile, “ you have no wild deeds done
there now?”

“Oh, we have become quite peaccable
folks now,” said he, laughing. “ Our spirit
is quite broken. The wild boars are all
awdy from the islands now, even from Muick.
We have only the sheep. And the Macken-
zies, and the Macleans, and the Macleods—
they are all sheep now.”

Was it not quite obvious? How could
any one associate with this bright-faced
young man the fierce traditions of hate, and
malice, and revenge that make the seas and
islands of the north still more terrible in their
loneliness? Those were the days of strong
wills and strong passions, and of an easy dis-
regard of individual life when the gratifica-
tion of some set desire was near. What had
this Macleod to do with such scorching
fires of hate and of love? He was playing
with a silver fork and half-a-dozen straw-
berries : Miss Whijte’s surmise was perfectly
natural and correct.

The ladies went up-stairs; and the men,
after the claret had gone round, followed
them. And now it seemed to this rude
Highlander that he was only going from
wonder to wonder. Half-way up the narrow
staircase was a large recess dimly lit by the
sunlight falling through stained glass ; and
there was a small fountain playing in the
middle of this grotto ; and all around was a
wilderness of ferns dripping with the spray,
while at the entrance two stone figures held
up magical globes on which the springing and
falling water was reflected. Then from this
partial gloom he emerged into the drawing-
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room—a dream of rose-pink and gold ; with
the air sweetened around him by the masses
of roses and tall lilies about. His eyes were
rather bewildered at first; the figures of the
women seemed dark against the white lace of
the windows. But as he went forward to his
hostess he could make out still further wonders
of colour: for in the balconies outside, in the
full glare of the sun, were geraniums and
lobelias and golden calceolarias and red
snapdragon ; their bright hues faintly tem-
pered by the thin curtains through which they
were seen. He could not help expressing his
admiration of these things that were so new
to him; for it seemed to him that he had
come into a land of perpetual summer and
sunshine and glowing flowers. Then the
luzuriant greenness of the foliage on the other
side of Exhibition Road—for Mrs. Ross's
house faced westward—was, as he said,
singularly beautiful to one accustomed to the
windy skies of the western isles,

“ But you have not seen our elm—our own
elm,” said Mrs. Ross, who was arranging
some azaleas that had just been sent her.
“We are very proud of our elm. Gertrude,
will you take Sir Keith to see our noble
elm?” '

He had almost forgotten who Gertrude
was ; but the next second he recognised the
low and almost timid voice that said—

“Will you come this way, then, Sir
Keith ?”

He turned, and found that it was Miss
White who spoke. How was it that this girl,
who was only a girl, seemed to do things so
easily, and gently, and naturally—without any
trace of embarrassment or self-consciousness ?
He followed her, and knew not which to
admire the more—the careless simplicity of
her manner, or the singular symmetry of her
tall and slender figure. He had never seen
any statue or any picture in any book to be
compared with this woman, who was so fine
and rare and delicate that she seemed only a
beautiful tall flower in this garden of flowers.
There was a strange simplicity, too, about
her dress—a plain, tight-fitting, tight-sleeved
dress of unrelieved black; her only adorn-
ment being some bands of big blue beads
worn loosely round the neck. The black
figure, in this shimmer of rose-pink and gold
and flowers, was effective enough; but even
the finest of pictures, or the finest of statues,
has not the subtle atiraction of a graceful
carriage, Macleod had never seen any woman
walk as this woman walked, in so stately and
yet so simple a way.

From Mrs. Ross’s chief drawing-room they

passed into an ante-drawing-room, which was
partly a passage and partly a conservatory.
On the window-side were some rows of Cape
heaths ; on the wall-side some rows of blue
and white plates ; and it was one of the latter
that was engaging the attention of two per-
sons in this ante-room—Colonel Ross him-

self, and a little old gentleman in gold-

rimmed spectacles.

“Shall I introduce you to my ‘father?”
said Miss White to her companion; and,
after a word or two, they passed on.

“1 think papa is invaluable to Colonel
Ross,” said she, “he is as good as an
auctioneer at telling the value of china.
Look at this beautiful heath. Mis, Ross is
very proud of her heaths.”

The small white fingers scarcely touched
the beautiful blossoms of the plant; but
which were the more palely roseate and

waxen? If one were to grasp that hand—in |

some sudden moment of entreaty—in the
sharp joy of reconciliation—in the agony of
farewell—would it not be crushed like a frail
flower?

“There is our elm,” said she, lightly.
“ Mrs. Ross and I regard it as our own; we
have sketched it so often.”

They had emerged from the conservatory
into a small square room, which was prac-
tically a continuation of the drawing-room,
but which was decorated in pale blue and
silver, and filled with a lot of knick-knacks that
showed it was doubtless Mrs. Ross’s boudoir.
And out there, in the clear June sunshine,
lay the broad greensward behind Prince’s
Gate, with the one splendid elm spreading
his broad branches into the blue sky, and
throwing a soft shadow on the corner of the
gardens next to the house. How sweet and
still it was! as still as the calm clear light
in this girl's eyes. There was no passion
there, and no trouble ; only the light of a
June day, and of blue skies, and a peaceful
soul. She rested the tips of her fingers on
a small rosewood table that stood by the
window : surely, if a spirit ever lived in any
table, the wood of this table must have
thrilled to its core.

And had he given all this trouble to this
perfect creature merely that he should look
at a tree P—and was he to say some ordinary
thing about an ordinary elm to tell her how
grateful he was?

“ It is like a dream to me,” he said, honestly
enough, “since I came to London. You
seem always to have sunlight and plenty of
fine trees and hothouse flowers. But I sup-
pose you have winter, like the rest of us?”
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“ Or we should very soon tire of all this,
beautiful as it is,” said she, and she looked
rather wistfully out on the broad still gardens.
“For my part, I should very soon tire of it.
I should think there was more excitement in
the wild storms and the dark nights of the
north, There must be a strange fascination in
the short winter days among the mountains,
and the long winter nights by the side of the
Atlantic.”

He looked at her. That fierce fascination
he knew something of : how had she guessed
atit? And as for her talking as if she her-
self would gladly brave these storms—was
it for a foam-bell to brave a storm? was it
for a rose-leaf to meet the driving rains of
Ben-an-Sloich ?

¢ Shall we go back, now ?” said she; and
as she turned to lead the way he could not
fail to remark how shapely her neck was, for
her rich golden-brown hair was loosely
gathered up behind.

But just at this moment Mrs. Ross made
her appearance.’

“Come,” said she, ¢ we shall have a chat
all to ourselves; and you will tell me, Sir
Keith, what you have seen since you came
to London, and what has struck you most.
And you must stay with us, Gertrude; per-
haps Sir Keith will be so kind as to freeze
your blood with another horrible story about
the Highlanders—I-am only a poor southerner
and had to get up my legends from books—
but this wicked girl, Sir Keith, delights as
much in stories of bloodshed as a schoolboy
does.”

““You will not believe her,” said Miss White,
in that low-toned gravely sincere voice of
hers, while a faint shell-like pink suffused her
face. “ It was only that we were talking of
the Highlands, because we understood you
were coming ; and Mrs. Ross was trying to
make out”—and here a spice of proud
mischief came into the ordinarily calm eyes
—*“she was trying to make out that you must
be a very terrible and dangerous person, who
would probably murder us all if we were not
civil to you.”

“Well, you know, Sir Keith,” said Mrs.
Ross, apologetically, “ you acknowledge your-
scif that you Macleods were a very dreadful
lot of people at one time, What a shame it
was to track the poor fellow over the snow,
and then deliberately to put brushwood in
front of the cave, and then suffocate whole
two hundred persons at once ! ”

“Oh, yes, no doubt,” said he, “but the
Macdonalds were asked first to give up the
men that had bound the Macleods hand and

]
foot and set them adrift in the boat; and
they would not do it. And if the Macdonalds
had got the Macleods into a cave, they would
have suffocated them too. The Macdonalds
began it.”

 Oh, no, no, no !” protested Mrs. Ross,
“I can remember better than that. What
were the Macleods about on the island at all
when they had to be sent off, tied hand and
foot, in their boats? ”

“ And what is the difference between tying
a man hand and foot and putting him out in
the Atlantic, and suffocating him in a cave?
It was only by an accident that the wind
drifted them over to Skye.”

T shall begin to fear that you have some
of the old blood in you,” said Mrs. Ross,
with a smile, “if you try to excuse one of the
cruellest things ever heard of.”

‘I do not excuse itat all,” said he, simply.
It was very bad—very cruel. But perhaps
the Macleods were not so much worse than
others. It was not a Macleod at all, it was
a Gordon—and she a woman, too—that
killed the chief of the Mackintoshes after she
had received him asafriend. ¢ Put your head
down on the table,’ said she to the chief, ‘in
token of your submission to the Earl of
Huntly.” And no sooner had he bowed his
neck, than she whipped out a knife and cut
his head off. That was a Gordon; not a
Macleod. And I do not think the Macleods
were so much worse than their neighbours,
after all.” ‘

Oh, how can you say that?” exclaimed
his persecutor. “Who was ever guilty of
such an act of treachery as setting fire to the
barn at Dunvegan? Macdonald and his men
get driven on to Skyeby the bad weather; they
beg for shelter from their old enemy; Macleod
professes to be very great friends with them,
and Macdonald is to sleep in the castle,
while his men have a barn prepared for them.
You know very well, Sir Keith, that if Mac-
donald had remained that night in Dunvegan
Castle he would have been murdered ; and
if the Macleod girl had not given a word of
warning to her sweetheart the men in the
barn would have been burnt to death. I
think if I were a Macdonald I should be proud
of that scene—the Macdonalds marching
down to their boats with their pipes playing,
while the barn was all in a blaze, fired by
their treacherous enemies. Oh, Sir Keith, I
hope there are no Macleods of that sort alive
now!”

“There are not, Mrs. Ross,” said he
gravely. “ They were all killed by the Mac-
donalds, I suppose.”
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%] do believe,” said she, “that it was a
Macleod who built a stone tower on a
lonely island, and imprisoned his wife
there ”——

¢ Miss White,” the young man said,
modestly, “will not you help me? Am I
to be made responsible for all the evil doings
of my ancestors ? ”

¢ 1t is really not fair, Mrs. Ross,” said she;
and the sound of this voice pleading for him
went to his heart : it was not as the voice of
other women.

“I only meant to punish you,” said Mrs,
Ross, “for having traversed the indictment
—I don’t know whether that is the proper
phrase, or what it means, but it sounds well.
You first acknowledged that the Macleods
were by far the most savage of the people
living up there, and then you tried to make
out that the poor creatures whom they
harried were as cruel as themselves.”

“ What is cruel now was not cruel then,”
he said ; “it was a way of fighting ; it was
what is called an ambush now—enticing your
enemy, and then taking him at a disadvantage.
And if you did not do that to him he would
do it to you. And when a man is mad with
anger or revenge, what does he care for any-
thing? ”

h“ I thought we were all sheep now ?” said
she.

“Do you know the story of the man who
was flogged by Maclean of Lochbuy—that is,
in Mull,” said he, not heeding her remark.
“You do not know that old story ?”

They did not; and he proceeded to tell
it, in a grave and simple fashion which was
sufficiently impressive. For he was talking
to these two friends now in the most unem-
barrassed way ; and he had, besides, the chief
gift of aborn narrator—an utter forgetfulness
of himself. His eyes rested quite naturally
on their eyes as he told his tale. But first of
all, he spoke of the exceeding loyalty of the
Highland folk to the head of their clan.
Did they know that other story of how
Maclean of Duart tried to capture the young
heir of the house of Lochbuy, and how the
boy was rescued and carried away by his
nurse? And when, arrived at man’s estate,
he returned to revenge himself on those who
had betrayed him, among them was the
husband of the nurse. The young chief
would have spared the life of this man, for
the old woman’s sake. ¢ Zef the tail go with
the hide” said she, and he was slain with the
rest. And then the narrator went on to the
story; of the flogging. He told them how

Maclean of Lochbuy was out after the deer

one day; and his wife, with her child, had
come out to see the shooting, They were
driving the deer ; and at a particular pass a
man was stationed so that, should the deer
come that way, he should turn them back.
The deer came to this pass; the man failed
to turn them ; the chief was mad with rage.
He gave orders that the man’s back should
be bared, and that he should be flogged
before all the people.

“Very well,” continued Macleod. 1t
was done. But it is not safe to do any-
thing like that to a Highlander; at least it
was not safe to do anything like that to a
Highlander in those days; for, as I told
you, Mrs. Ross, we are all like sheep now.
Then they went after the deer again ; but at
one moment the man that had been flogged
seized Maclean’s child from the nurse, and
ran with it across the mountain-side, till he
reached a place overhanging the sea. And
he held out the child over the sea; and it
was no use that Maclean begged on his
knees for forgiveness. Even the passion of
loyalty was lost now in the fierceness of
revenge. This was what the man said—that
unless Maclean had his back bared there and
then before all the people, and flogged as
he had been flogged, then the child should
be dashed into the sea below. There was
nothing to be done but that—no prayers,
no offers, no appeals from the mother were
of any use. And so it was that Maclean of
Lochbuy was flogged there, before his own
people; and his enemy: above looking on.
And then? When it was over, the man
called aloud, ‘Revenged! Revenged!’ and
sprang into the air with the child along
with him ; and neither of them was ever
seen again after they had sunk into the sea.
It is an old story.”

An old story, doubtless, and often told;
but it§ effect on this girl sitting beside him
was strange, Her clasped hands trembled ;
her eyes were glazed and fascinated as if by
some spell. Mrs, Ross, noticing this extreme
tension of feeling, and fearing it, hastily rose.

“ Come, Gertrude,” she said, taking the girl
by the hand, “we shall be frightened to
death by these stories. Come and sing us a
song—a French song, all about tears, and
fountains, and bits of ribbon—or we shall
be seeing the ghosts of murdered Highlanders
coming in here in the daytime.”

Macleod, not knowing what he had done,
but conscious that something had occurred,
followed them into the drawing-room, and
retired into a sofa while Miss White sat down
to the open piano. He hoped he had not
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offended her. He would not frighten her
again with any ghastly stories from the wild
northern seas.

And what was this French song that she
was about to sing? The pale slender fingers
were wandering over the keys; and there
was a sound—faint and clear and musical
—as of the rippling of distant summer seas.
And sometimes the sounds came nearer;
and now he fancied he recognised some old
familiar strain ; and he thought of his cousin
Janet somehow ; and of summer days down
by the blue waters of the Atlantic. A
French song? Surely if this air, that seemed
to come nearer and nearer, was blown from
any earthly land, it had come from the
valleys of Lochiel and Ardgour and from
the still shores of Arisaig and Moidart?
Oh, yes; it was a very pretty French song
that she had chosen to please Mrs. Ross
with,

“ A wee bird came to our ha’ door,”
—this was what she sang; and though, to
tell the truth, she had not much of a voice,
it was exquisitely trained, and she sang with
a tenderness and expression such as he, at
least, had never heard before—

“ He warbled sweet and clearly;
An’ aye the o’crcome o’ his san
‘Was ‘ Wae’s me for Prince Charlie!’

Oh! when I heard the bonnie, bonnie bird,
The tears cam’ drappin rarely ;
I took my bonnet off my head,'
For well I lo’ed Prince Charlie”
It could not have entered into his imagina-
tion to believe that such pathos could exist
apart from the actual sorrow of the world.
The instrument before her seemed to speak ;
and the low, joint cry was one of infinite
grief and longing and love.
“ Quoth I, ‘ My bird, my bonnie, bonnic bird,
Is that a sang ye borrow ?

Are these some words ye’ve learnt by heart
Or a lilt o’ dool an’ sorrow 2’

¢Oh, no, no, no I’ the wee bird sang,
" Pve flown sin” mornin’ carly ;
But sic a day o’ wind and rain—
h, waes me for Prince Charlic!?”
Mrs. Ross glanced archly at him when she
discovered what sort of French song it was
that Miss White had chosen; but he paid
no heed. His only thought was—¢ 7f only
the mother and Janet could hear this strange
singing I'”
When she had ended, Mrs. Ross came over
to him and said—
“That is a great compliment to you.”
And he answered, simply—
“I have never heard any singing like
that.”
Then young Mr. Ogilvie—whose existence,

by the way, he had entirely and most un-
gratefully forgotten—came up to the piano;
and began to talk in a very pleasant and
amusing fashion to Miss White. She was
turning over the leaves of the book before
her; and Macleod grew angry with this idle
interference. Why should this lily-fingered
jackanapes—whom a man could wind round
a reel and throw out of window—disturb the
rapt devotion of this beautiful Saint Cecilia?

She struck a firmer chord; the bystanders
withdrew a bit ; and of a sudden it seemed
to him that all the spirit of all the clans was
ringing in the proud fervour of this fragile
girl’s voice. Whence had she got this fierce
Jacobite passion that thrilled him to the very
finger-tips ?

« P11 to Lochiel, and Appin, and kneel to them, '
Down by Lord Murray and Roy of Kildarlie:

Brave Mackintosh, he shall fly to the ficld wi’ them ;
These are the lads I can trust wi’ my Charlie!”
Could any man fail to answer? Could any
man die otherwise than gladly if he died with
such an appeal ringing in his ears? Macleod
did not know there was scarcely any more
volume in this girl’s voice now than when she
was singing the plaintive wail that preceded
it: it seemed to him that there was the
strength of the tread of armies in it; and a

challenge that could rouse a nation.
“ Down through the Lowlands, down wi’ the Whigamore !

Loyal true Highlanders, down wi’ them rarely |

Ronald and Donald, drive on wi’ the broad claymore

Over the necks of the foes of Prince Charlie [

Follow thee! Follow thece!l Wha wadna follow thee,

King o’ the llighland hearts, bonnie Prince Charlie!”
She shut the book, with a light laugh, and left
the piano. She came over to where Macleod
sat. When he saw that she meant to speak
to him, he rose, and stood before her.

“I must ask your pardon,” said she,
smiling,  for singing two Scotch songs; for
I know the pronunciation is very difficult.”

He answered with no idle compliment—

“If Tzarlach ban gg, as they used to call him,
were alive now,” said he—and indeed there
was never any Stuart of them all, not even the
Fair Young Charles himself, who looked more
handsome than this same Macleod of Dare
who now stood before her—* you would get
him more men to follow him than any flag or
standard he ever raised.”

She cast her eyes down.

Mrs. Ross’s guests began to leave,

“ Gertrude,” said she, *“ will you drive with
me for half an hour?—the carriage is at
the door. And I know the gentlemen want
to have a cigar in the shade of Kensington .
Gardens : they might come back and have a
cup of tea with us.”
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But Miss White had some engagement ; she
and her father left together; and the young
men followed them almost directly—Mrs.
Ross saying that she would be most pleased
to see Sir Keith Macleod any Tuesday or
‘Thursday afternoon he happened to be pass-
ing, as she was always at home on these
days.

¢TI don’t think we can do better than take
her advice about the cigar,” said young Ogil-
vie, as they crossed to Kensington Gardens.
¢ What do you think of her?”

“ Of Mrs. Ross?”

{1 Yes."

¢ Oh, I think she is a very pleasant woman.”

“Yes, but——" said Mr. Ogilvie, ¢ how
did she strike you? Do you think she is as
fascinating as some men think her?”

“I don’t know what men think about
her,” said Macleod. It never occurred to
me to ask whether a married woman was
fascinating or not. I thought she was a
friendly woman—talkative, amusing, clever
enough.”

They lit their cigars in the cool shadow of
the great elms:, who does not know how
beautiful Kensington Gardens are in June?
And yet Macleod did not seem disposed to
be garrulous about these new experiences of
his ; he was absorbed, and mostly silent.

“That is an extraordinary fancy she has
taken for Gertrude White,” Mr. Ogilvie re-
marked.

with sudden interest.
fond of odd folks. You didn’t speak to old

White P—his head is a sort of British Museum
of antiquities ; but he is of some use to these

“Oh, well, it is unusual, you know; but  she will.
she is a nice girl enough, and Mrs. Ross is | be at the Plccadllly Theatre. If you like, we

people—he is such a swell about old armour, °
and china, and such things. They say he | Macleod.

wants to be sent out to dig for Dido’s
funeral pyre at Carthage, and that he is
only waiting to get the trinkets made at
Birmingham.”

They walked on a bit in silence.

“T think you made a good impression on
Mis. Ross,” said Mr. Ogilvie, coolly. “ You'll
find her an uncommonly useful woman, if she
takes a fancy to you; for she knows every-
body and goes everywhere, though her own
house is too small to let her entertain pro-
perly. By the way, Macleod, I don’t think
you could have hit on a worse fellow than
I to take you about; for I am so little in
London that I have become a rank cut-
sider. But I'll tell you what I'll do for you
if you will go with me to-night to Lord Beau-
regard’s who is an old friend of mine. I will
ask him to introduce you to some people—
and his wife gives very good dances—and if
any Royal or Imperial swell comes to town
you'll be sure to run against him there. I
forget who it is they are receiving there to-
night ; but anyhow you'll meet two or three
of the fat duchesses whom Dizzy adores ; and
I shouldn’t wonder if that Irish girl were
there—the new beauty : Lady Beauregard is
very clever at picking people up.”

“Will Miss White be there?” Macleod
asked, apparently deeply engaged in probing
the end of his cigar.

His companion looked up in surprise : then
a new fancy seemed to occur to him ; and he

“Why extraordinary?” the other asked, ; smiled very slightly.

“ Well, no,” said he slowly, “I don’t think
In fact, I am almost sure she will

will give up Lady Beauregard, and after
dinner go to the Piccadilly Theatre instead.
How will that do ?”

“I think that will do very well,” said

DR BUCHANAN died in March, 1873,

after having been for more than forty
years in the forefront of those ecclesiastical
battles which have altered the face of Scot-
land. One cannot begin to write about such
a man without remembering the warning
Horace gave to his friend who was writing
the history of the civil wars of Rome :—

@ Ama

Nondum upmtxs uncta cruonbus
L] L L

Tractas et incedis per 1gne.l
buppo:i'm cineri doloso.”

ROBERT BUCHANAN, D.D.

If these wars are not raging so fiercely as
once, Christian love has not yet laid the
weapons away ; and even in walking warily
over these ashes there is risk of stirring fires
by no means extinct. Our difficulty is the
greater that the biography of Dr. Buchanan
recently issued is confessedly a polemical
work. Still, let us try to pick out from it,
and to glean from other sources, some mate-
rials for a picture of the distinguished man
who has passed away—a picture that should
be rather painted with the warm colours of
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the heart than etched with the steel, bright
enough but cold and very sharp, of recent
polemics.

Dr. Buchanan’s figure, so long familiar in
Glasgow and the Church courts of Scotland,
was a striking one—tall, erect, handsome,
elastic, with a face in which much dignity
did not hide the ready smile of good-will.
He was emphatically a Churchman, “a states-
man among divines ;” and it may be said of
him in that character, without offence to any
one, that his great judgment and tact, his
mastery of broad principles and minute
details, the manifest honesty and depth of
his convictions, giving uniform elevation to
his public conduct, and his remarkable
courtesy, set him high among the eccle-
siastics even of Scotland, a country rich in
such men. But he was something more than
a Churchman, and better. There have been
great ecclesiastics whom it is not very whole-
some to get too near—the man being found
to be something less than the ecclesiastic.
Dr. Buchanan was not of these: in his case
the Churchman was great, but the man was
greater,

There is no autobiography or like material
to give us insight into the first springs of his
high character and public usefulness. He
seems to leap on the arena about 1835, full-
grown and armed. But there were thirty-
two years of his life before that ; and if too
little is known of these years, still the little
we are able to glean is suggestive. The
home out of which he came was a model of
order and comfort, bright with Christian
cheerfulness, and distinguished for hospi-
tality. The circumstances of his father, a
farmer and brewer at St. Ninian’s, near
Stirling, were such that he was not pinched
in his school and college course; and to
both parents he owed what money cannot
buy. The father is described to us by a
survivor who knew him well as ‘‘a man of
superior intelligence and Christian principle,
a thorough gentleman, and possessed of ex-
tensive information.” His mother was a
person of very devoted piety, and had set her
heart on it that one of her eight sons should
study for the ministry ; but to her great dis-
appointment the four oldest chose mercantile
pursuits. She prayed over the matter often
and fervently; and at length her sixth son,
Robert, early distinguished by his superior
scholarship, was induced to go to.the uni-
versity. After a year or two of study, Robert
began to shrink from the serious responsi-
bility of the minister’s office, and was dis-
posed to become a lawyer. His mother,

however, reasoned with him and prayed for
him, and the desire of her heart was granted
at last. When his parents removed to
Glasgow in 1837, their son was already a
man of mark in the Church and in the city.
It is good for us to discover this, and to
think of that good old lady’s prayers and
counsels in the light of the Home in which
so many mothers, since Monica and before
her, have met their sons, where there are no
differences causing pain, where the imperish-
able fruits of a good conscience and a pure
?eart multiply in the sun of the Saviour’s
ace.

In January, 1827, Mr. Buchanan entered
on the charge of Gargunnock, a parish in
Stirlingshire. Three years later he was
removed to Salton, in Midlothian. In 1833
he became minister of the Tron parish in
Glasgow, and remained a minister in that
city for forty-two years. He was somewhat
of an athlete, and there is a tradition of his
once swimming the Forth at Gargunnock to
bring over a boat from the farther side—a
tradition which those can well believe who
have read his ¢ Clerical Furlough,” or who
have seen him, when over sixty-five years of
age, erect and bright in his place as teller at
the close of an Assembly debate long after
midnight, when younger men were limp and
yawning. This vigorous habit of body, pre-
served by temperance and plenty of exercise,
was of no small account to the end of life.
He was an early riser, too, getting through a
large amount of work before breakfast. At
Salton he enjoyed a special opportunity.
One of his predecessors in that parish was
no less a person than Bishop Burnet, who
bequeathed his library for the use of the
minister and five pounds a year to add to
the stock ; and to the eager use he made of
this opportunity may be traced both the
wide general scholarship and the thorough
acquaintance with Church history which
stood the Buchanan of later days in so good
stead. His remarkable faculty of storing all
his information, however minute, in order
ready for instant use on any occasion, began
thus early to attract the notice of his friends.
At the same time he was as busy outside his
study as in it : he visited assiduously, organ-
ized parish machinery, and set up Sunday
schools, taught by himself. So that the man
who went to Glasgow in 1833, having then
just entered on his thirty-second year, went
with a head well furnished, with habits of
hard working formed, and with a character
fairly earned both for ability and earnest-
ness.
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The minister of the Tron at once took '

that place which he held with always increas-
ing honour for so many years as a public-
spirited citizen, unwearied in seeking the
highest good of the people, both rich and
poor. One of his earliest appearances on the
platform was in speaking to the following
motion :—

¢¢ That the population of Scotland has, within the
last century, more than doubled in amount, while the
national l:gigious and ecclesiastical establishment has
been allowed to remain nearly stationary;” and
¢¢ that the fact, which does not admit of contra-
| diction, that in this city and suburbs alone there are

happen to know, in the hearts of some now
far away from Glasgow, by the fact that, after
returning late from a fatiguing day’s work
in Edinburgh just before the disruption, he
would not go home till he had visited one of
his elders on his death-bed. An interesting
example, too, of how his tact and his zeal
went hand in hand, is still remembered by
some who were then working with him. A
meeting was held with a view to increasing
Sunday schools in the Tron parish, at which
it was proposed to enlist the aid of ladies.
To this proposal noisy objection was begin-
ning to be made, when Dr. Buchanan adroitly
—2

not fewer than 40,000 persons, of an age to attend
public worship, who are living in entire estrangement
from the Gospel, in a state of practical heathenism,
painfully demonstrates the danger of leaving entirely
to private benevolence to supply the poor and work-
ing classes with moral and religious instruction.”

The ten years’ conflict, of which he has
written the history, was at this time begin-
ning, and he was in the thick of it all
through ; but, notwithstanding all the de-
mands made by it on brain and nerve, he
did not allow himself to be diverted from
his chief work—the spiritual care of his
parish. His memory is kept fresh, as we

got the discussion turned into another chan-
nel, and next Sabbath settled the question
by a sermon on ‘ Pheebe our sister.”

The splendid enthusiasm with which,
fifteen years later, he carried forward to suc-
cess a large missionary work in the Wynds,
had its origin in the hold taken on his heart
thus early by the miserable condition of
thousands of his parishioners; and it is simply
true, as it is certainly instructive and pleasant,
to say that all the stern and manly fighting
before the distuption was but an episode
subordinate to the cherished purpose of his
life. Indeed, those things around which the
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struggle afterwards gathered were originally
things about which good men were heartily
agreed. The fight seemed to be, and really
was at first, against common enemies—
ignorance, vice, and irreligion—and Dr.
Buchanan threw himself heart and soul into
efforts to promote education and to relieve
the alarming spiritual destitution of the
masses The motto on the city arms, “ Let
Glasgow flourish by the preaching of the
word,” was always on his lips. His own
parish, a parallelogram clean cut out of the
heart of Glasgow, having the Clyde on the
south and the roaring tide of traffic on the
north, contained in its centre the narrowest
and vilest slums, called “wynds,” through
which a stranger would not care to walk with-
out the company of a policeman, but in which
the minister was always safe, as a known
friend. Often have we seen his stately
figure emerge from closes in the Saltmarket
and Trongate, rarely entered by the respect-
able portion of the population. ~While
doing fully the work needed for his large
congregation and performing yeoman’s ser-
vice in behalf of the new church he had done
so much to form, he was also making attempts
to work in these “ wynds ”; his heart was in
them, and whenever the conflict was over
he turned eagerly to hard resolute labour
there of a sort which those only undertake
who have large hearts and supreme con-
victions. So early as November of 1843 he
opened is first school in the Bridgegate ;
and there he worked steadily for seven years,
until he had succeeded in gathering around
the Lord’s table more than a hundred per-
sons, carefully examined by himself, to whom
the very name of the Saviour had been lately
unknown. Only then, when he had de-
monstrated the power of Christian influences
to raise up the most degraded, did he blow
the trumpet and call his fellow-citizens of
all denominations to a levy en masse against
the portentous spread of ignorance and vice ;
and in no other part of his career were his
great wisdom and the single-eyed nobility of
his character more conspicuous. If popular
applause, if the large interests of churchman-
ship, if the delights of literature, if even a
large measure of success in the ordinary
work of a Christian minister, could have
satisfied the ambition of his heart, Dr.
Buchanan had all these; but he chose to
toil on in patient and irksome attempts to
solve the problem whether education and the
Gospel could restore the lapsed masses of
a great city, and could impart to the worst
men and women that self-respect and that

hope of immortality which form the common
heritage of every Christian. And his reward
was in proportion to his self-denying toil.
In 1850 he began to speak, trumpet-tongued,
to his fellow-citizens about the great social
problem. The man whose most prominent
feature was calm dignity, took the public by
surprise with bursts of passionate enthusiasm
in ‘speeches and printed appeals. Large
funds were gathered; churches and schools
were planted in the most needy districts ;
and a quarter of a century ago the young
men of Glasgow University might find, as
more than one did find, impulses of the best
kind by going to the top of the High Street,
where Norman Macleod was filling the
Barony Church with audiences of working
men in their every-day moleskins, or down
into the heart of the ¢ wynds,” where a new
church and an eager congregation of publi-
cans and sinners proved the thoroughness of
Robert Buchanan’s philanthropy. The fol-
lowing words in his ¢ Second Appeal” reveal
to us the secret of what we have ventured to
call his splendid enthusiasm :—

«T did my best to sustain the shock of cold water
which, when I went forth to solicit subscriptions, was
discharged in pailfuls upon me, and to remove the
wet blankets which, one after another, were thrown
upon the scheme. At one time, indeed, I did feel so
chilled and disheartened that I would almost have
been tempted to abandon the enterprise in despair,
had it not been for a short sentence which I met with
in the Bible, and which struck on my ear with all the
force and solemnity of a message from God. I had
been thinking of that striking passage in the book of
Proverbs—* If thou forbear to deliver them that are
drawn unto death, and those that are ready to be
slain; if thou sayest, Behold, we knew it not;
doth not He that pondereth the heart consider it ?
and He that keepetg thy soul, doth not He know it ?
and shall not He render to every man according to
his works 7’ I had been thinking, I say, on these
pregnant words—words so terribly descriptive of the
condition, spiritually considered, of the sunken and
degraded masses of our city population, so suggestive
of the worthless excuses whicg men make for their own
selfish apathy in the midst of such evils, and so full
of warning and withering rebuke to those by whom
these hollow excuses are pleaded. Wishing to see
the connection in which the passage stands, I turned
up the place and found, immediately preceding it,
this pungent saying, ‘If thou faint in the day of
adversity, thy strength is small.’ Why should I, or
any one, expect that a work so great is, to be accom-
plished without a struggle ? Nothing really import-
ant to mankind was ever achicved save at the expense
both of trals and of toil. From that moment I
became blind to difficulties, and deaf to opposition.”

Going forward in this spirit, Dr. Buchanan
lived to see four large churches, with about
five thousand members in them, sprung from
the handful of corn sown in the “wynds.” The
remorseless plough of the railway has been
run over the site of the original church, and
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the population of the district has been
reduced to a fifth of what it was; but these
sheaves remain, feeding many, and shedding
multitudinous seed.

To show how this enthusiasm remained
fresh and strong to the last, we may quote a
sentence from a private letter, written in

October of 1871 :

¢¢ For myself, I have been ruminating over a move-
ment which has been gradually taking shape in my
mind, and in which I hope to break ground within a
few weeks. I want to set agoing a fresh work of
church extension in this rapidily growing city. A
many things have been done of late to arrest
attention on the moral and social evils which are
gathering ominously on the ground floor of society
around us. The time, as it seems to me, is favour-
able for making an effort to reach and remove at least
some of these. The French Commune, the Inter-
national League, the incessant conflicts between
capital and labour, are awakening anxieties in even
secular minds, while, on the other hand, the revela-
tions which are being daily made of the drunken and
degraded condition in which thousands are livin % and
dying, are filling Christian hearts with deeper long-
ings%or such a deliverance for those wretched victims
of vice and ignorance as the Gospel alone can bring.
For this work we shall want a great deal of money
and a great deal of self-denying labour ; and in order
to do this we shall have special need of times of
reviving from above.”

Many who knew the stately churchman
might think him the last person in the world
to be found in what is called a “revival”
meeting; yet no man took a more hearty and
wise interest in those remarkable spiritual
movements which from time to time sweep
over the face of our larger populations. I
have a lively recollection of an interview in
1860, for the purpose of giving him informa-
tion about such a movement in a part of the
country with which I happened to be con-
nected, and of the mingling of dexterity and
devoutness that appeared in his questions.
And in March of 1874, just a year before his
death, having occasion to write me about a
matter not of public interest, he thus referred
at the close of his letter to the religious
excitement pervading Glasgow at that time:
“Y really have not time to write anything
sufficiently detailed on the subject of the
great work of grace going on in this city.
It is very real, and is penetrating deep into
society, and taking hold of many in all
classes, high and low.”

In other ways besides this highest way his
zeal for the public good showed itself. It
deserves to be known that the idea of
Penny Savings Banks, as distinguished from
those in which. the lowest deposit was a
shilling, originated with Dr. Buchanan in
1850. He was a member of the University

Council and of the School Board, his services
in both being unusually full and acceptable
to men of all classes. The following highly
characteristic note from Norman Macleod,
written in 1864, with reference to a presenta-
tion of four thousand guineas, which Dr.
Buchanan had received, will indicate the
esteem in which he was held by the best of
those who differed from him on points of
ecclesiastical polity :—

¢ 'When I met you in the street on Monday, I was '
ignorant of the noble and generous gift which had
been presented to you, or I would certainly have
expressed my sympathy with you on such an occa-
sion. No man deserves better of your Church than
you. The old establishment made you, and others
of a like stamp; and it will bother either Free or
U. P. to produce anything better.”

Both friends, alas! have gone from us.
Their funerals were the most striking spec-
tacles of the kind Glasgow has witnessed in
the memory of the living, and thousands of
the same persons, poor as well as rich,
mourned at both.

Under Dr. Buchanan’s stately manner,
there beat a very true and warm heart. He
took deep personal interest in young men,
and put himself to much trouble to promote
their welfare, doing all in a most quiet, un-
obtrusive, kindly way. Friends found in
him a wise and trusty counsellor in every
matter of difficulty ; and he not only gave
them the benefit of his sagacity and experi-
ence, but helped them to the utmost of his
power with rare delicacy and genuine good
will. It is too early yet for much to be
known of what he was in the sacred circle of
home ; of how, without effort, he enlisted the
full sympathy of all about him there in his
public work ; of how passionately he was
loved and honoured in return for the strong
love he gave.

Deep, genuine, growing piety was the
mainspring of Dr. Buchanan’s life; and,
because it was genuine and grew, it brought
withit, as the years went on, intenser zeal
and widening sympathies. For ten out of
the last twelve years of his life, his energies
were bent towards promoting union among
the non-established Presbyterian Churches of
Scotland. We who heard him will not soon
forget the profound sadness with which,
when he had to announce that negotiations
for that end must be indefinitely suspended,
he said, “I have lived too long when I have
lived to see this day.”.

Dr. Buchanan was fond of the sea, and
enjoyed three or four yachting tours of con-
siderable length. When men were talking of
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his death, one sailor said to another, “ He
was a good and true man that, sir.” “But
what do you know about him?” was the
rejoinder. “ Well, I was on board the yacht
in which he spent his holidays one summer.
1t was often my watch on deck about the
time they were turning into their berths. I
could not help seeing sometimes what was
going on in Dr. Buchanan’s berth, as I stood
richt over his skylight. There was some-
thing in his praying that struck me. Come
what might, in fair weather or foul, he was
always the same then. His religion was a
reality. Ah! he was a true man that, sir:
no mistake.”

His last work was at Rome. He went to
do duty for three months in the Presbyterian
Church there, and had for his companion in
the work a venerable minister of the Church
of Scotland. It is refreshing to mark the
pleasure, often spoken of in his last letters,
which this fellowship between those whom
the storms of 1843 had divided gave to him
who was so near to heaven—pleasure doubt-
less shared by Dr. Monro. Storms have
their purposes to serve, and this generation
will have to encounter even more dangerous
storms than those which vexed the generation

just passing away ; but all the true servants
of Jesus Christ are glad to anticipate even
in this life the time of rest and calm.

At Rome he died, after a few days’ ail-
ment, mercifully spared any nearer appre-
hension of the end than his piety made
habitual, and praying to the last. He had
his wife and two daughters at his bedside
for their ordinary family worship the night
before ; prayed fervently for all his children
and grandchildren ; and, remembering that it
was a night when his congregation would be
gathered in Glasgow, prayed also for them
and for his colleague. When the sun came
into his chamber next morning, he was found
to have fallen calmly asleep.

It is affecting to discover, from the last
letter he wrote, that he was looking forward
to this year, 1877, when he would have com-
pleted his fiftieth year of service as a minister,
and contemplating retirement from public
work then. Broken threads! we cry ; but it
is only that they seem to us to be broken.
The “web of life” is never marred for those
who serve God with a single heart as Robert
Buchanan served him, however weak their
powers or short their days in comparison
with his.

ALEX. MACLEOD SYMINGTON.

GOD’S OFFER TO THE SOUL.

By A. W. THOROLD, D.D,,
¢ Ask what I shall give thee.””—1 Kines iii. 5.

A KING’S word to a king. Also a father’s

word to his child. Of course it might
have been the other way, and sometimes is,
reasonably and acceptably. Not a few hearts
this new year, penetrated to the very core with
an unspeakable sense of God’s faithfulness and
tenderness, are wondering what they have to
give Him, that He would care for; love
Him so gratefully and trustfully, that they
know, if He took them at their utmost word,
in asking of them their most cherished trea-
sure, He would make the joy of surrendering
it an ample reward. Butit is not so here.
It is God who asks and offers; man who
thinks and answers. Because He loves us
He offers to bless us; in proportion as we
value His love, shall we be at the pains to
reply. What shall we reply?

For what He was to Solomon He is to us;
and what He said to Solomon He says to us.
And the question is, Do we care, and do we
believe? Some care so little, and have God
so seldom in their thoughts, that He is felt
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in their daily life, and recognised in the plan
of it, less than the winter's sun at the region
of the Pole. Many who care, still do not
believe that there is much use in waiting upon
Him, just because they never do it. For
faith, like most things, comes by believing, as
love by loving, and thought by thinking ; and
to be possessed by a holy consciousness of
God, will not come to us merely through a
feeble wish to be near Him ; it is wrought in
us by the efforts of years. Pascal says some-
where, that the dignity of man is in thinking.
Let us test our dignity by the quality of our
thinking about the yearin front of us. There
are various ways of welcoming a new year.
Some not very lofty or reasonable. Ours
shall be this: we will meet God on our
knees.

What do we most want of God now? This is
a question which no doubt takes certain things
for granted, such as the existence of God,
and that He can be known and reached by
us, and that the chief quality of His character
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is fatherliness, and that in some way or
other (of course it is a mystery) His will is
moved by prayer. But when millions of
reasonable men and women have been finding
something to be good and true for them for
many years past, it is right for them reso-
lutely to persevere in it to the end; and
only when Christian people discover by ex-
perience that there is no use in prayer, are
they likely to be persuaded that it is folly.
And surely the first thing we may reason-
ably and becomingly ask of God for this new
(homely and even earthlyas it may sound)
1s Zemporal blessing, measured and chosen by
Him. When Jesus taught His disciples to
say, “ Give us this day our daily bread,” He
justified the practice, because He recognised
the principle, of asking for the things that
touch this life ; while the limitations which
He imposed are the Divine corrective of
worldliness. “What man is there of you,
whom if his son ask bread, will he give him
a stone?” When we ask God for bread,
because He has so made us that we want it,
and He becomes thereby directly responsible
for our wanting it, He will not give us a stone,
thereby making Himself worse than a human
parent, but He will enable us to procure it for
ourselves in the best way. Surely it is a dis-
honest as well as a mawkish spirituality that
holds prayer to be marred or stained by its
temporal elements ; and while it wrongs God
by its ignorance of Him, it robs man of his
rightful privilege of going with boldness to
the throne of grace in every time and with
every sort of need. Not, however, for the
world’s prizes, nor for sudden leaps of for-
tune, nor for the slippery heights of power,
nor for immunity from trouble, nor to be
spared from the blessed and healthfulnecessity
of exerting himself, will a good or wise man
ever care to ask, but for precious health,
without which duty is a weariness, life a
struggle, opportunity a disappointment ; and
for that seasonable and appropriate occupa-
tion, in which we may exercise our gifts,
win our standing, rear our children, enjoy
our friends, eat our bread, and leave a good
name behindus. “Your heavenly Fatherknow-
eth that ye have need of all these things ;”
and because He knows it He will not be
displeased at our asking Him. But we must
ask, and quietly leave the issue with Him,
careful only that no listlessness, or helpless-
ness, or rashness, or Dblundering of ours
hinder His purpose and baultk our worship.
Perhaps the second gift to ask from God is
the habit of a simple, manly, uncomplaining
grust in Him, which appreciates His pro-

mises, trusts His character, accepts His Pro-
vidence, and knows His love, Let us confess
that things do not always go, even with the
best Christians, as either they or their friends
could desire. Their door has sometimes to
open to the angel of death. Mildew spoils
their harvest, and disease smites their cattle ;
their wealth makes itself wings and flees
away; on sick beds they toss uneasily ; or,
with a heart dumb with sadness, they stand
by an open grave. Yet these men and
women prayed with all their hearts to One
who helped them to pray; heard and loved
them in their praying. Though their hearts
fainted within them, still they prayed on; for
not to pray would be to seem to lose God ;
and if they lose Him, they lose all.

Yet long before Christ came to make afflic-
tion the true prosperity of Hispeople, Job could
say, ‘ Though He slay me, yet will I trust in
Him ;” and the lesson to be learned by all of
us is this, that we are not to judge of God's
love to us, or purpose for us, by the outward
features of our life, so much as by His per-
sonal dealing with our spirits.  Our life is not
in circumstances, and our true greatness is to
show our independence of them, by using and
interpreting and mastering them as they come.
All things happen equally to all men alike ;
because God has a lesson to teach us of their
indifference before Him. What we call bad,
falls to the good ; what we call good, falls to
thebad. Philip Bliss, who has written hymns
that vibrate through the hearts of millions,
perished in a railway accident; the foul apostle
of Mormonism dies tranquilly in his bed.
But what comes out of them makes the real
difference between one man and another;
and the secret of the difference is the faith
or unbelief, the obedience or the rebellious-
ness, in which he encounters them. St. Paul’s }
prayer did not prevent St. Paul’s shipwreck ;
but the shipwreck gave him a grand oppor-
tunity for confessing God and edifying men ;
and all things work together for good, to those
who, loving God, meet Him in them, and glorify
Him by them. Let us, therefore, go on into
the darkness of this opening year, knowing
that if He is for us, it matters not who is
against us ; and that manifold as may be the
changes, sad the partings, sharp the dis-
appointments, and painful the trials before
us, faith will give us peace, and hope noble-
ness, and love joy ; and God His own fulness,
and life our schooling for immortality, and
death our summons home. Shall we ask,
next, for a bright, calm, manly patience with
the small worries, the stupid blunders, tne
petulant fretfulnesses, the silly misrepresenta-
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tions, and even the bitter attacks which, to
many of us, will sour the sweetness of the
dawning year? Some of us will be plodding
wearily on a dusty and treeless road, with the
savage glare of the sun beating right down
on us; while others, just a little languid, will
be moving softly through hawthorn copses, to
the song of sleepy nightingales. Yet we need
not stop to ask whi¢h we like best, the only
question being, Which of them is ordered?
Still when these things do come, blistering us
(for gnat bites fester on men as well as on
children), and flushing the heart with a sense
of keen injustice, lét us refuse to complain,
let us be slow in our explanations to those
who might be incapable of understanding
them; let a dignified silence be our meek
protection ; to go on in our duty, the wisest
answer we can reply. He who permits them,
knows why He permits them ; we who suffer
them, may be sure that there is a discipline
behind them, if we meet and use them in the
right way. If they come for doing our duty,
they are truly honourable; if on account of
our not doing it, they may help it to be
done. Which is just what we want.

Then, may God give us ke kappy art of
avoiding mistakes ; for which there will always
be light enough, if we will but consent to
walk in it: suffering it to shine into us, as
well as to fall on us. Here some will ask,
and very reasonably, Is there then really any
royal, or, if you please, Divinc way of
avoiding mistakes, and insuring an absolute
wisdom in human affairs, and to be in-
sured by what you call walking in the
light? For if so, judging from past as
well as present experience, no one has ever
yet been able to discover it for himself or to
indicate it to his neighbours. The Light
of the World has been supremely alone,
both in His claim and in His success, among
all men, both before and after Him; the one
cry has been for the light; the one effort,
to see it ; the one struggle, to keep it ; the
one failure, never to get all that they desired.
Now let us be quite honest here, both as to
what we wish for, and cannot have; as to
what we ask, and ought to have ; as to what
we get, and the use we should make of it; as
to when we get it, and what brings it to us.
What we should all like is, never to make a
mistake; but God will never perform what
He has never promised. Our mistakes are
sometimes, in the end, the best thing that
could have happened to us. However they
turn out at last, they discipline character
and they compel dependence. A man who
has ceased to make mistakes, has probably

lost the courage to be useful; and there is
an ignoble prudence that deserves the con-
tempt of God. It is true, most assuredly,
that when we ask for wisdom, and ask pro-
perly, it must be given us, for God is faithful
who hath promised. But we do not always
either get or discern the gift immediately;
various channels, and divers agencies, and at
long intervals, may bring it. Vet God is be-
hind them all, working through and beneath
them. Suppose we lose the main road, and
for a while turn off by a bye-path—there may
be some flower to cull, or some landscape to
see, we should have missed otherwise—what
does it matter if we get back into the path
at last? Indeed, our greatest mercies are
often heralded by the gravest disasters. The
panic of an irreparable mistake almost
crushed us ; we saw no way of escape from a
blunder into which we seemed to have been
pushed in answer to fervent prayer. But
wait, and things will turn, and in the end
your fancied error may prove the wisest thing
you ever did in your life. A good conscience
as to motive, a childlike will as to purpose, a
devout heart as to affection, help to make the
light in which Christ walked with His Father,
in which He would have us walk with Him,
ever trying to do such things as please
Him. And while there is no escaping the
conclusion, that sometimes in this world
mistakes earn a worse punishment than
crimes, so impossible is it to escape the result
of them or to repair the hurt of them, when
the curtain rises that shuts out the secret of
the Divine government from our mortal
gaze, our mistakes may be seen to have been
our education for immortality.

So let us ask, ever ask for light, knowing
that it will be somehow given to us, sincerely
intending to walk in it, as and when it is
given. God has wisdom and counsel and
direction for all of us ; but that by itself is no
good to us—there must be readiness in us to
be guided by His eye. For any one the first
thing every morning to pray God to give him
a right judgment in all things, and then to go
about his business, never recollecting God,
nor controlling himself, nor resisting tempta-
tion, nor remembering that he has been made
his brother's keeper, is to mock God with in-
sincere petition, and to cheat himself with an
empty and hollow sound.

But we want something more thanlight,even
Jove. If wisdom is one of our needs, friend-
ship is another ; the wisdom and the friend-
ship of God. To have as the one hallowing
thought in our mind, “ Christ is my friend ;
how shall I keep and enjoy and deepen this
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friendship ?"—as the one ruling principle in
our conduct, “ Christ is my Master, and how
can I best please Him and serve Him here
below ? "—as the one supreme consolation in
our disappointments, “ Who shall separate
me from the love of Christ P—as the one final
hope of our being, when activities diminish and
vigour ebbs, and friends die and skies darken,
“Whom have I in heaven but Thee, and
there is none upon earth that I desire in
comparison of Thee.” Thisis the holy aim
of us all, it may also be the blessed experi-
ence of us sall ; since He who died for every
man offers Himself to every man; and still
He says, “ Behold, I stand at the door and
knock ; if any man hear my voice, and open
the door, I will come in to him, and will sup
with him, and he with Me.” What dignity,
what rest, what calmness, what power come
from the thought of the friendship of Christ !
There is, of course, a sense in which we must
deserve it, though the fact that we are per-
mitted and have been enabled to deserve it, is
a miracle of grace. “Ye are my friends,” said
Christ, ““if ye do whatsoever I command
you.” But to go into this new year with a
sense of possessing this friendship, and with
the faculty of enjoying it, and with the power
of returning it, this, which is certainly more
than angels can share with redeemed huma-
nity, is a prayer we may well put up to our
Incarnate Head.

Once more : out of our prayer to receive
and enjoy and return His friendship, another
will follow—#%at we may confess Him and
resemble Him, and be in some faint yet real
degree representative of Him to men, so that
when they see and hear us they may see and
hear Him. Be Christ fo us—this is sometimes
the bitter, but often the sincere demand, of
the world to the Church. And we can be
Christ to men only in two ways : by character,
and by truth. Character involves self-know-
ledge, and the victory over the faults which
such knowledge discloses, and then the irre-
sistible and unceasing influence which a
consistent life ever wins over mankind. Self-
knowledge is very rare, and feeble natures
shrink from it ; and as we grow older, instead
of widening, it diminishes, through a fatal
self-love,. which, like a quilt of eiderdown,
keeps off the bracing air of outside criticism,
and sends us to dream sweet dreams of our
own goodness, from which some rough day
we are very sternly roused. But the voice
of man is often the voice of God; and if
to our shock of pained surprise presently
succeeds the sorrow of a stirred conscience,
to know our faults shall be to hate them, and

‘comes by praying, and receiving by using;

to hate them shall be to fight them ; and to
fight them shall be to conquer them: and
the life with least sin has most power.

But with a dread of sin join a love of
truth—the truth which Jesus Himself claims
to be, and in which He lives and moves now
in the glory of the Father, and of which His
life and His person and His word are the
reflection to us.

All the truth, and not only our tiny portion
of it; the truth, even when held by a foe, for
a moment, out of logic with himself; the
truth, even when it hits us hard, and reveals
some big crack in our own system, and
compels us to reconsider what long ago we
had laid on an upper shelf, as if it was
settled for ever; the truth, as that which is
the real instrument for the regeneration of the
world. But the truth in love—not with hard
blows and roughnesses and clever efforts to
trip up those on the other side, and hurt
them in falling, thereby feeding in us the
perilous vanity of being the easy winners,
so much as with humility and tact and fair-
ness to disarm them of prejudice, and to meet
them on their own ground, when it is also
common ground, and to lead themon bya way
they know not, yet with a skill of grace they
cannot resist, into light you have and they
have not, given to you only to be shared with
them. None are so capable of usefulness as
those who know the truth ; none so ready for
it as those who feel responsible for a great
inheritance ; none so useful with it as those
who know how to answer every man with attic
salt and bright kindness ; none so fruitful out
of it as those who can love and wait, and
think and pray.

It was when Solomon had offered sacrifice
to God, that God came to Him with this
word, “ Ask what I shall give thee.” Prayer

and the more we get the more we are able-to
get, and if we use what we get, the breadth
and depth and height of the soul grow. To
be filled is one thing ; to have much to fill is
another. A child’s drinking cup, and the
depths of the Atlantic may both brim over;
but we know which holds most; and even
God cannot give more than we can take,
For, there is no exhausting the grace of
God, nor tiring of His willingness to bless.
What most grieves Him is to doubt Him.
He is able to give us all, “much more
than these.” However much our power of
prayer may increase, His power of giving
will keep up with it ; for the open mouths of
His children the storehouses of the Father |;
are ever filled to the door.
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often mistaken, for tiles of pottery, bits of
this stratum, baked in the mighty kilns of
the pre-adamite world. This stratum it is
which, when comminuted into fine red dust,
makes Mahableshwur such an expensive place
for the ladies. These various strata being
deposited, were thenceforward subjected to
the gentle violence of the air and water,
assisted by successive heat and cold ; a pro-
cess of denudation commenced, which is
still slowly proceeding (for nature, like
society, is gradually levelling) ; and streams
cut through the softer strata, undermined the
harder—cleaving their way, and letting down
“ by the run ” great blocks of indurated basalt
from. above ; which when ground to powder
by degrees, and mixed with other materials,
became the black cotton soil of the plains
below. Whenever any cause had hardened
a particular portion of the strata, that part
resisted the disintegrating process, an isolated
block of the upper stratum remained, which
required little from the hand of man to be-
come an almost inaccessible fortress. Thus
when man began to crawl and quarrel on the
surface of this fair earth, he found these
strange islands in a sea of hills, which gave
him security from his brother man, and from
the wild beasts of early times; he cut steps
up the scarps, climbed to their summits, and
was safe ; and it is highly probable, that ever
since the first dispersion of our race, these
forts have been places of the greatest impor-
tance to the security of the inhabitants.
Sometimes they rise amid the level plains
(e.g., Narrayenghur, eight miles from Jooneer,
which may be seen from Singhur), but more
frequently they run in chains like the series
of forts built by Sivaji, on the caps of a line
of hills running from Tataowra, near the
Salpee Ghaut, nearly to Panalla, by which
that part of the great valley of the Kistna is
defended ; or like that still more remarkable
line of forts which crown the range of moun-
tains dividing the Deccan from Khandeish
and the Gungatherra, or Vale of the Go-
davery, from that of the Taptee. These
hills, called the Chandor range, are from six
hundred to eleven hundred feet above the
plain ; rising again above which is a series of
abrupt precipices of from eighty to one hun-
dred feet high, so wonderfully scarped that
only the great number of them—more than
is necessary for the defence of the country—
prevents one, at first sight, from supposing
them the work of the chisel. Almost all are
supplied with good water on their summits,
and possess little more of fortification than
' a flight of steps cut on or through the solid

rock, and a number of intricate gateways.
This strange line of inaccessible and, if well
defended, impregnable forts, stand like giant
sentinels athwart the northern invader’s
path, and tell him what he will have to
meet with as he penetrates southwards to
the Ghautmatha of the Deccan. I shall
never forget the cup-d’es/ this giant chain
presented when I first saw it—it was at sun-
rise—and from the top of the very loftiest
peak in all Western India—a point seven
hundred feet higher than Shortrede’s Cairn
on the upper platform at Mahableshwur.
The name of this peak is Kulsubaee. During
the night before, I had mounted this king of
the Deccan hills, the ascent of which was
more than usually precipitous. At one place,
the only possible advance, where the scarp
had to be surmounted, was through the
branches of a sturdy little tree, which con-
veniently grew out of the cleft, and formed
a ticklish sort of staircase to walk up in the
middle of the night. When we reached the
foot of the knot of rocks which form the
highest bit of earth in the Deccan, a night-
wind so chilly struck us that my guides de-
clined the further ascent, and assured me
there was nothing whatever on the top,
which we, being so close under the rock,
could not see. Scrambling up, I found a
little temple dedicated to my Lady of Kulsu,
on the bit of platform, only a few yards in
circumference, at a height of 5,409'3 feet
above the sea-level. I knew the sunrise
would give me a fine prospect, and I was
not disappointed. Below, to the northward,
lay a ruck of hills, sinking into the great
plain of the Godavery—the great rocks
of Trimbuck, Unjinere, and Hursch, at its
source, distinctly observable. A shade of
green in the far plain showed where lay the
ancient and holy city of Nassick, over which
ran the Dheir and Ramsej forts on a lower
range of hills. Above and beyond that, the
Chandor range extended like a vast curtain
across the horizon—each of the forts, called
the Supta Sring, or Seven Horns, tipped
with sunlit gold : beginning at the nearest
to the Syhadri Ghauts ; Achla ; then Jumta;
Markundeh ; Rowleh-Jowleh; Dosumb, or
Dorass ; the celebrated Rajheir, and Irdrye,
successively lifting their peaks against the
morning sky; and beyond Chandor, which
lay in a hollow, just hidden from my view
by two forts projecting from the Kulsubaee
range, were the wellknown twin forts with
the curious name of * Unkye-Tunkye,” which
command the road between Nuggur and
Malligaum, and which were taken by our
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troops under Lieutenant-Colonel McDowall,
on the 3oth March, 1818.

On the Kulsubaee range itself was another
series of strongholds, beginning near the
Ghauts with Aurung-Koorung, Muddunghur,
Bitunghur, and the better-known forts of
Ounda-Putta, and Arr. To the south, the
eye ranged over dense jungles; and rising
from out of it, along the line of mountains,
were several more forts, chiefest of which is
the peerless Hurrichunderghur. Beyond, to
the south and west, lay the Konkun resting
on which, like a great stranded ark, lay the
fortress of Mowlee. Further to the south
the Matheran range was dimly visible, like
islands floating on a sea of wavelike hills.

But it is not necessary to go far from
Poona to see perhaps the most interesting
fort of the Deccan. Its bastions and scarp
may be observed on a clear day just rising
over the north-west spur of our own Poona
fort, “ Singhur;” and perhaps many persons
who look at it are unaware that it is a fort at
all. When I first visited it there was no one
but myself in Poona who had passed a night
within its venerable walls; yet it is within
an easy ride of Poona (only some twenty-five
miles), and on its farther slope, out of which
springs the source of the Neera River, is, I
am told, one of the finest tiger-jungles in
this country-side. It is the fort of Torna, or,
as Sivaji tried to rename it, Prutchundghur,
It does not belong to us, and the valley in
which it rises like a grand monarch is not
British territory. The Punt Sucheo of Bhore,
the last relic of the Brahmin sovereignty, is
still nominally its master.

Torna has been well called “the cradle of
Maharashtra,” and for this reason. In 1646,
Sivaji, being only then a well-born lad of
nineteen, formed the bold design of obtain-
ing possession of this lofty stronghold ; and
from thence casting off the yoke of the Great
Mogul, and resisting all the power of Delhi.
He did gain possession of the fort, and
thence dated his independence. There he
declared he dug up vast treasures, when
repairing the fortifications, said to have been
buried at a remote period, and revealed to
him in a vision, but more probably amassed
by himself and his friends Yessaji Kunk and
Tannaji Maloosee, in dacoitee expeditions
into the Konkun. With this he commenced
a life-long struggle with the crumbling Ma-
homedan Raj—a struggle with which, not-
withstanding the bloody treacheries which
stained it, it is impossible not to sympathize.

From long before his time this fort had
doubtless been the seat of rule over the sur-

rounding mawuls, or valleys. It is consider-
ably higher than Singhur, possesses a good
supply of water, and has sufficient area within
its walls for a garrison of three thousand
men.

The mountain on which this fort is built
sweeps majestically up from the valley of the
Kannind on its north to a towering summit,
where, hanging far above, its towers and
battlements may be descried from below.
The path, by a long and tedious spur, be-
comes narrower as it rises, till at last it
consists of steps merely, the size of the foot,
cut in the shelving rock—perfectly safe to
those whose nerves are not affected by a
precipice above and a gorge below. Passing
up some steep steps the main gate is entered
—a fine old piece of masonry in the Maho-
medan style. Inside is a kutcheri and um-
berkhana, several tanks, and many ruins.
Besides the Delhi gate, at which we entered
there is a Konkuni durwarza, or gate lead-
ing towards the Konkun, on the south-west
angle ; and, jutting out from the east face, at
a lower level, as may be seen from hence,
the Dzoondzermal, a long fortified point of
rock; and to the south another spur, also
fortified, on which stands the Boudla; and
the machi, or dependent village.

As the setting sun cast clearer shadows
the vast landscape visible from the summit
became more and more interesting. South-
ward, across the jungles, lay the great
deep wall of the Syhadri range, which here
forms an inlet, as it were, into the Deccan.
Beyond this, visible over the nine-mile level
back of the Raireshwar mountain, was
to be seen the yellow thatch of Mount
Malcolm at Mahableshwur; and beyond,
to the right, Mukramghur and Mpyput-
ghur, so well known to Mahableshwur
visitors. More to the westward, the great
mass of Raighur, the most regal of all the
forts, lifted its head above the edge of the
Deccan, from the scarp of which, and nearer,
rose the black pillar of Linganaghur. These
forts I had not then visited, and saw with
delight for the first time. Far away the sea
gleamed in the last rays of the sun, while the
surpassing interest of the panorama was com-
pleted by turning my glass to the northward,
where a tiny upright line of grey could just
be descried, which I well knew to be the
spire of our own St. Mary’s church. I never
remember a more peculiar sight than that I
saw the next morning, when daylight opened
upon a vast sheet of tossed and slowly moving
mist, rolling up from Konkun like an angry
sea, breaking into a thousand waves of
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cloud, then leaping slowly over the edge of
the mountain on to the Deccan, and rolling
down each valley at my feet like cold white
lava, each flake soon gilded, and then dis-
solved by the rising sun.

When Sivaji had gained Torna and set out
on his stormy and adventurous race for inde-
pendence, his eye soon lit upon a black
mass of the same height as Torna, three
miles to the eastward of it—the Mountain of
Morbudh. This, as his dangers thickened,
he scaled, and commenced to fortify with
unusual care, labour, and success. He
called it, proudly enough, Rajghur. It is
perhaps the most inaccessible fort in the
Deccan, and its construction gained for its
builder from Aurungzebe the bitter epithet
of “that mountain rat.” Few, indeed, now-
adays of our countrymen visit it, and of
these few, fewer still care to scale its bala-
kila, long Sivaji’s favourite hiding-place, and
a curiosity in its way. During the troubles of
1857 Mr. Rose went up, and threw over an
old gun or two that remained, and which
might have tempted some one to fix on this
wild crag, so full of historic associations, as
a haunt, from whence dislodgment, while
provisions lasted, was almost impossible.
When the lower forts are gained (they are
on three great spurs, at a level of about four
thousand three hundred feet, reached only
by goat-paths from the jungle), there rises
above them a perpendicular rock, crowned
with towers, several hundred feet higher, with
no semblance of an accessible slope at any
point. A path leads along the steep eastern.
side to a doorway, guarded by towers, and
here commences the most extraordinary
ascent one can imagine, and which I recom-
mend to the notice of the curious in such
matters. First a few steps towards the crack
or crevice in the black basalt, which runs up
the junction of the half-crystallized block. In
this niche—for it is scarcely more—is cut a
rock-ladder. There is at one place a little
assistance from a slight wooden bridge and
balustrade ; but at last, for a short way, this,
the only way by which the top was everreached,
becomes a climb of toes and fingers, clutch-
ing hold of little places not visible till the
hand naturally finds them in ascending ; the
scarp so steep, that, on looking down, one
could see a map of the valleys far below
stretched out between one’s knees. Then
come more steps, and at the top, at last,
appears a fine carved gateway of handsome
masonry, flanked by octagonal towers, and
communicating by a wall with other towers,
round the top of this strange triangular block

which constitutes the bala-kila of Sivaji.
This craggy loft, for fifteen years of constant,
and generally successful warfare, was the
principal residence of the Maharaja—i.e. from
1647 to 1663. His kucheri still stands, and
I slept in the teak-pillared hall, now very
indifferently thatched, where sharp justice
was administered by the great robber chief-
tain, and under which were buried vast
treasures, the sack of Surat and the plunder
of convoys. Here had been concealed gold
in bars, sycee from China, and dollars of all
coinages ; English money, too, from the
factories, Dutch, French, and Moorish ; khi-
luts, valuables, arms, ivory, and gems ; “gold
and barbaric pearls.”

Rajghur has been sometimes confounded
with Raieghur, a very different place, and
which merits some description, though
strictly speaking it is not a Deccan but a
Konkun fort. Its history is briefly this :—

When Sivaji began to rise into almost im-
perial power, Rajghur became too small for
his enormous retinue, and in 1662-63 he
selected a mountain called formerly Rairee,
situated on the edge of the Ghauts, not far
from Rajghur. This mountain is like a great
wedge split from the Deccan, and standing
off from it, leaving a deep gully a mile or
two across. On its flat summit—a mile and
a half in length, and half a mile broad, being
well supplied with water—the great offices
of state were erected ; and on the death of
his father, here Sivaji was crowned, from
hence he issued his coinage, and here he
died in 1680o. Raieghur was soon afterwards
taken by the Moguls. Sivaji's son’s wife
and her son Shao were captured in it. The
celebrated sword “ Bhowanee,” and that also
which Sivaji had taken from Afzool Khan,
were conveyed thence to Aurungzebe, who
long after restored them again to the heir of
his ancient foe. They are now in our pos-
session at Sattara., When I visited the neigh-
bourhood of Raiegurh and examined the fort,
besides many fine ruins, I only observed the
enclosure and temple of Mahadeo still stand-
ing, which rises near the tomb of the great
Mahratta; and as a religious, if no longer
a political standard, the bugwajunda (a
swallow-tailed pennant of a tawny colour),
Sivaji’s emblem as well as Mahadeo’s, still
waves above the seat of his rock-built
royalty. The fort has only one entrance,
and is everywhere else surrounded with a
precipice a thousand feet in almost perpen-
dicular descent, which renders any wall
or fortification superfluous. The gates and
offices were built by Abbaji Sonedeo, and
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all the pageantry of royal state was once
enacted on that now desolate rock !

Near it on the ghaut-edge is a very
curious fort. Itis called the Lingana, from
its resemblance to the obscene symbol of
Shiva worship. It was built in 1649—50 by
Sivaji, at the same time as Tola, Gossala,
and another Rairee in the Konkun, to
secure his hold upon the Konkun jaghires
or estates which he had then conquered. I
had often seen from a distance this singular
fort, which is a vast pillar of basalt on the
very edge of the mountain. So starting from
Poona one morning, I took luncheon on the
top of Surghur, and descending early in the
afternoon to meet my horse on the west side,
pursued a narrow path through the valley
and crossed the Pabek Khind, the peaks of
which may be seen from Poona, over the
near hills a little to the right of Torna. De-
scending on the other side into the bed of
the Valwand, I passed up the valley to the
westward, leaving Torna on my left, till I
arrived by sundown at the little village of
Geonda, prettily situated on the hillside.
The path being no longer passable for a
beast, I with some difficulty secured the
services of two stout Mahars as guides, and
set out for as wild and beautiful a midnight
walk as I ever took. The path lay along
the side of the mountain, and rose gradually
up its side till tall ferns began to mark
the altitude, and the air grew cooler as we
emerged at last on the summit, when I
found it was a narrow ridge more miles long
than are shown by the chart; and we wound
in and out, up and down, the crest of the
hill rising and falling like a wave, till nearing
the Konkun edge of the ghaut we struck
off the hill and entered a deep and shady
forest on its western declivity. At length,
after five hours’ hard walking, we reached a
little village embosomed in the trees, from
whence, across a wide and wooded chasm
of unseen depth, the black column of basalt
of the fort could be dimly seen not far off
in the moonlight. It appeared, however,
that near as it stood there was no way of
approaching it except by a bad footpath
down into the Konkun, and then passing
round to the other side of the fort. By
dawn next moming we were descending
the deep jungly chasm towards a rock-cut
path, called by courtesy the Asanallee Ghaut.

As daylight broke we were amid rushing
streams and sheer precipices of stupendous
depth and great beauty ; while hanging above
us, on the top of a black scarp, toppling
smooth and perpendicular, was the inacces-
sible haunt of robbers of which I was in
search. As we descended into the Konkun,
the great mountain of Raighur, close oppo-
site, darkened our path through a Konkun
forest to the little village of Banee, at the
foot of the Lingana. The patel, or head
man, had never been into the fort—no one
ever had since it had been dismantled!
However, pushing up the hill, after a fa-
tiguing tug we reach the base of the works,
passing the ruins of one or two chowdries by
the way. I then discovered that this fort
had never had even a rock ladder, and that
the only means of entrance within the walls
had been by a bamboo ladder, long since
destroyed, which was triced up and let down
at the pleasure of the inmates. If I under-
stood aright, there had also been, in remote
times, a bridge of some kind connecting the
basalt column with the Deccan, across the
deep chasm which lay between; but that,
too, had been broken away by some un-
romantic invader, with no sympathy for even
such interesting thieves as harboured in this
rude fort, which I could see into but could not
enter. Descending therefore again into the
Konkun, I had to reascend the Deccan by
another of Sivaji’s wild paths, called the Nish-
nee Ghaut, part of which consists of notches
cut in the trunk of an old tree placed nearly
upright against the rocks, where the upper
overhang the lower, like the mountains which
closed in the happy valley of Rasselas; and
the rest of the path consists of a rude sort
of steps from stornie to stone of a waterfall.
I recommend this two days’ expedition to
any young officer desirous of obtaining an
insight into the character of the country;
and if he will take a bamboo scaling-ladder
with him he may do what I could not then
do, and describe to us, with military pre-
cision, the details of the fortifications of
Linganaghur.

Note.—The sketch of the Rung Mahal, or Painted Palace
of Sivaji Maharajah, which forms the full-page drawing, is
made fiom the path leading uE to the only gateway into
the fortress. A deep gully or khud, stopJ)ed by a curtain of
masonry, sinks_between it and the wooded cﬁﬂ's on which
the ruins_stand, and far behind the level plains of the Kon-
kun may be seen stretching to the sea near Angria’s Kolaba.
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FOLK-LORE OF PALESTINE.
By Mrs. FINN.

DURING our long residence in the Holy

Land we became acquainted with some
of the tales and legends current among the
natives.

The following specimens give a good idea
of the style and subjects of these tales and
fables.

CULTIVATE PATIENCE.

A great Emir had a beautiful gazelle,
and a beautiful flower in a garden; but
having a hasty temper, and one day seeing
the gazelle nibbling off the aforesaid flower,
he drew his sword and cut off its head. Now
the gazelle was as dear to him as a little
daughter, and when she lay dead at his feet
he came to repentance for his rash act, and,
grieving greatly for her sad fate, he prayed
to the prophet to be entirely cured of his hot
temper, and that he might never again do
anything in haste. His prayer was granted.

Soon afterwards, being near a pool of water,
he saw a man drowning ; but the Emir, being
now of an extremely phlegmatic disposition,
was so slow, so deliberate in moving to help
him that the poor man lost his life.

Then he saw a person’s house in flames,
but was equally indisposed to move till it
was too late to extinguish the fire, and the
house was burned down.

“Woe is me!” said the Emir. “I was
better as I was before.” So he prayed to
have his old temper restored to him, but was
answered by the prophet, ¢ Patience is the
proper virtue to cultivate. In making too
much haste thou hast injured thyself; in
making too little thou hast injured others.
Cultivate, then, that patience which cometh
from the All-Merciful. With patience even
the quick tempered are able to do their duty
towards Alldh and to their neighbours. Pa-
tience is truly profitable for all things.”

He was then relieved of the cold, slow
temperament which had become so hateful
to him ; and, having his original nature re-
stored, he strove for that “ patience which
cometh from the All-Merciful,” according to
the saying—

““Toolet er-roohh min er Rabhhmén :
‘Wa'l ajaleh min esh Shaitin.”

““Patience cometh from the All Merciful :
Haste cometh from the Evil One.”

THE STUPID SLAVE.

In a certain city a man had a negro slave
so incorrigibly stupid that his master could
not teach him to understand his duties.

Whenever he was ordered to prepare the
table for dinner he would bring the iskemli
(the little stool inlaid with tortoiseshell and
mother-of-pearl used for the purpose), set the
tray (suneeyeh) upon it, and do no more.
For every single article wanted besides it was
necessary to tell him, one by one, what to
bring.

At length his master told him that when-
ever he should order him to bring any par-
ticular object, he was also to bring all that
belonged to it at the same time.

Soon after the master was taken ill and
sent the slave to fetch the doctor.

He went, but at the same time inquired of
people what are the things that belong to, or
are the accompaniments of, a doctor. They
told him there must be medicines and sur-
gical instruments, leeches and a barber for
bleeding, and irons for branding ; and, indeed,
that sometimes the accompaniments of a
doctor were a coffin, a bier, a tombstone, and
a blind sheikh to recite Korin over the grave,
and myrtle boughs to put on the top of the
grave,

So he procured all these, and then went
with the doctor to his master, followed by
the barber and the men bearing the leeches,
and the branding irons, and the charcoal
burner with red-hot coals, and the coffin, the
bier, the tombstone, the blind sheikh, and
the myrtle boughs. “ Behold, oh, my lord!
the doctor whom thou desiredst, and with
him all the suitable accompaniments, as thou
hast commanded me always to bring with
any object all that properly belongs to it.”

THE FOoX REVENGES HIMSELF ON THE
Hvy&ENA.

A fox had a spite against a hyena, and one
day he went near a village dunghill, and
picked up from it a large piece of paper
scribbled over with writing, which some per-
son regardless of piety* had cast out with the
refuse of his house. The fox carried this
paper in his mouth, and went about till he
found the hyzna.

The latter asked him, “What is that? and
where art thou going ?”

Said the fox, ““This is a firman granted to
me by our lord the Sultan—may Allih pro-

® Moslems will not allow paper with writing on it to be
trodden under foot or otherwise desccrated, lest tho Divine
name should happen to be upon it. LThey will therefore pick
up reverently even a small piece of paper that may have any
writing or print upon it.
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long his reign and make him victorious—and
it entitles me to go into any town on any
market-day, and take anything I please from
any shop that I see. And now I am going
to present it in all formality to Effendeena,
¢ourlord’ the Pasha, in E/%uds” (Jerusalem).

¢ QOh!” said the hyzna, “thou father of
Hassan ” (a popular name for the fox), “ wilt
thou not take me with thee ?”

He replied, “ The firman only mentions
myself, but I suppose I can make thee pass
as my servant.”

% Good !” said the hyzna, and they went
both together, conversing about the nice
/things they were to eat in town. Thus the
fox decoyed him towards the city till they
reached the Buka4 (a plain near Jerusalem, on
the south). Just as they came to the Kuss'r
el Mahhdood (the ruined tower) they saw,
as the fox had expected, a number of Bashi
Bozuk (irregular cavalry) going out to Beth-
lehem to collect the taxes. The Aga in com-
mand and his men set to racing after the two
animals. The fox, being extremely nimble,
ran in and out among the legs of the horses
and received no injury. The hyzna, being
less active, got some wounds, and called out
to the fox, ‘ Why dost thou not show them
the firman ?”

“ QOh,” said he, “ these stupid fellows can-
not read,* and they are under too great ex-
citement to listen to reason. Make the best
of thy way and escape.” So saying, the fox
darted off alone, leaving the less nimble
hyaena, who was soon killed. And thus the
fox got his revenge.

THE Fox TURNED DURWEESH.

Once upon a time the fox found that people
had become so thoroughly aware of his tricks
that he could get nothing to eat. Folk
took care of their poultry ; and as for the
partridges, they kept out of his way. So he
was near starving. Then said he to himself,
“There is nothing left for me but to turn
durweesh ” (saint).

So he went very early, before day-dawning,
into the village of Bait Jala (near Bethlehem),
and picked up here a bead, and there a bead,
at the doors of the turners’ shops, and when
he had got enough he strung them up into
a rosary, and hung them round his neck, and
trotted along the road towards El Khaleel
(Hebron ; literally, #ke friend, i.e. Abraham,
the friend of God). Now that he was fur-
nished with his rosary, he was going, like
other pious folk, to perform his devotions at

* Bashi Bozuk soldiers are proverbially stupid.

the grave of El Khaleel, upon whom be
peace. This was the first stage of the pil-
grimage to Mecca.

He was passing, just as the sun rose, near
to Bethlehem, and he saw a cock with
his hens and chickens about him while he
was scratching up a breakfast for them. The
fox gave him the saladm. The cock returned
it shyly. The fox told him he need no longer
be afraid of him, for he now saw that he had
hitherto led a very wicked life, and had re-
formed his ways, and was going to atone for
his sins by a pilgrimage to Mecca. So saying,
he pointed to the beads round his neck, and
invited the cock to join him in his pilgrimage,
for he too must have many sins to expiate.
The cock confessed that he had ; and, after
some hesitation, bade his family good-bye, and
joined him. They both went on together
towards Mecca. Presently, when they got
among the thickets, beyond Solomon’s Pools,
they saw a partridge running along. The
partridge, greatly astonished at seeing the
cock in such company, stopped to look at
them. On this the fox called to her, ¢ Be
not astonished, my little sister, Praise be to
the Merciful! My brother and I, the fakeer
(the humble one), are repentant of all our
past transgressions, and are now pilgrims on
on our way to Mecca, the honourable, which
may the Most High preserve. Be pleased to
join us, little sister; thou, too, must have
some sins to atone for, who is there who
has not ever done any wrong? Alas!” and
the fox smote upon his breast, “would that I
had no worse sins to atone for than thou,
little sister; but El Hamdu’ Lillah, I have
repented and fasted ; and now let us all go
together in peace.” The partridge admitted
that she, too, had cause for repentance, and
agreed to go to Mecca with the fox and the
cock. The three went on chatting very
pleasantly until they overtook a raven sitting
on a rock by the roadside. The fox politely
saluted the raven, wishing her a good-morning,
for it was yet early. “Seest thou, my sister,
the happiness of pleasant society with a good
conscience? By the aid of the Compassionate
we are on our way to El Khaleel, and thence
to Mecca, whither all the faithful who enjoy
the favour of the Almighty delight to repair,
and obtain forgiveness of their past transgres-
sions. Come, now, my sister, sit no longer
thus sad and lonely, but ease thy conscience
as we are doing ; though far be it from me to
say that thy sins are to be weighed in the
balance with mine. Yet, come, share in our
happiness, and let us all make the pilgrimage
together,”
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The raven thought that a pilgrimage to
Mecca would do her no harm. She said
little in reply to the fox, but she joined him
and his company. They got on very well for
some hours. The fox being a great traveller,
could tell the others many wonderful things
and many clever stories ; the cock and the
partridge asked questions, and the raven went
on quietly, listening to all and thinking. At
last the fox, looking at the shortness of their
shadows on the ground, said, *“ We must halt.
1t is noon, and I must say my prayers, as it
is the duty of every good hajji to do. Here
is a nice cave by the roadside. Do you all
step in there; it is cool and shady. You
may thus take rest and sleep, while I say my
prayers outside and guard you from harm.”

They followed his advice, for all had been
up before the sun; they had long ago had
their breakfast, and were quite ready for rest.
The fox then piled stones against the mouth
of the cave. He had as yet had no break-
fast, and it was so far true when he told his
companions that he was fasting. He said his
prayers, making all the prostrations very cor-
rectly at the mouth of the cave. His com-
panions watched admiringly for awhile from
between the chinks of the stones.

“ When did he learn it?” said the Cock.

As everybody knows, the cock is always too
much taken up with himself to notice what
other people are about.

“Do I know ?"” replied the partridge. “ But
e know that the fox always was the cleverest
of beasts. My mother has told me so many
a time.”

The raven. sat perched on a rock. She
listened and said nothing. They, however,
all soon fell asleep, being tired. At last,
the fox called to the cock to come and say
his prayers. The cock heard him at once,
and immediately came out.

The fox pounced upon him. “ Thou sin-
ner, thou must die! ‘Thou art not worthy to
go to Mecca.”

The poor cock cried, “ True, my lord, we
are all sinners, but are we not going to Mecca
to put away our sins?”

“Thou hypocrite ! Thou go to Mecca, and
thou dost not even obey the laws of the
Korin? Hast thou divorced thy wives?
Say, how many didst thou leave behind at
home? Did not I see them all around
thee?”

The poor cock was obliged to confess that
instead of the lawful number four, he had so
many wives that he had never so much as
counted them, and could not tell how many
there were.

“ And thou callest thyself a true believer.
Thou must die !” said the fox, taking him by
the throat. He had not even time to utter
one cry before he was dead; and the fox ate
him up.

He then called to the partridge to come
and say her prayers before proceeding on
the journey. She, being fast asleep, had
heard nothing of all this, and came. The
moment she appeared outside the cave he
seized her, and said, “ Know that thou art
too great a sinner to be allowed to accom-
pany such a durweesh as I to Mecca.”

“Oh, my lord! what have I done?” cried
the partridge.

“ Thou, hardened sinner that thou art,
didst thou never follow the farmer sowing his
wheat in the field, and pick up the grain he
had scattered ?”

“ True, oh mylord; but they were so few.”

“Silence! dost not thou know that this was
stealing—robbing a poor hard-working man of
the bread to put into his children’s mouths?
Thou thief, thou must die!” And he ate
her up.

There remained the raven, and the fox now
called to her to come and say her prayers,
opening a little passage for her to come out,
But the raven, instead of sleeping, had lately
been peeping through a chink between the
stones, and had seen what passed with the
partridge ; and missing the cock, she guessed
what had become of him. She cried out,
“ Oh, my lord, I confess that I am-too great
a sinner to live. [ am not worthy to speak
to one so holy as thou; far less to accom-
pany thee to Mecca. Iam ready to die, but
let me only look once more at the glorious
sun before I die. Let my lord just move a
little bit that I may behold the sun this last
time,” and as she spoke she stretched out her
neck as far as she could.

The fox moved aside a very little bit; the
raven rushed past him, and, flying away,
escaped.

She has been very much respected ever
since, for she alone of all these creatures
succeeded in outwitting the fox. But then
she spoke little, and she was observant.

o ——
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RELIGIOUS BELIEFS AND MODERN DIFFICULTIES:

HELPS TO

BUSY MEN.

I.—~THE UNITY OF THE CHARACTER OF CHRIST, AS IT IS DEPICTED BY THE EVANGELISTS,
A PROOF OF ITS HISTORICAL REALITY.

LARGE numbers of persons who are en-
gaged in the practlcal business of life
complain that the form in which Christian
evidences are usually placed before them is
a very complicated one, and that it requires
a considerable amount of special training
in particular studies for its due appreciation.
Consequently they are either compelled to
pin their faith on the dicta of experts in
these particular branches of study, or to go
without any rational conviction, exposed to
all the doubts which arise from the numerous
objections which abound in the popular
literature of the day. An illustration will
best explain my meaning. Most persons
who are in the habit of reading the current
literature of the day have heard that it is
strongly asserted by a number of learned
men that the Gospels, instead of being narra-
tives of facts, consist chiefly of a mass of
myths and legends, united with a few grains
of historic truth, which it is now very difficult
to separate from the ideal creations in which
they are incrusted. On a subject of such
profound importance they require to have the
means of forming an adequate judgment;
but when they have recourse to our ordinary
evidential treatises they refer them to a long
chain of historical proof, of the cogency of
which they feel themselves to be but very
imperfect judges. One portion of this con-
sists of a vast array of citations from the
fathers, extending over the whole of the
remaining literature of the three first cen-
turies, for the purpose of proving that these
fathers accepted our present Gospels as the
writings of the persons whose names they
bear, and by this means of carrying the date
of their publication to within forty years of
the termination of our Lord’s ministry. To
form an opinion of any value as to the
worth of this historical evidence requires a
special training in these studies. But the
difficulty is still further increased owing to
the citations of the fathers from the Gospels,
especially those made prior to the year a.p.
180, beingvery inexact, very few of them being
made in the spsissima verba of our Gospels.
The ordinary layman, therefore, finds great
difficulty in arriving at a definite conclusion
when he is told that these quotations may
have been made from other documents which
XIX—3

were not our Gospels, which are known to
have existed in the early Church; and that
the time was ample between A.p. 180, when
they are first cited by name, and the close of
our Lord’s ministry, for the whole ground of
the Church traditions to have been covered
with masses of myths and legends which
have obscured the true facts of our Lord’s
life. The educated layman therefore not
unnaturally requires an easier, more direct
and compendious method, whereby he may
be able to form a rational judgment on a
subject which involves the question, whether
his faith is founded on historical facts, or
has no other foundation than a set of baseless
fictions.

I fully admit the justice of this demand.
In fact, so deeply have I felt it, that a large
portion of what I have written on this sub-
ject has had forits express purpose to supply
this deficiency. I therefore intend in this
paper to draw attention to one special branch
of this kind of evidence, of which the entire
amount is large, and which will, I think, be
esteemed to be conclusive by that common
sense of mankind which must form the
ultimate court of appeal in all great questions
of truth. Fortunately the subject which I
am going to lay before you will not require
us to travel beyond the pages of the four
Gospels. I feel confident that, if you will
peruse them with the eyes of common sense,
you will find sufficient evidence for arriving
at the conclusion that in all their main out-
lines they rest on a firm historical foundation,
notwithstanding all the theories to the con-
trary of any number of men, however learned
they may be.

What, I ask, is the first thing which must
strike every reader of them? The answer
to this is plain, that whatever may have been
the sources from which these narratives have
been derived, or the nature of their contents,
they contain, in addition to their narrative
matter, a delineation of a character pre-
eminently great—that of Jesus Christ our
Lord. This is a fact too patent to admit of
denial, even by the most thorough-going un-
believer. There the character unquestion-
ably is, no less palpable than the sun in the
heavens when it clearly shines in the un-
clouded sky. But not only is this so, but
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the evangelists present us with four delinea-
tions of this character, each the work of a
differently constructed mind, and taken from
a different point of view.

This shows the great advantage we pos-
sess in having four Gospels instead of one;
for had there been one only we should have
had but a single delineation of this cha-
racter, but now we have four, each of which,
while taken from a different point of view,
presents us with a substantial unity of por-
traiture. The existence of this unity it will
be needless for me to prove, for I feel
assured that a careful perusal of the Gospels
will convince you that the four delineations
are portraitures of one and the same person,
the diversity which they present not in the
smallest degree interfering with its unity.
This diversity, however, is of the utmost im-
portance, because it proves that the unity
is not the result of servile copying, but of
an underlying reality. I must now point
out the bearing which this unity of de-
lineation has on the all-important question,
whether the contents of the Gospels con-
sist of a body of historic facts, or, according
to the theories propounded by unbelievers,
of bundles of myths and legends in which
may be found a few grains of historic truth,

For this purpose I ask you carefully to ob-
serve of what the great character which is
delineated in their pages consists; for ac-
cording to the confession of the most emi-
nent unbelievers, it is the greatest which has
ever been conceived by man. Of what,
then, is it composed? To this question
there can be only one possible answer, viz.,
that it is the combined result of all the facts
and discourses which make up our Gospels,
which by being placed in juxtaposition in
the pages of the evangelists, portray it in
vivid reality before the mental eye of the
reader. To him nothing can be clearer
than that it is not made up by any artificial
blending of the materials which compose the
Gospels, but that it is the simple result of
their having been placed together for pur-
poses wholly foreign to the delineation of
a character. I may even say that their
authors, as far as such a purpose was con-
cerned, have put them together at a kind of
haphazard ; yet out of materials so arranged
has emerged the great portraiture of Jesus
Christ our Lord—a portraiture so great and
imposing that in contemplating it such
sceptics as Mr. Mill feel a solemn awe
which masters their spirits, and which has
led him to express the strong opinion that
its forgery by the followers of Jesus was im-

possible, because it was elevated high above
the range of their intellectual and moral
vision. It has forced on him the convic-
tion that its great outlines must be histo-
rically real.  Such, likewise, must be the
conclusion of common sense ; for to this all
the phenomena before us point.

One more aspect of this character, as it
stands forth in the pages of the Gospels,
demands your careful consideration ; for it
proves that nothing was more remote from
the intentions of their authors than the con-
scious creation of it by a set of artificial
combinations. Most historians furnish us
with characters of their heroes, elaborately
depicted by their own pens; but the authors
of the Gospels have not made one single
attempt, great or small, to delineate the cha-
racter of their Master. They set before us
nothing but facts, and have scarcely a word
of praise to say for Him, and but compara-
tively few censures for His enemies ; yet it
is there in matchless perfection, impressed
on every portion of their contents, and has
exerted a greater influence on mankind than
all others united.

Further, the subject matter of which our
Gospels consist, is made up of two different
classes of occurrences which differ widely from
each other; the one being a narrative of
miraculous events, the other of discourses and
ordinary ones. These, however, are so in-
terwoven with one another that it is impos-
sible to separate them without making non-
sense of the remainder. Vet the attentive
reader cannot fail to observe, that the Jesus
of the miraculous narratives is precisely the
same as the Jesus of the ordinary ones. The
Jesus of the former displays the same marks.
of moral perfection as the Jesus of the latter.
Both bear the same moral impress, and un-
doubtedly have impressed on them the stamp-
of the same die.

Such are the facts on which our argument
will be founded. Happily they are so pal-
pably impressed on the pages of the Gospels
as ta render a formal proof of them un-
necessary, for the most ordinary reader can-
not fail to recognise their presence. The
question which I now propose to answer is,
Do they justify us in drawing any certain
conclusion as to the historical character of
the documents which contain this most re-
markable delineation?

The following position has all the self-
evidence of an axiom :—This portraiture of
Jesus must be either the delineation of an
historical reality, copied from the life; or
some kind of ideal creation, whether we call
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it myth, legend, the result of tendencies, or
a deliberate invention.

The assumption of the truth of the first of
these. alternatives affords a rational explana-
tion of the whole of these phenomena of
the Gospels to which I have drawn your
attention. If the discourses and the actions
which they attribute to Jesus are really
his, they would naturally form, when put
together in a simple narrative, such a_deline-
ation as that which we are now considering.
Thus Boswell's “Life of Johnson” gives us
a wonderfully vivid picture of the doctor’s
character. How is this effected? Not by
the biographer giving us an artificial delinea-
tion of the character of the subject of his
memoir, the creation of his own mind ; but
by setting before us an account of his actions
taken from the life, of his sayings copied
down shortly after their utterance, and of
letters written by his own pen. The whole
presents us with a kind of intuitive evidence
that all the great outlines of the character
of Dr. Johnson as exhibited in the pages of
Boswell are historically real. The man who
could affirm that the Johnson of Boswell is
not an historical reality, but either an ideal
creation of its author, or has resulted from
his putting together a number of myths and
legends, invented by a number of persons,
without any mutual concert, is not to be
reasoned with, but fit only to be consigned
to Bedlam. There is, however, this differ-
ence between the Johnson of Boswell and
the Jesus of the evangelists, which does not
in the smallest degree affect the point at
issue : that the latter is a delineation of a
character which possesses absolute moral
perfection, whereas the former, though pos-
sessing many virtues, is stained by no small
number of most serious defects. The
effect, however, is produced in precisely
the same way, by a simple narrative of the
words and actions of each in vivid historical
reality ; that of Boswell bearing far more
indications of the art of the practised writer
than that of the evangelists. Further, in the
one case the delineation is the work of a
single mind ; in the other we have four por-
traitures, which are the work of four inde-
pendent authors. Yet these latter bear the
impress of an unquestionable unity of cha-
racter in the midst of considerable diversity
of details, and of definite purpose on the
part of each author in the composition of
his memoir. By so much, therefore, is the
evidence the stronger that the portraiture
must be the truthful representation of the
words and actions of a living person.

But as the Gospels evidently exist, it is
incumbent on those who deny their historical
character to propound some theory which can
afford a rational account of their origin, on
the supposition that they consist chiefly of
bundles of myths, legends, and other ideal
creations. This duty unbelievers have by
no means endeavoured to evade. But it is
very important that I should draw your
attention to the fact that these theories have
been propounded simply for the purpose of
accounting for the origin of the miraculous
narratives which they contain—which all un-
believers are unanimous in pronouncing to be
fictions of some kind—and not for that of the
portraiture which is depicted in their pages.
Strange to say, it never seems to have occur-
red to the numerous learned men who have
treated this subject, that there was an import-
ant phenomenon in the Gospels for the origin
of which it was absolutely necessary to give a
rational account before any theory of their
fictitious origin can be accepted as true:
viz., the portraiture of the Divine Christ,
whose character each of the evangelists
sets before us in vivid reality, and the unity
which this fourfold portraiture presents; for
it is clear that any theory which is unable to
account for this, must perish under the
weight of its inherent absurdity. Vet this
the critics in question uniformly evade, and
quietly assume that the only thing necessary
to overthrow the historical character of the
Gospels is, to propound a theory which will
give a plausible account of the origin of their
miraculous narratives, on the assumption that
every miracle which is recorded in their
pages is a baseless fiction. Vet it is evident
that even if these theories afforded a
plausible account of the origin of the
miraculous stories (which they utterly fail to
do), they leave the vital point wholly un-
touched. This, briefly stated, is: How has
the portraiture of the Jesus of the evan-
gelists, forming as it does an harmonious
unity of conception, got into their pages, if
their contents consist of bundles of myths,
legends, and ideal creations? and secondly,
If each Gospel consists of materials of this
description, how has it come to pass that all
the four present us with a portraiture of the
same Jesus? These two questions urgently
require answers; for if no rational account
can be given of this phenomenon, it is evident
that the Jesus of the evangelists must be the
delineation of an historical reality.

The inadequacy of these theories to
account for the facts before us will be
rendered apparent by a brief statement of
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their general character. The work to which
unbelievers have set themselves would have
been, comparatively speaking, an easy one, if
it had been possible to assume that our four
Gospels were the production of a single
forger, or that their atthors had before them
the delineation of a Jesus who was the ideal
creation of a single mind, which could have
served as a model, and thus have enabled
them to have infused a unity of conception
into their materials. But this so utterly con-
tradicts all the facts and phenomena which
are conspicuous on their pages, that no
unbeliever in these modern days has been
found hardy enough to propound it as an
adequate solution of the problem with which
he has to grapple. If the miracles are
fictions, it is certain that their inventors must
have been numerous. Nor, again, has it
been possible to assume that the Gospels
have originated in a direct and palpable
fraud. One benefit has resulted from past
controversies, that from a position of this
kind unbelief has been finally and hopelessly
expelled. No one who has any literary
reputation to lose will now hazard it in
affirming this. The allegation that such was
their origin is confined to the regions of
ignorance.

These positions, then, being hopelessly un-
tenable, those taken by modern unbelief,
while they greatly vary in form, possess a
common principle which underlies them, and
may be briefly stated thus: The real historic
Jesus was a very great man ; but like other
great men, a prey to many of the supersti-
tions of the times. He may possibly have
mistaken himself for the Messiah of the Old
Testament predictions, but this is not certain.
At any rate, he collected a band of followers,
who believed in him under this character,
who possessed an unlimited amount of cre-
dulity and enthusiasm. These considered
that the Messiah ought to perform miracles ;
and whether Jesus professed to perform them
or not, they credited him with considerable
numbers; and then, in the height of their
enthusiasm and credulity, they mistook such
ideal creations for realities. His death for a
time put an end to their Messianic hopes ;
but they fancied that they saw him alive after
his crucifixion, and mistook a vision of their
own imagination for a resurrection. On
this as a basis they proceeded to reconstruct
the Church. Time rolled on, and one
enthusiastic and credulous disciple after
another took to inventing miracles which
they fondly attributed to Jesus; and suc-
ceeded in persuading themselves and others

that their master had actually performed
them. Thus the entire atmosphere of the
primitive Society of Christians became
charged with the supernatural, until the true
account of his life was gradually obscured
by a mass of legendary matter of this de-
scription. This process went on during the
whole of the first century of our era, and the
mass of fictitious narratives grew larger and
larger. These were handed down in the
Church in a form partly oral and partly
written. At length its requirements rendered
it absolutely necessary that these legendary
accounts of its Founder's life should be set
forth in a more complete and regular form.
Accordingly, it occurred to three “unknown
writers, somewhere between A.D. 9o and A.D.
120, out of such written documents as came
to their hands, and a mass of floating
legends, to compose our three first Gospels ;
the fourth being the work of a deliberate
forger, who, at a later period, personated one
of the original apostles of Jesus, and com-
posed a Gospel, which was little better than
a creation of his own imagination, for the
purpose of imparting to certain dogmatic
views of his own the authority of his
Master’s name.

Such, in general terms, but with great
variety of detail, is the theory which modemn
unbelief propounds as affording a rational
account of the origin of our Gospels, and as
the one alternative to their historical charac-
ter. Subordinate theories, such as that of
tendencies, which means that certain portions
of them have been fabricated to support the
views of different parties in the Church, have
been summoned in aid; but every theory
is compelled to assume that a large portion
of their contents are of mythic or legendary
origin. All other theories, therefore, as far
as the present argument is concerned, may
be safely disregarded.

We have seen that the assumption that the
Gospels are in the main truthful accounts of
actual occurrences is an adequate account of
the origin of the portraiture of our Lord which
they contain., But the theories which have
been propounded by the various schools of
unbelieving critics, as affording a rational ac-
count of their origin, ask us to accept as facts
a set of suppositions which are in the highest
degree contradictory to our reason. Accord-
ing to these views, this portraiture, the greatest
creation of the human mind, must have origi-
nated thus. Three unknown persons, between
A.D. goand A.D. 120, made a selection out of
the vast mass of legendary matters, which had
been gradually accumulating in the Church,
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during a period of from sixty to ninety years,
and out of this they composed our three first
Gospels. From such materials thus placed
in juxtaposition, by a process which we may
truly designate an act of spontaneous genera-
tion, has emerged the portraiture of the Divine
Chnist of the evangelists. If this is a true
account of its origin, it is not too much to
say, that the process of its formation involves
a miracle greater than any recorded in their
pages.

The mere statement of such a theory may
be said to be almost a sufficient exposure of
its fallacy. What does it ask us to believe?
That the greatest of characters which has
been conceived of by man, has originated in
the fortuitous placing together of a mass of
legendary matter which was gradually elabo-
rated by a large number of minds ; and this
without the remotest intention on the part of
those who made the selection of delineating
a character at all.

But this is far from being the end of the
absurdity in which, under the guise of reason,
we are invited to believe. Not one, but three
individuals, made selections out of a mass of
matter of this description, without any mutual
consultation, which each published in the form
of a Gospel. What has been the result? Out
of their fortuitous piecing together of a mass
of legends by three separate persons, have
emerged three delineations of a Divine Christ,
each contemplated from a somewhat different
point of view, but at the same time possess-
ing a perfect unity of delineation. Further,
so perfect is this unity, that it is palpable to
every reader, that the three Christs of the
three evangelists are portraitures of one and
the same Jesus. All this is simply incredible.
My reasoning is, I allow, based on two as-
sumptions which I have not proved. My
reason for omitting to do so is, that I think
that their truth must be self-evident to every
reader of the Gospels, who does not peruse
them for the purpose of cavilling at minor
details. ‘The first of these is, that each author
must have composed his Gospel, without any
conscious intention of delineating a character,
by an artificial arrangement of the materials
before him. The second is, that the Christ
of each Gospel involves an essential unity of
conception, in the midst of a considerable
diversity of delineation. A simple perusal of
their pages will produce a stronger convic-
tion of the truth of these two positions than
any amount of reasoning which could be
directed to this subject, for it is a matter, not
of reasoning, but of intuitive perception.

Such being the case, is it believable, I ask,

that the formation of such a portraiture can
have been effected by any fortuitous combi-
nations of legends which were invented by
considerable numbers of persons? It is quite
as easy to believe that a great ideal painting,
which consists of a large number of figures,
has been produced by the act of placing
together the works of a hundred different
artists on the same canvas. But this only
represents a small portion of the absurdity of
the supposition ; for the same feat must have
been accomplished, not by one artist only,
but by three, who by simply combining a
number of separate parts, have produced
finished delineations of one and the same,
Jesus. Inthis argument I have madeno use
of the fourth Gospel, because although in my
opinion the unity of the character which is
portrayed in it with that of the Synoptics is
unquestionable in all its great outlines, yet it
is not so apparent to the ordinary reader.
The three first Gospels are amply sufficient
for all the purposes of my argument.

From these considerations it follows, that
the theory which affirms that the materials out
of which the three first Gospels were com-
posed consisted of a mass of legendary matter,
which had been gradually accumulated in the
Christian Church during the first century of
our era, and that out of this has arisen the
portraiture of the Divine Christ, as it is im-
pressed on the pages of the e¢vangelists, by
a simple juxtaposition of a mass of matter
of this description, is unbelievable and in-
credible.

This being so, those who persist in main-
taining this theory must take refuge in one of
the following assumptions: either, that the
various legends which were current in the
apostolic Church at the time of the composi-
tion of the Gospels must have been all
stamped with the same impress of elevated
moral character as that of the various parts
which, by their combination, compose the
Jesus of the evangelists; or, that their
authors must have selected all the more
elevated legends, and, by the rejection of
those of a lower type, have consigned them
to oblivion.

In reply, I observe, that a high moral
ideal is incapable of coalescing with that
form of the legendary spirit which is continu-
ally inventing miracles and mistaking them
for realities. To render such a supposition
really possible, we must assume that the
credulity of those who are capable of falling
into such errors must be of the most extreme
description. Such a state of mind pre-
supposes a condition of extreme intellectual
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and moral weakness; and is only consis-
tent with the creation of miraculous stories
of a very low type. As a matter of fact
such legends invariably embody the low moral
ideal of those who invent them. To the truth
of this the whole range of legendary super-
naturalism, of which there is a vast quantity
in existence, bears abundant testimony.
Its miracles are invariably characterized by
extravagance. But we have no occasion
to draw conclusions from general principles
as to the character of the legends which
this spirit would invent when it exercised its
powers on such a subject as the evangelical
history. The apocryphal gospels furnish us
with a case in point. No one doubts their
legendary character. What, I ask, is their
moral aspect? Not only are the miracles
which they record unspeakably grotesque,
but the Jesus whom they delineate is nearly
as degraded as the Jesus of the evangelists
is elevated. These gospels do not attribute
to him a single elevated miracle ; nor do they
contain a narrative or a discourse which

+ is stamped with a high moral impress. Yet

two of these pieces date from the second
century, and doubtless represent the host of
miraculous stories which this spirit produced
when it displayed its activity on the history
of our Lord. The case stands thus. Whereas
our Gospels do not attribute to him a
degrading miracle, the apocryphal ones never
ascribe to Him one of an elevated character.
To enable us to appreciate the difference, it
is absolutely necessary to read these latter
carefully.* I am persuaded that no one can
do so without arriving at the conclusion that
the canonical ones belong to a wholly
different order of thought and feeling, and
that it is impossible that the spirit which
generated the one could have been the
parent of the other. The whole mass of
monkish legends likewise bears witness to the
truth for which I am contending.

But let us suppose, for the sake of argument,
that a number of elevated legends were float-
ing about in the primitive Christian societies
in company with a still larger number of
degraded ones. How, I ask, could these
writers, each deeply imbued with the spirit
of their times, have succeeded in selecting all
those of an elevated, and rejecting all those
of a contrary character? Itis clear that on
any principle of legendary invention, the
number of the latter must have been greatly

*® Any ordinary reader who desires to form an independent
opinion on this subject can easily do so, for all these gospels
now cxtant have recently been translated into English by
Mr. Cowper, and the volume can be procured at the price of
five shillings.

in excess of that of the former, because these
are the kind of stories which are in con-
formity with the popular taste. How, then.
has it come to pass that those in our Gospels
have succeeded in supplanting those of a
contrary description in a society thoroughly
imbued with the spirit in question? But
even if for a moment this be assumed to
have been possible, we are still confronted
by the fact that the supposition that three
writers could in this manner have constructed
three portraitures of the same Jesus, all
bearing the plainest indications of a unity
of conception, is to offer an affront to our
reason.

But let us assume, for the purpose of plac-
ing in a striking light the absurdities of this
theory, that the authors of the Gospels found
ready at their hands a mass of legendary
matter, bearing a high moral impress, and
out of this, by putting it together in the form
in which we read it in the Evangelists, have
succeeded in creating the portraiture of the
Divine Christ. To this supposition I reply,
that as, in conformity with the theory, the
inventors of the legends must have been
numerous (for this is a necessary consequence
of their gradual evolution), it was only
possible that they could have borne the same
elevated moral impress by their having been
framed in a common model. Such a model
must have originated in something. If it be
said that it was an ideal creation, this is only
to remove the difficulty one step farther back,
and leave the question how it originated
entirely unsolved, or in other words, it is an
evasion of the point at issue. Its only pos-
sible source therefore must have been the
historic Jesus, of whose actions and teaching
it was an accurate copy.

Such, very briefly stated, is the overwhelm-
ing force of the argument which the existence
of the portraiture of the Jesus of the evan-
gelists, its unity and perfection, furnish for the
historical character of our Gospels. I have
elsewhere elaborated it in detail in “The
Jesus of the Evangelists,” and also from a
different point of view, in the second, third,
and fourth of my Bampton Lectures; but
even in the concise form in which I have
here stated it the reader will be able to
appreciate its force and importance. The
particular advantage of this mode of putting
the argument is, that it does not require a
wide range of learning for its appreciation,
but only the exercise of common sense. All
the facts on which the argument is based
admit of an easy verification. The por-
traiture exists in the pages of the evangelists.
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How came it there? The only rational
answer which can be given to this question
is, that its presence is due to the fact that
.the narratives and discourses in the Gospels
are the true account of the actions and
teachings of an historical Jesus.

To one more point I would briefly draw
attention. While many eminent unbelievers
allow that the discourses in the Synoptic
Gospels are to a great degree the veritable
atterances of our Lord, they are unanimous
in affirming that the miraculous narratives
are legendary inventions. Of this opinion,
to cite no other, was the late Mr. J. S. Mill
He treats, with what may almost be desig-
nated scorn, the idea that the character of
Jesus can Have been the invention of his
followers, or of the early Christians. As he
Jjustly says, its entire moral conception was
absolutely above them. Vet he is of opinion
that they may have invented all the miracles
and superhuman incidents. How, I ask,
<can this have been possible? Not only
does this portion of the narrative form a pre-
ponderating portion of the Gospels, but it
largely contributes to the .formation. of the
portraiture. Yet every :
stamped with precisely thesam¢; moral im-
press as the ordinary narrfftive, ~ °
for yourselves. I feel persuaded that you
- will rise from its study with the firm’con-

rtion. of ‘it -is,|

Read it

viction that those portions of our Gospels
which involve the presence of the super-
human, show an equally high moral impress
—in some cases even a higher one than
those which involve merely ordinary events.
Not to multiply references, let me ask you
to read that portion of the twenty-fifth
chapter of St. Matthew which depicts our
Lord as seated on the throne of His glory.
Here high superhuman attributes are dis-
tinctly ascribed to our Lord; but if He
had none, this passage, and every similar
one, must have been the invention of His
followers, and have been falsely put into His
mouth. But there is no passage in the
Gospels which is stamped with a higher
moral impress. The observation is also true
of the miraculous narratives generally, that
there are indelibly impressed on them the
image and superscription of the Jesus of the
discourses. What follows from this? To
adopt the language of Mr. Mill, the miracu-
lous narratives are as much above the capa-
cities of the early followers of our Lord as
the remainder of His actions and teaching.
They, therefore, could not have invented
Ahem. This being so, it follows that both
portions of the (ospels are alike delineations
of an historical reality, and can have origin-
ated .ngither in myth, legend, nor any other
kind of-ideal creation. i

A SONG OF ARRAN.

O FOR the Arran breezes !
O for the sunny glow!
O for the glens and mountains |
Of just ten years ago.
I see it all in fancy,
As I lie with half-shut eyes,
And fairer still in dreamland,
‘When slumber o’er me lies,

‘Where are the happy voices
That gladden’d all the day,

Aund rose in songs at evening
From boats across the bay ?

‘Where is the fading splendour,
That linger’d, like a smile,

Upon the peaks of Goatfell,
And on the Holy Isle ?

Not in my heart is envy

That youth returns once more
In other forms and voices

Than those I loved of yore;
Yet all my heart is craving

For pleasures that are fled,
For voices of the distant,

And voices of the dead.

The mist comes down on Arran,
Rich in its purple dyes;
I see that mist no longer,
A mist is o’er my eyes
O for the Arran breezes!
O for the sunny glow !
O for the loves and friendships !
Of just ten years ago.
D. BROWN,
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could not take an active part in the execu-
tion. At his death, in 1873, complications
arose which had a retarding influence on
the progress of the work, and the contract
was annulled by mutual consent of the
parties, and transferred to Messrs. Hopkins,
Gilkes, and Company (Ld.) of Middlesbro’.
The writer of these lines acted as their
engineer and manager, as he had done for
Mr. de Bergue.

The bridge is now completed. On Sep-
tember 25th the directors and engineers had
the satisfaction of crossing it for the first
time in a train. Since then heavy ballast-
trains have been running over, and as soon
as the sidings and stations on both sides
are finished it is to be opened for regular
traffic, and an opportunity will be given to
the public to grumble at something else, viz.
that the bridge across the Forth is still want-
ing to complete the system. '

In addition to the local amnd- commercial
interest excited by the successful comple-
tion of the great work, it must be of great
importance in the history of engineering.
The thousands of visitors which it attracts
from all parts of the country and from
abroad afford evidence of the fact ‘that the
general public also take a deep interest in
the matter, and favour the notion that a
description of the bridge, and of the manner
in which it was built, without going too
deeply into technicalities, will be acceptable
to the readers of Goop WoRDs.

At the site of the bridge the Firth of Tay
is about two miles broad. On the south
side trap rocks rise abruptly to a height of
about fifty feet out of water ; on the Dundee
side they have a more gentle slope. In both
cases they very soon disappear towards the
centre of the river, and are only found at
depths which put it out of the question to
use them as a foundation for the various
piers.  Their place on the river bottom is
partly taken by clay and boulders, partly by
sand ; and under the latter, in depths of
about eighteen feet, a stratum of gravel is
found, which is quite capable of sustaining
the weight which is to be put upon it
There are in all eighty-five piers supporting
spans of varying lengths, and differing ac-
cording to the weight of the latter. Those
piers which stand on the solid rock are
entirely comstructed of brickwork set in
Portland cement, a substance which in its
ordinary state is a fine greenish-grey powder,
but when mixed with water it becomes hard
in the course of a few minutes, and after two
or three days attains a degree of strength

which ordinary lime mortar would not have
for years. It is therefore of very great im-
portance for all works which have to be
carried out under water, as it hardens even
better when immersed than when exposed
to the air. It plays a most conspicuous part
in the construction of the iers, the first
fourteen from the south side being entirely
built with it up to the very top, and all the
others up to five feet above high water,
where the ironwork begins. When mixed
with sand and gravel, or broken stone, in
certain proportions, it forms concrete which
takes the shape of any cavity into which it
is put, and in a few days becomes as hard as
stone. It largely enters into the construc-
tion of the lower parts of all the piers, and
has the advantage of being easily worked by
not particularly skilled workmen. Without
this, or some substance of similar properties,
the building of the Tay Bridge would in all
probability have been impossible.

The piers which are not founded upon
rock require, of course, an extended base to
carry the great weight with safety. The
former consist of two ‘cylinders of nine feet
six inches diameter, whilc those standing on
gravel, and’ supporting spans of the same
length, have the diameter of these two cylin-
ders enlarged to fifteen feet, and their top
weight is greatly reduced by substituting for
the heavy brickwork above high water, cast-
iron columns, fixed together by horizontal
and diagoenal transverse bracing.

Thirteen of the spans over that part of the
river which is generally used for navigation
are two hundred and forty-five feet long, and
the piers are so high that at the highest
water there are eighty-eight feet of clear water- |
way left—more than sufficient for the class
of vessels plying from Dundee to places
above bridge. The girders composing these
spans are placed so wide apart that the
trains can pass between them, the roadway
being fixed at the bottom of the girders. In
the other parts of the river this great height
is not required, and the piers have therefore
been kept much lower, the % of thc spans
in this part being level with the dotfom of
the large ones, and the rails being laid on
cross sleepers resting on top of the girders.
In this manner the roadway forms an un-
broken line, while there seems to be a step
in the girders—a circumstance which puzzles
many, till a walk on the structure has shown
them that the engines will not by any means
have to perform the wonderful acrobatic
feats which a view from a distance would lead
one to expect.
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On the.Dundee side the line has to pass
the town -underground, and the station is
another. “ laigh shop.” To reach it the line

must come down in time from its lofty posi--

tion, and an incline of one foot in every
seventy-three of length is therefore intro-
duced in the part north of the large spans.
The length of the spans on this part varies
from one hundred and sixty-two feet to sixty-
nine feét; and quite near the shore a large
span of one hundred and seventy feet is con-
structed, with a view of offering facilities for
a future extension of the esplanade, which
would necessitate the construction of a road-
way under this span. For the same purpose
it is built on the “ bow-and-string” principle,
and the rails kept at the bottom. Parallel
girders; like those of the large spans, might
of course have been used ; but what is no
disfigurement when carried out over a great
length would look very bad indeed if applied
to a single-span. . Now the curved top-boom
makes the transition ‘an ‘easy one. The last
six.spans on the Dundee side, so far as they
belong to the. Tay Bridge contract, are short
oues, being only twenty-seven feet long.
Three more of these, and a ‘bowstring” of
one hundred feet, complete the iron part of
the bridge, bringing the total length to ten
thousand six hundred and twelve feet, or
two miles and fifty feet.

On the south side the same reasons for
<constructing a strong incline did not exist.
As the land at the south shore is ali)out
seventy feet above high water, an easy slope
of oniyfoot inc::hree g};undred. and sixty-five
ws sufficient to bring .the line to }he re-
quired-level, The spans on -that side are
mostly of.one hundred and forty-five feet
and one hundred and thirty feet in length.
There are: only two of eighty-eight feet and
three-of sixty-seven feet near the shore.
To-complete the general description of the
bridge, it will only be necesSsary to mention
that, in order to join the land portions of the
ine, along -curve had to be - introduced on
e north side extending Over nearly a
Quarter of a-circle;-and -one of less length on
the south-side, giving the bridge in plan the
ppearance ofagigantic S. From the shore the
Curves, especially the one O the Dundee side,
appear-to be very sharp; put in reality t!ley
are not, both having a radius of twenty chains,
while on other lines -CUTveS of eight chains
are enf t-with. .

12:.(‘1‘“3 n(tg-ggk at the means which were
employed to construct this, the longest bridge
in the-world. -Quite in the be;gmmng Mr.
Austin_gnother of Mr. de Bergue’s managers,

laid down a principle which was of the
greatest bearing on the success of the work.
It was to dispense with the staging and scaf-
folding which are generally used in bridge
building. The piers and girders were to be
erected on shore, and floated out to their
destination. The consistency with which
this principle was carried out would distin-
guish this bridge from all other structures of
the same kind, even if its size and import-
ance were less remarkable. No matter of
what material the parts were constructed,
whether they were iron receptacles for con-
crete, huge lumps of brickwork weighing
above two hundred tons, or iron girders of
one hundred and ninety tons, they were all
finished on shore and floated to their desti-
nation. During the execution the details
had frequently to be modified to suit the
altered circumstances, but the principle was
adhered to as the only one which could pro-
duce good results in a tidal river subject to
such vicissitudes, and with a continually
shifting sandy bottom.

Previous to the execution of any permanent
work a great amount of preparation had, of
course, to be made. In addition to the erec-
tion of the usual offices, workshops, and stores
(to which in this case a kitchen, dining-room,
and dormitory for the men were added), a
large part of the foreshore on the Fife side
had been levelled and provided with a con-
ctete floor on which the piers could be built,
For the smaller piers the whole lower part
up to low water was built up there: an iron
shell with brickwork in it, leaving a hollow
in the centre.

As every six hours the tide left the level
floor there was no difficulty in this. At a
rising tide two barges were then brought
alongside the pier and fastened to it, so that
a further rise of the water must necessarily
lift it off its resting-place, and keep it sus-
pended between the barges, in which state it
was towed out to its destination and lowered
by means of specially constructed hydraulic
apparatus, till it stood on the river bed,
after which the connection between it and
the barges was severed, so that a rising tide
would clear the latter and leave the pier
standing on the river bottom. It had now to
be sunk to the rock, and for this purpose
the top was closed and air pumped in, which,
by exerting a pressure on the water inside,
would force it out below till the pier was
quite dry, so that workmen could descend in
it and excavate the material at the bottom.
This was sent up in buckets and discharged
into the river, special measures being taken
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to prevent the compressed air fron leaving
the cylinder during the passage of miterials
or men, as otherwise the water would have
entered from below. The pier would of
course sink by its own weight as the excava-
tion proceeded, and when the rock was
reached the working chamber at the bottom
and the central shaft were filled with con-
crete, making the mass a solid piece of brick-
work and concrete encased in iron and resting
on the rock.

For the large piers founded on gravel
a somewhat different process was adopted.
For these it became expedient, first, to con-
struct an artificial rock capable of carrying
the enormous weight of pier, superstructure,
and train. A cylinder of thirty-one feet
diameter of malleable iron plates was first
built on the level floor on the foreshore. As
far as it had to penetrate into the ground, it
was provided with a lining of brickwork.
This height was generally about twenty feet.
Above that point the cylinder consisted of
iron only. Its purpose was simply to extend
the pier to above the water-line, and thereby
to afford means to handle the mass, to pro-
tect the divers working in it during the sinking

against the strong current, and to give those

in charge of the work an opportunity of
judging of its position. This part was only
temporarily fixed to the lower or permanent
part, and could be taken off and used again
after having answered its purpose.

When completely erected on shore, the
structure had a height of forty to forty-four
feet and a diameter of thirty-one feet, and
resembled in appearance a huge gasholder.
Its weight was about two hundred tons.
Two large barges, one on each side, were
fastened to it, and as described for the
smaller piers, the rising tide would lift it off
its resting-place, and it could then be towed
out to its destination and lowered down on
the river bed. Our illustration shows one
of these foundations floating between the
barges and ready to be towed out.

It was a curious and interesting sight—this
ponderous mass handled with as much ease
and precision as if it were a small model
instead of a gigantic cylinder of seven hun-
dred square feet area, and more than twenty-
eight thousand cubic feet contents. Securely
fastened to the barges, it could weather the

strongest gales.

(70 be concluded in next part.)

NERO.
2 Studp on M. Renan's Antbchrist.
By THE REv. H. R. HAWEIS.

IT is not too much to say that no figure in

all human history has for eighteen cen-
turies so filled the imagination of the world,
and so influenced the hearts of men, as the
figure of Christ. .

Yet twenty-four years after His death He
was hardly remembered outside a small and
scattered circle of enthusiasts. An allusion
in Suetonius to His “impious superstition,”
a sneer in Tacitus, or a caricature of Him
with an ass’s head teaching His disciples,
scratched on the walls of Ceesar’s Palace—that
was all the notice which the Roman world of
His day took of the author of Christianity.

Another name was then in all men’s
mouths, not the name of Christ, but the
name of Nero. We can see things now in
their true perspective. The person then so
obscure stands out now as the true Victor.

The pale Galilean has conquered, but then
His cause seemed ruined. A deep contempt
for religion, a hatred of morals, a slackening
of every tie that could restrain the worst

passions of our nature, the prostitution of
justice, the practice of treachery, the wildest
public excesses, the most brutal shows—such
were the characteristics of Nero and his
satellites, and for a time all that was better
in Roman society had either to hide away in
retirement like the elder Pliny, or to suffer
for their virtues like Seneca the tutor of
Nero, or Thrasea the stoic Roman senator,
both put to death without cause by the
tyrant.

To understand what that world was which
taught the Christians how to hate—that
world full of the lusts of the flesh, the pride
of the eye, the pride of life, that world which
was not of the Father, and was doomed to
pass away with the lust thereof—study for
a moment Nero and his surroundings, study
the events of his reign, let but one passing
glimpse of the great drama of the apparently
collapsing Roman Empire pass before your
eyes, and you will understand the words of

Christ, when He declared that His kingdom
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is not of this world ; of James, when he says
“ the friendship of the world is enmity with
God ;" of Peter, when he denounces *the
pollutions of the world ;” of Paul, when he
inveighs against  the rulers of the darkness
of this world ;” and, lastly, you will under-
stand the language of the Apocalypse, which
was one long tirade against the world as it is,
its beasts, and its false prophets, so soon to
be overthrown for ever, and to be cast with
death and hell into the lake of fire.

At the age of seventeen Nero, the son of

ippina 4nd Domitius (her uncle), was
saluted by the soldiers as emperor of what
St. Luke calls “all the world.” His mother
was an able but dissolute woman, his father
is described by Suetonius as “ execrable” in
every respect. Conscious of his own merits
and those of his wife, he remarked that
“nothing but what was detestable and perni-
cious to the public good could ever be pro-
duced from him and Agrippina.”

Small of stature, with a face which in many
ways belied his nature, Nero seems to have
suffered from a madly unbalanced nature,
with one ruling passion—the passion of
“posing.” None of the Roman emperors,
if we except perhaps Tiberius and Vespasian,
were quite free from this pernicious habit;
but when we come to Nero, we have a mad
actor and nothing else.

At the beginning of his reign he “posed”
as Ceesar Augustus: he was going to govern
through the Senate, yet no one more notori-
ously disregarded the Senate.

When he had to sign a death-warrant, he
“wished he had never learned to write,” yet
his whole reizn is one long list of the blackest
and most wanton murders. He made a
sumptuary law to check extravagant enter-
tainments, yet he himself is for all time a
symbol of wanton extravagance. He punished
the free revels of charioteers, yet he would
prowl the streets of Rome by night, and
commit robbery and outrage. He was never
so happy as when competing publicly with
singers, actors, and wrestlers, and getting
himself proclaimed victor in the games, and
down to the last his own idea was to cut a
dramatic figure before the world. His public
life is one long pantomime, and his private
life one long orgie.

That Rome should have tolerated such a
ruler for fourteen years is proof of her pro-
found corruption, and Nero was popular in his
first years at least. His deeper vices had not
yet fully developed, and his passion for spec-
tacles kept the ptople amused, and, next to
food, all a corrupt people want is amusement.

Under Nero, year after year, one magic
scene after another rose before them. One
day he presented the people with a naval
fight upon sea-water, with huge fishes swim-
ming in it. Then in a wooden amphitheatre
in the Campus Martius contests of gladiators
frequently took place, or ships full of wild
beasts arrived from Africa and Syria, to be
destroyed by, or to destroy Jews and Chris-
tians in the arena. Scrambles for money,
corn-tickets, fowls, &c., constantly took place
at the public festivals. Nero himself de-
lighted to pelt the people, and encouraged
them to quarrel in the theatres. He mixed
freely with them in their games and at the
bath, and his very appearance in public,
though negligent in attire, was a show. He
never travelled with less than a thousand
baggage-carts, the mules being all shod with
silver, the drivers in scarlet jackets of the
finest Canusian cloth, and troops of Africans
with bracelets on their arms, mounted on
splendid horses with gorgeous trappings. He
fished with a golden net, drawn by cords of
purple silk.

His building and mining exploits excited
the public imagination by their vastness and
extravagance, and provided labour and pay
for the people. He attempted to cut through
the Isthmus of Corinth, digging up the first
basketful of earth himself. The Palatine
and Esquiline Hills, at one time after the
great fire, together with the space between
them, were nearly absorbed by his palaces.
In the portal stood a statue of himself one
hundred and twenty feet high. Within the
palace walls was a lake like a sea, surrounded
by a whole city of palatial buildings. In the
enclosed palace grounds were corn-fields,
vineyards, and woods, full of wild and tame
animals. The supper-rooms were vaulted,
inlaid with ivory and gold, and the ceilings
revolved and scattered flowers, whilst hidden
pipes shed perfume upon the guests,

His baths were supplied from the sea and
from the Albula, his revels were continued
from mid-day to midnight, and he was en-
abled to keep them up almost continuously
by the free use of the bath and the emetic.

He was surrounded, at first, by men of
taste like Propertius, who designed new
pleasures for him, but afterwards infamous
parasites, such as Tigellinus, were his sole
advisers, and succeeded, by procuring the
disgrace of Petronius, in banishing the last
semblance of decency and reason from the
imperial revels.

The riches of the Roman Empire on the
accession of Nero were still immense. Her

]
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navy, army, and proconsular system of ad-
ministration opened up and controlled all
the great arteries of commerce between the
eastern and western world. Foreigners of
wealth poured into Rome from all quarters,
and left their riches behind them.

But incessant improvidence, expenditure,
general insecurity of life and property, reck-
less extortion, and the open violation of
justice must tell in the long run.

The immense treasure bequeathed by
Tiberius had been freely squandered by
Caligula, and Claudius, Nero’s predecessor,
had done nothing to repair the waste.

Year after year of free provisions, public
games, vast buildings, and vaster demoli-
tions were bringing Nero face to face with
an empty exchequer. Then began a series
of robberies and murders unmatched in the
annals of crime. Chiefs of departments had
formerly robbed for themselves, but now
every one had to rob for the emperor.

Nero was thus the final absorbent of all the
wealth that could be squeezed out of city or
province. “You know what I want,” was
his usual remark on appointing any one to
office. “Let us take care that nobody has
anything he can call his own.”

The senators who had accumulated wealth
by extortion and the sale of justice were
now obliged under pain of death to disgorge
it. Men were fined for bearing their own
family names without ¢ due reason.” Those
wills containing no legacies to the emperor
were declared void, and the estates con-
fiscated. At the beck of any lying informer,
on a charge of vague treason, a man’s pro-
perty was seized. The emperor forbade the
use of Tyrian purple, then sent some privately
to be offered for sale, and immediately closed
all the merchants’ shops on the ground that
his edict had been disobeyed. At last he
took to plundering the temples, and appro-
priating himself the offerings made to the gods.
And these outrages were accompanied by the
foulest murders.

That St. Paul should have described such
an one as “the man of sin,” and the “son
of perdition, who opposed and exalted him-

self above all that is called God,” is not
unnatural ; and if we hold that Second Thes-
salonians was prior to Nero’s reign, the words
are quite as applicable to Caligula, who, as
Suetonius tells us, after the commission of
every enormity “set up a temple and priests
in honour of his own divinity.”

But Rome had not yet suffered the worst
at the hands of Nero. There yet remained
some scenes of fire and blood, which in a

few years were to be reflected so vividly in
the Apocalypse by one who must have wit-
nessed them.

One of Nero’s favourite subjects was the
burning of Troy. He frequently sang the
story in public with the greatest gusto. One
had quoted in his presence the words, “ When
I amdead, let fire devour the world.” “ Nay,”
he had said, “let it be in my lifetime.” It
was known, too, that he chafed against the
narrow streets of Rome, and wanted more
space for the completion of his “ Golden
House.” On the 1gth of July, A.D. 64, one
of the most disastrous fires recorded in history
broke out in Rome.

It began near the Mount Palatine. It
swept off first the shops and booths round
the Great Circus. The temple of Hercules
went next, the temple of Vesta (visible at
this day) was spared. The Forum was tra-
versed, the Palatine was then scaled, and
the temple of Jupiter fell. The flames de-
scended into the valleys, and swallowed up
innumerable blocks of crowded streets. For
six days and seven nights the flames raged
without interruption. On the 7th an im-
mense block of houses was demolished at
the foot of the Esquiline, and the fire was
almost arrested, when it again burst forth on
the property of Tigellinus, the infamous asso-
ciate of Nero. The emperor had now hurried
from Antium to Rome, and was enjoying,
some say from the house of Macenas, the
splendid spectacle.

Suetonius says he sang his Fire of Troy on
the top of a tower. Tacitus says more

T

cautiously that he went through that ghastly .

farce on the boards of his own private theatre.
Out of fourteen districts of Rome three were
completely destroyed, and seven virtually
ruined, amongst them those very parts which
Nero most coveted for his new palace; in-
deed, some declared that Roman soldiers
were employed to spread the fire in certain
quarters.

At any rate, all that was most dear to the
hearts of the people was gone—the temple
of Servius Tullius, the altar consecrated by
Evander to Hercules, the chapel of Romulus
to Jupiter, the palace of Numa, and the tutelar
gods of Rome.

Upon this blackened heap descended
Nero like a bird of prey. He now posed
as the Father of his people. Appropriating
the spaces he required, he undertook to
clear the rubbish, and the barges that went
down the Tiber laden with ruin returned full
of corn for the famished and houseless popu-
lation.
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Out of this disaster rose, no doubt, a new
and splendid city, “yet ” (and here I quote
the striking words of Tacitus, the contem-
porary historian) “ not all the relief that could
come from man, not all the bounties that the
prince could bestow, availed to relieve Nero
from the infamous charge of having caused
the conflagration.” But a lower deep was
still to be reached. .

There lived at this time in Rome a Jewish
sect who viewed with something like ascetic
horror the theatres, the games, and the
temples of Rome. They said to each other,
¢ Love not the world, neither the things of the
world.” They did not even possess the com-
mon Roman virtue of religious toleration.
They had no Pantheon for the gods of other
nations ; to them all the heathen forms of
worship were gross and abominable supersti-
tions, and their hatred of the “world,” the
“world ” was not slow to fling back upon
them. I continue in the words of Tacitus :
“ Christ, their founder, was put to death as a
criminal by Pontius Pilate, procurator of
Juda:a in the reign of Tiberius; but the
pemicious superstition, repressed for a time,
broke out again, not only throughout Judea,
where the mischief originated, but in the city
of Rome also, whither all things horrible and
disgraceful flow from all quarters.” These
Christians believed that such a world as this
would surely be consumed, and consumed
by fire. ¢ The heavens,” they openly said,
“would pass away with a great noise, and
the elements should melt with fervent heat;
the earth also, with the works thereof, should
be burned up ” (2 Peter iii. 10).

In the Apocalypse it is the prayers of the
saints that bring down the fire from heaven
to consume the evil world (Rev. viii. 4).

Thus the train was prepared by the Chris-
tians themselves; the people were ready to
condemn them out of their own mouths.

It remained only for Nero, with ingenious
and horrible efirontery, to apply the match
and accuse the Christians of firing Rome,

The Jews hated the Romans, and were
hated by them, but for once Jews and Ro-
mans watched, with equal eagerness and
savagery, the threatened destruction of a
common foe. ‘

The little Jewries at Rome and elsewhere
denounced the Christians in the same sort of
way that the established sects of High and
Low Church denounce the Broad Church.
They hated them as heretics ; they were at
once so near and so far from them. So near
in the use of common documents, so far in
spirit and doctrine.

As for the Romans, they hardly distin-
guished between Jews and Christians. The
Christians were to them merely the most
offensive and bigoted of the Jewish sects.
Their special doctrines it was waste of time
to examine. It seemed to be all about one
Christus, a crucified Jew; or one Timothy, or
Peter, or such an one as “ Paul the prisoner.”

Gallio, the Roman magistrate, cared for
none of these things, and drove both Jews
and Christians from the judgment-seat.

Festus, the Roman governor, looked on
the Christian belief as one more internal
squabble amongst the Jews—as a matter be-
tween Pharisee and Sadducee, or Zealot
and Essene. In short, as we see in the Acts,
it seemed purely a matter connected with
their own Jewish superstitions, and of “ one
Jesus which was dead, whom Paul affirmed
to be alive ” (Acts xxv. 19).

Festus doubted of such manner of ques-
tions whether they had any claim to be
settled on their own merits, but did not rather
belong to the larger subject of the whole
government policy of Romans towards Jews.

If the Jews had few friends at Rome, the
Christians had fewer, for their foes were those
of their own household ; and some said that
the Jews themselves accused the Christians
to the emperor before the emperor accused
them to the people. The fire of Rome broke
out on the 19th of July; the massacre of
Christians began on the 1st of Angust, A.D. 64.

The people of Rome at this time literally
thirsted for blood. The accusation of crimi-
nals was almost a trade, and the execution
of them a pastime. The theatres were the
scaffolds, the executioners and the victims
were the actors.

The round of the popular diversions began
early in the morning with the “ludus matu-
tinus ” combats of wild beasts by daylight;
they were now varied by dressing up the
Christians in the animals’ hides, and driving
them into the arena to be torn by dogs.
Others, especially the most delicate women,
were bound to stakes and suffered cruel
scourging and every other indignity.

The Epistle to the Hebrews, dated A.p. 64
in the margin of our Bibles, the very year
of Nero’s persecution, reflects accurately the
feelings of the persecuted Church of Christ
at that awful moment, and strikes calmly the
note thundered forth four years later in the
Apocalypse, “Vet a little while, and He that
shall come will come, and will not tarry.
Ye have need of patience, that after ye have
done the will of God, ye might receive the
promise.”
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Thus the days wore on with a series of
dramatic entertainments in which the wild
beasts and their innocent victims were lavishly
usedup. Mythology was ransacked for bloody
subjects to put on this awful stage. The
pictures and statues were turned into ghastly
tableaux vivants amidtheyellings and applause
of a brutalised public.

Now it was Hercules burned in his Nessus
shirt on Mount (Eta, or Orpheus or Dzedalus
devoured by beasts, whilst the god Mercury
stepped lightly through the gorged arena and
touched each body with his red-hot wand to
see if it still moved, or Pluto stalked forth to
dispatch those yet alive with his mace, and
drag them by the feet to his infernal kingdom.
The most licentious myths of the old religions,
as well as the cruellest legends, were freely
exhausted, and thus by a grim, but uncon-
scious irony, the Christian martyrs in person
supplied, asrepresentativesof the newreligion,
the ghastly apotheosis of the old. Mean-
while Nero, dressed up as a beast in a
leopard’s skin, committed in person the foulest
excesses on the public stage. But the most
novel part of this popular festival was reserved
for the evenings. Then might the whole of
the population be seen pouring towards
the spot now known as the great square
in front of St. Peter's at Rome. There,
beyond the Tiber, was Nero’s favourite
circus. The illumination was brilliant.
The usual lamps and torches were varied by
a new device worthy of Tigellinus. Living
men and women were immersed in barrels of
oil, or thickly covered with resinous materials,
and set on fire, until the crowded avenues
reeked with the fumes of unguents and pitch,
amid the lurid glare of this unparalleled
holocaust. Nero posed as a charioteer, and
terrified horses were urged up and down the
course, after which the emperor, attired as a
jockey, mixed freely with the people, going
the round of his broiling and agonized vic-
tims. Had the early Christians, had the
writers of the New Testament no cause for
hating a world that revelled in such spectacles
as this? Could they do otherwise than wait
in hope and patience for the “Lord,” who
should consume “ that Wicked with the spirit
of His mouth, and destroy him with the
brightness of His coming?”

Yet were these scenes graced by tender
and sublime episodes, bursting like flowers of
immortal beauty and fragrance from the
bloody and calcined soil of martyrdom. The
pale, sweet Blandina, crucified but happy, and
making others happy with the memories of
Christ ; Potamiena and Felicity melting the

brutal crowd by their quiet sweetness and
modesty ; Perpetua arranging her hair care-
fully as she goes in to be torn by beasts,
‘ because it was not right that a martyr should
appear with her hair in disorder, as though
what was really her glory should appear to be
grief to her.” One simple girl so touched by
her sweet patience and beauty the heart of
a young Roman, that he openly pitied her.
Seeing this, she was moved, and gave him as
she passed along the handkerchief that was
on her bosom. Overpowered with enthu-
siasm, he followed her into the arena, and
shared her fate. Thus death seemed more
lovely than life, and the love that could suf-
fer proved stronger than the hate that could
kill the body.

Ere the fires of the Neronian persecution
paled round the spot then, as now, occu-
pied by the Obelisk in front of St. Peter’s
great Basilica, Rome, the mystic Babylon of
the Apocalypse, had already become for
ever the Church of the New Jerusalem, the
second great religious centre, the sacred city
of the Christian world, and no time or cor-
ruption can rob her of that place in the
bearts and imaginations of all future genera-
tions.

After the date of the Crucifixion, 33, the
1st August, 64, marks the second founding
of the new religion. Nero was the second
founder of Christianity. From that hour its
triumph was assured. Like Christ, it had
matched itself against the world, and been
made perfect through suffering. “ For this,”
says John, “is the victory that overcometh
the world—even your faith.”

When the mist of blood and fire cleared
from the spaces now covered by St. Peter's
and the Vatican, the two great apostles,
Peter and Paul, have disappeared. Whether
the Latin Gate was the scene of Peter's
crucifixion, or whether the Basilica of St.
Paul “ without the walls” marks the spot
where Paul as a Roman citizen was probably
decapitated, we cannot say; but, although
Paul may have visited Spain, or been wrecked
perhaps upon the coast of Britain, or perished
amongst the islands of the Gentiles, Peter by
all tradition was crucified head downwards,
after witnessing the murder of his wife.
During the Neronian persecution Timothy,
who shared Paul’s imprisonment, has also
vanished, and Barnabas, the son of consola-
tion, no longer remains to write conciliatory
homiletics for Jewish and Gentile Christians,
and round off the hard edges of irreconcilable
opinion between the disciples of Paul and
John.
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The persecution of 64 was immediately
followed by the flight of the Christians to the
coasts of Asia. As most of these were wholly
Jews by birth, and almost Jews by religion,
to the little Jewries in Ephesus, Smyrna, and
Philadelphia they naturally fled; and it is
most probable that St. John, having followed
Peter to Rome, and narrowly escaped mar-
tyrdom in boiling oil in the gardens of Nero,
fled to Ephesus 1n 64.

We must hasten back for awhile to com-
plete the figure of Nero, which, from the
close of the Christian massucre in 64 to his
own suicide in 68, seems to globe itself out
in forms of more grotesque wickedness and
infamy, until it fills the whole political horizon
of the age. I donot forget the contemporary
events which were at this time convulsing
Jerusalem; but they seem to belong to another
order of thought, and almost to another world,
between which and the Western Despot there
was no point of contact but the sword.

Between 64 and 67 (?) a conspiracy was
hatched in the political coteries of Rome and
Baiz for the destruction of Nero. Headed
by Count Piso, a man of good family, hand-
some in person, eloquent, able, and popular
with the crowd, this movement, supported,
says Tacitus, by senators, knights, soldiers,
and even women,” was in fact the revolt of
all that was still worthy of humanity and
justice in Rome against that incarnation of
brutal, cynical, and appalling crime, called
by the apostle “that Wicked.” The conspi-
racy failed, owing to its very extent and com-
pass. A secret known to one thousand is
soon no secretat all. Delay proved fatal, and
the slave Milichus, charged with sharpening
the dagger prepared for the tyrant’s heart,
hurried off at day-dawn to Nero’s palace in
the Servilian Gardens, and in a few minutes,
being conducted into Nero’s presence by his
freedman and friend, Epaphroditus, presented
the emperor at once with the dagger and the

lot.
P The whole thing collapsed like a bubble.
‘The ringleaders were denounced, and a series
of frightful reprisals took place. But the
tyrant’s power had been shaken to its base.

Haunted and suspicious, and feeling no
doubt the unpopularity which attended the
necessary arrests and executions that followed,
Nero delayed no longer his darling project
of visiting Greece, and posing at the Olym-
pian and other games as the chief athlete,
charioteer, and first singer in the world.
“The Greeks,” he said, “were the only
people who had an ear for music, and the
only fit judges of him and his attainments,”

XIX—4

And Greece in her decline submitted to
this last degradation; yet to her eternal
honour be it said that Athens, the city of
Pericles and Phidias, did not invite the im-
perial mountebank within her walls, nor had
he the courage or effrontery to present him-
self there. The periodical games of the
other cities were all rolled into one year for
him. His rivals were suppressed whilst he
went through the forms, cringed to the Judges,
and posed with mock humility in the circus.

He caused, they say, a wretched man to be
strangled who dared to sing better than him-
self. He could not keep up in the chariot
races, and twice tumbled, and was replaced
in his car, and even then could not stand,
and never reached the goal, but was crowned
notwithstanding. He bribed the Oracles, he
feed the Judges, he scattered Rome’s money
among the people, and lavished her august
freedom on the states through which he
passed ; in return for which they sent him
all the crowns and prizes of the sacred
games.

But the beginning of the end drew nigh.
He had been away from Rome for nearly
a year. Urgent messages reached him—
rumours of fresh dangers. “Though all your
hopes and wishes,” he replied, “ are for my
speedy return, you ought rather to advise and
hope that I should come back with a character
worthy of Nero.” In this childish mood of
pompous vanity, Nero arrived at Naples in
the autumn of 67. He entered the cities of
Antium and Alba through a breach in their
walls, after the manner of those who had
triumphed in the sacred games. On arriving
at Rome, the triumphal car of Augustus was
prepared for him, and, seated there in a purple
tunic and a cloak covered with gold stars,
wearing the Olympian crown, and carrying
the Parthian crown in his right hand, he
entered the city through another breach,
caused by taking down an arch of the Circus
Maximus. As the procession moved slowly
through th& Velabrum street, the Forum,
to the Palatine Hill, and to the temple
of Apollo, victims were slain, and the way
was strewn with saffron, chaplets, and sweet-
meats., He went home, and had the sacred
crown hung like a great baby over his bed.
Several statues were erected and a coin struck
in honour of him, in the character of a harper
attired in his triumphal robes,

“The world,” writes Suetonius, * after
tolerating such an emperor for little less than
fourteen years, at length forsook him. The
cry of vengeance came at last, firm and pro-
longed, from the north, As later the German
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hordes swept down upon the crumbling and
effete centre of the Roman Empire, so now
the overthrow of Nero came from the Gauls
on 15th March, a.p. 68, headed by Julius
Vindex, Proprator of that province.

“ With his singing,” said the wits at Rome,
“Nero had waked the cocks” (Gallos=cocks).
But he himself was not yet awakened. A
strange fit of jollity and light-headedness now
seized him. Presently, he said, when the
news of the revolt under Vindex reached him,
he would go and plunder Gaul; and for the
rest of the day he witnessed with absorbed
attention some wrestlers in the theatre.

Worse news came at supper-time, but his
mind was now almost too light to notice it,
save with a passing smile or curse. For eight
critical days, on which hung the fate of the
empire, he wrote no letter, gave no order, and
seemed to forget all about the matter. With
his head thus buried ostrich-like in the sand,
he waited the coming catastrophe, which now
drew on apace. “Did they know any one
who was a more accomplished musician ?” he
asked urgently. They railed at him openly
in Rome as a pitiful harper. Z%a¢had roused
him. Fresh dispatches from the revolted
provinces. Calling the Senate together, he
briefly dismissed the conspiracy in Gaul, and
consulted his ministers about a new organ to
be played by water. Other musical instru-
ments were then inspected and discussed.
So passed the hours big with fate. On the
3rd April news reached him that his greatest
general, Galba, then in Spain, had joined the
rising in Gaul. Suddenly he became sane,
and at the same moment fell speechless to
the ground. On being revived he still seemed
clear. “It is all over with me,” he cried ; “I
am beyond all example wretched. I have
lost an empire whilst I am still living.” But
the volatile and stagey trifler within him soon
got uppermost again. He feasted and sang
jovially; he had already forgotten! What
was he going to do now? Something quite
strange and sweeping. He was going to
poison the whole Senate at a feast, massacre
all Gauls in Rome, and, lastly, it would be
well and pleasant enough to fire the city once
more, and let all the wild beasts out upon
the people, to prevent them from extinguish-
ing the flames. But suddenly the revolt
itself occurred to him in a new and charming
light. The whole thing might be turned
into an immense stage-play, full of highly
scenic effects. The emperor must set out
himself. All his musical instruments were to
go with him, waggons full of them. A
splendid cortége of women dressed up as

Amazons. No fighting would take place.
He would step forward unarmed, and address
the revolted legions. He would shed tears
before them, and beg them to take back
their dear emperor, the Father of his people.
Then every one would embrace. The effect
would be overwhelming !

The next day would be spent in singing,
feasting, and rejoicing. The army would
surely wish to hear again his divine voice.
He would then take his harp, give them a
taste of his quality, but he must now retire to
compose the songs of triumph without delay.
Such was his babble. (Suet. xiii.)

But if Nero was mad, Rome was now quite
sane and sober. For the first time the people
refused to pay the taxes. At that moment
arrived a ship from Alexandria full of sand for
the arena, instead of corn for the people.
Hundreds were starving, and the rage and
disappointment were terrible in the city. On
8th June the Italian army revolted, headed
by the Preetorian Guard. In the evening the
shouts of the soldiers proclaiming Galba
resounded in the streets of Rome.

Nero now thought a black stage costume
would suit him to perfection. He wrote
a pathetic speech (found after his death).
Dressed in deep mourning, he was now
hurrying off to the Forum, when they told
him it was too late, and that he would be
torn in pieces by the enraged populace. He
shut himself into his palace alone, but he
feared solitude, and still more sleep, for now
he was visited by fearful dreams. His mother,
Agrippina, whom he had murdered, haunted
him. His wife, Octavia, whom he had mur-
dered, seemed to draw him away to some
dark and awful place.

At midnight he awoke, and called for his
guards. They were not asleep; they had
fled. There was no one in the palace; and
they had stolen his poison.

He wandcred out into the streets of Rome,
knocked at the doors of friends ; none would
answer or let him in, He came Dback to his
bedroom, called for Spicillus the gladiator to
kill him, but Spicillus was gone.

“What !” said he to Epaphroditus, his
secretary, who had now joined him, “have I
neither friend nor foe?” and he rushed out
again to throw himself into the Tiber ; but his
courage failing him, and his reason growing
clear once more in the face of appalling cala-
mity, he wished for some quiet place where
he might consider his strange and sudden
position, and collect his thoughts for death.
Phaon, a freedman, then offered him his
villa outside Rome. Worn with fatigue and
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terror, with his head muffled up, and covering
his face with a handkerchief, dressed only in
a tunic, with an old soiled cloak thrown over
his shoulder, he trudged along barefoot in
the gloom of the early twilight, accompanied
by Phaon, Sporus, and Epaphroditus. As
these four slunk out of the Nomentane Gate
together like common wayfaring men, they
could hear the soldiersin the Pretorian camp
on their right cursing Nero the beast, and
hailing Galba as Father of his country. “They
are in pursuit of Nero,” said a man as he

passed them. “ Any news in the city about
Nero ?” asked another. There was no time
to spare.

They found him a broken-down horse,

-which he mounted, and they hurried on. At

last they reached the villa of Phaon, parched
with thirst; the emperor lapped up some
water with his hands from a running tank,
with the bitter jest, “ This is Nero’s distilled
water.” He crept quietly into the house on
all-fours through a hole in the wall, and
threw himself on the first mattress prostrate
with hunger, misery, and fatigue. Then he
ordered a grave to be dug before his eyes, for
he refused to fly. He bade them to pave
the pitwith marble, and, weeping theatrically,
he prepared, surrounded by his only remain-
ing friends, to play his last act. “ What an
artist is now about to perish !” he exclaimed,
but ere the words left his lips a dispatch from
Rome arrived, which he snatched out of
Phaon’s hands. He read it and shuddered.

He had been condemned by the Senate to
be beaten to death, and dragged by the heels,
and flung into the Tiber.

Seizing two daggers, he felt their points.
Greek verses occurred to him, and he began
to recite. He begged Sporus to set up a
wail for him—to kill him—to kill himself first.
At this moment the tramping of horses
and clash of armed men were heard below.
He broke out in a verse from the Iliad:—
Inrov W dvmddor dudi krimos odara BdMAer,
&c. (1L x. 335.) “The noise of swift-
heeled steeds assails my ear.” In another
moment he would be taken alive. ‘Come
then, courage, man!” he cried, and feebly
pushed the point of the dagger into his
throat. But his nerve was gone, and Epa-
phroditus came to his help, and pressed it
home. The guards burst in, and would have
seized him. “Is this your fidelity?” he
murmured, and expired, with staring eyes,
to the terror of all who beheld him. It was
his last pose, and, as the end of such a
life, it could not have been outdone. “Is
this your fidelity ?”

¢« He had never made a better comic hit,”
writes M. Renan. ¢ Nero uttering a melan-
choly plaint over the wickedness of the age,
and the disappearance of good faith and
virtue! Let us applaud! as the drama is
ended and the curtain falls. Once in history,
O Nature, with a thousand masks, thou hast
had the wit to find an actor worthy of such
a réle!”

H. R. HAWEIS.

THE BROTHERHOOD OF THE COMMON LOT.

AMONG the free spiritual associations

which arose in the Netherlands during
the Middle Ages, one of the most remark-
able was the Brotherhood of the Common
Lot. Though less known than some of the
elder associations, its influence in preparing
the way for the Reformation was unsur-
passed.

The founder of this society was Gerhard
Groot. Emerson, I think, has remarked
that “institutions are the shadows of their
founders.” A better illustration, or indeed
a stronger confirmation of this saying than
the Brotherhood of the Common Lot, can
hardly be found. Groot not only instituted
the fraternity, but he inspired it with his
own peaceful and enlightened spirit. Before
sketching the growth and character of his
society, we cannot, perhaps, do better than
glance at the leading events of his life.

The son of Wemer Groot, Gerhard was

born in October, 1340, at Deventer, of
which flourishing Hanseatic town his father
was sheriff and burgomaster. Being delicate
in health, and giving promise of rare mental
abilities, he was devoted by his parents, it is
said, to a career of study from his earliest
days. The first part of his education was
received, in all probability, in the public
school of his native city. When fifteen he
was sent to the University of Paris, where he
imbibed a taste for magic, and after a resi-
dence of three years took his degree of
Master of Arts. Subsequently he proceeded
to Cologne, and there made his first appear-
ance as a public speaker and teacher, winning
great applause. When his education was
finished he obtained, through the influence
of his family, several prebends, and was
appointed canon of Utrecht and Aix. For
a time he went the way of the world ; except
by his tastes and abilities he was undistin-
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guished from the clergy around him. He
took part, it is said, in public amusements,
eat the richest food, treated himself to the
costliest wines, went in gay attire, wore a
girdle with silver ornaments, and was clad
in a robe of the richest furs. But meeting
with his old friend and fellow-student, Henry
Kalkar, and being persuaded by him, he
resolved to change his life. Going home
from Utrecht, where this auspicious meeting
took place, he made a bonfire of his books
on magic, renounced the use of his emolu-
ments and patrimony, put off his gay clothes,
and became an altogether different man.

Two courses were now open to him : one
was to retire to some religious house, and
there devote himself to meditation and an
ascetical life ; the other was to continue in
the world and use his talents as speaker and
teacher. According to the ideas then current,
the more becoming was the first. To con-
sign one’s self to the cloisters, and practise
the barbarities of asceticism, was regarded as
the real and only demonstrative evidence of
a thorough conversiod. But for asceticism,
by reason of his weakly constitution, and as
he afterwards found out, Gerhard was alto-
gether unsuited. He was just as unsuited
for a life of continuous meditation. St.
Bernard used to say that, wherever he went,
a voice always seemed to be saying to him,
“To what end art thou here?” Something
similar was the case with Gerhard. After
the fires of the divine life had been kindled
within him, he could find rest and peace in
activity alone. Of the two alternatives,
therefore, he chose the latter.

In order to obtain leisure and quiet to
prepare for his work, he now withdrew to
the Carthusian convent of Monckhuysen,
where his friend, Henry Kalkar, was prior.
Here he devoted himself to the study of the
Bible, and to the discipline of his heart and
mind. At the end of three years he obeyed
the call of his Carthusian friends, was ordained
a deacon, and being licensed by Florentius
von Wevelinchoven, Bishop of Utrecht, he
appeared as a preacher of the Word.

Clad in mean attire, he now went from
town to town, and from village to village, warn-
ing and exhorting men to repent. Wherever
he obtained admission, his labour was un-
ceasing.  Frequently he preached twice a
day, and not unseldom for three hours at a
time. Throwing the usual Latin aside, he
addressed the people in the vulgar tongue.
The effect was great. High and low, rich
and poor, laity and clergy, came to hear him.
At Deventer, Zwoll, Utrecht, Amsterdam,

and other places, the whole population ne-
glected their meals, left their business, and
flocked around him in such numbers that the
churches were too small, and he was obliged
to preach in the open air. Nor was it that
Gerhard was a merely popular preacher, or
made use of rhetorical arts. That which
attracted the people was as much his mat-
ter as his manner. Many who heard him
were touched with contrition ; others were
thoroughly converted. On some, however,
the effect was different. While tenderly per-
suasive, Gerhard was fearless and trenchant.
Thomas & Kempis represents him as labour-
ing in the spirit of the Baptist, as denouncing
the evils prevalent in society and the Church
with withering vehemence. A number of the
clergy more noble than the rest lent him
their countenance and support. By many
others the bitterest animosity was conceived.
After many attempts to find an accusation
against bim, they at last persuaded Weve-
linchoven, notwithstanding the intercession
of friends, to withdraw from Gerhard his
license to preach. William of Salvarvilla tried
to procure the removal of this inhibition by
applying to the sovereign pontiff, Urban VI,
but in vain. With a sorrowful heart Gerhard
resolved to obey the authorities, saying,
“They are our superiors ; we will do what is
right, and obey them.”

To its own defeat the Church of Rome has
contributed often. In inhibiting Gerhard it
did. Instead of puttinga stop to his activity,
it only diverted his energies into a new and
more fruitful field. Prohibited from instruct-
ing the people, he resolved to devote himself
to the instruction of the young. In Deventer
there was a large school. Of those who
attended it, and especially of such as were
destined for the Church, Gerhard soon
gathered round him a considerable number,
assisting them in their studies, and entertain-
ing them with his conversation and at his
table. A peculiar feature in his character
was his intense love for books. A beautiful
copy of the Scriptures, or a well-written
edition of a favourite theologian, gave him
great delight. For some time, partly as a
means of procuring for them a livelihood,
and partly that he might have copies of the
Scriptures and other books he prized to give
away or to circulate among his friends, he
had been in the habit of employing a num-
ber of young men as copyists. To this work
he now introduced his friends and many of
the poorer scholars. Day by day the circle
around him grew larger ; his band of copyists
and scholars gradually assumed the character
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of a regular society., At length Florentius
Radewins, the young vicar of Deventer, and
one of his most intimate friends, addressed
him in this wise: “Dear master, what harm
would it do, were I and these clerks here
copying with me, to put our weekly earnings
into a common fund, and live together?”
¢ Live together!” exclaimed Gerhard, “the
monks would never let us. They would do all
they can to prevent us.” ¢ But what is to
hinder us from trying ?” rejoined Florentius.
¢ It may be that God will grant us success.”
“ Well, then,” said Gerhard, “in God’s name
begin. I will be your advocate, and faith-
fully defend you against all who rise up
against you.” In the attempt which was
made the Brotherhood of the Commmon Lot
took its rise.

The principle on which it was based
was that of the community of goods. The
brethren were to be supported by their
own labour. Like the primitive Church
at Jerusalem, they were to have all things
in common. The aim they set before
them was the cultivation and spread of a
purer and more enlightened Christianity.
Their bond of union was mutual affection
and identity of aim. For its permanency the
Browherhood depended simply and solely on
the continuance among its members of
brotherly love and mutual agreement. Ull-
mann has compared it to the philosophical
and ascetical societies of antiquity. Points
of similarity certainly exist. But in one
thing the Brotherhood was essentially dif-
ferent. The good it sought was not its
own. Its primary and distinctive aim was
to do good to others. “In doing good,”
said Florentius Radewins, its second presi-
dent, and the one by whom Gerhard’s mind
was more clearly reflected, “do it without
self-seeking—simply for the glory of God.”

Along with the fraternities Gerhard also
instituted the female societies of the Common
Lot. Their character and aim were the same
as those of the fraternities. The only dif-
fereuce lay in their occupations. He in-
tended likewise to establish a Monastery of
Regular Canons. By means of this he hoped
to illustrate the kind of life he deemed the
best, and to secure for his male and female
societies a centre of co-operation and counsel.
But this, in some respects the most cherished
of all his plans, he was destined never to
carry out. In the year 1384, when attend-
ing one of his friends who had been seized
with the terrible scourge known as the Black
Death, he was evidently smitten with the
plague, and a few days afterwards breathed

his last, exhorting the brethren who stood
around him to confidence in God, and
recommending his friend, Florentius: Rade-
wins, to them as their head. As on another
and greater occasion, immediately after the
removal of its founder, Gerhard’s society
received an access of life. The plan he was
obliged to leave unfinished was taken up by
Florentius, and in the year 1386, being
approved of even by Wevelinchoven, it
assumed a definite and tangible shape in the
monastery of Windesheim.

The relations in which the brethren stood
with the various classes of society were, as a
rule, of the best. By the people they were
highly esteemed. To the magistrates they
were frequently indebted for support. When
they went to open their institutions in a city
or district hitherto unoccupied, they would
find both people and magistrates waiting to
give them a cordial reception. At their
settlement in Utrecht, for instance, they were
presented with a house, priestly vestments, a
silver-gilt cup, and money to the amount of
three hundred Rhenish guilders. The con-
sequence was the brethren spread and mul-
tiplied with remarkable rapidity. From
Deventer, their centre and home, they went
to Windesheim and Zwoll. Thence -they
spread to all the leading towns and cities
of the Netherlands, to Gouda, Ghent, Brus-
sels, Amsterdam, &c. Within less than a
century brother-houses and sister-houses had
been thickly scattered throughout Northern
Germany. Southward they were to be
found as far as Suabia ; and eastward to the
city of Merseberg. Nor was the number of
their establishments represented by the num-
ber of towns in which they were located.
In many towns and cities there were two or
more—as in Windesheim, Deventer, and
Wesel.

That this progress was altogether smooth
or unhindered must not, however, be sup-
posed. At times it was retarded from within.
While the great majority of the brethren
exhibited a piety and zeal of the purest and
most exemplary kind, a few now and again
proved to be false. Such was the case with
a brother who was sent to Liege to open a
school, Instead of devoting himself to his
mission, he gave himself up to drunkenness
and gambling, and became a corrupter of the
young. As a result the institutions of the
Brotherhood in Liege were speedily sup-
pressed by the order of the bishop. On the
other hand, as Gerhard had many enemies,
so had his societies. Chief among them
were the mendicant monks. During the
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first years of the Brotherhood’s existence their
persecutions were continued. At Kampen
they induced the magistrates to drive all the
friends and adherents of the fraternity out of
their city, and to prohibit Werner Keyncamp,
rector of the school, from entering their
jurisdiction for ten years. The chief cause
of their hostility was the fact that the
brethren were taking the education of the
young almost entirely out of their hands, and
in this and other ways diminishing their
revenues. The charge they usually brought
against them was that they were neither a
true order nor recognised by law, but that
ecclesiastically they were illegitimate. At
the Council of Constance they put forth all
their energies to procure their ruin. Under
the leadership of Matthew Gabow, a preach-
ing monk of the diocese of Merseberg, they
submitted a bill of complaint against them,
charging them with being ecclesiastical mon-
strosities, a sort of genus tertium, a class of
beings who ought not to exist, and demand-
ing their entire suppression.

Of external organization the brethren had
little or none. The nearest resemblance
they had to it was the meeting of their
rectors. Year by year these met in two
assemblies, according as they came from the
Netherlands or from Germany, and consulted
together on the affairs of the communities in
general. But any executive power they do
not seem to have had. While keeping up a
regular correspondence with each other, all
the establishments were self-governed. Each
had its own forms and customs, and was
entirely independent of the rest.

As we have seen, the members of the asso-
ciation divided themselves into three classes:
canons, brethren, sisters. Of the three, the
canons were the least numerous. The number
of their monasteries was never large. The
intention of their founder they seem rarely
to have fulfilled. After a brief period of
activity most of them fell into the usual style
of monastic life. The canons of Windes-
heim were at first remarkably zealous, execut-
ing many copies of the Scriptures, and even
venturing on criticism. But with the in-
crease of their wealth came the abatement
of their zeal. Latterly they had sunk so far
from the ideal and spirit of their founder that
the first question they asked of a candidate
was, whether he was good at eating, sleeping,
| and obeying.

A brother-house usually consisted of about
twenty members. At the head was a rector,
or president. Along with him was his
assistant, the sub-rector, a steward, a librarian,

a scriptudrius, having charge of the copying,
a director of novices, &c. These offices
existed, however, more for the sake of con-
venience and order. Equality as well as
fraternity existed in each of the houses. The
brethren were likewise divided into priests,
clergy (derici), and laymen. The number of
priests was originally exceedingly small.
Gerhard used to say, “I would not under-
take the care of souls even for a single night
for all the gold of Arabia.” For a time the
same feeling pervaded the society. As it
wore away the number of priests increased.
In each house there were usually four, twice
as many clergy, with whom were counted
the novices, and as many laymen as chose
to share the brethren’s mode of life.

From proselytizing, or from soliciting
donations, the brethren carefully abstained.
Applications for admission were entertained
only after being repeatedly renewed. Can-
didates were required to pass a year of pro-
bation, during which they were not allowed
to visit their relatives. The probation being
ended, those who wished to proceed became
clerks, when they were expected to resign
their patrimony or possessions for the
common use. Having attained the full
status of brethren, they now took their place
and duties with the rest. If any one grew
dissatisfied, he was at liberty to leave. All
le had to do was to settle his accounts with
the brethren, leave a sum of money in their
hands, and go his way. In matters of dress
the greatest latitude, though rarely practised,
was always allowed. The costume usually
worn was Gerhard’s after his conversion, a
grey cloak, grey coat, and grey breeches.
The head was generally covered with a cowl
of the same colour, on account of which the
brethren were called cucullati* Their mode
of life was exceedingly methodical. I%ibvid-
ing the day into several parts, they devoted
one to spiritual exercises, another to writing,
a third to manual or other labour. A pecu-
liar and distinctive feature of their spiritual
exercises was the practice, instituted by Ger-
hard, of confessing their sins to each other.

The labour in which the brethren engaged
depended partly on their peculiar aptitudes,
and partly on the character of the district in
which they lived. The duties of some were,
of course, purely domestic. Others were en-
gaged in trades or in commerce. The con-
vent of St. Mary at Beverwijk traded in
parchment, honey, wax, salt-fish. At Hilders-

® Other names by which they were known were Hicrony-
mites, Gregorians, Brothers of Good Will, Collatioun-brothers
(Colloatsiebroeders), Devots Clerics.
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heim the brethren made mass-books, vest-
ments, and other kinds of ecclesiastical
furnishings. The brethren at Hattem were
at first farmers and weavers. Afterwards
they became prosperous and rich, able to
maintain a large school.

One species of labour, the copying of
books, was common to every house and to
all the brethren. - This, as we saw, originated
in Gerhard’s love for beautiful manuscripts.
Next to him, those who gave it the strongest
impetus and raised it almost to the position
of a monopoly were Florentius Radewins
and Gerhard Zerbolt. Though no great
penman, what Florentius lacked in skill he
made up in zeal, inciting the brethren to his
utmost, preparing the parchment, marking
extracts, revising the MSS. Zerbolt’s pas-
sion for books was equal to Gerhard’s. A
fine codex gave him greater pleasure than a
sumptuous feast. Among the most beautiful
and accomplished penmen was the celebrated
author, Thomas & Kempis. His delight in
well-executed MSS. was intense. The works
copied were, besides the Scriptures and
books of devotion, Anselm’s Monologium,
Bemard’s Meditationes, and various treatises
from the Latin and Greek fathers, also books
used in the schools. Extracts were likewise
made from pious authors in the shape of
tracts. To transcribing the brethren were
indebted for a large part of their income,
though many of these books went to increase
their own hbraries whence they were lent,
while others were given away, one hour
being set apart each day to writing for the poor.

Another way in which the brethren sought
to enlighten the people was by means of
preaching.  Their extant sermons are in
Latin ; but there is good reason to believe
that when addressing the people they fol-
lowed the practice of Gerhard, and spoke in
the popular tongue. Their addresses were
of two kinds—sermons and collations. A
feature of the former, not without parallels
<lsewhere, was their remarkable length., As
we mentioned above, Gerhard’s sermons
sometimes lasted for three hours. Those of
Jobn of Gronde often lasted for six. Col-
lations were a more popular kind of ad-
dresses, delivered in each of the brother-
houses on Sunday afternoons and on saint
days. Apparently they were similar to a
Scotch “ exposition.” A passage being read
from the Gospels, it was explained and ap-
plied. The meetings at which these addresses
were delivered became exceedingly popular.
Numerous bequests were made for their
institution and support.

But that to which the brethren devoted
their principal energies was the education of
the young. The age and country in which
they originated were neither dark nor illiterate.
Schools were established in all the larger
towns of the Netherlands. Yet their in-
fluence was exceedingly great. They fell
upon opportune times. The desire for know-
ledge was beginning to be widely felt. When
Gerhard was studying in Monckhuysen,
Petrarch was living at Vaucluse, inaugurating
the revival of letters. John of Ravenna was
itinerating about Italy, arousing in the minds
of the young a passion for the ancient classics.
Before the Brotherhood had .reached the
zenith of its activity, the enthusiasm awakened
in Italy had crossed the Alps. In the south
the revival had taken a secular, if not a de-
cidedly atheistical turn. Labouring in the
spirit of Gerhard, the brethren tried to make
it subservient to the development of the
spiritual life. In the numerous schools they
opened they took great pains to inculcate a
knowledge of the Bible. Where schools
existed already they gave their services as
teachers, or gathering the pupils around
them, instructed them by their conversation
and example. Nor was it by teaching alone
that they laboured for the young. How to
promote their intellectual and spiritual wel-
fare seems to have been their continual
thought. The poorer scholars they took
almost entirely beneath their charge, paying
their school fees, providing them with books
procuring gratuitous entertainment for them
in honourable and pious families. Not the
least of their services was the introduction of
the use of the classics and better grammar.

Reformers ostensibly the brethren were
not, though they denounced the corruptions
of the Church continually ; the idea of insti-
tuting a “reformation” they never enter-
tained. Yet, in reality, the whole spirit and
tendency of their work were thoroughly re-
forming. More than any other agency of
their times, they contributed to produce that
intellectual and spiritual atmosphere without
which the Reformation of Luther would have
been impossible.

Their decay was chiefly due to three
causes—their inability to adapt themselves
to the changing times, the invention of
printing, and the progress of the Reforma-
tion. In most institutions there is a natural
element of decay. Ministering to certain
wants which are more or less peculiar to the
period of their origin, as these change or
disappear they also must change or pass
away. Against the printing press the brethren
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for a time struggled with zeal. But the conflict
was unequal. The fraternities of Gerhard were
no match for the ever-increasing fraternities
of Gutenberg and Faust. Theif monopoly
was broken for ever. By completing what
for nearly two centuries the brethren had
indefatigably, though unconsciously, laboured
at, the Reformation gave the mdst effectual
impetus to their downfall. Three times
Luther stood forth in their defence. “Would

to God,” he on one occasion writes, *that
all monastic institutions were like them!
Clergymen, cities, and countries would then
be better served and more prosperous than
they now are.” But even his advocacy could
not save them. Their time was come, and
in the course of the seventeenth century, or
after an existence of about two hundred and
fifty years, the societies of Gerhard entirely
disappeared.
W. M. METCALFE.

A PICTURE.

ONE picture fair within my heart I carry,
Unshadowed by the weary weight of years ;
And often, as amid strange scenes I tarry,
A vision of my early youth appears.

The houses clustered on the water’s border,
Clear imaged in the softly flowing stream ;
The trees beyond it, set in gracious order,
The bridge, the road—delicious is the dream!

Each nook recalls fond thoughts, and memories sof.en
My heait to those that still by them abide;

I think of those that wandered with me often—
Of those who now in earth lie side by side.

Long years have rolled, and other children gladly
Rove in the woods and by the waterside ;

And some who walked with me may eye them sadly,
And think of other days, whose light has died.

And yet it lives, and sheds a wondrous sweetness
Around the ways, else darkly shaded all;
Making.the heart, preparéd in all meetness,
Like ¢ darkened chamber,” * when the bright rays fail »

A home of beauty, where the past is cherished,
Each common thing made radiant in the light;

No gleam of love or beauty that has perished,
But here, relimned, is clear to inward sight,

‘W. P. BLACKMORE.

* “The heart is the true ‘ Camera Obscura,’ in the lowliest making pictures that can never be painted.”—ScHMIDT.
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IN ROUMANIA.
By THE REv. HENRY LANSDELL, F.R.G.S.

ROM London to Cologne, travelling ex-
press, was my first day’s journey during
a recent tour to the seat of the Russo-Turkish
war ; and, had it seemed good to proceed at
the same speed, Vienna could have been
reached in another day and a half. There
were two German cities, however, at which I
was anxious to glance; namely, the old-
fashioned town of Nuremberg, and Ratisbon,
or, as it is now called, Regensburg.

Every tourist is familiar with the churches,
the towers, the fountains of the birthplace of
Albert Diirer, as also with the sculpture of
the Crucifixion near the Cemetery of St.
John; but not a few omit to visit what is
certainly not a very pleasant, but a very
remarkable sight, in the mortuary house close
by. To this house, or others similar, within
six hours after death, must be taken the
corpse of every one who dies; and here it
must remain for eight-and-forty hours before
burial, with a ring placed on the finger, which
communicates with an electric bell in the
watchman’s room ; so that, if the person be
not really dead, notice may be given of the
first signs of restored animation—a case,
however, which the present guard has never
known during the twenty-five years he has
been in office. The corpses are placed in
open coffins, dressed, many of them, in bridal
attire, and ranged side by side ; here alovely
girl, there an old man, and next, perhaps, a
smiling babe, the whole presenting a sight of
strange awe to an English beholder. One
was grimly reminded, however, how soon
such feelings are blunted by continual con-
tact with death; for the watchman, whilst
giving us information, coolly walked to the
body of a Roman Catholic at the head of
which a lamp was burning, and lighted his
pipe within a few inches of the face of the
corpse. This method of keeping the dead
will seem strange to many ; but the Nurem-
bergers think it is atleast a safeguard against
burying their friends alive.

Regensburg repays for a visit, if it be only
to stand enchanted for awhile before the
west front of its lovely cathedral, but the
spot which interested me most, I am bound
to say, was the historical Town Hall, with its
dungeons used in olden times for the torture
of Protestant heretics. Here was a small
dark chamber into which confederates were,
apparently in kindness, put together, but
from which there was a hearing apparatus, so

that if they spoke of their alleged crimes, all
they said was overheard. In the largest
chamber are still to be seen the instruments
of torture of which one had read from child-
hood: such as the rack, a long wooden
bench, having in the middle a transverse
roller studded with knots of iron, on which
rested the body of the unfortunate man who
was being stretched by winches at the head
and feet. Leaning against a wall was a
ladder used for torture, and from the ceiling
were suspended pulleys for lifting the body
into mid-air. There was likewise a thin up-
right plank standing on end and sharpened
to a fine edge, called the ¢ Spanish donkey,”
across which, probably, many an unfortunate
man has had to sit astride with weights tied
to his feet. These horrors were perpetrated
in a chamber into which no ray of daylight
ever gleamed—where the inquisitor sat be-
hind a barred screen (which is still standing),
and underground, so that the victims’ screams
could never be heard. The genuineness of
the relics is apparent from a printed book
preserved in a room up-stairs, in which are
the decrees of Maria Theresa enjoining these
punishments, and giving minute illustrations
and engravings of the instruments to be used.

But let us proceed. A few hours’ journey
by rail brings us to Passau, where the lover
of river travelling should embark on the
Danube. What a stately stream is this
queen of European rivers! From Passau to
Linz the mountains are lofty, and the banks
generally fringed with forest, but the popu-
lation is poor and sparse. The next day’s
journey, from Linz to Vienna, is relieved by
a greater number of stations, some of which
are highly picturesque, by reason of ancient
castles and monasteries perched on rocky
eminences, looking well-nigh inaccessible.
In one of these, Diirrenstein, the lion-hearted
English Richard was imprisoned, and here
the faithful Blondel is said to have dis-
covered his lost master. A third day suffices
for the journey from Vienna to Pesth, after
which the river takes a southerly direction
through a flatter country, until at length are
approached the Pass of Kasan and the Iron
Gates of the Danube, one of the grandest
spots in Europe. As we have glided along,
ruined forts here and there have taken us
back hundreds of years to the times of the
Saracens, who, in the day of their pride,
pushed their conquests thus far north ; but
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when the Pass comes in sight we feel on
truly dassic ground. The boat, indeed, in
which we are carried is new, but not so the
whirlpools and currents through which we
pass—not so those bald mountains rising
thousands of feet on either side, with eagles
sporting among their crags—not so the road
on the southern bank, on which the Roman
armies marched. What grand fellows were
those old Romans! They have left their
marks behind them even here in the inscrip-
tion of Trajan, which probably commemo-
rates his first Dacian campaign ; and also in
the narrowest part of the Pass (where the
Danube is only one hundred and twenty
yards in width), in the rocks rising perpen-
dicularly from the water, there are to be
seen to this day the holes which the Romans
made, and into which they thrust timber
beams to support a hanging road.

But the tourist will probably wish to stay
at some of the towns on the banks of the
Danube—at clean and busy Linz ; at Vienna,
if only to see, in the highly decorated tower
of St. Stephen, one of the most graceful
spires in Europe ; and of course at Pesth,
where glimpses of Oriental life begin to
appear. To see the Hungarian capital to
advantage, one travels by a curious little rail-
way which ascends on the face of a hill at an
angle, I should think, of more than fifty
degrees, and upon which the whole journey is
completed in one minute. A few steps bring
us to the palace gardens, from which is ob-
tained a magnificent view of the city, of the
Danube with its pleasure-haunted islands,
and of numerous spires which have adorned
alternately Christian churches or Turkish
mosques, according as the Saracens or the
Hungarians have been masters of the town.
The hotels at Pesth are excellent. The
Grand Hotel of Hungary, at which I stayed,
is built in the form of a quadrangle, the
enclosure being covered with glass, adorned
with oleander and other shrubs, and en-
livened in the evening by a band of stringed
instruments, in which the Hungarian cymbal
forms a ‘prominent and agreeable feature.
I stayed in Pesth for a day or two, and
there visited my first Hungarian prison, saw
a fine Jewish synagogue, and also visited an
excellent hospital which has been established
there in connection with a Scottish mission
to the Jews.

My next point was Bukarest, the ordinary
way to which is by steamer to Giurgevo,
and then by rail. This passage, however,
was blocked by the war; and hence I re-
solved on a railway journey through Hungary

and Transylvania to Kronstadt, intending to
post over the Carpathians to P101est1, and so
proceed by rail to the Roumanian capital.
This opened up a country entirely new to
the English tourist. Soon after leaving Pesth
we found ourselves traversing extensive plains
of corn-growing and pasture land, stocked
with enormous herds of long- horned cattle.
Oxen were seen in use instead of horses,
whilst farther east the place of oxen was in
part supplied by buffaloes, somewhat un-
gainly-looking animals, but which are said to
possess twice the strength of an ox.

To accomplish the journey from Pesth
to Kronstadt requires two mights and the
greater portion of three days. It seemed
better to break the journey at Grosswardein,
which I did, and by that means was enabled
to visit a large episcopal city in the very
heart of Hungary. Here I found a bishop’s
palace of ducal, not to say kingly, propor-
tions, with sumptuous gardens, the whole air
of which reminded me of the ancient power
of Romish bishops. It was not difficult to
recall what enormous resources they were
able in olden time to bring to bear against
the devoted few who sighed for reform in
“ the Church’s head and members.” Ro-
manism still holds sway in Hungary, but not
so powerfully nor with such intolerance as
in Austria proper. There I knew it was
more than my liberty was worth to venture
to distribute tracts, or even copies of the
Gospels, but I attempted a little in this way
in Grosswardein. Going into the market-
place, I began to offer to the peasants some
little books in Magyar, German, &c., and
upon my errand being understood I was
soon surrounded with eager petitioners. The
fact of my grving the tracts (although money
was frequently offered) seemed to the people
perfectly inexplicable ; and, thinking that this
feature of my work might have something to
do with my apparent success, I determined
to test the sincerity of the people by making
them pay for the rest of the Gospels. I
therefore intimated that I must receive a
few coins for my remaining books. This,
however, proved no deterrent ; for kreutzers
poured in on every hand, and I soon dis-
posed of all the books I had.

On leaving Grosswardein the train soon
crosses the Transylvanian frontier, passes
through fine mountain scenery, and winds
along by the river Koros. Fields of Indian
corn appear, and with them a somewhat
different and lower type of labourers. The
Hungarians had not presented many features
differing from their Germanic fellow-subjects
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farther west; but in Transylvania began to
be recognised the Sclavic element—the
Wallachs, gypsies, &c. Women and men
worked in the field apparently in common;
the men wearing straw turban-shaped hats,
and short linen trousers so full that they
looked like petticoats, whilst the women
wore broad-brimmed hats, nearly a yard in
diameter, very low and very open dresses,
short skirts, and black-top boots. Their
small wooden houses had remarkably high
gables, and were covered with boards, thatch,
or shingle. With this last the churches
were roofed, giving them an appearance very
similar to the mountain churches of Norway.
Civilisation was taken to these parts by the
Germans, and there are still to be found
traces of Germanic influence ; but the people
seem to have made little progress for many
years. The soil is fertile, and also rich in
minerals ; but with so little energy are these
resources developed, that the line of railway
does not even pay its working expenses, but
remains a burden on the State. A fellow-
traveller informed us that the people have
few aspirations for progress, and are content
to live on Indian corn, and, alas! to drink
‘‘schnapps.”

I reached Kronstadt on Saturday evening,
and stayed over the Sunday. The town
straggles over a wide extent of ground, afford-
ing a dwelling-place for inhabitants of at
least four or five distinct nationalities—Hun-
garians, Jews, Wallachs, Germans, Greeks,
&c., each having their own religion, their
own places of public resort, and their own
prejudices and jealousies. It was easy to
discover, however, that the citizens were on
the whole a pleasure-loving people, whe-
ther as seen in the clumsy dancing of the
peasants in the wine-shops to the rough
music of a gypsy's fiddle, or in the ball kept
up at our hotel until an early hour on Sunday
morning, and renewed on Sunday night.

distinction staying in the town, and it was
a pretty sight to see the band of one of the
regiments, dressed in white, turn out after
dark and march to his lodging with lighted
flambeaux, and play a serenade in his honour.

I cannot say that my visits to the churches
of Kronstadt left a favourable impression on
my mind as to the religious condition of the
people. The Romish chapel presented no
special features different from what are com-
mon in other parts of Europe, though I had
been somewhat interested on my journey in
seeing hundreds of Romish pilgrims return-
L ing from Klausenberg. Some were in clumsy

There happened to be a military officer of

waggons, some were resting at roadside inns,
others walking in companies, and some were
sitting in crowds by the banks of a stream,
reminding one of Chaucer’s pilgrims and his
Canterbury Tales. Again the condition of
the Protestant churches was anything but
encouraging. At the entrance to the town
was a large church intended for the outlying
villages; and as it was “a high day,” there
ought to have been a good Sunday-morning
congregation, whereas it was estimated that
there were only about a hundred and twenty
present, and out of those only one solitary
communicant. The sermon was described
to me as a poor moral essay, the best thing
about it being that it contained nothing
positively wrong; for I heard that among
the Transylvanian clergy there is a great deal
of scepticism, not to say of positive infidelity.
The worthy pastor was asked if he did not
think something could be done towards the
improvement of the people by the appoint-
ment of a colporteur and the distribution of
religious literature ; but he left his interro-
gator to judge of his interest in such matters
by raising all sorts of difficulties, and he did
not care so much as to receive his visitor's
name. In the afternoon I went to the
principal Lutheran church, a large building
capable of accommodating, probably, from a
thousand to fifteen hundred people, in which
there was a congregation of nearly a dozen
men, and perhaps rather more than twice
that number of women. The minister was
dressed in black, somewhat in Genevan
fashion, with an array of silver buckles down
his breast. He came out of the vestry from
time to.time between the singing of the hymns,
and read a few words; also baptized two
children, and ascended the pulpit, not to
preach a sermon, but to read a short liturgy;
and this with the singing of hymns made up
the afternoon service. The choir consisted of
a number of youths, apparently from the high
school, who talked aloud during the flourishes
given by the organist between the verses,
and then scampered down the stairs immedi-
ately after the last line of the last hymn. A
colder or more heartless service I think I
never attended. I went also to the after-
noon service at the Roumanian, or Greek,
church, at which, with the exception of the
priest’s household, two students, and myself,
there was scarcely any one present. The
priest, however, on ascertaining that I wasan
English clergyman, treated me courteously,
and with his daughter (who spoke French)
! accompanied me in the evening to the
, military and civil prisons, where I was readily
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allowed to give to the prisoners such books1
and portions of the Scriptures as I had.

On Monday at noon I left Kronstadt for
Ploiesti in a vehicle that combined certain of
the features of a clumsy hearse, a stage-coach,
and a carrier’s waggon of the last century,
with six horses, two wheelers and four leaders
abreast. The clay roads had been recently
drenched with rain, and deep ruts then
formed were now all but baked by the burn-
ing sun; so that dashing over these at a
high speed was trying in the extreme to flesh
and blood, and matters reached a climax
when we had to turn into and tumble over.
the stones in the bed of a river to avoid a
landslip which had recently taken place.
Still, it was something new to be climbing
the Carpathians, the highest peaks of which
are covered with snow, and the lower ranges
with forests, in which there is said to be
abundance of game, foxes and hares, and
even wolves and bears. My aneroid regis-
tered some fifteen hundred feet during the
ascent, the last four hundred of which were
traversed over a zigzag road in about fifteen
minutes. We had then to descend three
thousand feet on the other side; now wind-
ing along a shelf on the mountain’s side with
a yawning precipice below, and now passing
beneath towering cliffs on either side of the
way. The road was by no means lonely, for
we met many vehicles, and towards evening
we arrived at a fashionable place of summer
resort called Sinaia, a Roumanian St. Moritz,
which ordinarily is full of visitors, but which
the war had emptied. At this spot we were
favoured with the protection of an armed
soldier, two more horses were added to our
team, and, oddly enough, farther on, two more
Englishmen joined those already inside; after
which, on the approach of darkness, we tried
as best we could to forget in balmy sleep
the lumps and difficulties of the way.

About four o’clock in the morning we
reached Ploiesti, which had been, up to a few
days previously, the Russian head-quarters,
of which, however, there were but few re-
maining tokens, until we came to the railway,
by the side-of which was a small encamp-
ment, the principal rooms of the station
being monopolized by Russian officers. We
now began to realise that we were approach-
ing the seat of war. Bukarest is only two
hours distant from Ploiesti, but during the
journey we were shunted more than once
to allow of the passing of trains with ammuni-
tion and warlike implements. On reaching
Bukarest the city looked lively enough, and
had it not been for the frequent sight of

Russian uniforms, and a crowd of Jews round
our hotel eager to contract for Russian
supplies, one could hardly have believed in
the existence of active warfare within two
hours’ journey of the capital. It was passing
strange, moreover, how quietly everything
concerning the fortunes of the war was kept ;
and wise people did not ask too many ques-
tions lest they should be suspected.

I went to Roumania with the hope that I
might be of use in the distribution of religious
literature in the Russian hospitals; but in
Bukarest, in the first week of July, there
seemed to be scarcely any who needed such
assistance. The Roumanians whispered that
there were in the town at least a thousand
wounded, but I found only three. What
wounded there were at that time seemed to
have been taken farther north to Jassy, or
else home to Russia.

I was invited to visit Giurgevo, which was
then being bombarded daily ; and as it was
said that the Turks fired only from six to
nine in the evening, and that the siege could
be witnessed from a neighbouring village, I
accepted the invitation. The journey though
short was full of saddening interest. At the
stations were hundreds and probably thou-
sands of sacks of flour, together with other
provisions, waiting to be forwarded, and on
the road we saw regiments of soldiers,
scorched by a broiling sun, treading their
dusty way to the front. Once we were
shunted opposite a train freighted with heavy
artillery, and were watching the soldiers un-
loading the cannons with boisterous shouts
and laughter, when, a whistle being heard,
we beheld a sight approaching which formed
a sombre contrast to this noisy mirth. It
was an ambulance train bringing sick and
wounded. The doors of the waggons were
sufficiently opened to allow of our seeing the
poor fellows as they lay; and this with the
sight of the Red Cross nurses, and the
flying flags bearing the same symbol, caused
not a few of my fellow-passengers to shudder.
I had visited after an interval the battle-
fields of the Franco-Prussian war, but no
ruins of bricks and mortar and desolated
homes ever conveyed to my mind so forcibly
as this ambulance train what war really
means, nor did I realise so vividly before the
awful responsibility which rests on the heads
of men who cause thousands of their fellows’
blood to be shed. On arriving at Giurgevo,
I found that the Turks did not always observe
with precision the same hours for firing, and
that, in fact, they might begin at any moment.
In the centre of the town was a high watch-
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tower, on which a sentinel stood to give
notice immediately the Turks began to fire.
The streets were then cleared by Cossacks,
and all persons were warned to retire to their
cellars. I mounted the tower, and from
thence could plainly see Rustchuk and the
Turkish batteries as well as the position of
the Russians. Looking down, too, upon the
houses, it was easy to see, by the holes in the
roofs, where shells had entered, and, having
burst, had blown the bricks and tiles in all
directions. The tower presented too good
a mark for the Turkish artillery to make it
wise to remain on the top, and again, to go
close to the bank of the river was only to
expose one’sself both to Russian suspicionand
to sharp-shooters’ bullets ; but so long as the
Turks did not begin to cannonade, we could
without danger walk about the streets, and
see the havoc caused by the shells. One
man showed us his ruined house, over which
he was keeping a solitary guard, and there
we saw windows blown out, doors unhinged,
ceilings knocked down, and the floor covered
with pieces of shell and lime and dust. The
billiard-room of one of the hotels presented
a curiously desolate appearance, whilst with
the gymnasium, the largest school-building in
the town, so many missiles had burst therein,
that it was a wonder the walls remained
standing. Shells which had fallen in the
town, but which had not burst, could be
bought for a few francs. I was told by a
correspondent that two peasants had obtained
possession of one, out of which they tried to
get the fuse by knocking it, with the effect,
however, of the shell bursting, and of course
killing them both. Happily the Turks did
not begin to fire whilst I was in the town,
and I therefore thought it prudent to return
by the afternoon train.

On the following day I witnessed an ambu-
lance party starting for Kalafat. There were
mules laden with boxes and barrels, light
carriages to carry the wounded, and a num-
ber of contrivances for mitigating the pains
of the suffering on the field of battle. All con-
nected with the ambulance wore Red Cross
badges, and the procession moved through
the streets to the sounds of music, sped on
its mission by the blessings of the people.
This ambulance, which had been largely sub-
scribed to by the Freemasons, was Roumanian.

I was anxious to see some of the towns
east of Bukarest, and having heard that a
Russian gunboat crossed the Danube daily
from Braila to Matchin, I determined to try
if I could by that means set my foot on
Turkish soil. I had, moreover, a fraternal

invitation from a Roumanian physician to
stay with him in Braila, and so proceeded
thither by rail, having to pay to the guard a
fine of a few shillings, which they inflict on
unpunctual passengers, because on arriving
at the station at the very last moment I got
into the carriage without a ticket. Ireached
my friend’s house at Braila about two o’clock
in the morning, and found before his door a
Russian soldier with his bayonet fixed. He
was evidently expecting a nocturnal visitor,
and conducted me at once to my bedroom,
intimated by pointing to a door that my
host was sleeping in the next room, and then
left me to “the situation.” In the morning I
found that my host was director of a hospital
close by, in which were some Russian soldiers
in their coats, who were sick, but I did not
see any wounded.

From the top of the cathedral, and from
the roof of the consul’s house, I was able to
get a capital view of the river, and to form
some idea of the Russian tactics in their first
crossing the Danube. Behind me, to the
north-west, the Russian soldiers had lain by
thousands, and there were a few tents still
visible. To the east Galatz could be seen in
the distance, and in the same direction, a
little way down the river, floated the bridge
of boats by which the Russians had crossed.
Running towards the south was a ridge of
hills, on one of which stands a fort, which
the invaders speedily took, and so passed on
to Matchin, which I could see in the distant
south.

I found that the Russian gunboat was not
plying, and that I should, therefore, have to
take a small bark, and row some few miles
down an arm of the river if I wished to see
Matchin, and this I determined to do, little
knowing the difficulties that lay before me.
My troubles began with the consul, who
said he had received peremptory orders
to allow no one to cross. I was advised
to complain by telegraph to the English
consul at Bukarest that, as a British sub-
ject, permission was refused to allow me
to pass “without let or hindrance,” but I
thought it wiser first to try the Russian
commandant. Upon making known to him
my desire, he first asked if I were a cor-
respondent, and next if I had my photo-
graph. Ithought the latter a strange question ;
but happening to have my carte de visite, I
produced it. He looked on the back for a
signature, and, finding none, made me a bow
and uttered something which I understood,
or misunderstood, to mean that if I would
go to the Emperor and get permission, I
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might be allowed to cross. I then produced
a letter from the Russian authorities in
London, asking that I might be allowed to
distribute religious literature among the sick,
and after reading this the commandant said
he would let me go, and wrote a permission,
which I innocently thought would frank me
to Matchin, and, after walking about for an
hour or two, allow me to return. I soon
found my bark, but the men were delayed
for nearly an hour by a Roumanian soldier,
who levied upon us “black mail” in the
shape of money for drink. We passed close
by the Turkish monitor which was blown
up by a Russian torpedo, and by another
sunken Turkish man-of-war which the enemy
managed to destroy, some said by firing a
shell down the funnel, or, as the Turks said,
by setting fire to the powder which they had
on deck, and with which they were preparing
that night to bombard Braila. After a pas-
sage of six hours, in the course of which the
boat was nearly capsized through the men
trying to take advantage of the breeze raised
by a thunderstorm, we reached Matchin.
Presenting my passport, I said that I in-
tended to return in an hour or two, and was
not a little taken aback by being informed
that if I came early next morning I might get
permission to return. It so happened that I
was bound to get back the same night, and,
declaring stoutly that I must do so, I posted
off at once to commandant number two.
I found his military highness washing before
dinner, and entered his room just as the
servant, in Russian fashion, was pouring water
on his master’s hands. There was another
officer in the room, who, on reading a per-
mission I had to visit prisons in St. Peters-
burg, complimented me by calling me a
modern Howard. They said that I should
have the required permission, and offered
‘ me a Cossack or the chief of the police to
conduct me about the town. I visited first
the prison, and then went with my interpreter
to the mosques, which were in ruins, and
into the minarets of which (the senctum sanc-
torum of the Mussulman) I could easily have
ascended, had I chosen to take the trouble.
There were few men and not a single woman
to be seen in the streets, On the ap-
proach of the Russians the Turks had
fled, and the Bulgarians,. hoping that their
Mussulman oppressors would never return,
had seized their property and rifled their
houses, not leaving untouched even the doors
and windows. The town altogether pre-
sented a lonely and desolate appearance, but

the destruction was not to be compared for a
moment with the awful condition in which I
found the little town of Bazeilles twelve
months after the battle of Sedan in the Franco-
Prussian war. My interpreter, who was a
Jew living in the place, spoke in the highest
terms of the conduct of the Russian soldiers,
though he said three yoke of oxen had been
stolen from him by the Bulgarians. I am
bound further to say, that everywhere, so
far as I saw, the Russians were on their best
behaviour. I heard nothing against them in
Roumania, though it was quite evident that
below their fingers of velvet they had an
arm of steel; for they had quietly taken
possession of the telegraphs, railway stations,
and, in fact, of every important position in
the country. Hence the Roumanians, whilst
they were well pleased with the Russian
money that was pouring into the country,
were wondering what would be the end of
this quiet usurpation of power. There were
a few shops open in Matchin, at which I
made some purchases,and then started about
seven o’clock to return to Braila.

After making a little way, the rain came
down in torrents, and the greater part of
the voyage was performed under these con-
ditions, and in the dark. As we ap-
proached Braila one of the men got out of
the boat, why I could not tell, and not
knowing the language, I could not ask, so
judged it best to remain in the bottom
of the boat perfectly quiet. The man
did not seem to effect his object, and re-
turned, after which my two oarsmen sat
perfectly still, attempting to use neither sail
nor oar. This continued until the horrid
thought seized me that the man had perhaps
got out to drag the boat ashore, but, finding
the water low and the mud deep, could not
succeed, and that we should therefore have
to wait twelve hours in the pouring rain for a
rise in the tide. Accordingly I pulled from
my pocket the last crust I had, and was
beginning quietly to resign myself, when, to
my great joy, on peering out beneath my
umbrella, I found we were at the boat-house,
into which, like three drowned rats, we
speedily entered. I had then only to get to
my friend’s house by wading through the
streets, which for badness of paving I had
never seen equalled, which were covered, not
with puddles, but with ponds of water. And
thus ended my adventure, in which I had
paid dearly, both in cash and experience, for
my curiosity to set foot on Turkish soil. I
returned next day to Bukarest.
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Rev. John Stoughton, D.D., Professor of Historical Theology in the Independent College, Hampstead.

“ In the midst of the throne, and round about the throne, were four ‘living creatures,’ full of eyes before and behind. And
the first ¢ living creature’ was like a lion, and the second ‘ living creature ’ was like a calf, and the third ‘ living creature’ had
a face as a man, and the fourth ‘living creature’ was like a flying eagle.”—Revelation iv. 6, 7.

THERE is an argument often used against

Christian Missions which is supposed
to be fatal to their effect. It is said that the
natives of heathen countries are disturbed by
the various forms under which Christianity
is presented to them, and that it is, therefore,
difficult for them to accept as true what
appears under such diverse and sometimes
rival aspects.

It is an argument which is also used at
home in favour of suppressing these different
forms, as far as possible, and substituting for
them some one system which shall supersede
all the others.

This objection, if sound, would strike at the
very root of all missions as they now exist,
and it may, therefore, be worth while to
meet it; and the more so as the statement
of the counter principle is full of edifying
reflections.

So far from its being the case that a
uniform or absolutely homogeneous statement
of the truth is necessary for all times and
circumstances, the whole structure of the
Bible is a direct testimony to the contrary
position; namely, that there are, as St. Paul
says, diversities of gifts, of ministrations, of
operations, through which the same Father
reigns, the same Lord is served, the same
Spirit works ; that Divine light can only be
received in the world through the refractions,
as St. Peter says, of “many colours and
many shapes "—delivered, as the author of the
Epistle to the Hebrews says, in “ many parts
and in many fashions ”—represented, as St.
John expresses it, by the widest diversity of
figures that the prophetic imagination could
conceive ; image upon image, metaphor upon
metaphor ; not one lamp, but seven; not the
throne only, but the rainbow; not the sight
only of sapphire or of emerald, but the sound
of thunder and trumpet, and the roar of many
waters ; the Supreme Unity encompassed and
surrounded by venerable sages, and strange
animals, and ten thousand times ten thousand
heavenly messengers.

Amongst those figures, that which I have
chosen for my text has been consecrated by
the long usage of the Church to the special

subject of the evangelization of mankind.
The four Living Creatures which surround
the throne of God have, fancifully perhaps,
yet not without a profound meaning, been
appropriated by early tradition to the four
Evangelists. In ancient times there was no |
fixed appropriation of these several images, :
each to each. It was only the general fact .
of the fourfold figure that suggested the ,
comparison. The man, the lion, the calf,
and the eagle, so entirely unlike each other .
in form and aspect, have been assigned .
in varying degrees to St. Matthew, St. Mark, -
St. Luke, and St. John. But this diver-
sity truly represents the divergence of the
four delineations which the Gospels con-
tain of the Saviour’s life and character. It
might have been that they should all have
been fused into one; it might have been
that the peculiar traits or ideas represented
respectively in the four Evangelists should
have been altogether suppressed, and that
so the world might have been saved the .
perplexities and the stumbling-blocks which I
the strange contradictions and varieties of
the several accounts have left on the mind
of Christendom. But it was not so ordered ;
and in spite of these momentary difficulties, ,
we may well be thankful that the fourfold |
picture has been allowed to remain, and that |
the world has been left, as best it may, to
explore and to reconcile these widely differ-
ing reports.

What is thus exemplified in the case of
the four Evangelists has more or less con-
tinued in the work of evangelization ever
since. Vehement as have been the attempts
to reduce into one single system the various
modes by which Christian doctrines or
Christian institutions have been developed,
human nature and Divine grace have been
too strong to be bound in any such artificial
restraints; and those portions of mankind
which lie outside the Christian pale have no
just cause of complaint at the different
points of view from which the message of
the Gospel has been conveyed to them.

In the seraphic hymn which in the services
of the Eastern Church forms one of the most

—
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solemn parts of the Communion office, the
words by which praise is expressed have, by
‘the singular richness of the Russian language,
been represented by four phrases, which,
whilst they all contain the same common idea
of thanksgiving, enable the hearers, as it were,
to catch, through the concordant music,
sounds as of the roaring of a lion, as of the
scream of an eagle, as of the bellowing of an
-ox, and as of the speech of a man. This
well explains to us the general effect which
may be, which ought to be, and which to a
darge extent has been conveyed to the world,
by the diversity and the unity of Christen-
dom.

No doubt to a mere childish or barbarian
intellect the idea of such complexity is difficult
to grasp; but after all, in presenting to un-
«civilised or half-civilised nations the truths of
a religion, which, if it be anything, ought to
correspond with the results of the highest
«clvilisation, we must be content to trust our-
selves in some degree to the common sense
and common reason of mankind, which, even
in the most barbarous races, is not wholly
extinguished ; and, when such an objection
is brought forward, it must be met, as many
-other objections are met, not by acquiescing
in the stupidity or perversity of those we
address, but by appealing to the highest
light that is in them, and drawing the lessons
which they themselves might acknowledge in
their common experience.

The fact is, that the offence given in the
eyes of heathen nations by the differences of
Christendom, is in great measure occasioned,
not by the mere fact of those differences, but
by the fierce rivalries, and unhallowed
jealousies, and overleaping ambitions by
which different phases or forms of Christianity
have attacked and endeavoured to absorb
-each other in the race of proselytism. These
inhuman passions are justly calculated to
alienate the unsophisticated consciences,
whether of civilised or of savage heathendom ;
but they would be equally odious even though
there were not a single heathen to be con-
verted. They are amongst the vices of
Christian society, like drunkenness, gambling,
impurity, such as we have been told have in
our Australian colonies provoked an army of
British missionaries to the good work of
endeavouring to convert our benighted fel-
low-countrymen—in these respects truly be-
nighted—to a better and purer life. But
these are quite another matter from the inno-
cent divisions which have parted Churches
from each other. “It is not,” as was well
said by an excellent Nonconformist, who was

XIX—s

educated within those walls two centuries
ago, “Itis not the actual differences that
do the mischief, but the mismanagement of
those differences.” In point of fact it has
been found that Christian missionaries in
heathen parts do for the most part forget
their divisions in the face of the heathen.
It was the testimony of the Report presented
to both Houses of Parliament in 1872, that,
“from the nature of their work, and from their
isolated position, they co-operate heartily
together, and that, with few exceptions, it
is a fixed rule among them that they will not
interfere with each other’s converts or each
other's spheres of duty.”

We propose therefore to guard against
the growth of these exceptions, and to up-
hold this fixed rule—to show that, so far
from such a diversity being contrary to the
genius of Christianity, it was involved in the
religion of our Divine Founder from the very
beginning ; that so far from its being a reason-
able obstacle in the way of its reception, it
ought to be one of the chief commenda-
tions of it to the reception of those to whom
it is addressed.

Let me illustrate this position by several
great examples in the history of Christian
missions.

(1.) Let us first take the diversity of creeds.
When we consider how variously constituted
are the powers of human apprehension, how
mixed are the ingredients out of which any
human representations of truth are composed,
it is an almost inevitable result that every
creed and confession of faith which Christen-
dom has produced must partake of that
mingled, complex, and imperfect character
which belongs to human speech and human
thought. No one creed or confession can
claim absolute truth ; or, even if it does claim
absolute truth, it cannot claim to represent
the exact form of truth which will be most
opportune for each varying country.

There are, no doubt, some truths so divine,
so transparent, so universal, that even the
imperfections to which we have referred can
hardly obscure their brilliancy ; there are
some falsehoods so absurd, so mischievous,
so narrow, that even the most uneducated
conscience might be expected to reject them
if they stood alone; but what has usually
happened is, that these- truths and these
falsehoods, though not in the same propor-
tion, have become inextricably mixed to-
gether, and thus the imperfection of one
creed 1s almost of necessity rectified by some
countervailing step in another. To use a
homely proverb, It is not s&fe to put all our
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eggs into one basket.” This is a maxim of
homely life: it is not less a rule for the
evangelization of the world. And how
remarkably is this borne out if we look
on a large scale at the conversion of man-
kind !

Who was it that evangelized our ancestors,
the Gothic tribes of Northern Europe? It
was Ulfilas, an Arian bishop, a missionary,
that is to say, who adhered to a particular
form of the Christian faith which, at the
time when he lived, was denounced with the
severest penalties, both civil and ecclesiasti-
cal, by the then rulers of the Catholic Church,
and which has long ago become extinct in
every part of the world. But from him was
derived the first translation of the Scriptures
into our own mother tongue—the precursor
of the versions of Wycliffe, of Luther, of
Tyndale, and of our own present English
Bibles. He wasthe Moses, as he was called,
the leader and deliverer of our Gothic ances-
tors; the precursor of Augustine and Boniface
and Adelbert.

And who was it that cstablished the first
missions through the whole of Central Asia,
the great exception to the usual lethargy of
the Eastern Church? It was the Nestorian
Christians—the Christians who clung to the
faith of the once persecuted, exiled, and
detested Nestorius.

And who was it that in later days conveyed
the first germs of the Christian faith to the
vast tribes of India and of China? Whose
name is it that is still invoked, as I am told,
by the boatmen of Madras as they dash
through the perilous waves which encircle
their surf-beaten shores? It was Francis
Xavier, the representative, not merely of the
Roman Church, but of that most repulsive
and offensive phase of the Roman Church,
the Society of Jesuits.

And who was it that first undertook the
colonisation and Christianization of Green-
land, with its unpromising races, its ungenial
climate, its dark future? It was the simple-
minded Moravians, whose principles and
whose tenets were even more different from
those of Ulfilas, or of Francis Xavier, and
of the Nestorians, than any of these from
each other,

And yet, not only did these several agencies
succeed in preseniing Christianity in a shape
which more or less struck root in these diverse
couptries; but as we look back on their
distant labours—distant both in time and
spacc—we must acknowledge that they were
severally the fountain heads from which the
native Chtistianity of Europe, of Asia, and

of North America, has received the fullest
streams of Christian life.

(2.) Again, let us leave the question of the
diversity of creeds, and look at the diversities
of organization. From very early times, Epis-
copacy was regarded as the one outward
channel through which the evangelization as
well as the ordinary government of the
Church was to be cairried on. Baptism,
preaching, marriage—nothing could be done
without the bishop. But it was not long
before immense exceptions began to be, as
it were, scooped out of the episcopal system.

In a large part of Europe the chief work of
proclaiming the Gospel, and its concomitant
message of civilisation, to the unconverted or
half-converted races, was conducted, not by
bishops, but by presbyters—Dby those presby-
ters who, under the name of ubbots and monks,
carried on their work, not only irrespectively,
but independently of, and above, the episco-
pate. Such was Columbanus, the apostle of
Scotland. Such, during the larger part of his
missionary career, was Cuthbert of Lindis-
farne. Such was Columba, the apostle of
Burgundy. Such was St. Gall, the apostle
of Switzerland. Such was St. Benedict, the
founder of that great Benedictine order which
was for centuries the chief nurse of learning
and culture in Europe.

In like manner in our own later days, in
the Churches of the Reformation, the first
attempt to evangelize our heathen depen-
dencies was maintained and executed, not
by the regular Episcopal system, so well
suited as it is to our wants at home, but by
the great societies, called by divers names,
through which, irregularly, perhaps, but not
with any greater irregularity than the system
of Columba or Benedict, the light of Chris-
tian truth was handed on by a succession of
noble-minded torch-bearers, whose torches
flamed not the less brightly because they
were shaken in the winds of a wide and
unlimited field, and not confined within the
more restricted limits of a constant super-
vision, '

Those who knew India in former days
used to tell us that, great as were the advan-
tages produced by the more complete organi-
zation introduced through the foundation of
the Anglo-Indian Episcopate, yet still there
was a fire and a splendour enkindled by the
wandering lives of Schwartz and his con-
temporaries, which we vainly seek for in our
more orderly generation. We would not for
a moment disparage the benefits conferred
on Erglish Churchmen settled in those
regions by the establishment of a regular,
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unfailing supply of pastors and chief pastors,
whose function was specially to raise up and
foster in our English settlers those who, after
all, must, by their lives and examples, be
the true missionaries of Christianity to the
heathen. We do not underrate the blessing
of prelates, who, by the winning grace of a
Heber, or the long-continued devotion of a
Wilson, or the wise and fatherly counsel of a
Cotton, or the indefatigable zeal of a Milman,
became, as it were, the patriarchs of Indian
missions of whatsoever persuasion. But still,
any attempt to disparage, overrule, and over-
ride the efforts of those societies which have
performed in our time a work corresponding
to that effected by the great monastic orders
in the Middle Ages, implies, not merely a
want of evangelical largeness of heart, but an
ignorance of those ecclesiastical principles
which acted so large a part in the conversion
of modern Europe.

(3.) Again, there is an analogous differ-
ence of organization with which we are more
familiar at home, but which must be allowed
to play freely its part also in the distant
countries of the world. There has been in
this country, since the Reformation, an
acknowledged divergence in the mode of
disseminating truth which may be described,
if I may use the expressive language of a
highly valued brother ecclesiastic, as “the
public and the private way.” ¢ The public
way ” is that in which the nation has taken
advantage of an organization which has come
down with much continuity, although with
much discontinuity, from the earliest times
of our history, which is controlled by national
laws, which 1s guided by national principles,
which is regarded as on the whole the ex-
ponent of the national faith. This is the
system which by various names is called the
Established Church, the National Church,
the Church of England. But, side by side
with this, there is another way in which indi-
viduals fired with peculiar zeal, or endowed
with peculiar gifts, have taken advantage of
the liberty which the nation has gradually
and increasingly left to those who deviate
from the more public and established system,
and who, partly by their own special energies,
partly by new organizations which they have
founded, and which have themselves in the
course of time become a mixture of the
more public and the more private systems,
have filled up the deficiencies and increased
the usefulness of that larger and more com-
prehensive institution intended to cover the
whole nation.

By these two channels the flood of Christ-

ian doctrine and civilisation has forced its
way through our own land. On one side we
see, as it were, a majestic river, swollen with
many tributaries, bearing on its bosom stately
fleets, feeding populous cities which else
would languish, fertilising large tracts which
else would wither and die ; on the other side
we see foaming torrents penetrating through
rocks which perchance nothing else could
break, attracting attention by the roar of
cataracts which arouse the most heedless
ear, forcing their way into devious corners
which lie outside the main current of the
larger stream. And what has been pro-
ductive of such beneficent results at home,
cannot but, we believe, be capable of like
results abroad. Wherever the two systems
come into contact, it is surely the duty at
once of Christian wisdom and of Christian
charity, that each should use the other as its
best and indispensable ally.

In former times it was the temptation of the
public national form of religion to repress and
suppress by legislative enactments the private
utterances of Nonconformity. In our times
it is the temptation of the Nonconforming
elements of religion to endeavour to repress,
and suppress by legislative enactments, all
expression of the public and national form.
The means adopted in the two cases is
different, but the end sought is the same.
In either case, the error was and is equally
impolitic, equally illiberal. Let us hope
better things for the age that is coming. Let
us remember, both at home and abroad, the
speech of Abram to Lot—“TIs not the whole
land before thee? If thou wilt take the left
hand, then I will go to the right hand ; or if
thou depart to the right hand, then I will go
to the left hand.” Let us remember the
same maxim translated into the language of
the Apostle—* We will not boast in another
man’s line of things made ready to our hand.”
“Every way, whether in pretence or in truth,”
whether, we may add, by a public or a
private way, “Christ is preached; and I
therein do rejoice, yea, and will rejoice.”
“ Why, when both organizations exist,” so it
has been pertinently asked, “ why should one
of the two be taken from us?”* In point
of fact, the contributions to missions, so far
as we can judge from statistics, bear out
this conclusion, that not by repression of
variety, but by encouragement of variety, is
the chief result produced.

In the British dominions, the largest
amount is contributed by the Church of

® “ Church and Dissent,” in Quarlerly Review, cxxx. 452
ascribed to the Dean of St. Paul’s.
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England—that is to say, the communion in
which, our enemies themselves being our
judges, the largest diversity of thought exists
and is allowed. (Itis ;£500,000). The next
largest contribution is that of the Noncon-
formists, who are also a very mixed body.
It is nearly £400,000. But the contribu-
tions from the Roman Catholic Church, which
refuses to acknowledge any such diversity,
throughout the whole world amount only to
one-quarter of what is collected by the
various Protestant churches and societies
within the United Kingdom alone, and the
sum collected from British churches of the
Roman persuasion does not amount to
£7000.*

No doubt the Church of Rome and the
Protestant churches have each their separate
grooves. But in the generous efforts for the
cause of missions, it would seem that the
freedom of the Reformation has been far
more potent than the authority of the Papal
See. It would seem further that if either the
Church of England were destroyed, accord-
ing to the wishes of some ardent Noncon-
formists, or Nonconformity absorbed, ac-
cording to the wishes of some ardent Church-
men, the cause of Christian missions would
grievously suffer.

(4.) There is yet one further amplification
of the principle, which lies behind all the
others, namely, the effect of the differences,
deeply rooted and ineradicable, of human
character and pursuits. The fierceness of
the lion, the rapidity of the eagle, the strength
of the ox, the intelligence of the man, are
not more strongly impressed on the differ-
ences between Arian and Catholic, Greek and
Latin,Roman and Protestant Churchmen and
Dissenters, than they are on the deep lines
of demarcation which divide the studious
scholar, the soaring philosopher, the bold
warrior, the zealous pastor, each from each ;
and yet every one of these distinct characters
may, through the one Divine Spirit working in
each, be brought to bear on the world of
sin and ignorance, as confidently as though
each one existed by itself. The barbarian, the
heathen, the Mohammedan, the Hindoo, are
not distracted by these divergencies of cha-
racter. They are rather drawn towards the
central fire which gives to each of them its
life and energy.

And it is this necessity of the joint action
of the most diverse elements of character
which throws such a power and such a re-
sponsibility on all of us. No one, whether in

* ¢ British Contributions to Foreign Missions in the year
1876,” by the Rev. W. A. Scott Robertson, M.A.

England or in foreign countries, can say that
he is freed from any concern in missionary
influence. Every one, prince or peasant,
soldier or settler, has his own influence;
even although he may never have opened
his lips as a preacher. I have seen pic-
tures of a distinguished English ruler, Sir
Donald M’Leod, I have heard of another of
a gallant soldier, General Nicholson, in which
the Hindoos represent them, with their British
costume, and with their genuine English
features, in the attitude of their own divinities,
to whom they are offering worship and sacri-
fice. And wbat was it that won for them
this adoring respect—that made these poor
heathens feel that these Englishmen were
superior beings—messengers of heaven? It
was simply this : they knew them to be tho-
roughly just, thoroughly truthful, thoroughly
chaste. Who is there that cannot help in
producing this holy, this divine impression ?
Is there any one, however far removed by
office or character from ordinary clerical or
missionary life, who cannot strive by stainless
honour and purity to convince the heathen
“of sin, of righteousness, and of judgment ” 2

These then are some exceptions of the:
manifold grace of God in the work of evan-
gelization.

The Proteus of human nature, as Lord
Bacon happily allegorizes the ancient fable,
and as it has been finely drawn out of late
by an eminent physician, will go through
many shapes before he will speak at last the
words of the heaven-sent seer. But this is
the divine message which he is commissioned
to speak. We must be patient with him, we
must watch for him, but at the last he will tell
us what we want to know, not the less.
because his unity of purpose has been veiled
in such immense diversity of action.

In all these various forms of approach
there is no need for sacrificing our convictions
that one is superior to the other. We may
believe that Athanasius was more sound than
Ulfilas—that the Protestant is better than the
Jesuit—that the Episcopate in the long run
has been a more useful agency than the
monastic orders—that the comprehensive sys-
tem of the National Church is more efficient
than the more limited systems of individuals
or sects—that Mary, who sat at Jesus’ feet,
chose a better part than Martha, who was
cumbered with much serving. All this may
well be; but what we wish to show is, that
there has been, that there is, that there will
be to the end of time, room for the weaker
as well as the stronger, for the lower as well as
for the higher, for the eagle as well as for the
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ox, for the man as well as for the lion, in
the vast and complex work of the regeneration
of the world.

(5.) And now may I, as on former occa-
sions, ask your attention to the mode in
which, year after year, I have endeavoured
to make St. Andrew’s Day in some measure
serve to vindicate this principle ?

On the first occasion you have been invited
to hear the words of a world-renowned scholar
of another country ; on the second occasion
you heard the discourse of the most eloquent
orator of the Northern kingdom; on the
third you listened to the homely address of
the patriarch of British missionaries ; on the
fourth to the close reasoning of a minister of
the Church of Ireland, parted from ours by a
recent convulsion, yet not without affinities
derived by long connection. I now invite
you to attend the teaching of one who,
belonging to one of those great organizations
which I have already described as growing
up outside the Established Church of this
country, has proved himself, by a long pas-
toral life and by studies* which traverse one
of the most distracted portions of our ecclesi-
astical divisions, capable of understanding
both the excellencies of his own communion
and also the excellencies which belong to the
larger system of the Church of England.
Others before our time have written histories
of the Puritans, in which we heard of nothing
but the glories of the Puritans; others have
written histories of the Church of England, in
which we heard of nothing but the glories of
the Church of England. He who will address
you this evening is the first who has written

of both with equal candour, and courtesy, and
gracious appreciation. He will speak to you
in the name of those illustrious dead, whose
characters he has so well portrayed—of Chil-
lingworth, Jeremy Taylor, and Cudworth, on
the one side, of Baxter, Howe, and Owen on
the other side, whose voices were once heard
within these walls, and of which the echo, we
trust, will be prolonged this evening. He
will in the same kindly and truthful spirit,
endeavour to set before you, as in a fourfold
vision, some of the diversities of human cha-
racter and Christian culture by which, in
various fields of missionary labour, the king-
dom of God has, in these our latter days,
been advanced.

And if, perchance, the record of what he
has said under this venerable roof shall reach
those distant regions for which we this day
pray, it will be to them, I trust, not a
stumbling-block or cause of offence, but
rather a proof and example of the Divinity
and Universality of the Faith which we
profess—an exemplification of those beautiful
lines which he has himself quoted with fervent
admiration from a Christian { philosopher of
the seventeenth century :

“ The true Religion, sprung from God above

Is, like its fgluntain, fuﬁ of charity,
Embracing all things with a tender love,

Full of good-will and meck expectancy :
Full of true justice and sure verity

1In voice and heart ;hf

ree, large, cven infinite.
Not wedged in stmiﬁ t particularity,
But grasping all things in her vast active spirit.
Bright Lamp of God! Oh! that all men couid joy
In thy pure light!”

To this Divine Light may God in His
mercy lead us all !

SOCIAL
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I—EDUCATION.
By Mrs. DAY.

ROPERLY speaking, education means a
leading out of, and hence bringing up.

We think ourselves justified in appending a
further and even more exact definition. Edu-
cation means-development. By education we
not merely lead a man forth from his igno-
rance, but we lead him into some knowledge,
we train him in some art, trade, or profes-
sion. ‘A little knowledge is a dangerous
thing,” wrote one. Granted, freely ; and we
would therefore distinguish education from

® “ Church_of the Commonwealth,” 2 vols. ‘ Church of
the Restoration,” 2 vols. Church of the Revolution,”
1vol. By John Stoughton, D.D., Professor of Historical
Theology in New College, ﬁampstead.

knowledge by saying that education means
training : “here a little, and there a little,
precept upon precept, and line upon line;”
or better still, development, the gradual
expansion of the faculties of mind or body,
which alone makes them strong and effectual.

For look, by way of easy illustration, at
the rarer trees in our gardens. A peach
planted in rough soil, unpruned and un-
tended, may indeed produce a few peaches,
but they will be green, and hard, and flavour-
less. Alter the conditions of the tree, plant

1 Henry More, quoted in Dr. Stoughton’s * Church of the

Restoration,” ii. 454.
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it against a south wall, tend it carefully,
protect the delicate pink blossoms from frost,
prune the redundant branches, train those
that remain, and the result will be delicious
fruit, exquisite in taste, and beautiful to the
eye. As long as the careful training process
goes on the result will be the same: this
is education, development. Alter the con-
ditions again, and put the peach-tree into
a forcing-house. Heat the house unduly,
leave the tree unpruned to its own rank
growth, the fruit will either fall off immature,
or the tree having possibly yielded one toler-
able crop, will itself droop, or die. This is
the distinction we would make between
knowledge and education. Knowledge may
be of two kinds, bad and good ; education
can be but good. Knowledge is like the
building up of a wall, brick upon brick, stone
upon stone, an ever-increasing structure ; but
the value of the structure depends upon other
circumstances than its mere size. Education,
on the other hand, is like the free growth of
atree. Air and sun and rain nourish and
perfect it, not with undue haste, but with
gradual development. Education depends
much upon the surrounding influences being
favourable, and carefully used; knowledge
not so. The structure will rise, whether the
bricks be bad or good, well or ill laid and
cemented.

The careless use of language caused the
two words to be employed synonymously,
and the ideas have become confounded, but
a little reflection shows how distinct they
are. It is important that the distinction
should be kept. There is no question of the
present day more mooted than this one of
education, and for our own part we can
hardly imagine one of higher interest or
greater importance. Upon education will
depend the well-being, perhaps the being at
all, of a nation. It is the educated man who
in the long run carries the day. He brings
to bear upon every question information,
experience, moderation ; for education has
trained and moulded both mental and moral
qualities.

There is at present a strong party of anti-
educationists who urge that education has
altered the old relations of class and class;
that it has greatly increased the self-sufficiency
and arrogance of the young and of the lower
classes ; that through it there are now no
respectable, trustworthy, nor respectful ser-
vants ; that public appointments are filled
by incompetent, conceited persons ; and that
by its influence the lower orders are con-
verted into the so-called dangerous classes !

Is this actually the case? or is there not
some misapprehension, some confusion of
ideas and terms? We are anxious to clear
up the difficulty and prove our case—that not
education, but want of education, is the cause
of most evils.

The mere acquisition of knowledge is a
very questionable advantage. It may serve
but to further the views of the specialist ; it
may be the cramming process indulged in by
the candidate for competitive examination ;
it may be the routine of school, thrown aside
as soon as school bondage is over, with the
school caps and badges. In these cases
what results can be expected but prejudice,
self-opinion, and imperfection ; the fate of the
peach-tree in our illustration—crude fruit, or
over-stimulated, forced fruit, that is received
with surprise and applause, but so exhausts
the tree that it lives thenceforth in a state
of idleness and barrenness ?

This epithet of “ over-stimulating” may be
applied to knowledge when it is heaped up,
no matter in how large quantities, whence
derived, or by whom swallowed ; it can thus
hardly fail to become questionable, in some
degree unwholesome, food. Voraciously de-
voured by the untrained multitude, it may, in-
deed, produce the evil effects which have caused
them to be denominated “the dargerous”
classes. Fire is a grand and useful agent,
but in the hands of ignorant or only partially
informed persons can anything be more
dangerous? Knowledge in such hands is
dangerous too. It is not the class, whether
higher or lower, that is dangerous, but the
careless, untrained, uneducated minds, in what-
cever class. Knowledge will produce different
results according to a man’s social status,
but it is not true that the prejudiced, violent,
communistic principles of the lower orders
are at all more really dangerous than the
clever, cunning rascality of the instructed in
any other class. If the term “dangerous” be
used relatively, as between class and class, it
is a cruel and cowardly libel : dangerous, not
to the peace and order of the ccmmonwealth
at large, but to the conventional and estab-
lished order of things, whereby certain
persons claim the prescriptive ‘right to be
waited upon and served by certain other
persons. Whence have they derived this
prescriptive right ? and by what law, human
or divine, dare they deny to others that
knowledge in which they boast themselves?
and how dare they say, “We are they who
should rule. Who is lord over us?”

Yes, unfortunately knowledge may be of
two kinds, bad and good, and it requircs an
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educated mind to choose the good and
refuse the evil.

Knowledge superadded to education is the
grandest privilege of the rational man.

Knowledge alone is like an unwieldy
weapon in clumsy hands, often useless, often
productive of harm even .to the user; it is
productive of intellectual pride in hands
defter and more blessed with the favourable
conditions of leisure and wealth. There is a
natural vein of depravity in the human mind,
a downward tendency (some minds deterio-
rate from one cause, some from another), that
urges men to examine, and to acquire at
least as much evil as good.

Education, that is, training, development,
prepares the soil for the reception and
assimilation of knowledge. Education is not
knowledge, but includes it. It begins with
the milk fit for babes and goes on to the
strong meat requisite to form the perfect
man.

It is the mistaking of knowledge for educa-
tion surely that produces in certain parties
so strong an objection to general education.

To instruct the masses only so far as to
enable them to read every publication, with-
out discrimination and without selection,
to give them the power of gaining any
quantity of knowledge without respect to the
quality, is as great a folly and crime as to put
the delicate but death-bearing instruments of
the surgeon into the unskilled hands of the
blacksmith, or a needle-gun into those of a
careless, blundering schoolboy. The car-
penter, to become a skilled workman, requires
education ; he advances by degrees to the
use of the chisel, saw, and plane. So with
every accomplished artist and artisan: they
learn their trade ; they are educated. What
then is the trade of every human being? to
whatend, for what object, must he be trained
and educated ? .

Surely to fear God, and to become a good
citizen, husband, father, son. To learn the
value of selfrespect; thatin being his own
best self, and not any other person, lies a
man’s true dignity: that a good servant is
better than a bad duke, in the eyes of God
and man; and that every one who values the
bad duke higher than the good servant is
himself an ignorant person, and in need of
education; thataman’s exaltation consists in
raising himself, not in pulling others down.
Can any one doubt that it is the right of every
man to seek and obtain this instruction to
these ends? that it is the duty of those
blessed with time, or wealth, or talents, to
help their poorer fellows to this right? that

it is a crime, by false reasoning or crafty legis-
lation, to keep them from it? These are the
first main points of education ; for knowledge
applies to the mental, whereas education
applies to both moral and mental qualities.

The mischief of modern instruction is, that
the moral are neglected, and the mental or
intellectual powers are stimulated ; children
in schools, young men in colleges, learn a
quantity of rough, undigested facts, book
lore, and accomplishments, which in after
life are often wholly useless or discontinued.
The increased facilities of learning have
added greatly to the arrogance and self-
sufficiency of people, who know imperfectly
a great number of subjects, often nothing or
little of what would materially aid their
career. It may be thought from some of our
foregone remarks, that we ourselves lean
somewhat to the anti-educational view, and
justly thought, so long as the misapplication
of terms remains, and purely secular know-
ledge be intended. Secular knowledge alone
is not sufficient for the being who became a
living soul. The life of this world is but a
stage in the existence’of a man; would you
prepare for only a stage, and not for the
whole journey? The complicated being,
man, requires secnlar knowledge for the
present, that is, the bodily needs, but when
that body is thrown off the soul remains. The
soul must be greater than the body, because
the one dies, whilst the other lives on. Does
then the soul, with its moral and cmotional
qualities, need no training, no'education? We
do not advocate here sectarian or ritualistic
principles ; our stand is made, not for theo-
logical but for the necessity of religious
education. Itis the education of the heart
that is necessary, and this should begin with
infancy. Educate the heart, raise the moral
standard, inculcate the love and fear of
God, and all subsequent knowledge may be
added with advantage, as time, opportunities,
and requirements shall serve. The soil is
fitly prepared, the power of choosing between
worthy and unworthy plants is almost un-
consciously exercised, so much has it become
a habit.

It is not the little or much, but the imper-
fect half-knowledge that makes men of any
class dangerous. He is dangerous who
thinks he knows but is ignorant. When a
man pursues his education, the more he
learns the better and worthier he will
become. It is a contradiction to suppose
that God, who has given us all things freely,
and all things to enjoy, who has raised us by
our reason, the combination of moral and
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mental qualities, above the brutes, should
have made knowledge, which is the. neces-
sary food and delight of that reason, a snare
and stumbling-block to us. If we do not
use it aright that is our fault, and not the
fault of the Creator. It is that we are un-
educated, that we have set up idols for our-
selves, that we have not sought first the
kingdom of God and His righteousness ; it is
that we have forgotten to keep the heart, for
out of it are the issues of life.

Make the tree good, that is, prune and
train and tend it, and the fruit will be good.
We shall have good servants and good

masters, good parents and good children,
good scholars, philosophers, artists, workmen ;
because what each man‘does he will do to
the fear and glory of God ; he will do it as to
the Lord according to the ability that God
has given him. Then, instead of feeble
knees, and hands that hang down, those who
are more richly endowed will make plain the
highways, support tottering steps, and help
their fellows by exhortation and example. In
those days it shall be said, “ Happy are the
people that are in such a case, yea, blessed
are the people who have the Lord for their
God.”

AT ROUEN.*

THE aisles grow dim, and as by winding
ways
I eager climb St. Ouen’s stately height
The silver censers vanish from my gaze
As shooting stars upon a dusky night ;
I hear the chanted vespers at my feet
Like wordless water-music faint and sweet.

On priest and acolyte and people fall
From western windows many a sapphire

ray,

The sculptured knights within the niched wall

Look not more marble-like and mute than

they.

Living a);d dead, with fingers clasped, seem
praying,

Christ and the angels hear what they are
saying.

Where am I now? As if a dream went by,
And dream still fairer came, 1 breathless
gaze,
Fearing to break by whispered word or sigh
The rapture of my spirit’s deep amaze.
The sleeping world beneath my vision lies,
Only the stars divide me from the skies.

The city gleams with lights that come and go,
The hills stand out against the opal west,
The river hath a soft and onward flow
As some tired spirit fain to seek its rest,
Whilst from outlying valleys deep between
Tinkles some vesper bell of church unseen.

Monk, martyr, saint, and paladin arise
Around me in a pinnacled array;

An hour ago they seemed to touch the skies,
But now I stand as near to heaven as they.

And mid this mute companionship of stone

I cannot feel that I am quite alone.

For who is quite alone? In solitude,
Things that would else be dumb discourse
to men,
Leading the mind to an ecstatic mood
That hath no name and cannot come again.
These sculptured saints and martyrs seemed
to be
Spirits that claimed a brotherhood with me.

Oh life ! take back thy burden. I am free.
Pain, sorrow, fruitless toil, love ill-be-
stowed,
Are as they were not ; and the mystery
Of death is as a star that leaves a cloud.
What matters where I go or whence I come?
Spring and the daisies far outlive the tomb.

Oh, Nature ! if I strayed from thy control,
Resume thy empire now, and with delights
Unspeakable, conduct my dreaming soul
From sordid things unto sublimest heights.
Give back the thoughts that once aspired in
vain,
New joyful wings with which to mount again !

Ah me! the curfew with its silvery chime
Too swiftly breaks the witchery of the hour;

With clanging keys I hear the beadle climb
The cobwebbed mazes of the belfry tower.

I quit with wistfulness akin to pain

My visionary world for that of men.

The stars are out ; gargoyle and image quaint,
Rare ogive, frieze fantastic, oriel,
Hero and martyred monk and virgin saint,
Make up a world where mortals cannot
dwell.
Why do I linger? What so chaineth me
Unto this mute and mystic company ?
M. B. E.

® Visitors to Roucn are, or were, permitted to make the circuit of the superb church of St. Ouen, on the somewhat giddy”

balustrade girdling it immediately below the tower.










MACLEOD OF DARE. 73

MACLEOD

CHAPTER IV.—WONDER-LAND.

A COOL evening in June—the club-

- windows open—a clear twilight shin-
ing over Pall Mall—and'a téte ) téte dinner
at a small, clean, bright table: these are not
the conditicns in which a young man should
show impatience. And ‘yet the cunning
dishes which Mr. Ogilvie, who had a certain
pride in his club, though it was only one of
the junior institutions, had placed before his
friend, met with but scant curiosity : Macleod
would rather have handed. questions of
cookery over to his cousin Janet. Nor did
he pay much heed to his companion’s sage
advice as to the sort of club he should have
himself proposed at, with a view to getting
elected in a dozen or fifteen years; a young
man is apt to let his life at forty shift for
itself, :

“You seem very anxious to see Miss
White again,” said Mr. Ogilvie, with a slight
smile. .

“Iwish to make all the friends I can while
I am in London,” said Macleod. “What
shall I do in this howling wilderness when
you go back to Aldershot?

“I don'’t think Miss Gertrude White will
be of much use to you.. Colonel Ross may
be. Or Lord Beauregard. But you canndt
expect young ladies to take you about.”

“No?” said Macleod gravely, “ that is a
great pity.” . . oo

Mr. Ogilvie, who, with all his knowledge
of the world, and of wines, and cookery, and
"women, and what not, had sometimes.an
uneasy consciousness that his companion was
covertly laughing at him, here proposed that
they should have a cigar before walking up
to the Piccadilly Theatre ; but as it was now
ten minutes to eight, Macleod resolutely
refused. He begged to be considered a
country person, anxious to see the piece from
the beginning. And so they put on their
light top-coats over their evening dress and
walked up to the theatre; .

A distant sound of music; an odour of
escaped gas; a perilous descent of a cork-
screw staircase ; a drawing aside of heavy
curtains ; and then a blaze of yellow light
shining within this circular building, on its
red satin and gilt plaster, and on the spacious
picture of a blue Italian lake, with peacocks
on the wide stone terraces. The noise at first
was bewildering. The leader of the orchestra
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was sawing away at his violin as savagely as
if he were calling on his company to rush up
and seize a battery of guns. What was the
melody that was being banged about by the
trombones, and blared aloud by the shrill
cornets, and sawed across by the infuriated
violins?  “ When the heart of a man is
oppressed with care”? The cure was never
insisted on with such an angry vehemence.

Recovering from the first shock of the
fierce noise, Macleod began to look around
this strange place, with its magical colours
and its profusion of gilding ; but nowhere in
the half-empty stalls or behind the lace cur-
tains of the boxes, could he make out the
visitor of whom he was in search. Perhaps
she was not coming, then? Had he sacri-
ficed the evening all for nothing? As re-
garded the theatre, or the piece to be played,
he'had not the slightest ‘interest in either.
The building was very pretty, no doubt ; but
it was only, in effect, a superior sort of booth;
and as for the trivial amusement of watching
a number of people strut across a stage and
declaim—or perhaps make fools of them-
selves to raise a laugh—that was not at all to
his liking. It would have been different had
he been able to talk to the girl who had
shown such a strange interest in the gloomy
stories of the northern seas ; perhaps, though
he would scarcely have admitted this to him-
self, it might have been different if only he
had been allowed to see her at some distance.
But her being absent altogether? The more
the seats in the stalls were filled—reducing
the chances of her coming—the more empty
the theatre seemed to become.

“At least we can go along to that house
you mentioned,” said he to his companion.

“Oh, don’t be disappointed yet,” said
Ogilvie; “I know she will be here.”

¢ With Mrs. Ross?”

“Mrs. Ross comes very often to this
theatre. It is the correct thing to do. It is
high art.  All the people are raving about
the chief actress; artists painting her por-
trait; poets writing sonnets about her dif-
ferent characters; no end of a'fuss. And
Mrs. Ross is very proud that so distinguished
a person is her particular friend "——

“ Do you mean the actress ?”

“Yes ;—and makes her the big feature of
her parties at present; and society is rather
inclined to make a pet of her too—patron-
ising high art, don’t you know? It's wonder-
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ful what you can do in that way. If a duke
wants a clown to make fellows laugh after a
Derby dinner, he gets him to his house, and
makes him dance ; and if the papers find it
out it is only ‘rajsing the moral status of the
pantomime.” Of course, it is different with
Mrs. Ross’s friend—she is all right socially.”
The garrulous boy was stopped by the
sudden cessation of the music ; and then the
Italian lake and the peacocks disappeared
into unknown regions above ; and behold !
in their place a spacious hall was revealed—
not the bare and simple hall at Castle Dare
with which Macleod was familiar—but a
grand apartment, filled with old armour, and
pictures, and cabinets, and showing glimpses
of a balcony and fair gardens beyond. There
were two figures in this hall; and they spoke
—in the high and curious falsetto of the
stage. Macleod paid no more heed to them
than if they had been marionettes. For one
thing, he could not follow their speech very
well; but in any case, what interest could he
have in listening to this old lawyer explaining
to the stout lady that the family affairs were
grievously involved? He was still intently
watching the new comers who straggled in,
singly or in pairs, to the stalls ; when a slight
motion of the white curtains showed that
some one was entering one of the boxes, the
corner of the box was regarded with as
earnest a gaze as ever followed the move-
ments of a herd of red-deer in the misty
chasms of Ben-an-Sloich. What concern had
he in the troubles of this over-dressed and
stout lady, who was bewailing her misfortunes
and wringing her bejewelled hands ?
Suddenly his heart seemed to stand still
altogether, It was a light, glad laugh—the
sound of a voice he kncw—that seemed to
have pierced him as with a rifle-ball ; and at
the same moment, from the green shimmer of
foliage in the balcony, there stepped into the
glare of the hall a young girl with life and
laughter and a merry carelessness in her face
and eyes. She threw her arm round her
mother’s neck, and kissed her. She bowed
to the legal person. She flung her garden-
hat on to a couch ; and got up on a chair to
get fresh seed put in for her canary. It was
all done so simply, and naturally, and grace-
fully, that in an instant a fire of life and
reality sprang into the whole of this sham
thing. The older woman was no longer a
marionette, but the anguish-stricken mother
of this gayand heedless girl. And when the
daughter jumped down from the chair again
—her canary on her finger—and when she
came forward to pet and caress and remon-

strate with her mother—and when the glare
of the lights flashed on the merry eyes, and
on the white teeth and laughing lips—there
was no longer any doubt possible. Macleod’s.
face was quite pale. He took the programme
from Ogilvie’s hand, and for a minute or two
stared mechanically at the name of Miss
Gertrude White printed on the pink tinted
paper. He gave it him back without a word.
Ogilvie only smiled; he was proud of the
surprise he had planned.

And now the fancies and recollections that
came rushing into Macleod’s head were of a
sufficiently chaotic and bewildering character.
He tried to separate that grave and gentle
and sensitive girl he had met at Prince’s
Gate from this gay madcap; and he could
not at all succeed. His heart laughed with
the laughter of this wild creature ; he enjoyed
the discomfiture and despair of the old
lawyer, as she stood before him twirling her
garden-hat by a solitary ribbon ; and when
the small white fingers raised the canary to
be kissed by the pouting lips, the action was.
more graceful than anything he had ever
seen in the world.  But where was the silent
and serious girl who had listened with such
rapt attention to his tales of passion and
revenge—who seemed to have some myste-
rious longing for those gloomy shores he
came from—who had sung with such exqui-
site pathos “A wee bird cam’ to our ha’
door”? Her cheek had turned white when
she heard of the fate of the son of Maclean :
surely that sensitive and vivid imagination
could not belong to this audacious girl, with
her laughing, and teasings, and demure
coquetry ?

Society had not been talking about the art
of Mrs. Ross’s protégée for nothing ; and that
art soon made short work of Keith Macleod's
doubts. The fair stranger he had met at
Prince’s Gate vanished into mist, Here was
the real woman ; and all the trumpery busi-
ness of the theatre, that he would otherwise
have regarded with indifference or contempt,
became a real and living thing ; insomuch
that he followed the fortunes of this spoiled
child with a breathless interest and a beating
heart. The spell was on him. Oh, why
should she be so proud to this poor lover,
who stood so meekly before her ? “Coquette !
coquette !” (Macleod could have cried to her}
“the days are not always full of sunshine ; life
is not all youth and beauty and high spirits ;
you may come to repent of your pride and
your cruelty.” He had no jealousy against
the poor youth who took his leave ; he pitied
him—Dbut it was for her sake; he seemed to
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know that evil days were coming, when she
would long for the solace of an honest man’s
love. And when the trouble came—as
speedily it did—and when she stood bravely
up at first to meet her fate, and when she
broke down for a time, and buried her face
in her hands, and cried with bitter sobs, the
.tears were running down hisface. Could the
merciful Heavens see such grief, and let the
wicked triumph? And why was there no
man to succour her? Surely. some times
arise in which the old law is the good law ;
and 2 man will trust to his own right arm to
put things straight in the world? To look
at her—could any man refuse? And now
she rises and goes away; and all the glad
summer-time and the sunshine have gone;
and the cold wind shivers through the trees,
and it breathes only of farewell. Farewell,
O miserable one! the way is dark before
you; and you are alone, Alone, and no man
near to help.

Macleod was awakened from his trance.
The act-drop was let down ; there was a stir
throughout the theatre ; young Ogilvie turned
to him.

“Don’t you see who has come into that
comer box up there ?”

If he had been told that Miss White,
come up from Prince’s Gate, in her plain
black dress and blue beads, had just arrived
and was seated there, he would scarcely have
been surprised. As it was, he looked up,
and saw Colonel Ross taking his seat, while
the figure of a lady was partially visible be-
hind the lace curtain.

“I wopder how often Mrs. Ross has seen
this piece?” Ogilvie said. “And I think
Colonel Ross is as profound a believer in
Miss White as his wife is. Will you go up
and see them now?”

“No,” Macleod said absently.

¢ T shall tell them,” said the facetious boy,
as he rose, and got hold of his crush-hat,
¢ that you are meditating a leap on to the
stage, to rescue the distressed damsel.”

And then his conscience smote him.

“Mind you,” said he, “I think it is
awfully good myself. I can’t pump up any
enthusiasm for most things that people: rave
about; but I do think this girl is uncom-
monly clever. And then she always dresses
like a lady.”

With th!s high commendation Lieutenant
Ogilvie left, and made his way up-stairs to
Mrs. Ross’s box. Apparently he was well
received there; for he did not make his
appearance again at the beginning of the
next act, nor, indeed, until it was nearly over.

The dream-world opens again; and now
it is a beautiful garden, close by the ruins of
an old abbey ; and fine ladies are walking
about there. But what does he care for thesc
marionettes uttering meaningless phrases?
They have no more interest for him than |}
the sham ivy on the sham ruins, so long as
that one bright, speaking, pathetic face is
absent: and the story they are carrying
forward is for him no story at all, for he
takes no heed of its details in his anxious
watching for her appearance. The sides of
this garden are mysteriously divided: by
which avenue will she approach ? Suddenly
he hears the low voice—she comes nearer—
now let the world laugh again! Butalas!
when she does appear, it is in the company
of her lover ; and it is only to bid him good-
bye. Why does the coward hind take her at
her word? A stick, a stone, a wave of the
cold sea, would be more responsive. to that
deep and tremulous voice, which has now no
longer any of the arts of a wilful coquetry
about it, but is altogether as selfrevealing as
the generous abandonment of her eyes. The
poor cypher !—he is not the man to woo and
win and carry off this noble woman, the
unutterable soul-surrender of whose look has
the courage of despair in it. He bids her
farewell. The tailor's dummy retires. And
she?—in her agony, is there no one to com-
fort her? They have demanded this sacrifice
in the name of duty; and she has consented ;
ought not that to be enough to comfort her?
Then other people appear, from other parts
of the garden; and there is a Babel of
tongues. He hears nothing ; but he follows
that sad face, until he could. imagine that
he listens to the throbbing of her aching
heart.

And then, as the phantasms of the stage
come and go, and fortune plays many
pranks with these puppets, the piece draws
near to an end. And now, as it appears,
everything is reversed ; and it is the poor
lover who is in grievous trouble, while she is
restored to the proud position of her coquetries
and wilful graces again, with all her friends
smiling around her, and life lying fair before
her. She meets him by accident. Suffering
gives him a certain sort of dignity; but how
is one to retain patience with the blindness
of this insufferable ass? Don’t you see, man,
don’t you see that she is waiting to throw
herself into your arms? and you, you poor
ninny, are giving yourself airs, and doing the
grand heroic! And then the shy coquetry
comes in again. The pathetic eyes are full
of a grave compassion, if he must really never
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see her more. The cat plays with the poor
mouse, and pretends that really the tender
thing is gone away at last. He will take
this half of a broken sixpence back: it was
given in happier times. If ever he should
marry, he will know that one far away prays
for his happiness. And if—if these un-
womanly tears . . . and suddenly the crass
idiot discovers that she is laughing at him;
and that she has secured him and bound
him as completely as a fly fifty times wound
round by a spider. The crash of applause
that accompanied the lowering of the curtain
stunned Macleod, who had not quite come
back from dream-land. And then, amid a
confused roar, the curtain was drawn a bit
back, and she was led—timidly smiling, so
that her eyes seemed to take in all the
theatre at once—across the stage by that
same poor fool of a lover ; and she had two
or three bouquets thrown her, notably one
from Mrs. Ross’s box. Then she disap-
peared ; and the lights were lowered ; and
there was a dull shuffling of people getting
their cloaks and hats and going away.

“ Mrs. Ross wants to see you for a minute,”
Ogilvie said.

“Yes,” Macleod answered absently.

“And we have time yet, if you like, to
get into a“hansom, and drive along to Lady
Beauregard’s.”

CHAPTER V.—IN PARK-LANE.

TaEy found Mrs. Ross and her husband
waiting in the corridor above.

“Well, how did you like it ?” she said.

He could not answer offhand. He was
afraid he might say too much.

“ It is like her singing,” he stammered at
length. “I am not used to these things. I
have never seen anything like that before.”

“We shall soon have herin a better piece,”
Mrs. Ross said. “It is being written for
her. That is very pretty; but slight. She
is capable of greater things.”

“She is capable of anything,” said Mac-
leod simply, “if she can make you believe
that such nonsense is real. I looked at the
others. What did they say or do, better
than mere pictures in a book? But she
it is like magic.”

“And did Mr. Ogilvie give you my
message?” said Mrs. Ross. My husband
and I are going down to see a yacht race
on the Thames to-morrow—we did not think

of it till this evening any more than we |y

expected to find you here. We came along
to try-to get Miss White to go with us.
Will you join our little party ?”

“Oh, yes, certainly —thank you very
much,” Macleod said eagerly.

“Then you'd better meet us at Charing
Cross, at ten sharp,” Colonel Ross said ; “ so
don’t let Ogilvie keep you up too late with
brandy and soda. A special will take us
down.”

“Brandy and soda!” Mr. Ogilvie ex-
claimed. “1I am going to take him along for
a few minutes to Lady Beauregard’s—surely
that is proper enough; and I have to get.
down by the ¢ cold-meat’ train to Aldershot,
so there won’t be much brandy and soda for
me. Shall we go now, Mrs. Ross?”

“I am waiting for an answer,” Mrs. Ross
said, looking along the corridor.

Was it possible, then, that she herself
should bring the answer to this message that
had been sent her—stepping out of the
dream-world in which she had disappeared
with her lover? And how would she look
as she came along this narrow passage?
Like the arch coquette of this land of gas-
light and glowing colours? or like the pale,
serious, proud girl who was fond of sketch-
ing the elm at Prince’s Gate? A strange
nervousness possessed him as he thought she
might suddenly appear. He did not listen
to the talk between Colonel Ross and Mr.
Ogilvie. He did not notice that this small
party was obviously regarded as being in the
way by the attendants who were putting out
the lights and shutting the doors of the
boxes. Then a man came along.

“ Miss White's compliments, ma’am ; and
she will be very pleased to meet you at
Charing Cross at ten to-morrow.”

“And Miss White is a very brave young
lady to attempt anything of the kind,” ob-
served Mr. Ogilvie confidentially, as they all
went down the stairs. ‘ For if the yachts
should get becalmed off the Nore, or off the
Mouse, I wonder how Miss White will get
back to London in time?”

“Oh, we shall take care of that,” said
Colonel Ross. “ Unless there is a good
steady breeze we shan’t go at all ; we shall
spend a happy day at Rosherville ; or have
a look at the pictures at Greenwich. We
shan’t get Miss White into trouble. Good-
bye, Ogilvie. Good-bye, Sir Keith. Re-
member—ten o’clock, Charing Cross.”

They stepped into their carriage and drove
off.
“Now,” said Macleod’s companion, “are
ou tired ?”

“Tired? I have done nothing all day.”
“Shall we get into a hansom, and drive
along to Lady Beauregard's?”
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¢ Certainly, if you like. I suppose they
won’t throw you over again ? ”

% Oh, no,” said Mr. Ogilvie, as he once
more adventured his person in a cab. “ And
I can tell you it is much better—if you look
at the thing philosophically, as poor wretches
like you and me must—to drive to a crush in
a hansom than in your own carriage. You
don’t worry about your horses being kept
out in the rain; you can come away at any
moment ; there is no fussing with servants,
and rows because your man has got out of
the rank——mnoLD UP ! ”

Whether it was the yell or not, the horse
recovered from the slight stumble; and no
harm befell the two daring travellers.

“These vehicles give one some excite-
ment,” Macleod said—or rather roared, for
Piccadilly was full of carriages. * A squall
in Loch Scridain is nothing to them.”
~ “You'll get used to them in time,” was
the complacent answer,

They dismissed the hansom at the corner
of Piccadilly, and walked up Park Lane, so
as to avoid waiting in the rank of carriages.
Macleod accompanied his companion meekly.
All this scene around him—the flashing
lights of the broughams—the brilliant win-
dows—the stepping across the pavemert of a
strangely-dressed dignitary from some foreign
land—seemed but some other part of that
dream from which he had not quite shaken
himself free. His head was still full of the
sorrows and coquetries of that wild-spirited
heroine, Whither had she gone by this
time—away into some strange valley of that
unknown world ? .

He was better able than Mr. Ogilvie to
push his way through the crowd of footmen
who stood in two lines across the pavement
in front of Beauregard House, watching for
the first appearance of their master or mis-
tress ; but he resignedly followed and found
himself in the avenue leading clear up to the
steps. They were not the only arrivals, late
as the hour was. Two young girls, sisters,
clad in cream-white silk with a gold fringe
across their shoulders and sleeves, preceded
them ; and he was greatly pleased by the
manner in which these young ladies, on meet-
ing in the great hall an elderly lady who was
presumably a person of some distinction,
dropped a pretty little old-fashioned curtsy
as they shook hands with her. He admired
much less the more formal obeisance which
he noticed a second after. A Royal person-
age was leaving ; and as this lady, who was
dressed in mourning, and was leaning on the
arm of a gentleman whose coat was blazing

with diamond stars, and whose breast was
barred across with a broad blue ribbon, came
along the spacious landing at the foot of the
wide staircase, she graciously extended her
hand and said a few words to such of the
ladies standing by as she knew. That deep
bending of the knee he considered to be less
pretty than the little curtsy performed by the
young ladies in cream-white silk. He in-
tended to mention this matter to his cousin
Janet.

Then, as soon as the Princess had left, the
lane through which she had passed closed up
again,and the crowd became a confused mass
of murmuring groups.  Still meekly following,
Macleod plunged into this throng ; and pre-
sently found himself being introduced to
Lady Beauregard, an amiable little woman
who had been a great beauty in her time and
was pleasant enough to look at now. He
passed on.

“Who is the man with the blue ribbon and
the diamond stars?” he asked of Mr. Ogilvie.

“That is Monsieur le Marquis himself—
that is your host,” the young gentleman re-
plied—only Macleod could not tell why he
was obviously trying to repress some covert
merriment,

“Didn’t you hear?” Mr. Ogilvie said at
length. “Don't you know what he called
you? That man will be the death of me—for
he’s always at it. He announced you as Sir
Thief Macleod—1I will swear he did.”

“I should not have thought he had so
much historical knowledge,” Macleod an-
swered gravely. “He must have been
reading up about the clans.”

At this moment, Lady Beauregard, who
had been receiving some other late visitors,
came up and said she wished to introduce
him to—— he could not make out the
name. He followed her. He was intro-
duced to a stout elderly lady, who still had
beautifully fine features, and a simple and calm
air which rather impressed him. It is true
that at first a thrill of compassion went
through him ; for he thought that some
accident had befallen the poor lady's
costume, and that it had fallen down a bit
unknown to herself; but he soon perceived
that most of the other women were dressed
similarly, some of the younger ones, indeed,
having the back of their dress open practically
to the waist. He wondered what his mother
and Janet would say to this style.

“Don’t you think the Princess is looking
pale?” he was asked.

“I thought she looked very pretty—I
never saw her before,” said he.
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What next? That calm air was a trifle
cold and distant. He did not know who the
woman was ; or where she lived ; or whether
her husband had any shooting, or a yacht, or
a pack of hounds. What was he to say? He
returned to the Princess.

“ T only saw her as she was leaving,” said
he. “We came late. We were at the
Piccadilly Theatre.”

¢ Oh, you saw Miss Gertrude White?” said
this stout lady ; and he was glad to see her
eyes light up with some interest. She is
very clever, is she not?P—and so pretty and
engaging. I wish I knew some one who
knew her.”

“T know some friends of hers,” Macleod
said, rather timidly.

“Oh, do you, really? Do you think she
would give me a morning performance for my
Fund ?”

This lady seemed to take it so much for
granted that every one must have heard of
her Fund that he dared not confess his
ignorance. But it was surely some charitable
thing ; and how could he doubt that Miss
White would immediately respond to such
an appeal ?

“ I should think that she would,” said he,
with a little hesitation—but at this moment
some other claimant came forward, and he
turned away to seek young Ogilvie once
more. .

¢ Qgilvie,” said he, “who is that lady in
the green satin ?”

“The Duchess of Wexford.”

““Has she a Fund?”

“A what?”

“ A Fund—a charitable Fund of some
sort.”

“Oh, let me see. I think she is getting
up money for a new training-ship—turning
the young ragamuffins about the streets into
sailors, don’t you know ? ”

“Do you think Miss White would give a
morning performance for that Fund ?”

‘¢ Miss White ! Miss White ! Miss White |”
said Lieutenant Ogilvie. “ I think Miss White
has got into your head.”

* But that lady asked me.”

“Well, I should say it was exactly the
thing that Miss White would like to do—get
mixed up with a whole string of Duchesses
and Marchionesses—a capital advertisement
—and it would be all the more distinguished
if it was an amateur performance, and Miss
Gertrude White the only professional admitted
into the charmed circle.”

“You are a very shrewd boy, Ogilvie,”
Macleod observed. “1I don’t know how you

ever got so much wisdom into so small a
head.”

And indeed, as Lieutenant Ogilvie was
returning to Aldershot by what he was
pleased to call the cold-meat train, he con-
tinued to play the part of Mentor for a time
with great assiduity, until Macleod was fairly
confused with the number of persons to whom
he was introduced and the remarks his friend
made about them. What struck him most,
perhaps, was the recurrence of old Highland
or Scotch family names, borne by persons
who were thoroughly English in their speech
and ways. Fancy a Gordon who said
“lock” for “loch”; a Mackenzie who had
never seen the Lewis; a Mac Alpine who
had never heard the proverb ¢ The hills, the
Mac Alpines, and the devil came into the
world at the same time.”

It was a pretty scene; and he was young,
and eager, and curious ; and he enjoyed it.
After standing about for half-an-hour or so,
he got into a corner from which, in quiet, he
could better see the brilliant picture as a
whole—the bright, harmonious dresses, the
glimpses of beautiful eyes and blooming com-
plexions, the masses of foxgloves which Lady
Beauregard had as the only floral decoration
of the evening, the pale canary-coloured
panels and silver fluted columns of the walls,
and over all the various candelabra, each
bearing a cluster of sparkling and golden
stars. But there was something wanting.
Was it the noble and silver-haired lady of
Castle Dare whom he looked for in vain in
that brilliant crowd that moved and mur-
mured before him? Or was it the friendly
and familiar face of his cousin Janet, whose
eyes, he knew, would be filled with a con-
stant wonder if she saw such diamonds and
silks and satins? Or was it that fgnis
Jfatuus—that treacherous and mocking fire—
that might at any time glimmer in some sud-
denly presented face with a new surprise?
Had she deceived him altogether down at
Prince’s Gate? Was her real nature that of
the wayward, bright, mischievous, spoiled
child whose very tenderness only prepared
her unsuspecting victim for a merciless
thrust? And yet the sound of her sobbing
was still in his ears. A true woman’s heart
beat beneath that idle raillery: challenged
boldly, would it not answer loyally and with-
out fear?

Psychological puzzles were new to this son
of the mountains ; and it is no wonder that,
long after he had bidden good-bye to his
friend Ogilvie, and as he sate thinking alone
in his own room, with Oscar lying across the
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tug at his feet, his mind refused to be quieted.
One picture after another presented itself to
his imagination—the proud-souled enthu-
siast longing for the wild winter nights and
the dark Atlantic seas—the pensive maiden,
shuddering to hear the fierce story of Maclean
of Lochbuy—the spoiled child, teasing her
mamma, and petting her canary—the wronged
and weeping woman, her frame shaken with
sobs, her hands clasped in despair—the art-
€ul and demure coquette, mocking her lover
with her sentimental farewells. Which of
them all was she? Which should he see in
the morning ? Or would she appear as some
still more elusive vision, retreating before
thim as he advanced ?

Had he asked himself, he would have said
that these speculations were but the fruit of
a natural curiosity. Why should he not be
interested in finding out the real nature of
this girl, whose acquaintance he had just
made ? It has been observed, however, that
young gentlemen do not always betray this
frantic devotion to psychological inquiry
when the subject of it, instead of being a
fascinating maiden of twenty, is a homely-
featured lady of fifty.

Time passed ; another cigar was lit; the
blue light outside was becoming silvery ; and
yet the problem remained unsolved. A fire
of impatience and restlessness was burning in
his heart; a din as of brazen instruments—
what was the air the furious orchestra played ?
—was in his ears; sleep or rest was out of
the question.

“Oscar!” he called. ¢ Oscar, my lad, let
us go out.” '

When he stealthily went down-stairs, and
opened the door, and passed into the street,
behold ! the new day was shining abroad—
and how cold, and still, and silent it was
after the hot glare and the whirl of that be-
wildering night! No living thing was visible.
A fresh, sweet air stirred the leaves of the
trees and bushes in St. James’s Square. There
was a pale lemon-yellow glow in the sky, and
the long empty thoroughfare of Pall Mall
seemed coldly white.

Was this a somnambulist, then, who wan-
dered idly along through the silent streets,
apparently seeing nothing of the closed doors,
and the shuttered windows on either hand ?
A policeman, standing at the corner of Water-
loo Place, stared at the apparition—at the
twin apparition ; for this tall young gentleman
with the light top-coat thrown over his evening
dress was accompanied by a beautiful collie
that kept close to his heels. There was a

solitary four-wheeled cab at the foot of the

Haymarket ; but the man had got inside and
was doubtless asleep. The Embankment?
—with the young trees stirring in. the still
morning air; and the broad bosom of the
river catching the gathering glow of the skies.
He Jeaned on the grey stone parapet, and
looked out on the placid waters of the
stream.

Placid indeed they were as they went flow-
ing quietly by; and the young day promised
to be Dbright enough; and why should there
be aught but peace and goodwill upon earth
towards all men and women? Surely there
was no call for any unrest, or fear, or fore-
boding? The still and shining morning was
but emblematic of his life—if only he knew,
and were content. And indeed he looked
contented enough, as he wandered on, breath-
ing the cool freshness of the air, and with
a warmer light from the east now touching
from time to time his sun-tanned face. He
went up to Covent Garden—for mere curi-
osity’s sake. He walked along Piccadilly,
and thought the elms in the Green Park
looked more beautiful than ever. When he
returned to his rooms, he was of opinion
that it was scarcely worth while to go to
bed ; and so he changed his clothes, and
called for breakfast as soon as some one
was up. In a short time—after his news-
paper had been read—he would have to go
down to Charing Cross.

What of this morning walk? Perhaps it
was unimportant enough. Only, in after
times, he once or twice thought of it; and
very clearly, indeed, he could see himself
standing there in the early light, looking out
on the shining waters of the river. They say
that when you see yourself too vividly—when
you imagine that you yourself are standing
before yourself—that is one of the signs of
madness.

CHAPTER VI.— A SUMMER-DAY ON THE
THAMES.

It occurred to him as he walked down to
the station—perhaps he went early on the
chance of finding -her there alone—that he
ought seriously to study the features of this
girl’s face ; for was there not a great deal of
character to be learned, or guessed at, that
way? He had but the vaguest notion of
what she was really like. He knew that her
teeth were pearly white when she smiled, and
that the rippling golden-brown hair lay rather
low on a calm and thoughtful forehead ; but
he had a less distinct impression that her nose
was perhaps the least thing rdaroussée; and
as to her eyes? They might be blue, grey, or
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green : but one thing he was sure of was
that they could speak more than was ever
uttered by any speech. He knew besides that
she had an exquisite figure: perhaps it was
the fact that her shoulders were a trifle squarer
than is common with women that made
her look somewhat taller than she really
was.

He would confirm or correct these vague
impressions. And as the chances were that
they would spend a whole long day together,
he would have abundant opportunity of get-
ting to know something about the character
and disposition of this new acquaintance, so
that she should no longer be to him a puzzling
and distracting will-o-the-wisp. What had
he come to London for but to improve his
knowledge of men and of women, and to see
what was going on in the larger world? And
so this earnest student walked down to the
station.

There were a good many people about,
mostly in groups chatting with each other;
but he recognised no one. Perhaps he was
looking out for Colonel and Mrs. Ross; per-
haps for a slender figure in black, with blue
beads ; at all events he was gazing somewhat
vacantly around, when some one turned close
by him. Then his heart stood still for a
second. The sudden light that sprang to
her face when she recognised him blinded
him. Was it to be always so? Was she
always to come upon him in a flash, as it
were? What chance had the poor student of
fulfilling his patient task when, on his ap-
proach, he was sure to be met by this sur-
prise of the parted lips, and sudden smile,
and bright look? He was far too bewildered
to examine the outline of her nose or the
curve of the exquisitely short upper lip.

But the plain truth was that there was no
extravagant joy at all in Miss White’s face ;
but a very slight and perhaps pleased sur-
prise ; and she was not in the least embar-
rassed. .

“ Are you looking for Mrs. Ross,” said she,
“like myself ?”

“Yes,” said he; and then he found him-
self exceedingly anxious to say a great deal
to her, without knowing where to begin. She
had surprised him too much—as usual. She
was so different from what he had been
dreaming about. Here was no one of the
imaginary creatures that had risen before his
mind during the stillness of the night. Even
the pale dreamer in black and blue beads
was gone. He found before him (as far as
he could make out) a quiet, bright-faced, self-
possessed girl, clad in a light and cool cos-

tume of white—with bits of black velvet
about it—and her white gloves and sunshade
and the white silver chain round her slender
waist were important features in the picture
she presented. How could this eager stu-
dent of character get rid of these distressing:
trivialities?  All night long he had been
dreaming of beautiful sentiments and conflict-
ing emotions : now his first thought was that
he had never seen any costume so delightfully
cool and clear and summer-like. To look
at her was to think of a mountain-spring, icy-
cold even in the sunshine.

“I always come early,” said she, in the
most matter-of-fact way. “I cannot hear
hurry in catching a train.”

Of course not. How could any one asso-
ciate rattling cabs, and excited porters, and
frantic mobs, with this serene creature, who-
seemed to have been wafted to Charing Cross.
ona cloud? And if he had had his will,
there would have been no special train to
disturb her repose. She would have em-
barked in a noble barge, and lain upon
couches of swan’s down, and ample awnings
of silk would have sheltered her from the sun,
while the beautiful craft floated away down
the river, its crimson hangings here and there
just touching the rippling waters.

“ Ought we to take tickets?”

That was what she actually said ; but what
those eloquent, innocent eyes seemed to say
was, ¢ Can you read what we have to tell you ¥
Don’t you know what a simple and confiding
soul appeals to you I—clear as the daylight in
its truth.  Cannot you look through us and sece
the trusting, tender soul within ?”

“ Perhaps we had better wait for Colonel
Ross,” said he; and there was a little pro-
noun in this sentence that he would like to-
have repeated. It was a friendly word. It
established a sort of secret companionship.
It is the proud privilege of a man to know allk
about railway-tickets; but he rather preferred
this association with her helpless innocence
and ignorance.

“I had no idea you were coming to-day.
I rather like those surprise-parties. Mrs.
Ross never thought of going till last evening,
she says. Oh! by the way, I saw you in the
theatre last evening.”

He almost started. He had quite for-
gotten that this self-possessed, clear-eyed,
pale girl was the madcap coquette whose
caprices and griefs had alternately fascinated
and moved him on the previous evening.

“ Oh, indeed,” he stammered. “It was a
great pleasure to me—and a surprise.
tenant Ogilvie played a trick on me.

Lieu-
He
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did not tell me before we went that—that

you were to appear "——

She looked amused.

“ You did not know, then, when we met at
Mrs. Ross’s, that I was engaged at the Picca-
dilly Theatre ?”

“Not in the least,” he said, earnestly; as
if he wished her distinctly to understand that
he could not have imagined such a thing to
be possible.

““ You should have let me send you a box.
We have another piece in rehearsal. Per-
haps you will come to see that?”

Now if these few sentences, uttered by
those two young people in the noisy railway
station, be taken by themselves and regarded,
they will be found to consist of the dullest
commonplace. No two strangers in all that
crowd could have addressed each other in a
more indifferent fashion. But the trivial
nothings which the mouth utters may become
possessed of awful import when accompanied
by the language of the eyes; and the poor
commonplace sentences may be taken up
and translated, so that they shall stand
written across the memory, in letters of flash-
ing sunlight and the colours of June. “Qug/kt
we lo take tickels?” There was not much
poetry in the phrase ; but she lifted her eyes
just then,

And now Colonel Ross and his wife
appeared, accompanied by the only other
friend they could get at such short notice to
join this scratch party—a demure little old
lady who had a very large house on Campden
Hill which everybody coveted. They were
just in time to get comfortably seated in the
spacious saloon-carriage that had been re-
served for them. The train slowly glided
out of the station ; and then began to rattle
away from the mist of London. Glimpses of
a keener blue began to appear. The gardens
were green with the foliage of the early
summer ; martens swept across the still
pools, a spot of white when they got into the
shadow. And Miss White would have as
many windows open as possible, so that the
sweet June air swept right through the long
carriage.

And was she not a very child in her enjoy-
ment of this sudden escape into the country?
The rapid motion—the silvery light—the
sweet air—the glimpses of orchards, and farm
houses, and mill-streams—all were a delight
to her ; and although she talked in a delicate,
half-reserved, shy way with that low voice of
hers, still there was plenty of vivacity and
gladness in her eyes. They drove from
Gravesend station to the river-side. They

passed through the crowd waiting to see the
yachts start. They got on board the steamer; |
and at the very instant that Macleod stepped
from the gangway on to the deck the mili-
tary band on board—by some strange coinci-
dence—struck up “A Highland lad my love
was born.” Mrs. Ross laughed; and won-
dered whether the bandmaster had recognised
her husband.

And now they turned to the river; and
there were the narrow and shapely cutters,
with their tall spars, and their pennons flut-
tering in the sunlight. They lay in two tiers
across the river, four in each tier, the first
row consisting of small forty-tonners, the
more stately craft behind. A brisk north-
easterly wind was blowing, ca.usmg the bosom
of theriver to flash in ripples of light. Boats
of every size and shape moved up and down
and across the stream. The sudden firing
of a gun caused some movement among the
red-capped mariners of the four yacnts in
front,

“They are standing by the main hal-
yards,” said Colonel Ross, to his women-
folk. ¢ Now watch for the next signal.”

Another gun was fired; and all of a sud-
den there was a rattling of blocks and chains ;
and the four mainsails slowly rose ; and the
flapping jibs were run up. The bows drifted
round : which would get way on her first?
But now there was a wild uproar of voices.
The boom-end of one of the yachts had
caught one of the stays of her companion;
and both were brought up head to wind.
Cutter No. III, took advantage of the mishap
to sail through the lee of both her enemies,
and got clear away, with the sunlight shining
full on her bellying canvas. But there was
no time to watch the further adventures of
the forty-tonners. Here and closer at hand
were the larger craft; and high up in the
rigging were the mites of men, ready to drop
into the air, clinging on to the halyards. The
gun is fired. Down they come, swinging in
the air; and the moment they have reached |
the deck they are off and up the ratlines again, |
again to drop into the air until the throat
is high hoisted, the peak swinging this way
and that, and the grey folds of the mainsail |
lazily ﬂappmg in the wind. The steamer
begins to roar. The yachts fall away from |
their moorings ; and one by one the sails fill
out to the Tresh breeze. ~And now all is
silence and an easy gliding motion ; for the
eight competitors have all started away, and
the steamer is smoothly following them.

“How beautiful they are—like splendid
swans!” Miss White said : she had a glass in
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her hand, but did not use it, for as yet the
stately fleet was near enough.

“A swan has a body,” said Macleod.
“These things seem to me to be nothing
but wings. It is all canvas, and no hull.”

And indeed, when the large topsails and
big jibs came to be set, it certainly appeared
as if there was nothing below to steady this
vast extent of canvas. Macleod was asto-
nished. He could not believe that people
were so reckless as to go out in boats like
that.

¢ If they were up in our part of the world,”
said he, “ a puff of wind from the Gribun cliffs
would send the whole fleet to the bottom.”

“They know better than to try, at least
with their present rig,” Colonel Ross said.
“ Those yachts are admirably suited for the
Thames; and Thames yachting is a very
nice thing. It is very close to London. You
can take a day’s fresh air when you like,
without going all the way to Cowes. You
can get back to town in time to dine.”

“1 hope so,” said Miss White with
emphasis.

“Oh, you need not be afraid,” her host
said, laughing. “They only go round the
Nore; and with this steady breeze they
ought to be back early in the afternoon. My
dear Miss White, we shan’t allow you to dis-
appoint the British public.”

“So I may abandon myself to complete
idleness without concern?”

“ Most certainly.”

And it was an enjoyable sort of idleness.
The river was full of life and animation as
they glided along ; fitful shadows and bursts
of sunshine crossed the foliage and pasture-
lands of the flat shores; the yellow surface
of the stream was broken with gleams of
silver ; and always, when this somewhat tame
and peaceful and pretty landscape tended to
become monotonous, they had on this side
or that the spectacle of one of those tall and
beautiful yachts rounding on a new tack or
creeping steadily up on one of her opponents.
They had a sweepstakes, of course; and
Macleod drew the favourite. But then he
proceeded to explain to Miss White that the
handicapping by means of time allowances
made the choice of a favourite a mere matter
of guess-work ; that the fouling at the start
was of but little moment; and that on the
1\:r'hole she ought to exchange yachts with

im.

“But if the chances are all equal, why
should your yacht be better than mine?”
said she.

The argument was unanswerable ; but she

took the favourite for all that, because he
wished her to do so; and she tendered
him in return the bit of folded paper with
the name of a rival yacht on it. It had
been in her purse for a minute or two. It
was scented when she handed it to him,

“1 should like to go to the Mediterranean
in one of those beautiful yachts,” she said,
looking away across the troubled waters ;
“and lie and dream under the blue skies. I
should want no other occupation than that:
that would be real idleness. With a breath
of wind now and then to temper the heat;
and an awning over the deck; and a lot of
books. Life would go by like a dream.”

Her eyes were distant and pensive. To
fold the bits of paper, she had taken off her
gloves: he regarded the small wkite hands,
with the blue veins, and the pink almond-
shaped nails. She was right. That was the
proper sort of existence for one so fine and
pale, and perfect even to the finger-tips.
Rose-leaf— Rose-leaf—what faint wind will
carry you away lo the south ?

At this moment the band struck up a lively
air. What was it?

“O this is no my ain lassie,
Fair though the lassic be!””

“You are in great favour to-day, Hugh,”
Mrs. Ross said to her husband. “ You will
have to ask the band-master to lunch with
us,”

But this sharp alterative of a well-known
air had sent Macleod’s thoughts flying away
northward, to scenes far different from these
flat shores, and to a sort of boating very
different from this summer sailing. Janet,
too : what was she thinking of—far away in
Castle Dare? Of the wild morning on which
she insisted on crossing to one of the Tresh-
nish islands, because of the sick child of a
shepherd there; and of the open herring-
smack, and she sitting on the ballast-stones ;
and of the fierce gale of wind and rain that
hid the island from their sight; and of her
landing, drenched to the skin, and with the
salt water running from her hair and down
her face ?

“ Now for lunch,” said Colonel Ross; and
they went below.

The bright little saloon was decorated with
flowers ; the coloured glass on the table
looked pretty enough; here was a pleasant
break in the monotony of the day. It was
an occasion, too, for assiduous helpfulness,
and gentle inquiries, and patient attention.
They forgot about the various chances of the
yachts. They could not at once have re-
membered the name of the favourite. And
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there was a good deal of laughter and
pleasant chatting, while the band overhead—
heard through the open skylight—still
played—
¢ O this is no my ain lassie,
Kind though t{e lassie be !

And behold! when they went up on deck
again, they had got ahead of all the yachts,
and were past the forts at the mouth of the
Medway, and were out on an open space of
yellowish-green water that showed where the
tide of the sea met the current of the river.
And away down there in the south a long
spur of land ran out at the horizon ; and the
sea immediately under was still and glassy,
so that the neck of land seemed projected
into the sky—a sort of gigantic razor-fish
suspended in the silvery clouds. Then, to
give the yachts time to overtake them, they
steamed over to a mighty ironclad that lay at
‘anchor there; and as they came near her
vast black bulk they lowered their flag, and
the band played ¢ Rule Britannia!” The
salute was returned ; the officer on the high
quarter-deck raised his cap; they steamed
on.

In due course of time they reached the
Nore light-ship; and there they lay and
drifted about until the yachts should come
up. Long distances now separated that
summer fleet ; but as they came along, lying
well over before the brisk breeze, it was
obvious that the spaces of time between the
combatants would not be great. And is not
this Miss White’s vessel, the favourite in the
betting, that comes sheering through the
water, with white foam at her bows? Surely
she is more than her time-allowance ahead ?
And on this tack will she get clear round the
squat little light-ship; or is there not a
danger of her carrying off a bowsprit? With
what an ease and majesty she comes along!
scarcely dipping to the slight summer waves ;
while they on board notice that she has
put out her long spinnaker boom, ready to
hoist a great ballooner as soon as she is
round the light-ship and running home before
the wind. The speed at which she cuts the
water is now visible enough as she obscures
for a second or so the hull of the light-ship.
In another second she has sheered round;
and then the great spinnaker bulges out with
the breeze; and away she goes up the river
again. Chronometers are in request. It is
only a matter of fifty seconds that her nearest
rival, now coming sweeping along, has to
make up. But what is this that happens
just as the enemy has got round the Nore?

There i8 a ay of “ Man overboard!” The

spinnaker boom has caught the careless
skipper, and pitched him clean into the
plashing waters, where he floats about, not as
yet certain, probably, what course his vessel
will take. She at once brings her head up
to wind, and puts about; but meanwhile a
small boat from the light-ship has picked up
the unhappy skipper, and is now pulling hard
to strike the course of the yacht on her new
tack. In another minute or two he is on
board again ; and away she goes for home.

“I think you have won the sweepstakes,
Miss  White,” Macleod said. ¢ Your enemy
has lost eight minutes.”

She was not thinking of sweepstakes.
She seemed to have been greatly frightened
by the accident.

It would have been so dreadful to see a
man drowned before your eyes—in the
midst of a mere holiday excursion.”

“ Drowned ?” he cried. “There? If a
sailor lets himself get drowned in this water
with all these boats about, he deserves it.”

“ But there are many sailors who cannot
swim at all.”

“ More shame for them,” said he,

“Why, Sir Keith,” said Mrs. Ross, laugh-
ing, “do you think that all people have
been brought up to an amphibious life like
yourself? I suppose in your country, what
with the rain and the mist, you seldom know
whether you are on sea or shore?”

“That is quite true,” said he gravely.
“ And the children are all born with fins.
And we can hear the mermaids singing all
day long. And when we want to go any
where we get on the back of a dolphin.”

But he looked at Gertrude White. What
would she say about that far land that she had
shown such a deep interest in? There was
no raillery at all in her low voice as she
spoke.

“I can very well understand,” she said,
“how the people there fancied they heard
the mermaids singing—amidst so much mys-
tery—and with the awfulness of the sea
around them.”

“But we have had living singers,” said
Macleod, “and that amongst the Macleods,
too. The most famous of all the song-
writers of the Western Highlands was Mary
Macleod, that was born in Harris—Mairi
nighean Alasdair Ruaidh, they called her—
that is Mary the daughter of Red Alister.
Macleod of Dunvegan, he wished her not to
make any more songs: but she could not
cease the making of songs. And there was
another Macleod — Fionaghal they called
her—that is the Fair Stranger. 1 do not
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know why they called her the Fair Stranger
—operhaps she came to the Highlands from
some distant place. And I think if you
were going amongst the people there at this
very day, they would call you the Fair
Stranger.”

He spoke quite naturally and thought-
lessly ; his eyes met hers only for a second;
he did not notice the soft touch of pink that
suffused the delicately tinted cheek.

“What did you say was the name of that
mysterious stranger ?” asked Mrs. Ross;
“ that poetess from unknown lands? ”

“ Fionagbal,” he answered.

She turned to her husband.

“ Hugh,” she said, “let me introduce you
to our mysterious guest. This is Fionaghal—
this is the Fair Stranger from the Islands—
this is the poetess whose melodies the mer-
maids have picked up. If she only had a
harp, now—with seaweed hanging from it—
and an oval mirror "

The booming of a gun told them that the
last yacht had rounded the lightship ; the
band struck up a lively air; and presently
the steamer was steaming off in the wake
of the procession of yachts. There was
now no more fear that Miss White should
be late. The breeze had kept up well,
and had now shifted a point to the east;
so that the yachts, with their great
ballooners, were running pretty well before
the wind. The lazy abandonment of the
day became more complete than ever. Care-
less talk and laughter; an easy curiosity
about the fortunes of the race; tea in the
saloon, with the making up of two bouquets
of white roses, sweet-peas, fuchsias, and
ferns; the day passed lightly and swiftly
enough. It was a summer day; full of
pretty trifles. Macleod, surrendering to the
fascination, began to wonder what life would
be if it were all a show of June colours and a
sound of dreamy music: for one thing he
could not imagine this sensitive, beautiful,
pale, fine creature otherwise than as sur-
rounded by an atmosphere of delicate atten-
tions and pretty speeches, and sweet low
laughter.

They got into their special train again at
Gravesend, and were whirled up to London.
At Charing Cross he bade good-bye to Miss
White, who was driven off by Mr. and Mrs.
Ross along with their other guest. In the
light of the clear June evening he walked
rather absently up to his rooms.

There was a letter lying on the table. He
scized it and opened it with gladness. It
was from his cousin Janet—and the mere

sight of it seemed to revive him like a gust
of keen wind from the sea. What had she
to say? About the grumblings of Donald,
who seemed to have no more pride in his
pipes now the master was gone ? About the
anxiety of his mother over the reports of the
keepers? About the up-setting of a dog-
cart on the road to Loch Buy? He had halfre-
solved togotothe theatreagain that evening—
getting, if possible, into some corner where he
might pursue his profound psychological in-
vestigations unseen—but now he thought he
would not go. He would spend the evening
in writing a long letter to his cousin, telling
her and the mother about all the beautiful,
fine, gay, summer life he had seen in London
—so different from anything they could have
seen in Fort William, or Inverness, or even
in Edinburgh. After dinner he sate down
to this agreeable task. What had he to
write about except brilliant rooms, and
beautiful flowers, and costumes such as
would have made Janet’s eyes wide : of all
the delicate luxuries of life, and happy idle-
ness, and the careless enjoyment of people
whose only thought was about a new
pleasure? He gave a minute description of
all the places he had been to see—except the
theatre. He mentioned the names of the
people who had been kind to him ; but he
said nothing about Gertrude White.

Not that she was altogether absent from
his thoughts, Sometimes his fancy fled
away from the sheet of paper before him,
and saw strange things. Was this Fionaghal,
the Fair Stranger,—this maiden who had
come over the seas to the dark shores of the
isles—this king’s daughter clad in white, with
her yellow hair down to her waist, and bands
of gold on her wrists? And what does she
sing to the lashing waves but songs of high
courage, and triumph, and welcome to her
brave lover coming home with plunder
through the battling seas? Her lips are
parted with her singing; but her glance is
bold and keen : she has the spirit of a king's
daughter, let her come from whence she
may. .

Or is Fionaghal, the Fair Stranger, this
poorly-drest lass, who boils the potatoes over
the rude peat-fire—and croons her songs of
suffering and of the cruel drowning in the
seas—so that from hut to hut they carry her
songs, and the old wives’ tears start afresh to
think of their brave sons lost years and years
ago? .
Neither Fionaghal is she—this beautiful,
pale woman, with her sweet, modern English
speech, and her deliv.ate, sensitive ways, and

-
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her hand that might be crushed like a rose-
leaf. There is a shimmer of summer around
her; flowers lie in her lap; tender obser-
vances encompass and shelter her. Not for
her the biting winds of the northern seas;
but rather the soft luxurious idleness of
placid waters, and blue skies, and shadowy
shores. . . . . Rose-leaf — Rose-leaf — what
Jaint wind will carry you away to the
south ?

CHAPTER VIIL.—THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE.

LATE one night a carefully-dressed elderly
gentleman applied his latch-key to the door
of a house in Bury-street, St. James’s, and
was about to enter without any great circum-
spection, when he was suddenly met by a
white phantom, which threw him off his legs,
and dashed outwards into the street. The
ianguage that the elderly gentleman used, as
he picked himself up, need not be repeated
here. Suffice it to say that the white
phantom was the dog Oscar, who had been
shut in a minute before by his master, and
who now, after one or two preliminary dashes
1p and down the street, very soon perceived
the tall figure of Macleod, and made joy-
fully after him. But Oscar knew that he
had acted wrongly; and was ashamed to
show himself; so he quietly slunk along at
his master's heels. The consequence of
this was that the few loiterers about beheld
the very unusual spectacle of a tall young
gentleman walking down Bury-street and
into King-street, dressed in full Highland
costume and followed by a white and lemon
collie. No other person going to the Cale-
donian fancy-dress ball was so attended.

Macleod made his way through the
carriages, crossed the pavement and entered
the passage. Then he heard some scuffling
behind ; and he turned.

“Let alone my dog, you fellow!” said he,
making a step forward ; for the man had got
hold of Oscar by the head, and was hauling
him out.

¢ Is it your dog, sir ?” said he.

Oscar himself answered by wrestling him-
self free, and taking refuge by his master’s
legs, though he still looked guilty.

“Yes, he is my dog; and a nice fix he
has got me into,” said Macleod, standing
aside to let the Empress Maria Theresa pass
by in her resplendent costume. “I suppose
I must walk home with him again. Oscar,
Oscar | how dare you?”

“If you please, sir,” said a juvenile voice
behind him, « If Mr. —— will let me, I will

|

{ take the dog. I know where to tie him up.”

Macleod turned.

“ (o an so?” sald he, looking down at the
chubby faced boy in the kilts, who had his
pipes under his arm. “Don’t you know the
Gaelic?”

“I am only learning,” said the young
musician. “ Will I take the dog, sir?”

“March along, then, phivbaire bhig!”
Macleod said. “ He will follow me, if he will
not follow you.”

Little Piper turned. aside into a large hall
which had been transformed into a sort of
waiting-room ; and here Macleod found him-
self in the presence of a considerable number
of children, half of them girls, half of them
boys, all dressed in tartan, and seated on the
forms along the walls. The children, who
were half asleep at this time of the night,
woke up with sudden interest at sight of the
beautiful collie; and at the same moment
Little Piper explained to the gentleman who
was in charge of these young ones that the
dog had to be tied up somewhere, and that a
small adjoining room would answer that
purpose. The proposal was most courteously
entertained. Macleod, Mr. , and Little
Piper walked along to this side room, and
there Oscar was properly secured.

“And I will get him some water, sir, if
he wants it,” said the boy in the kilts.

“ Very well,” Macleod said. “AndI will
give you my thanks for it; for that is all that
a Highlander, and especially a piper, expects
for a kindness. And I hope you will learn
the Gaelic soon,my boy. And do you know
Cumhadh na Cloinne? No, it is too diffi-
cult for you; butI think if I had the chanter
between my fingers myself, I could let you
hear Cumbhadl na Cloinne.”

“I am sure John Maclean can play it,”
said the small piper.

“Who is he?”

The gentleman in charge of the youngsters
explained that John Maclean was the eldest
of the juvenile pipers, five others of whom
were in attendance.

1 think,” said Macleod, “that I am com-
ing down in a little time to make the acquaint-
ance of your young pipers, if you will let
me.”

He passed up the broad staircase, and into
the empty supper-room, from which a num-
ber of entrances showed him the strange
scene being enacted in the largerhall. Who
were these people who were moving to the
sound of rapid music? A clown in a silken
dress of many colours, with bells to his cap
and wrists, stood at one of the doors; Mac-
leod became his fellow-spectator of what was
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going forward. A beautiful Tyrolienne, in a
dress of black silver and velvet, with her
yellow hair hanging in two plaits down her
back, passed into the room accompanied by
Charles the First in a large wig and cloak ;
and the next moment they were whirling
along in the waltz, coming into innumerable
collisions with all the celebrated folk who
ever lived in history. And who were these
gentlemen in the scarlet collars and cuffs,
who but for these adornments would have
been in ordinary evening dress? He made
bold to ask the friendly clown, who was
staring in a pensive manner at the rushing
couples.

“They call it the Windsor uniform,” said
the clown. “/ think it mean. I shan’t come
in a fancy dress again, if stitching on a red
collar will do.”

At this moment the waltz came to anend ;
and the people began to walk up and down
the spacious apartment. Macleod entered
the throng, to look about him. And soon he
perceived, in one of -the little stands at the
side of the hall, the noble lady who had
asked him to go to this assembly, and forth-
with he made his way through the crowd to
her. He was most graciously received.

“Shall I tell you a secret, Lady ?”
said he. “ You know the children belonging
to the charity—they are all below—and they
are sitling doing nothing, and they are all
very tired and half-asleep. It is a shame to
keep them there

“But the Prince hasn’t come yet; and
they must be marched round: they show
that we are not making fools of ourselves for
nothing.”

A sharper person than Macleod might have
got in a pretty compliment here; for this
lady was charmingly dressed as Flora Mac-
donald ; but he merely said—

“Very well; perhaps it is necessary. But
I think I can get them some amusement, if
you will only keep the director of them, that
1s Mr. , out of the way. Now shall I
send him to you? Will you talk to him?”

“ What do you mean to do?”

“I want to give them a dance. Why
should you have all the dancing up here?”

“ Mind, I am not responsible. What shall
I talk to him about?”

Macleod considered for a moment.

¢ Tell him that I will take the whole of the
girls and boys to the Crystal Palace for a
day, if it is permissible ; and ask him what it
will cost, and all about the arrangements.”

“ Seriously ? ”

“Yes. Why not? They can have a fine

run in the grounds; and six pipers to play
for them. I will ask them now whether they
they will go.”

He left and went down-stairs. He had
seen but few people in the hall above whom
he knew. He was not fond of dancing,
though he knew the elaborate variations of

the reel. And here was a bit of practical
amusement.
¢ Oh, Mr. ,” said he, with great seri-

ousness, “ I am desired by Lady to say
that she would like to see you for a moment
or two. She wishes to ask you some ques-
tions about your young people.”

“The Prince may come at any moment,”
said Mr. ——, doubtfully.

“He won’t be in such a hurry as all that,
surely ! ”

So the worthy man went up-stairs ; and the
moment he was gone Macleod shut the door.

“ Now, you piper boys!” he called aloud,
‘ get up, and play us a reel. We are going
to have a dance. You are all asleep, I be-
lieve. Come, girls, stand up—you that
know the reel, you will keep to this end.
Boys, come out. You that can dance a
reel, come to this end; the others will
soon pick it up. Now, piper boys, have you
got the steam up? What can you give us
now ?  Monymusk? or the Marquis of Hunt-
ley’s Fling? or Miss Johnston? Nay, stay a
bit—don’t you know A7s. Macleod of Raasay ?

“Yes—yes—yes—yes—yes—yes !’ came
from the six pipers all standing in a row, with
the drones over their shoulders and the
chanters in their fingers.

“Very well, then—off you go! Now,
boys and girls, are you all ready? Pipers,
Mrs. Macleod of Raasay !

For a second there was a confused roaring
on the long drones; then the shrill chanters
broke clear away into the wild reel; and
presently the boys and girls, who were at
first laughingly shy and embarrassed, began
to make such imitations of the reel-figure,
which they had seen often enough, as led to
a vast amount of scrambling and jollity, if it
was not particularly accurate. The most
timid of the young ones soon picked up
courage. Here and there one of the older
boys gave a whoop that would have done
justice to a wedding-dance in a Highland
barn.

“Put your lungs into it, pipers!” Mac-
leod cried. “Well played, boys! You are
fit to play before a prince !”

The round cheeks of the boys were red
with their blowing ; they tapped their toes on
the ground as proudly as if every one of them
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was a MacCruimin ; the wild noise in this
big empty hall grew more furious than ever—
when suddenly there was an awful silence.
The piper whipped the chanter from their
mouths; the children, suddenly stopping in
their merriment, cast one awestruck glance
towards the door; and then slunk back to
their seats. They had observed not only
Mr. ——, but also. the Prince himself.
Macleod was left standing alone in the
middle of the floor.

“8ir Keith Macleod?” said His Royal
Highness, with a smile.

Macleod bowed low.

“Lady told me what you were about.
I thought we could have had a peep unob-
served ; or we should not have broken in on
the romp of the children.”

I think your Royal Highness could make
amends for that,” said Macleod.

There was an inquiring glance.

“If your Royal Highness would ask some
one to see that each. of the children has an
orange, and a tart, and a shilling, it would be
some compensation to them for being kept
up so late.”

“I think that might be done,” said the
Prince, as he turned to leave. “And I am

lad to have made your acquaint.nce, al-
though in”——

“In the character of a dancing-master,”
said Macleod, gravely.

After having once more visited Oscar, in
the company of Piobaire Beag, Macleod went
up again to the brilliantly-lit hall; and here
he found that a further number of his friends
had arrived. Among them was young Ogil-
vie, in the tartan of the g3rd Highland-
ers; and very smart indeed the boy-officer
looked in his uniform. Mrs. Ross was here
too ; and she was busy in assisting to get up
the Highland quadrille. When she asked
Macleod if he would join in it, he answered
by asking her to be his partner, as he would
be ashamed to display his ignorance before an
absolute stranger. Mrs. Ross most kindly
undertook to pilot him through the not elabo-
rate intricacies of the dance; and they were
fortunate in having the set made up entirely
of their own friends.

Then the procession of the children took
place; and the fantastically dressed crowd
formed a lane to let the homely-clad lads
and lasses pass along, with the six small
pipers proudly playing a march at their head.

He stopped the last of the children, for a
second.

* Have you got a tart, and an orange, and
a shilling 2 ”

“No, sir.”

“T have got the word of a prince for it,”
he said to himself, as he went out of the
room. “And they shall not go home with
empty pockets.”

As he was coming up the staircase again
to the ball-room, he was preceded by two
figures that were calculated to attract any
one’s notice by the picturesqueness of their
costume. The one stranger was apparently
an old man, who was dressed in a Florentine
costume of the fourteenth century—a cloak
of sombre red, with a flat cap of black velvet,
one long tail of which was thrown over the
left shoulder and hung down behind. A
silver collar hung from his neck across his
breast : other ornament there was none. His
companion, however, drew all eyes towards
her as the two passed into the ball-room. She
was dressed in imitation of Gainsborough's
portrait of the Duchess of Devonshire ; and
her symmetrical figure and well-poised head
admirably suited the long-trained costume of
blue satin, with its iz of white muslin, the
bold, coquettish hat and feathers, and the
powdered puffs and curls that descended to
her shoulders. She had a gay air with her,
too. She bore her head proudly. The
patches on her cheek seemed not half so
black as the blackness of her eyes, so full of
a dark mischievous light were they ; and the
redness of the lips—a trifle artificial, no
doubt—as she smiled, seemed to add to the
glittering whiteness of her teeth. The proud,
laughing, gay coquette: no wonder all eyes
were for a moment turned to her, in envy or
in admiration.

Macleod, following these two, and finding
that his old companion, the pensive clown
in cap and bells, was still at his post of
observation at the door, remained there also
for a minute or two; and noticed that
among the first to recognise the two strangers
was young Ogilvie, who, with laughing sur-
prise in his face, came forward to shake
hands with them. Then there was some
further speech; the band began to play a
gentle and melodious waltz ; the middle of
the room cleared somewhat; and presently
her Grace of Devonshire was whirled away
by the young Highland officer, her broad-
brimmed hat rather overshadowing him, not-
withstanding the pronounced colours of his
plaid. Macleod could not help following
this couple with his eyes, whithersoever they
went. In any part of the rapidly moving
crowd he could always make out that one
figure ; and once or twice as they passed him
it seemed to him that the brilliant beauty,
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with her powdered hair, and her flashing
bright eyes, and her merry lips, regarded him
for an instant; and then he could have
imagined that in a bygone century—

“Sir Keith Macleod, I think ?”

The old gentleman with the grave and
scholarly cap of black velvet and the long
cloak of sober red, held out his hand.
The folds of the velvet hanging down from
the cap rather shadowed his face; but all
the same Macleod instantly recognised him
—fixing the recognition by means of the
gold spectacles.

“ Mr. White? ” said he.

“ I am more disguised than you are,” the
old gentleman said, with a smile. “Itis a
foolish notion of my daughter’s, but she
would have me come.”

His daughter! Macleod turned in a be-
wildered way to that gay crowd, under the
brilliant lights.

““ Was that Miss White ?” said he.

“The Duchess of Devonshire. Didn’t
you recognise her? I am afraid she will
be very tired to-morrow ; but she would
come.”

He caught sight of her again. That
woman—with the dark eyes full of fire—
and the dashing air—and the audacious
smile ——? He could have believed this old
man to be mad. Or was he only the father
of a witch—of an illusive #gnis fatuus—of
some mocking Ariel darting into a dozen
shapes to make fools of the poor simple
souls of earth ?

“ No,” he stammered, “ I—I did not
recognise her. I thought the lady who came
with you had intensely dark eyes.”

“She is said to be very clever in making
up,” her father said, coolly and sententiously.
“It is a part of her art that is not to be
despised. It is quite as important as a
gesture or a tone of voice in creating the
illusion at which she aims. I do not know
whether actresses, as a rule, are careless
about it, or only clumsy; but they rarely
succeed in making their appearance homo-
geneous. A trifle too much here; a trifle
too little there ; and the illusion is spoiled.
Then you see a painted woman ; not the
character she is presenting. Did you ob-
serve my daughter’s eyebrows ?”

“ No, sir, I did not,” said Macleod,
humbly.

“Here she comes. Look at them.”

But how could he look at her eyebrows,
or at any trick of making up, when the
whole face with its new excitement of colour,
its parted lips and lambent eyes, was throwing
its fascination upon him? She came forward
laughing, and yet with a certain shyness.
He would fain have turned away.

The Highlanders are superstitious. Did
he fear being bewitched? Or what was it
that threw a certain coldness over his
manner? The fact of her having danced
with young Ogilvie? Or the ugly reference
made by her father to her eyebrows? He
had greatly admired this painted stranger,
when he thought she was a stranger; he
seemed less to admire the artistic make-up
of Miss Gertrude White.

The merry Duchess, playing her part
admirably, charmed all eyes but his; and
yet she was so kind as to devote herself to
her father and him, refusing invitations to
dance, and chatting to them—with those
brilliant lips smiling — about the various
features of the gay scene before them.
Macleod avoided looking at her face. .

‘“What a bonny boy your friend Mr.
Ogilvie is,” said she, glancing across the
room.

He did not answer.

“ But he does not look much of a soldier,”
she continued. “I don’t think I should be
afraid of him, if I were a man.”

He answered, somewhat distantly,

“Itis not safe to judge that way—espe-
cially of any one of Highland blood. - If
there is fighting in his blood, he will fight
when the proper time comes. And we have
a good Gaelic saying—it has a great deal of
meaning in it, that saying—You do not
know what sword is in the scabbard until it is
drawn.”

“What did you say was the proverb? ” she
asked ; and for a second her eyes met his—
but she immediately withdrew them, startled
by the cold austerity of his look. :

“ You do not know what sword is in the
scabbard until it is drawn,” said he, care-
lessly. ¢ There is a good deal of meaning
in it.”
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plains and uplands had that verdure which
cultivation gives, and were studded, besides,
with picturesque villages and villas. Temples
and monuments occupied prominent sites in
and around the city. Nature and art, wealth
and taste, combined to make Athens in ex-
ternal appearance, what she was in literature
and philosophy, “the eye of Greece.”

Athens stands in the centre of an undulat-
ing plain, some ten miles wide, shut in on
three sides by the ranges of Hymettus, Pen-
telicus, and, Parnes, and open on the other,
the south, to the Saronic Gulf, on whose
shore, nearly five miles from the city, is the
harbour of Pirzeus. In front of the harbour
lies Salamis, its winding coast overlapping
the promontories and bays of the mainland.
Farther out rise the dark hills of Agina;
and beyond, along the southern horizon,
runs the serrated chain of Argolis.

The Acropolis of Athens is an isolated
rock, which rises abruptly from the midst of
the city to a height of one hundred and fifty
feet, and is thus visible from afar, its flat top
crowned with the most magnificent ruins in
Greece. Behind it, on the north-west, is a
still higher crag, the Lycabettus of classic
story ; and near it, on the opposite side from
Lycabettus, are several rocky mounds—
Areopagus, Pnyx, Museium, and Nymphaum,
each of which has a history and a fame of its
own,

St. PauL’s VIsIT.

St. Paul cameto Athens by sea, and it has
been my good fortune to follow in his track
on three different occasions. He was driven
by an outburst of Jewish fanaticism from
Thessalonica—a city still notorious for its
turbulence, and he took refuge ,in the
secluded town of Bercea. But there his
faithful and successful labours roused the
community, so that his fame speedily reached
the ears of his enemies at Thessalonica. The
result was that he was compelled to quit
Macedonia altogether. By night he fled
from Bercea, escorted by trusty guides who
led him “to th: sea,” * most probably the
little port of Dium, at the foot of Mount
Olympus. Thence he sailed down the
Agean, and passing through the narrow
channel of Andros soon reached the “ sacred
point of Sunium,” where he got his first pal-
pable evidence of that intense religious senti-
ment of the Athenians which he subsequently
applied with so much force in favour of

# This is the correct meaning of ds éml Ty 6dagoav, and
not ““as £f to the sea,” which would make it appear as if this
were a mere feint to deceive his enemies, Acts xvii. 14

Christianity. While rounding the point he
saw far above him, crowning * Sunium’s
marble steep,” the celebrated temple of Mi-
nerva, which formed the outpost, so to speak,
of Athenian idolatry. Standing on the most
remote promontory of Attica, it declared to
every one who approached their shores that
the Athenians were a people “devoted to the
gods.”* The splendid ruin still forms an
object so picturesque in position, so simple
and yet so grand in its architecture, that
once seen it can never be forgotten.

On rounding Sunium the Saronic Gulf, with
its beautiful scenery, opened up before the
Apostle, and as he was a scholar, deeply
read in the history of Greece, every spot
must have been familiar to him. To his
right was the indented coast of Attica, with
its fringe of rocky islets, over which rose the
rounded summits of “flowery Hymettus.”
When the point was reached where that
range dips into the sea, the Acropolis came
into view, still far away, but seen as a white
speck against the dark background of Mount
Parnes ; and if the sun was declining west-
ward St. Paul may have observed the glitter-
ing spear and helmet of the colossal statue of
Minerva. One can easily imagine with how
much of wistful interest he gazed at the great
city, and with how much holy enthusiasm
he looked forward to the moment when
he would perhaps be permitted to teach a
Divine philosophy in the schools of Socrates
and Plato, and preach ¢ Christ crucified”
from the bema where Demosthenes de-
livered his magnificent orations.

On the left, as he sailed up the gulf, lay
the island ot Agina, long the rival of Athens,
its highest hill crowned with the Temple of
Minerva, one of the oldest in Greece. Then
“the sea-born Salamis” rose in front; and
after passing a temple of Venus on a head-
land to the right, the crescent-shaped bay of
Phalerum gradually opened, with the long,
low promontory of Pirzus on its western
side, forming the double harbour of Athens.

The ship would probably cast anchor in
the nearest harbour, Phalerum ; but whether
St. Paul landed there or went round to the
Pirzean port, he would see no less than three
temples: one of Demeter, the goddess of
agriculture, who was believed to have in her
gift the fruits of the earth; another of Mi-
nerva, the goddess of war, and special pro-
tectress of Athens; and another of Jupiter,
the lord of the elements.

# The Greek Setgidarpovesrépous means “fearing the gods
so as to be ever constrained to honour them.”,
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THE ALTAR “ To THE UNkNowN Gob.”

Setting out for Athens by the road which
ran between the ruins of those long walls
that in ancient times connected the port with
the city, the Acropolis, with its crown of
temples, was constantly in view; and what
proved even more suggestive, as we find after-
wards, he passed several altars, dedicated, as
Pausanias tells us, “to unknown gods.”*
Philostratus also mentions altars at Athens
dedicated to unknown deities.t The prac-
tice of erecting such altars, to us apparently
so absurd, originated as follows, according to
Diogenes Laertius, a Greek writer who lived
about a century later than the Apostle :—
Athens, he says, was at one period devastated
by a plague, and the people being unable to
discover what deity was offended, Epimenides,
the poet, advised them to let loose a number
of sheep on the Acropolis, and upon what-
ever spot one of them should lie down, there
to dedicate an altar “ 70 Him who might be
the true God,” although it was not known who
He was.! In Athens, therefore, it appears
to have become customary, when any singular
calamity occurred, or when any notable act of
deliverance was wrought for the State, not
assignable to the agency of the known deities,
to attribute it ““to an unknown god,” and to
erect an altar with such an inscription as St.
Paul notes.

As soon as the Apostle entered Athens
and passed through its streets, the idea of an
all-pervading idolatry, a debasing supersti-
tion, overshadowing the splendours of art and
architecture and even obscuring the light of
philosophy, must have been forcibly impressed
upon his mind. Temples were everywhere
around him; altars and shrines, sacred to a
host of deities, meet him at every turn. Then,
as now, the temples of Minerva, Erectheus,
and Nike-Apteros on the Acropolis, and of
Theseus on an adjoining eminence, were the
most prominent buildings in the city. Be-
sides these, multitudes of others, of which
only a few columns remain, or which have
entirely disappeared, were in view. Classic
writers of other countries celebrate the num-
ber and splendour of the temples in Athens,
and the Athenians themselves speak of them
with pride. The religion of that day minis-
tered to art, to amusement, and to moral
corruption. The wealth of the city and of
the whole country was wasted on magnificent
but useless structures, while the people, nine-
teen-twentieths of whom were slaves, dwelt,

® Attic. 1. 1, 4. + Vit. Apollon. vi. 3.

% Vita Epimenid.

for the most part, in mean and filthy hovels,
destitute of the ordinary requisites for com-
fort, or even decency. Her own writers tell
us that the places of public resort, and more
especially the passages about the grandest
sacred edifices, were receptacles for every
kind of filth,

ATHENS “ WHOLLY GIVEN TO IDOLATRY.”

It is interesting to consider for a moment
what led the Apostle to say, with so much
emphasis and such depth of feeling, that
“ ke saw the city wholly given to idolatry.”
The Greek word (kareldwlov) is more expres-
sive even than the English, and probably the
best commentary upon it is the statement of
Xenophon, who calls Athens, “ One entire
altar, one complete offering consecrated to
the gods.”* But fortunately we are able to
follow in the footsteps of St. Paul, led by a
most accomplished guide, Pausanias, who
visited Athens about half a century later, and
has transmitted to us a detailed and graphic
account of what he saw. We can, therefore,
in the writings of Pausanias, see Athens as
St. Paul saw it.

St. Paul came from the Pirzeus, and would
naturally enter the city by the Piraan gate,
as Pausanias did. On approaching it he had
before him, outside, a statue of Neptune and
atemple of Ceres. After passing through the
gate he saw images of Minerva, Jupiter, Apollo,
Mercury, and the Muses, besides a temple of
Bacchus. Then his route led through the
Agora, or ‘“Market Place,” where were
temples of Apollo, Hephestus, Mars, Venus,
and Vulcan. Here also stood the great Ro-
tunda, set round with little silver images,
where the city council assembled daily for
business and to offer sacrifices. And here
were the Stva Basileios, the ““ Royal Porch,”
dedicated to Aurora; a sz dedicated to
Zeus, containing paintings of the deities by
the artist Euphranor; and the Stoa Poecile,
“ Painted Stoa,” so called because it was
decorated with pictures representing the con-
quests of the Athenians. In the latter the
Stoic philosophers were accustomed to meet,
and from it they got their name. The Agora
also contained the famous altar of the twelve
gods, placed between the Areopagus and
Acropolis ; and statues of Hercules, Aurora,
Theseus, Zeus, Eleutherus, and the heroes
from whom the quarters of the city took their
names. Beyond the Agora, to the north,
were the temples of Castor and Pollux, of
Serapis, of Athena Archegetis, the Doric
portico of which still stands, and of Theseus,

* De Repub. Athen,
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the most perfect ancient building now in
Athens.

The Acropolis, whose precipitous sides of
naked rock rose grandly in the very heart
of the city, was the sanctum—the Holy of
Holies. It was one vast sanctuary, its sum-
mit covered, and its sides studded round,
with temples and shrines. Over them all
towered the Parthenon, and in front of it stood
the colossal bronze statue of Minerva, seventy
feet high, her glittering helmet and poised
spear forming, we are told, a conspicuous
landmark to mariners far out on the Saronic
Gulf. Along the base of the Acropolis were
temples of Bacchus, Serapis, Ceres, and
Aisculapius; the ruins of the latter were
being exhumed when I was in Athens in June
last. A little out from the Acropolis, on the
banks of the llissus, stood the magnificent
temple of Jupiter Olympus, whose remains
are among the most imposing in Greece.

Nor were these all. The very finger-posts
at the corners of the streets and public high-
ways were images, each being surmounted by
a head of Mercury. And when the Athe-
nians had exhausted the long catalogue of
ancient mythology, and had given to every
god and goddess a statue or shrine, their
vivid imaginations deified abstractions, and
erected altars to Fame, Modesty, Energy,
Persuasion, and Pity; and to crown the
whole, they set up, as we have seen, altars to
unknown gods! It was a common saying
about Athens during the classic age, “It is
easier to find a god than a man there.”
What wonder, then, that the spirit of St. Paul
“was stirred in him, when he saw the city
wholly given to idolatry "’ ?

And, independent of these statements and
descriptions, which we glean from Pausanias

and other ancient writers, when one wanders
through Athens at the present time, and ex-
amines her ruins, he can fully sympathize with
the feelings of the Apostle. More especially
when one proceeds to inspect the treasures
of ancient art, exhumed from overlying heaps
of rubbish in every part of the city, which are
now being crowded day after day into her
new museums, and exposed for sale in her
shops—almost all of them relics of idol
shrines, or some form of idol superstition—
he can understand more fully than he ever
did before the significance and truth of St.
Paul’'s words. Not in their public edifices
merely, nor in the multitudes of shrines, altars,
and images which filled their streets, did this
all-pervading idolatry appear; but even in
the internal decorations of their dwellings,
in the form and figuring of their household
utensils, and in their personal ornaments, the
Athenians showed a deep-rooted devotion to
idol-worship. St. Paul went to Athens with
all his inherent Jewish abhorrence of idolatry,
sanctified and ennobled by his more recent
divine training in the spirituality of Christian
worship, so that his mind naturally revolted
against superstition so utterly degrading in
its character and tendency. He knew that
it emasculated the intellect, and paralyzed the
moral sense; that it encouraged the most
shameless profligacy, by the dissolute cha-
racter of the deities themselves, and the
gross ceremonies often observed in their
worship ; in fact he fully agreed with Seneca,
that “ no other eftect could be produced, but
that all shame on account of sin must be
taken away from men if they believe in such
gods.”*

¢ De Vit. Beata, 26.

(Z0 be concluded in next Part.)

A SUNDAY ON PALMERSTON’S ISLAND.

I SHALL not easily forget a day spent in
strange society on Palmerston’s, a low
coral island lying in lat. 18° 4" S., and long.
163° 10’ W. Tt is the westernmost island of
the Hervey group. Although only two hun-
dred miles from Aitutaki, and right in the
track of the south-east trades, it was until
lately uninhabited.* Its present population
is thirty-seven, but it is capable of sustaining
a native population of several hundreds.
Sabbath last was one of those cloudless

# It was known, however, under the name ““ Avarau.”

days for which the Pacific is justly famous.
Dawn revealed low fringes of palms, appa-
rently growing out of the sea at the edge of
the horizon. After a while a long line of
snowy breakers and the yellow sandy beach
beyond, glowing in the sun, became visible.
Thirteen islets, only a few feet above the
level of the blue Pacific, enclose a lagoon in
the shape of an irregular circle, five miles in
diameter. Were there a sufficiently wide
entrance into it, the navies of the world
might anchor in safety within. These islets,
so well defended by the coral reef, are
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evidently formed by the accumulation of
sand and coral débris thrown up by the
action of old Ocean. There is a slight
sprinkling of blackish mould composed of
decayed vegetable matter. It is remarkable
that so large an atoll should be found in
such high latitudes. As we approach the
equator, this' becomes the prevailing type of
island. The reason is obvious, the warmer
the ocean water the more rapid is the work
of the coral zoophjytes.

Palmerston’s Island was discovered by
Captain Cook in 1774, on his second voyage.
On his third and last voyage, just a century
ago, the great navigator landed on the two
southern islets to get fodder for his perishing
cattle. Later on, the mutineers of the Bounty
touched here, but did not care to make it
their home after their pleasant experiences
at Tahiti.

About sixteen years ago an Englishman—
one of those waifs so common in the Pacific
—after years of wandering amongst the Line
Islands, settled down here. He brought
with him #%ree wives and several natives to
take possession of the island and to dry the
kernel of the cocoa-nut for exportation to
Europe. In 1777, Cook in two days carried
off twelve hundred nuts, remarking that on
one islet the trees required to be thinned out.
To our eyes all the islets seemed to be a
succession of cocoa-nut groves richly laden
with fruit. M- has planted eighty thou-
sand cocoa-nuts during his occupation of the
island. Béche-de-mer is largely collected
here for the Chinese market. These people
lived on in virtual heathenism until a few
months since, when the accidental (shall we
not rather say, providential?) visit of a Chris-
tian chief and deacon led M to think it
desirable to secure some means of religious
instruction and secular education for the
» young people, several of whom are verging
on maturity. An application was made for a
trained native teacher and evangelist, and a
promise given that his stipend and food
should be supplied. Under these circum-
stances it was resolved to send Akarongo
and his wife to Palmerston’s for twelve
months, to test the sincerity of these profes-
sions and to endeavour to reform the morals
of this infant community.

The little hamlet on the west can be seen
a long way out to sea. As we approached,
a boat came off to the Jokn Williams, with
M . He is a short, well-set man of about
fifty-five years ; very active, but with an uneasy
expression of countenance. After exchang-
ing a few words, we in our own boat and

M—— and his boys in their boat, were sail-
ing towards the settlement. There are
several excellent Dboat entrances into the
placid waters of the lagoon; M—— took
one, we the other. Just as we were entering
a large turtle in alarm suddenly dived to the
bottom, but even there was distinctly visible.
Inside the breakers the place seemed alive
with fish of many and beautiful hues. As
the boat made its way through these unfre-
quented waters, large blue fish rushed away
on either side. The brilliant mid-day sun dis-
closed the pleasing varieties of coral growing
in patches at the bottom. Some were glo-
bular, others branching most elegantly, others
undulating, with tints of yellow, green, and
pink. The effect was increased by different
sorts of small fish gliding in and out amongst
grotto-like growths. Here and there we
noticed immense mushroom coral ; the pe-
destal—comparatively small—being firmly
attached to the bottom. The tops of these
strange formations are perfectly level, not
unlike an irregular loo table, providing a
secure standing-place for the angler. Large
savage murene in the coral sometimes raise
themselves out of the water and attack fisher-
men, The pearl oyster is found in small
quantities in this lagoon.

The two boats reached the beach about
the same time. A friendly greeting from old
and young welcomed us ashore, as they led
the way to the principal hut. Fowls and
pigs were wandering about where Cook found
only small brown rats. Rusty anchors,
chains, and other ship-gear were scattered
about. The dwellings were thatched with
pandanus leaf; but all else was rudely built
out of the remains of several vessels un-

happily lost here of late years. Holes in|

the planking served instead of windows.
Inside, the whole stock of European furni-
ture consisted of two chairs, which were
kindly given to the visitors. I almost im-
agined myself in the haunts of the old buc-
caneers in the West Indies. The natives
grouped themselves all round the room on the
floor, whilst I held a service in the Raroton-
gan language. A very pleasant thing it was
to me to speak to these poor creatures of the
Redeemer’s love to sinful men, to reason
with them ¢of righteousness, temperance,
and judgment to come.” Afterwards Bibles,
hymn-books, and various other publications
in the native language were distributed
amongst all who could read. Sunday Maga-
sines, Sundays at Home, and Good Words *

® A friend put a great number on board for distributicn.
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were given to M——, and most acceptable
they were.

In a private conference I had a good deal
of talk with M——, which I hope may bear
fruit. He listened attentively to what I said,
and engaged to give sufficient wood for the
erection of a little church.

On some of the islets sea-birds incubate in
great numbers—curlews, noddies, boobies,
frigate birds, and tropic-birds; besides two
sorts of land birds—plovers and a kind of
paroquet. The tropic-bird of the Pacific
(Phaéton @thereus) is a beautiful creature, with
a plumage of a creamy white, and two long
tail feathers of a blood colour. These tail
feathers were greatly prized for head-dresses
in the olden times. The tropic-bird incubates
at the beginning of July. At the end of
September, when their young are strong,
they return to the ocean. The arrival of
the tropic-bird intimates the approach of the
dry season, or winter—if winter there can
be without snow, frost, hail, or sleet. The
native proverb runs, “The tropic-bird is
heard ; winter has come!”* The literal
translation would be, “The tropic-bird is
heard; old cocoa-nuts must be our food,” as

* Kua tangi te tevaki; kua koua te akari maro.

they usually subsisted on nuts during the
winter months.

Even this dreamy, lotus-eating, Moham-
medan Paradise has its serious drawbacks.
M-—— always carries with him a loaded
revolver. A few years ago a plot was laid to
kill M whilst asleep, and to drown his
children in the lagoon. The women were
engaged in the plot. This was no imaginary
danger, for about that time three white men
were murdered at Suwarrow’s by their native
companions. This may account for the
presence of two large fierce dogs. M——'s
word is law and must be implicitly obeyed.
In fact he is, like Alexander Selkirk,

“ Monarch of all he surveys,
His right there is none to ciispute."

I hope a better day is dawning upon Pal-
merston’s and its lord. I could nothelp recall-
ing, by way of contrast, the inspired words:
And the work of righteousness shall be peace,
and the effect of righteousness quietness and
assurance for ever (Isaiah xxxii. 17).

After partaking of a refreshing cup of
coffee, and tasting the excellent fish spread
for us, we bade farewell, and were soon on
board, sailing for Rarotonga.

WILLIAM WYATT GILL.

July 31s¢, 1877.

THE TICK OF THE CLOCK AT MIDNIGHT.

’ TIS the tick of the clock at midnight,
Solemnly, startlingly clear,

Like the throb of a fevered pulsation
Made audible to the ear.

Through the house reigns a death-like silence,
The death-like silence of sleep,

‘Whilst the fragments of Time, like meteors,
Pass flashing across the deep.

From the coming Eternity rushing,
They illume for a moment our sky,

But no power can stay their departure ;
They touch us and hover by.

They touch on the heart of the watcher,
And utter these words in his ear :

¢ Can ye not watch for one hour,
And our soul-stirring message hear ?

‘We are God’s messengers speeding
‘With swift and invisible flight,

And we speak to you best in the silence
Of the quiet dead-hush of the night.

Remember we carry our message
Of what ye are doing on Earth,

To the Bountiful Father in Heaven,
Who endowed you with souls at your birth,
What are ye doing, Oh mortals !
‘With that glorious gift of a soul ?
For what are your strongest yearnings,
And what is the longed-for goal ?
Pleasure, and power, and riches,
Leisure, and freedom from care—
Is it for these ye are striving ?
Such strivings must end in despair.
Like a butterfly crushed in the grasping,
So Pleasure is crushed when caught,
And Power must end in weakness,
And Riches must end in nought;
Whilst indolent Leisure lies basking,
Sleepily, selfishly glad,
Till the Adder of Conscience stings it
And the Terror driveth it mad.
Soon the dawn will streak the horizon
And herald the fateful day,
Prepare! Lo, the Kingdom of Heaven
Approacheth! Watch and Pray.”
W. A. GIBDS.
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OF THE DECCAN.

By FRANCIS GELL, M.A., CHAPLAIN OF ST. JOHN’S, CHICHESTER.

I

IT sometimes happens that the inaccessi-
bility which nature has bestowed on these
crags is such, that nothing in the way of a gate
is required to defend the path by which they
are approached. This is the case with Hur-
richunderghur; eighteen miles north-west of
Jooneer. Thisis described briefly in Murray’s
hand-book of Western India; and Eastwick
says, I think truly, that it presents some of
the sublimest scenery in the whole range of
the western mountains. The top of the
mountain is of considerable extent, and as it
has a small but very comfortable set of caves
for residence, and reputation for bears enough
to allure the sportsman (though I confess I
saw only buffaloes), I wonder this cool and
lovely solitude is not oftener visited. Lord
Elphinstone had the apertures measured for
glazing, and intended to live there in the
hot weather. It is four thousand feet above
the Konkun immediately below, and has a
scarp of three thousand feet nearly perpen-
dicular height. = A stone pitched over takes
eleven seconds before it strikes for the first
time. Captain Eastwick speaks of the tre-
mendous roaring blasts, which seem nearly
to have swept him off the spot; but when I
visited it I sat under an umbrella for some
hours, on the very topmost peak, which hangs
over the abyss, without a single breath of
wind, amid a deep mid-day silence which was
almost painfully profound. There are on the
lower levels ruined tanks and temples, and
near the caves beautiful water in abundance.
Altogether it is a delightful spot.

Not far from Hurrichunderghur is a fine
fort, interesting as having been the birth-
place of the builder of so many others
—Seunere, near Jooneer. It was granted
in 1594 to Sivaji’'s grandfather, Malogi
Bhonslay ; and in 1627 the great Sivaji first
saw the light within its walls. It was
often taken and retaken; once, in 1670,
the forces of Savaji himself were beaten
back by its Mogul garrison. Besides its
five gates and solid fortifications, it is cele-
brated for its deep springs. They rise in
pillared tanks of great depth, supposed by
Dr. Gibson to be coéval with the series of
Buddhist caves which pierce the lower por-
tion of the scarp near the gate (there is only
one into the fort, to which the others lead up);
they point out the extensive ruins of a large
and solid building, said to have been the

Rajah’s palace and Sivaji’s birth-place ; but
at the northern end are the remains of a fine
Mussulman structure in the best style of their
architecture, called Bibichewara, or the ladies’
houses, which may have been standing then,
and in which I think Jijibai, his mother, most
probably resided. From its projecting win-
dows a fine view is obtained down the vale
of the Kokuree, a tributary of the Goor and
Bheema.

While wandering through this forsaken
fortress one could not help picturing the
eager youth who spent his childhood within
its walls, and drank in together with its re-
freshing breezes the stories of the Bugwut,
the Ramayan, and the Mahabarat, and filled
his young heart with hatred of the Mussul-
man Empire which oppressed his country.
That great and gorgeous empire was even then
falling to pieces from its unwieldy size, and
his own indomitable spirit, more than any
other external cause, assisted to hasten its
dissolution. This fort, with Hursur, Chawund,
and Joodhun, commands the road leading to
Nanaghaut and Malsejghaut at a point for-
merly one of the great outlets of the upper
country into the Konkun.

Another fort, intimately connected with
the life of Sivaji, and consequently with
the fortunes of the Deccan, is Pratap-
ghur, or Pertaghur, near Par and Mahab-
leshwur, built in 1566 by Moro Trimul
Pingley, after the assassination of Chunder
Rao, Raja of Jowleh, and the storm and
escalade of Wasseota and Rohira. I pre-
sume that visitors to Mahableshwur know it
from having had pointed out to them the
localities of the celebrated “Wagnuck mur-
der” of Afzool Khan of Beejapore, in 1659,
which, more than any other deed, sad to
say, helped to consolidate the national inde-
pendence of the Mahrattas, I must omit
also all descriptive mention of Poorundhur
and Singhur, which are so near and accessible
from Poona that they may be well known,
each possessing numerous historical associa-
tions.

Many others besides these I am obliged to
refrain from noticing, but those I have
briefly described may be considered good
specimens of their respective kinds. Some
forts, however, possess, in addition to their
political and military, considerable religious
importance. Such an one is Trimbuk, a
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very strong and interesting place among
the mountains twenty miles south-west of
Nassick. This is perhaps the most sacred
to Hindoos in Western India, because from
the rocks of this fort rise the first bubbles
of the holy Gunga or Godavery. The path
which leads to the petta, or village suburb, at
the foot of the fort, is always being travelled
by strings of pilgrims from even the farthest
confines of India, who come to worship in the
great temple of Trimbuk, or the Three-Eyed
(2 name of Mahadeo), and, having washed
away their sins in a pool called “ Kooshave-
rut,” to visit in deep reverence the womb of
the holy Gunga. It is a place well calculated
to strike awe into the mind of a beholder,
and especially so if he be some wonder-
ing wanderer from the plains of the Ganges,
or from the delta of the Godavery. Great
detached pillars of rock two hundred feet
high stand round the little valley, like giant
sentinels, in the midst of which the Trim-
bukeshwar temple, of unusual size and
beauty, lifts its lofty kullas above the many
temples of the petta, and sends forth ever
and anon the sounds of its clear-toned bell,
as some poor pilgrim takes his longed-for
“ durshun,” or “ glimpse,” of the god, which
is the only reward of his long and toilsome
journey.

This place has always been a nest of Brah-
minism ; and, since it was richly endowed
by Baji Rao, a caldron of political intrigue.
During the Mutiny the energetic Collector of
that district penetrated to its inmost recesses
and dragged out one of its chief Poojaris, a
near relative of the Peishwa’s and of Nana
Sahib’s, and there and then hung him, “to
encourage the others.” Lake’s ¢ Sieges” gives
a plan of this sacred fortress, illustrative of
its capture by our troops under MacDowall
in 1818.

It is now time to say a few words
illustrative of the way in which these forts
have been taken and retaken. Fortu-
nately but little professional knowledge is
required, as their fortifications are generally
of the simplest construction. Art has done
little, nature much for these native strong-
holds—so much, that, according to Lake,
it would seem as if a maximum of pluck
and luck, with a minimum of science and
skill, was generally displayed in our attacks
upon them. But “Fortune favours the
brave,” and we have seldom been signally
unsuccessful. Before the days of artillery,
treachery and starvation could alone subdue
them if the garrison were on their guard.
A number of forts, however, were captured

by Sivaji by surprise (7.e. Kangooree, Toong,
Teekona, Koaree, Bhoorup, Lohugur, and
Rajmuchee). This was done by his men
disguised as thatchers, who, with bundles
of chupper (thatch) on their heads, beneath
which arms were concealed, obtained admit-
tance ; and then, throwing down their bundles
of grass and leaves, put the guard to the
sword and possessed themselves of these
places. The escalade by night of Singhur by
Tannaji Maloosre and his son, with one
thousand Mawullees from Torna, is a known
instance of early Mahratta courage. It is
given by Grant Duff, and has been copied
out of his book by Eastwick. The place
where it was done is, according to tradition,
in the gorge at the back of Singhur; that is,
on the south-west side, where a high wall of
solid masonry now completely protects the
fort from the highly improbable conjuncture
of a similar attempt.

The Moguls used chiefly bribery and bad
artillery, and against one (Ransej, which long
held out) a cavalier was erected. This was
a high wooden platform, from which besiegers
could fire over the walls. Itdid not do, how-
ever, and had to be burnt by the retreating
army, to whom the garrison called out that
they better cover themselves with its ashes—
2 galling and significant taunt from a Hindoo
to a Mussulman. Frequently, by a severe
and continued fire, a fort has been made too
hot to hold its garrison.

Escalading has been a favourite method
from the earlest times. The Duke of Welling-
ton, speaking of these fortresses, says he
always attempted to blow open the gates,
but never succeeded, and adds, “I have
always taken them by escalade;” which,
however, in another place he says, “is un-
certain in its issue, unless the attack can be
made on more points than one at the same
time, and the advance well covered by
musketry, and by enfilading the parts at-
tacked.”

MacDowall’s party approached Trimbuk
on the 15th of Apnl, 1818, and occupying
the petta, found, on reconnoitring, that the
fort was a stupendous place, having a scarp
four hundred feet high, five miles round, and
with only two gateways—one at the south,
with no road leading up to it for guns, and
one on the north, so precipitous that the
ascent might have seemed impossible in
the face of any one who could roll down
a stone.

That the enemy expected the attack from
the south was plain, from the fact that the
wells on the south side were poisoned. Fifty
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of India could not prevent them. Seventeen
other forts surrendered after Trimbuk, and
the whole country became ours, almost
without a struggle.

Lake says that thirty fortresses, each of
which, with a man as its master, would
have defied the Anglo-Indian army, fell
in a few weeks after; and this vast Mah-
ratta empire, which had overshadowed
all the East, soon became another ex-
ample of the instability of thrones the
foundations of which are not laid in the
affections of the people. Trimbukji Danglia
tried to take the fort two months after by
the stale device of pretending religious zeal
to worship the source of the Gungo; and
though he managed to kill the sentry, the
gate was shut, those who got in were kept
in, and the rest of the party were hurried
down the precipice more speedily than they
had come up.

We naturally ask, why these forts now are
of such small account compared with what
they once were? Without pretending to go
into all the military questions involved in
the answers, I may call attention to the preg-
nant words of the Great Duke, who, in 1801,
in his celebrated memorandum on Seringa-
patam, points out both the value and the
valuelessness of these fortresses. * In fact,”
he says, “no fortress is an impediment to
the operations of a hostile army in this
country, excepting it lies immediately in the
line on which the army must necessarily
march; or excepting it is provided with a
garrison of such strength and activity as to
afford detachments to operate upon the line
of communication of the hostile army with
its own country.”

For various, and perhaps sufficient, reasons,
orders have gone out to dismantle many
of these fortresses. It is difficult to help
regretting it, however necessary and ex-
pedient it may be. Is it impossible that
the time may come when India will be
emptied of troops by the urgent needs of
some great European struggle, with which
we shall sympathize too much not gladly to
make every sacrifice? Then we, a handful
of men, amid angry populations, may again
wish for strongholds of security to fly to till
the storm is over. Who can tell? Of late
years, indeed, changes in the modes of war
have shorn the forts of their honours. As
living powers in the country, they are now
comparatively unimportant. We are no
longer afraid of them. The descendants of
their former owners have almost ceased to
put any trust in them. They are things of

the past. It isnot impossible, indeed, that
they may some day be again manned with
warriors, and play their stirring part in
future struggles of their country; but now
they lie neglected and forsaken, or put to
uses quite other than those for which so
many lakhs were expended on their construc-
tion. But I am not sure that the pleasure of
living in the past, rather than in the present,
together with the sympathy one feels with
fallen greatness and dimmed glories, has not
added a charm of which they could not
otherwise have been possessed ; and one
loves the giant crags and rude and crum-
bling fortifications none the less because
they have been distanced in the race, and
are now decidedly behind the age, standing,
amid their highland summits and fern-clad
hills, with a melancholy grandeur, no longer
what they were. The world has swept past
them, ¢ civilisation” declines to acknow-
ledge them, and the busy nineteenth century
knows them not.

Once they were everything—the active
centres of political life, and the great nurseries
of military spirit ; the keys, and keepers too,
of the surrounding countries ; the refuge in
every storm of hostile invasion ; the founts
from whence, like lava from mighty craters,
flowed forth the fiery hordes which desolated
India. They were the receptacles of wealth
and of wisdom ; the much-desired prizes for
which each conqueror strove ; the seats of the
government ; the schools of youth ; the re-
source of a dignified old age. Undoubtedly,
too, they were the foster mothers of Mah-
ratta nationality, and interwoven with every
element of the national greatness. They
reared the hardy tribes which have been called
the Goths of India. If a time of prosperity
came it was spent in strengthening their forti-
fications ; if adversity, in defending them to
the death; disaster was only hopeless when
they had to be given up. On these summits
treaties were framed, and terms were signed
with the luxurious princes of the plains of
India; to their subterranean chambers was
carried the plunder of the great cities in all
parts of Asia; and in their dungeons, still
horrible to behold, were confined the capuives,
male and female, torn from the homes of the
enemies of their country. Doubtless many a
dark and thrilling deed of blood and cruelty
has been perpetrated in their now silent
recesses. Along their proud ramparts, troops
of richly-dressed and well-armed men were
ever moving. Bright silken ensigns threw
broad folds over their towers, and the nu-
merous cannon of their bristling battlements
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woke up ever and anon the echoes of the
surrounding mountains. It was a gay and
gallant scene. Alas! they are nothing now.
In a very few of them a havildar and a few
sepahis still keep the gate, but hundreds of
them—Dby far the greater number—are marked
in the lists of the Quartermaster-General as
“ deserted ” or “destroyed.” They are all
silent now, witnessing indeed to later times
and to degenerate races of the great deeds
of their forefathers, of self-sacrificing heroism,
and desperate courage, and high hopes, which
seem as if they have for ever mouldered cold
and low. ]

But whatever yet survives of the ancient
Mabhratta spirit is to be found among the
children of their defenders; the old men
who, as Inamdars or Wuttundars, or in hum-
bler positions still, live in the villages which
lie around their bases—villages which were
once protected and oppressed by turns by their

powerful neighbours, but were always proud
of the relationship. And there, by the dim
glimmer of their winter fires, or the brighter
glare of their summer moon, stories of the
olden time are still told by the descendants of
their hereditary garrisons; and “folk lore”
retailed by the veteran Eshkur to his brother
Mahars, which keeps from total extinction, at
least among the aboriginal tribes, the old
spirit of independent patriotism which is what
makes any country worth belonging to—a
spirit which only ceased to have political
importance at the subjugation of Umerji
Naik in 1838. But their tales are “ Tales
of their Grandfathers ” now—of times when
men ruled who were of the same faith and
the same blood with themselves, and when
their arms went out to give laws to vast
populations, and to gather tribute from all the
wide plains of India which lie between the
Coleroon and the Indus.

DISCIPLINE.
By THE RIGET REV. THE LORD BISHOP OF ROCHESTER.

DO you condemn that prayer in which
. Job says: “Show me wherefore thou
contendest with me?” Why should you?
To me, indeed, it seems the most reason-
able, and natural, and becoming, and reli-
gious thing a sorrowful man could do.
Reasonable, because God’s contention with
him was practically an intimation that He
had something special to say to him; and
how could he discover what it was unless
he asked? WNatural, for is it not what we
desire and expect from our own children,
when we contend with them? It must some-
times happen with the best children, and the
kindest parents, that some indulgence has to
be withheld, or some task imposed, or some
reserve manifested, or some refusal given.
Well, what does a parent wish for under the
circumstances? That the child so dealt with
should take no sort of notice, but go on in
its daily routine with a cold or flippant in-
difference; or that it should quickly and
eamestly inquire, “ What have I done?” I
shall not insult you by suggesting the answer.
Becoming, for this reason. The wisdom of
man is in the knowledge of God; and the
better we know Him, the wiser we become.
But the knowledge of God, like all other
knowledge, cannot come to us simply by our
sitting before the fire and feebly wishing to
be wise. The human soul is not a dead

reservoir, but a living organ. Most of all is

such a question, when it has a right motive
beneath it, and a true purpose in front of it,
eminently religions. What is the right notion
of religion? Surely the knowing God, that
we may serve Him and enjoy Him. Vet
what is the way of the great mass of man-
kind? Is it not to do their best to forget
Him ; to use Him for need and sorrow; to
ignore Him in health and prosperity ; never
to be at the trouble to ask Him questions ;
never to try to creep nearer to see the glory
of His face?

But then you say, Did Job ask this in a
proper manner ? Well, for my present pur-
pose I am not concerned to go into that.
That grand, troubled, majestic soul may pos-
sibly have said it in much heat and anguish
of spirit. His body was consumed with
disease, his spirit sore and blistered with the
cruel provocations of his friends. Every-
thing he cared for in life seemed gone. Even
his own wife had given him up, instead of
strengthening and consoling him. And was
he to lose God as well? His heart said NO
to that. ¢ Though He slay me, yet will I
trust in Him.” O God, do not thou con-
demn me! “Show me wherefore thou con-
tendest with me.”

My purpose in this paper is to try to find
the true answer to this question, suggested to
us all in turn by the trials of life. But the
area in which our inquiry shall move must he
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somewhat wider than Job’s was. A careful
study of this book makes it evident that the
one object of the Divine sanction of Job’s
trials was to prove that there is such a thing
possible as disinterested love to God. “Doth
Job serve God for nought?” was the bitter
sneer of the adversary. Try and see, was
the answer. The result is before us. On
the whole Job did; and in God’s never-fail-
ing righteousness a plentiful recompense was
meted out to him for having been made what
we may call the victim of an important
experiment for the benefit of mankind. He
was even more blessed in the end than he
was in the beginning, and no character in all
the Bible possesses more of our sympathy or
deserves more of our admiration than this
grand tried man.

I have said already that we are to
try to find the true answer to this ques-
tion, whenever it comes home to ourselves.
But we shall have no answer unless we put
the question. In that case we may be quite
sure of one, for, you observe, Job got his,
though slowly and gradually. Which he cer-
tainly would not have got, had he been
wrong in asking for it. Soomer or later, we
too shall have ours; though, when we have to
wait longer than usual, our Lord may have
to say to us, “ What I do, thou knowest not
now, but thou shalt know hereafter.”

How poEs Gop CONTEND wITH Us? To
select only a few instances out of many: He
deals with us in ke sphere of the mind through
mystery ; in the sphere of the affections through
berveavement ; in the sphere of the body through
sickness; In the sphere of the conscience
through zemorse. Not necessarily with any
of us in all these ways ; seldom with more
than one of them at once; perhaps never
with all. But always as a wise and kind
physician, dealing out to each of us the indi-
vidual treatment that best suits us; as a
refiner of silver waiting till He can see His
own image reflected in us, then instantly
taking us out, because the work is done.

In the sphere of the understanding He
contends with us through mystery, spreading
out before our eyes a thick mist, which, while
it does not altogether shut out objects, pre-
vents our thoroughly examining them, and,
while possessing us with the sense of our own
ignorance, also instils the feeling that we are
a real part of a vast whole. The order of
nature, the presence of evil, the future of
mankind, the fact of conscience, the instinct
of immortality, in a word the incessant and
irrepressible problems of human life, some-
times fall on the spirit of man like dark and

chilly vapours, depressing action and almost
compelling despair. Former convictions seem
suddenly to be in a state of flux. Principles
settled long ago are profoundly disturbed by
a painful doubt that hamstrings our grasp of
them ; nothing seems certain but that every-
thing is uncertain. We were born, and we
shall die—what can be proved more than
these? Then a voice is heard, “ Where wast
thou when I laid the foundations of the
earth? Tell me, if thou hast understanding.”
Job is dumb. So are we. If our mind, the
noblest faculty in us, makes difficulties for
us, we must not fretfully refuse to bear them:
there is some light, and perhaps the sun is
rising. Our sadness and our littleness are an
instinctive presage of the joy we are to find
and the greatness we have lost. It is better
to think, and be troubled by our thinking,
than not to think, and so not to care. Man
is born to trouble, but trouble rightly borne
ennobles the soul.

In the sphere of the affections, God con-
tends with us through bdereavement. What
love in all the world is so Godlike, so tender,
so pure, so unselfish, so absorbing, so exqui-
site, as the love of a fond parent for a
precious child. The infant has our caresses ;
but as infancy grows into childhood, and
childhood ripens into responsible youth, then
love is deepened by sympathy and rooted in
experience. The child grows into the com-
panion to become the friend, and the most
touching and charming of all human affec-
tions (of course outside that of holy wedlock)
is where mother and daughter become as
elder and younger sisters, father and son like
two brothers with one soul. Rare it may
be, for perfect love is rare; but possible we
know it to be, and where it is there is Home,
But when into this sweet Paradise there
creeps the cold, dark shadow of disease, and
the beloved child, like some sweet jasmine
cut by a late frost, pales, sickens, withers, at
last dies, it is a loss which nothing else in
life ever quite fills up ; it is a grief which no
human pity can assuage or heal. “I shall
go down to the grave mourning,” is the soul’s
first consolation in the loyalty of an unspeak-
able sorrow.

In the sphere of the dody, He contends
with us through sickness. This in Job’s case
was the final calamity that crushed him to
the earth, the calamity about which the mys-
terious adversary said to Jehovah, ¢ Skin for
skin; yea, all that a man hath he will give
for his life.”

And this is true; not so much or only
because man’s selfishness resents with a
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special resentment what so intimately touches | noblest of His own gifts? It is not that He

himself, but because the body, being the makes light of knowledge.
. matena.l shrine or organ both of his domestic | in His Son is eternal life.
affections and his mental endowments, and |

his personal enjoyments and his daily activi-

I

To know Him
It is not that He

In a certain sense what
But

forbids questions.
He desires is that we should ask more.

ties, with sickness the wheels of life are , He would have us see that our faculties are

temporarily paralyzed, by death they are
finally stayed. In clouding our mind, in
depressmg our energies, in interrupting our
duties, in suspending our pleasures, sickness
at once diminishes our dignity and impairs
our usefulness. Vet it is not only in what it
causes now, but in what it threatens pre-
sently, that is the real sting. Over the
distant future the sick man again and again
sends uneasy and trembling messengets, to
see if on the edge-line of the sky a cloud is
rising. It may not come to-day, but it must
come to-morrow. The cloud no bigger than
a man’s hand is already gathering for some
of us. When it begins to climb the sky we
all feel what it means.

In the sphere of cnscience He contends
with us through the sense of sin. This was
eminently the case with Job; it is always
more or less the case, even w1th those who
already know Him as a God that pardoneth
iniquity ; how much more with those, to
-whose inmost spirit the fact and guilt of sin
have yet to be brought home? In some re-
spects this is the most solemn and awful and
intolerable of all. For a man or a woman
to be brought face to face with the awful
holiness of God, and to be made to feel the
moral gulf between what He is and what they
are ; to come to see for the first time what
sin deserves, and righteousness demands, and
God knows, and memory recalls, and con-
science condemns, and neighbours whisper at ;
to be dumb before God, for there is no denial
to offer ; to be abashed before God, for there
is no excuse to make! Well, when God
contended with Saul he remained three days
and did neither eat nor drink ; and with Job

—T am vile, what shall I answer thee? I

"will lay my hand upon my mouth.” Christian

reader, when He thus contends with you, or
with me, what shall we say to Him ? what
shall we do with Him? Our cry shall be,
“ Lord have mercy upon us!” our hope,
that there is forgiveness with Him, therefore
shall He be feared.

But way does God contend? Through
mystery to discipline faith; and through
bereavement to stir love ; and through sick-
ness to compel dependence ; and through a
sense of sin either to create or to deepen re-
pentance. It is not that He discourages the
ase of reason. Why should He disown the

actually and intentionally limited ; and that
while many things are meant to be knowable,
others are absolutely unknowable, others we
can only hope and begin to know by taking
much for granted on His word. For in the
sphere of spiritual knowledge, the laws of
material science cannot hold ; and the only
method of educating the spiritual nature and
moral life of man is by faith. To recognise
what we cannot explain, and to consent to
it, is the humility of true wisdom. To accept,
what we could not have otherwise discovered,
on the authority of revelation, is the obedi-
ence of faith. But it is the discipline of
mystery which, to some minds, is the only
school in which this wisdom can be ac-
quired.

Through bereavement God would stir Jove,
love to Himself. We sometimes hear it said
in a loose and shallow way, about bereave-
ments generally, that they are God’s protests
against idolatry ; and occasionally this may
be true. But very often they are not pro-
tests at all. To the soul transplanted into
Paradise it is a gracious invitation to the joy
of the Lord. To those left behind, it is the
question of a holy tenderness, “ Lovest thou
me more than these?” God does not grudge
us our human love. I protest against that
thought as a libel on Him. He hasmade us
and bidden us to love each other; and the
more we love each other, the more we fulfil
His purpose and resemble Himself. But He
claims a share of our regard, and a place in
our hearts, and a shrine in our homes, and
an altar in our families; and it is a question
if He always gets these things till He claims
them. While we may still cherish the
memory of those who are taken, with a hun-
gering and passionate tenderness, we are also
to listen to the Divine voice that whispers
over us m our sorrow, “ Thy brother shall
rise again.”

Through séckness He would compel degend-
ance. Here let us be quite honest. Far too
many of us practically live without God in
the world, until we find we want Him for
somethmg Unless fear startled us, or pain
unnerved us, or mortality overshadowed us,
what a Godless world this redeemed earth
would be! But for sickness there would be
no milestones to tell us of the ever-lessening
distance to a nearing eternity. But for sick-
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ness we should never learn either the power
of God or the kindness of man.

Once more, through the sense of sin, He
would ripen holiness and deepen humility.
Job, you will observe, if you read this book
carefully, never said he was not a sinner.
On the contrary, he expressly admitted that
in years gone by he had sinned; and in one
of his saddest appeals to God he expressly
says to Him, “Thou hast made me possess
the sins of my youth.” What he did say is
that, though his youth had been stained and
thoughtless, his manhood had been upright
and pure. And if it had been, it had been ;
and. for him to have said otherwise would
have been to utter a lie. But his friends,
who could not explain his calamities other-
wise than as the Divine visitation of some
terrible though unknown iniquity, insisted on
his confessing what had never happened ;
and he would die sooner than that! ‘Mine
integrity will I hold fast as long as I live.”
Was not he right? What, then, was Job’s
error, and Job’s necessity? His error was,
that he set too much store by his blameless
and beneficent life ; that he had not learnt
enough of the Divine righteousness, and of
his own vast imperfection, to value his own
holiness at its right measure. His necessity
was that, even though his past and early sin
had: been long ago broken off and confessed
and forgiven, it would be good for him to
have a deeper sense of the sinfulness of sin,
and a more humbling estimate of his own
shortcomings., Therefore God, in His great
love to him, brought back his sin to his re-
membrance, and made him mourn for it
anew, not because it was not pardoned, but
just because it was; and the end of it was
that, out of a humbled and broken heart, the
great patriarch, like a sorrowful and chastened
child, sobbed out his memorable confession
into the ear of his Father, “I have heard of
Thee by the hearing of the ear; but now
mine eye seeth Thee. Wherefore I abhor
myself, and repent in dust and ashes.” In
conclusion, are there any readers of this
paper with whom God is contending at this
moment, or with whom He has lately been
contendmg, and whose controversy with
them saddens and darkens their lives? To
you I would say, Be of good cheer! If you
only knew it, the thing really to dread is, not
God remembenng you, but God forgetting
you, and leaving you in your sins. For that
1s the peace of death. To you I also say,
let the experience of Job whisper these con-
soling words.

As to the precise object of this contention,

it varies with individuals, and it is a shallow,
nay, a cruel rashness that presumes to explain
all by one. Sometimes, no doubt, as when
David’s child died, it is in chastisement for
sin ; but not always. It may be a truth that
He would teach, or a gift that He would im-
part, or a duty to which He would call, or a
dignity for which He would prepare. It is
our business, however, to ask Him ; and He is
sure to tell us, when the right time comes.
But all God’s controversies with all His
people have these two ends, whatever others
there may be—to wean us from the love of
this present world, and to draw us nearer to
Himself; and in one marked respect we are
better off than Job was. We kave Christ.
No doubt he had a vision of Christ, and his
poor tortured heart broke out into a spasm
of hope in Him, when he said, “ I know that
my Redeemer liveth.” But the vision was
dim, and the avenger who, he knew, would
plead for him, was seventeen centuries away.
But Christ, in suffering for us, has taught us
how to suffer; and, in His bitter cry on the
cross, to the Father who was, He thought,
contending with Him, we see how perfect is
His sympathy with His suffering people.

Christ has borne our sins in His own
body on the tree ; and the love of the cross
helps us to understand the depth of the sin
which needed such an expiation, and to trust
the fulness of the grace which it procured
for the world.

Christian people, whatever happens—
God far away, life clouded or ebbing, friends
misjudging you, poisoned tongues defaming
you, bodily weakness robbing life of its
nobleness, growing years stealing away one
by one the companions of your youth;
doubts that chill, thoughts that defile, recol-
lections that sadden, losses that depress,
privileges you can no longer enjoy, duties
that once gladdened you but now overpower
you,—let but two things fill your heart and
steady your mind, and all will yet be well.

As to the Church outside, now is the trial
of your faith that shall show if religion is real
and God is true. Let men see that you have
a treasure in heaven which awaits you, and a
power in faith which sustains you, and a joy
in prayer which consoles you, and a tight
grip of God which keeps your chin high
above the deepening waters, and gives you
the peace which they envy and would gladly
attain. Now, and to the last, glorify Him ;
and this is the way,

As for thine own soul, hold thou fast by
God. He hath never forsaken thee yet, and
Heis not likely to forsake thee at the moment
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when thou needest Him most. Never was 4
human soul nearer a sorrowful shipwreck
than Job was. But a strong hand pulled
him out of the deep waters, and set him on
a rock and ordered his goings. What God

did for him He will do for thee; He is not
changed in His character nor thou in thy
necessity. Only for Job’s victory there must
be Job’s faith ; and for Job’s faith there must
be Job'’s prayer!

THE TAY BRIDGE.

By A. GROTHE, C.E., MANAGER OF THE TAY BRIDGE CONTRACT.

1I.

THE very first foundation, floated out on

August 27th, 1875, was severely tested
by the weather. When it left the shore in
tow of two steamers a gentle breeze was
blowing, but by the time it reached the
place where it had to form part of the bridge
the breeze had increased to a strong gale,
and the waves washed over the barges
so that the hatchways had to be caulked to
prevent filling and sinking. It was left in
that position nearly three days till the gale
moderated sufficiently to allow the operation
to proceed. With the smaller piers this could
not have been done. They weighed only
from forty to eighty tons, and were entirely
at the mercy of waves which on the larger
ones produced little or no effect. In another
important point did these large piers show
their superiority over the others. Their base
was so much larger that there was no fear of
falling over—as three of the small ones had
done—even if they should go a few feet out
of level during the sinking.

Now one must remember that these cylin-
ders had only to penetrate the sand, and that
no clay, boulders, or such material had to be
excavated. In order to sink the cylinder it
was only required to make a large hole in the
centre into which it would sink till it reached
the firm bottom. It was, therefore, not at-
tempted to get it dry by forcing air into it,
but pumps placed on barges were applied,
and the end of the suction pipes guided by
divers at the bottom of the pier. This ap-
paratus, invented by Mr. Reeves, one of the
assistant engineers, differed from an ordinary
pump in this respect, that the sand and water
could not come into contact with the valves
and other working parts, which they would
soon have rendered unfit for use by their
grinding action.

The apparatus was placed  on a barge so
that it would be readily removed in case of
agale. In ordinary weather the sinking of
these cylinders took about fourteen days ;
but often they could not be approached for
weeks in succession, and the average time of

sinking was thereby increased to one month.
After it was accomplished concrete material
was lowered down in buckets which opened
when they reached the bottom, and this was
continued until the whole lower part of the
cylinder, extending from the gravel to a few
feet above the river bed, was filled. During
the latter part of this operation divers spread
the concrete to obtain a level surface. It
was now only necessary to remove the top
iron part, leaving the lower part to form an
artificial level rock of great surface. In the
meantime, the brick part of the piers had
been built on shore. On the level floor two
iron girders were placed to be built in and
become part of the brickwork, so that it
could be lifted by their projecting ends after
the cement had become so hard as to make
the whole mass as strong as if it had been
hewn out of one stone. It might easily have
got cemented to the level floor also if a layer

of brown paper had not been spread on this

before building the brickwork. This part of
the pier was hexagonal in shape, and when
placed in position would have two points up
and down stream forming cutwaters, while
two of the sides ran parallel with the direc-
tion of the current. An opening was left in
the centre to lighten the mass while it was
floated, and this was filled up with concrete
after the pier had been placed on the foun-
dation, so that it became one with the con-
crete in the lower part. When finished the
pier would be sixteen feet wide and measure
twenty-seven feet in the direction of the
current. Three or four of these brick blocks,
twenty-two feet high and weighing two hun-
dred tons, were always kept ready on the
foreshore and floated out in turn, so that
they might have as long a time as possible to
get thoroughly hard or “set.” After float-
ing out they would only reach a few feet
above low water, but as the tide left the top
for a shorter or longer time, it was easy to
add to their height and build them up to
high water by bringing barges containing
materials and men along side of them, Four
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courses of stone of an aggregate thickness of
five feet were afterwards put on and com-
pleted the pier to five feet above high water.
In the meantime, the pieces of iron form-
ing the girders or spans had been erected
and riveted together on a staging near the
shore and connected with it by a gang-
way. Some of these pieces as they arrived
from the contractor’s works at Middlebro’
were thirty-five feet long and weighed three
tons. Each span had four horizontal pieces
or booms, two at the top and two at the
bottom, and four vertical posts at the ends.
Nine crosses consisting of struts and tie-bars
keep the booms at the proper distance and
transmit the strains to the endswhere the span
is supported by the piers. The two girders
of each of the two hundred and forty-five
feet spans are fifteen feet apart, their depth is
twenty-seven feet, and their weight one hun-
dred and ninety tons. To erect and rivet
them on the staging required four weeks,
not fewer than eighteen thousand rivets
having to be put in each. After completing
that work the staging on which it had been
done was partly demolished at each end and
barges introduced in the gaps. These would
lift the span off its temporary resting place
and float it out to the piers, which were ready
to five feet above high water. Here they
were moored and left to wait the falling tide,
which deposited the ends on the piers and
cleared the barges. It generally took less
than half an hour to take the heavy mass
from the staging to its place, and all went
smoothly and without any trouble. Occa-
sionally, however, the success of the opera-
tion would be endangered by a sudden gale.
This was especially the case on August 23rd,
1876. A steady breeze was blowing at the
time, but as the floating out of the girder had
already been delayed a couple of days, it
was resolved to take it out notwithstanding.
As high water would occur at seven o'clock
in the evening the barges were put in the
gaps of the staging under the girder at four
o’clock and shortly after touched it and
began to take the load. At six o'clock it
was high enough to be floated away, but as
the current was yet too strong it had to wait.
In order to counteract the westerly breeze
to some extent by the last of the flood-tide,
it was towed away at half-past six. The
wind had in the meantime risen to half a
gale, but the barges with their strange load
proved to be quite seaworthy, and the opera-
tion would not have been marked by any
extraordinary circumstances had both the
tug steamers been equally well prepared for

the work. But one of them had been hired
for the occasion and was not well arranged
for towing. She soon turned out to be quite
useless, and the other was not able to keep
the girder broadside on against the wind,
even with the tide in its favour. The struc-
ture was blown down the river, to the dismay
of a number of interested spectators on board
the steamer and of the on-lookers on shore.
In order to offer as little surface to the wind
as possible, the girder was put end on, but
as the ebb-tide had now set in all it could do
was to retard the downward course.

Another trial was made to get help from
the second steamer, but the crew had
evidently got demoralised and the high wind
made it impossible to make the orders given
from the girder understood by those on
board. One rope after another snapped,
and every time the chance of reaching the
piers, or even a sheltered place for the night,
was lessened. The girder had already
drifted more than a mile and would soon
come to the mouth of the river. Darkness
was fast setting in, the tide was flowing away
and would soon be too low to float the girder
over the top of the piers on which by this
time it should have rested. It was a very
anxious time for those “on board. It was
difficult to tell what would happen, but all
the contingencies were bad ones, the proba-
bility of mooring the barges with their freight
in the river and riding out the gale being one
of the most favourable suppositions. If the
weather did not get worse and heavy anchors
could be procured soon enough, this might
be done ; and one of the launches had been
dispatched for the purpose of getting them,
while the other was away to Dundee to get
another tug if possible. In the meantime
the spectators had leftin the second steamer,
as it had become quite dark. Not one of
them was prepared to see the girder next
morning in its proper place, but as soon as
the harbour steamer arrived in response to
the summons for assistance, a temporary lull
set in, and the two tugs managed to get the
girder up to the place just in time. Five
minutes later and the piers would have been
too high out of the water. As it was, it was
safely resting on them by eleven o'clock, and
the barges were withdrawn soon after and
taken into the harbour. When by midnight
the gale came on again with full strength the
writer derived no small amount -of satisfac-
tion from the thought that the structure was
in safety. No moorings would have stood
such a wind and the girder would surely have
been wrecked.

T
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. As we shall see, it could not escape its
fate for all that. Six months later it came
to grief by even a fiercer gale, after having
been raised to its full height of eighty-eight
feet. The lifting of the girders to their ex-
alted position was not a very difficult matter,
the apparatus having been specially designed
for it, though it required great care and
attention. From a distance it seemed won-
derful to see them creep slowly up at the
rate of twenty feet per day. The distance
from both shores being so great it was im-
possible to discern any of the men and
appliances, although about eighty of the
former were employed in this work. Some
had to work the pumps which supplied the
pressure for the hydraulic apparatus. Others
had to manipulate the cocks and pins by
which the weight was alternately released
and taken by the rams. Then again a set
of machinery had to be got ready on a higher
stage by the time the girder should reach it;
and, lastly, the ends of the structure had to
be closely watched in their upward course so
as not to come in contact with projecting
parts of the columns, and the bracings con-
necting these with each other had to be put
in as the girders rose. When the spans
reached the top the heads of the columns
were firmly connected with a set of girders
carrying the bedplates, but before the weight
could be put on these the span had first to
be connected with the adjoining one. While
that connection was being made the other
end of the span was lifted up about six inches,
so as to produce a strain in the connec-
tives when lowered down to its permanent
position. This took several days to accom-
plish ; and during all that time the girders
had to be left hanging in the lifting apparatus,
and were of course at a disadvantage against
the influence of the winds compared to what
they would be when permanently fixed.
When the girder which had given so much
trouble at the floating was in this position, a
violent gale sprung up. Since 1871 the
storm had not raged with such fierceness as
on the night of February 3rd, 1877. With-
out any barometrical warning, it came down
at four o’clock in the afternoon with an un-
paralleled suddenness. No gradual growth,
no preliminary showers heralded its approach.
It was just high water, and a very high spring-
tide it was. A steamer was sent to take the
men off the piers but could not even get
near them. The large pontoons in the har-
bour on the south side and several barges
were torn from their moorings and only
se%r)eid g}ith the greatest difficulty, the sea

washing right over the landing jetty and
stagings.

It was now quite dark and nothing could
be done to release the forty men yet out on
the high girders. They could come down from
that position to one of the adjacent girders
which had not yet been lifted, but as a small
“bothy ” had been erected on the high
one it was probable that they would seek
shelter there. The Sunday before the girders
had weathered a very heavy gale without
being at all affected by it; but if ever any-
thing could happen it was in the position 1n
which they were now. By eight o’clock the
steamer Kxcelsior made another attempt to
reach the men, or at any rate to get near
enough to speak to them and show them
that they had not been forgotten. When
within two hundred yards of the spot the
crew heard a frightful crash and then a
splash in the water which sent the spray over
the deck. They knew that at least one
girder had come down, but a fire on the
lower one reassured them about the fate of
at least some of the men. Loose planks and
wreckage now came down upon the steamer
and she had to hold off again, and it was
not till four o’clock in the morning that the
sufferers were at last taken on board and
brought to Dundee, where anxious wives and
mothers were waiting for them on the quay.
With the exception of one all were saved.
Not one had been on the fallen girders,
though a few went up but a short time before
the catastrophe to get their coats. The
missing man had been seen shortly before
the steamer arrived, and must have fallen off
the pier or missed his footing at the embark-
ation. In the prevailing darkness and con-
fusion this might easily have happened
without being noticed. The foreman had
one of his legs broken but none of the
others were hurt, and the chief anxiety, that
many or all of them might have lost their
lives, was fortunately allayed.

At daybreak the full extent of the disaster
could be realised. Two of the large spans
and one girder of the one hundred and forty-
five feet span adjoining them, together more
than four hundred tons weight, had come
down. The iron part of the piers on which
they were supported was completely wrecked,
but fortunately the brick and stone part of
the piers was uninjured. The accident was,
doubtless, a very serious one, and would
occasion great expense and delay; but the
thought that it might have been ever so
much worse, and that after all the loss of
property was nothing compared to all the
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human lives which had so mercifully been
saved, was a great consolation.

The fallen girders had to be removed, and
new ones built, and the piers to be erected
again; and this threatened seriously to inter-
fere with the expectation of having the bridge
finished for the passage of a train by Sep-
tember. Only eight months were now avail-
able for the erection and floating out of six,
and the lifting of ten, two hundred and forty-
five feet spans. Five and seven respectively
of the one hundred and forty-five feet spans
had yet to go through the same processes.
Seven large and three small piers had yet
to be built. The weight of iron which had
to be put in its place was 2,700 tons, and
it seemed incredible that all this could be
done in eight months, A good deal would
depend on the weather, but this was far from
favourable, During February there were only

five days on which work was possible out
in the river, and the spring and summer of
1877 will certainly be remembered by bridge-
builders, sailors, and farmers as the most
unfavourable they have known for a good
many years.

The contractors did their best to counter-
act these evil influences, and by putting
extra pressure on their workshops, by working
day and night at the bridge works, by the aid
of powerful electric lights, and by engaging
a greater number of men, they succeeded,
almost against their own expectation, in hav-
ing the last rail laid on September 22nd, and
crossing with an engine the same day. Pro-
bably there has never been so much work
done in so little time, and under such adverse
circumstances, as was performed at the Tay
Bridge during the last eight months of its
construction.

MOTHER AND CHILD. (DANAE AND PERSEUS.)

(FROM SIMONIDES.)

LOSED in the fine-wrought chest,
She felt the rising wind the waters move.
Then, by new fear possessed,

With action wild

And cheeks bedewed, she stretched her arms of love
Toward Perseus: “ O my child,

What sorrow wrings my breast !

Whilst thou art sunk so deep

In infancy’s calm sleep;

Launched in this joyless ark,
Bronze-fastened, glimmering-dark,

Yet, pillowed on thy tangled hair,

Thou slumber’st, nor dost care

For billows past thee bounding

Nor breezes shrilly sounding,

Laid in thy mantle red, sweet face, how fair!

Ah! but if Fear

Had aught of fear for thee,

Thou even to me

Wouldst turn thy tender ear.

But now I bid thee rest, my babe ; sleep still!
Rest, O thou sea! Rest, rest, unbounded ill!
Zeus, Father, some relief, some change from Thee!
Am I too bold? For /is sake, pardon me !

LEWIS CAMPBELL.
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TANNHAUSER.
By THE Rev. H. R. HAWEIS, M.A.

THE drama of Zannkiuser may be said to
have burst upon Wagner with the force
of an imperious inspiration. He had been
laying siege to the oracle in the Flying
Dutchman and Rienzi, but the answer
was uncertain and confused. Essentially a
man of his age, filled with a passionate
sympathy with its desires and the prophetic
instinct of its unreconciled needs, Wagner
had been restlessly seeking in the complex
histories and clear myths of the past for some
adequate arena for the interpretation of the
present. He had long felt that the life pro-
blem of the nineteenth century was the
reconciliation of the old and new world
spirits, the harmony of the secular and
religious life. The problem has apparently
been given up as hopeless by the new ideal
school of Morris and Burne Jones, who
avowedly are dead to the present, and live a
dream-life in an unreal garden of the Palin-
genesis. With them the art of the present is
used to glorify the myth of the past ; with
Wagner the myth of the past is used to illus-
trate and enhance the life of the present.

The nearest approach to Wagner's use of
the myth is to be found in Tennyson’s “ Idylls
of the King,” where the simple lines of the
old narrative are used to illustrate a wide
range of modern thought and feeling, but no
oppression of heart is lifted, no problem is
even stated, much less solved. In Zann-
haiiser Wagner has at least seized with un-
exampled force the two leading thoughts with
which ourage is struggling :  First, #%e tremen-
dous empire of the senses; second, the immense
supremacy of the soul. And his typical knight,
in whom both these fierce currents meet and
mingle, illustrates the typical failure of the
Roman Christianity to unite both streams
into one river of life.

Protestantism, though doubtless more true,
with its married clergy and its liberal fees to
the secular life, is only more successful be-
cause less logical than Romanism. Its pro-
fession and practice hardly cohere. The
language of the Prayer-book contains still
the anathema on the senses—the baptismal
service is still the whitewashing of appetites
not conceived of as natural and right, but as
camal and evil—the Communion Service is
still in the spirit and mostly in the very letter
of the Mass. No; our religion in theory,
whatever it may be in practice, can grapple

with the senses alone, but it is by crushing
them, and that is the ascetic Romanism. It
can grapple with the soul alone, but it is by
isolating it, and that is the mystic Romanism.
But how to blend the two without defrauding
either, #at the Church does not teach ; it has
no theory on the subject, it addresses itself
to each side of life separately, it is just where
St. Simeon Stylites or St. Benedict left it ages
ago. The Romanist or Ritualist is quite right
when he says we must go back to those times;
with our present theories we must either go
backward or forward, we cannot stand still,

This is what people really mean when they
say so often that we are in a transition age.
What does the Church do? In theory it is
simply ascetic and monastic. It prays for
the extinction of the senses on its spiritual
column, and for the interior development of
the spirit in the silence of its cloister, and its
activities are confined to works of necessity,
charity, and disciplinary sacrifice. This may
seem an unfair account of Protestant teaching
at least ; and so it is, for happily both Protes-
tant and Catholic preachers are more human
than their own theories, but their theories
remain, and their real antagonism to the
whole truth of life remains, and it is reflected
in the sermons that are commonly heard and
which consist mainly of the Stylites or the
Benedict theology. This is in a word the
counsel of perfection, what Sunday by Sun-
day we have mainly to listen to in the pulpit:

1. Shun the natural desires.

z. Work out your salvation in meditation
and prayer.

3. Labour for the necessaries of life and
for the poor and sick.

All good and excellent; but such plati-
tudes shrivel like flies in an oven when con-
fronted with the two burning questions of
the day, '

1. The tremendous empire of the senses ;

2. The immense supremacy of the soul;
and how to reconcile them.

Wagner, we need hardly say, has not
answered the quesiion in Zannkduser, but he
has placed it before us with admirable force
and clearness, and shown us once for all how
helpless and incapable the logical if not in-
fallible Roman Church is to deal with it.

The overture to Zannhéuser will hold its
own by the side of Fidelio, Der Freyschutz, or
the Midsummer Night's Dream.
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Larger in mould than the exquisite prelude
to Lokengrin, it resumes the general atmo-
spheres of the drama with equal breadth and
clearness. The whole race of the Ghibel-
lines is summed up in Tannhiuser—indomi-
table knight—at once the enemy and the
spiritual slave of Rome—Pagan, with an in-
exhaustible passion for the world and all that
is in the world, an insatiable thirst for con-
quest, an ambition put to sleep by the senses
for awhile only to break out into wilder life
at the magic call of free poetic minstrelsy—
Catholic and devotee, by a reaction as tre-
mendous as the storm of human passion
which sent him astray — strong, reckless,
thorough, and sublime in his despair to the
last, when pitying heaven touches into
blossom the inexorable staff, and the soul of
Tannhaiiser finds in heaven with his beloved
the peace and mercy denied him by the
vicar of God upon earth. Such is the spirit
and such are the atmospheres that seem to
roll and unroll before us like clouds of black
and purple crimson and opaline fires as we
listen to the massive, simple, yet richly
clothed subjects of this dramatic overture.

First leading idea of the overture—the
quiet unimpassioned chant of the Pilgrims
steals out of the distance ; that chant so subtly
woven into the changing fabric of the drama,
running through it like a scarlet thread, now
associated with the stupid mechanical patter
of dull monks, flouting the merry sunshine
with their sleepy dirge ; now giving expression
to Tannhiuser’s hungry repentance, like the
severe yet pardoning voice of a recording
angel ; now in the deepening twilight touched
with the sad hues of sunset, and lifted away
from the unhappy knight like the music of
heaven heard without by one who must not
enter; now goading him to the madness of
despair with its insulting hope of salvation
not for him; and lastly thundered as from
heaven’s open portals like a great judgment
on the Papal blasphemy for cursing what
God has not cursed—a shout and clarion of
joy in the presence of the angels of God over
one sinner that repenteth. Such is the sig-
nificance of this incomparable motive of the
Pilgrims’ chant.

The procession draws near, the theme
develops and swells, and the procession
passes and the chant dies away to give sudden
place to the second idea ; for now the unhal-
lowed spells of the Venus-berg are upon us,
the vapours rise and twist, the sprites and
forms of women mingling in wild dances and
vanishing amidst the hissing of waterfalls and
jets of rose and purple flame, and vistas of

green sward between rocks of crystal, and
far within, for 2 moment unveiled and shame-
less, the fatally fair old-world enchantress
Venus, Satanic rival of Holy Mary. It is
but a glimpse ; the second subject has been
clearly affirmed and .gives place to the third,
which is the free element in Tannhiuser’s
spirit : that immense independence which |
at one time asserts his will to break through
the barrier of the Church and enjoy all
earthly pleasures, and at another refuses to
be held by the bonds of sense and will back
to heaven and grace. Never a slave—that
is the key-note of Tannhiuser’s song—the
same which he flings at Venus in the first
act, and at the assembled knights and ladies
in the second. Reckless, defiant even in his
despair—bursting alike the bonds of sacerdo-
talism and sensuality, until he hails his last
judgment and emancipation in death.

The gentle love of Elizabeth, the faithfu}
friendship of Wolfran, are alone absent from
the overture; but the one is really as much
drowned in religion as the other is absorbed
by the complete uselessness of Wolfran’s
fidelity and the ultimate triumph of Tann-
hiuser. The overture ends with a sustained
effort which, before the true rendering of the
work was understood in England, subjected
the audience to an almost intolerable strain.
The pilgrims’ chant is at last thrown out of
semibreves and crotchets, into prolonged
breves and semibreves, with a continuous
forte and an incessant shrill violin accom-
paniment of wearing yet tireless activity and
intensity. This is the divine judgment
emphasis—this is the reversal of the Papal
decree—this is the redemption of human
nature struggling with its opposite and indo-
mitable tendencies, the victory that has over-
come the world, the earthly and heavenly
passion, seen for the first time in the hour
of death, in supreme harmony as one and
indivisible.

FYTTE THE FIRST.

After this immense introduction, which at
once satisfies all our keenly aroused sensi-
bilities, we find ourselves in that quiet region
of contemplation, “above all pain, yet pity-
ing all distress,” whence we can witness
undisturbed the pageantry of pleasure, re-
morse, love, sacrifice, and victory, which is
about to pass before us.

In the glamour of roseate hues, smitten
with the green glow as of prismatic light seen
through ice, with vapours perfumed and
aromatic, rising in white clouds and dissolv-
ing in thin fleecy tints like sea foam, the
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grotto of the Venus of the Venus-berg bursts
upon us. The revelry seems at its wildest.
‘We see the whirling of Bacchantes, but all
is somewhat dim as in a dream or a dissolv-
ing view. The noisy music gives place to
an exquisite siren-strain—a chorus of twenty
bars only—it is the unearthly echo of magic
voices calling the votaries of pleasure to
the unhallowed delights of Holda, the de-
throned Venus, once queen of heaven, now
banished in disgrace to the bowels of the
earth in the depths of the Venus-berg. Tren-
chant sarcasm on the helplessness of ascetic
theology to mould the “ great glad aboriginal
instincts ” into its system ! Strange Nemesis
of the religion of humanity, that the love of
the sexes, made beautiful at least, if not holy,
at Athens, should be relegated by Christian
Rome to the infernal regions, that subter-
ranean heaven of the Venus-berg, where love
might lose its purity without losing its power
and become bitter! '

A fatigue and stillness fall, we scarce
know how, over the scene, the music droops,
a white cloud rolls across and veils the
groups as they sink on the mossy banks or
disappear into the rose and emerald caverns.
A last faint strain reaches our ears and dies
away, we are alone with the sleeping Tann-
haiiser and his enchantress Holda.

Tannhiuser awakes. Hehas been dream-
ing, but not of Holda’s love, not of the
grotto ; its delights are ivorn out for him, he
is inwardly sated, the chain begins to gall
him, Bells are ringing in his ears, happy
bells that tinkle in mountain glens, reminding
him of the happy earth, its flowers—not these
suffocating exotics—not these intense and
slumbrous perfumes—but fresh woodlands,
the horn of the hunter, the notes of wild birds.
He longs once more for the nightingale,
and the morning sunlight that never reaches
him here. And then comes one of those
delicate perceptions into the deeps of human
nature as he explains to the chiding goddess
that a mortal cannot always enjoy thus ; Zkat
belongs to the eternally young and vigorous
gods. His own nature of earth is ill
matched with pleasure alone; it clogs, it
pains him ; he pines for earth with all its
sorrows, he aspires from the heart of pleasure,
from the paradise of the senses, to the life of
sacrifice, to the heaven of the soul. The
dormant energies of the true knight awaken
and he must away. The famous song which
forms the second feature in the overture
now breaks from him as harp in hand he
confronts the angry goddess, and whilst sing-
ing her praises declares that he will go.

Again a subtle touch, the genuine tribute to
the worth of Venus as far as she goes ; but
the free assertion that, isolated alike from
the activities and disciplinary sorrows of
earth, she fills but a part of life. The soul
reaches out from the garden of the senses to
a wider world, it is oppressed by the o’erarch-
ing roof of the Venus-berg however crystal-
line and rosy, it sighs for the blue dome of
the illimitable sky.

All this is unintelligible to Holda, the im-
personation of the senses, and like many an
angry woman she alternately chides and
coaxes and storms, not perceiving that her
power is gone and that her late slave, how-
ever respectful, is free, and determined to re-
main so. The allegory of life is now closely
clung to in the skilful dialogue. Having
stormed in vain, the forsaken charmer cries
bitterly, ¢ Come back, come back! try and
believe what I can be to you again.”

I wish no longer for your gifts.”

“ Oh, if you should long again, do not let
your pride keep you from my arms !”

Then summing up the extreme statement
of the revulsion of feeling which inspires him,
“ My longings are not for your pleasures but
for battle. Listen, and know once for all,
goddess, that I seek the grave and I aspire
to death!”

¢ And if death and the grave reject you?”

“Death and the grave are in my heart,
and repentance is my peace!”

“ There is no rest or salvation for you. I
alone can give you peace and heaven.”

Then, in a climax, the final note of the
situation, nay, the key note of the whole
drama, is struck.

“ Goddess of the senses, in thee is not my
rest, but in Mary!” At the name of the
most blessed Virgin, her successful rival, a
loud clap of thunder shakes the grotto, and
a dense cloud rolls over the stage, and
Tannhduser finds himself alone, but as the
thick white vapours part the whole scene has
shifted.

One of those sudden atmospheric changes
in which Wagner revels now takes place,
reminding us of the change from the lurid
fire-scene on the Walkiire’s rock to the mid-
summer sleep of the Walkiire maiden when
Siegfried finds her there.

The grotto of the Venus-berg has vanished,
with its purple shadows and rainbow lights,
and dim recesses of mystery and underground
magic—the free summer woods in the glory
of May sunshine are before us, an old
baronial castle crowns one of the near de-
clivities. Tannhiuser finds himself not far
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from a wayside shrine and crucifix, on a
woodland slope reclines a young shepherd,
the tinkle of sheep-bells mingles with the
artless notes of the rustic pipe. He is skil-
fully woven into the drama with his new
atmosphere of the spring and innocence and
free sweet nature, and forms a subtle link
between the artificially-lighted midnight of
the Venus-berg and the bright woods and
mountains of a smiling earth. The shepherd
sings in his quaint melody of his dream he
has had of a longing to follow Dame Holda
into the Venus-berg—symbol of an universal
experience, it is the rustic’s vague dream of
the artificial luxury and dissipation of great
cities. He awakes (happily for him) to the
sweet routine of the summer pastures, the
woodland notes, the rustic flute.

Play on, thou simple boy ; the two worlds
that meet in yonder knightly soul are not for
thee ; thou wilt never know the depth either
of his agony or his joy—it is not given to
every one to explore the magic haunt of the
Venus-berg, and then surrender at discretion
to Holy Mary !

The chorus of the pilgrims taking up the
first subject now approaches. Solemnly the
cowled monks pass in front of the shrine,
uttering a prayer to the crucified One, and a
greeting to the Virgin mother. To Rome
they are bound, to seek free grace and rest
in absolution from sin at the hands of Holy
Church. The chant is the very embodiment
of Tannhiuser's own aspirations, and as the
pilgrims disappear, he falls at the foot of the
crucifix and takes up the burden of the
melodious prayer. Faint strains from the
distant pilgrims come wafted on the air,
a sound of holy bells is in his ears, his
soul is bathed for the first time, after how
many years! in the sweet and recreating
emotion of penitence which seems to restore
him to himself, and he vows never to rest
till he too has found in a pilgrimage to Rome
that pardon and peace which Rome alone
can give.

Suddenly hunting-horns break up his me-
ditations, and a gay troop headed by the
Landgrave and his knights come thronging
down the mountain slope, and find the
pilgrim Tannhiuser absorbed in prayer.
The influence which others have upon a
man’s thoughts about himself is now happily
illustrated. Tannhiuser, now recognised as
the famous minstrel knight by the Landgrave
and his friend Wolfran, at first will not hear
of joining them. He is absorbed in his own
thoughts of repentance ; he is lost for ever to
the world. Gradually their joyous greetings

assure him that they know nothing of his sin,
his sorrow, or their causes—he is sympatheti-
cally won, his sensitive heart catches the light
and fire of their good-fellowship. Some of us
may remember those masterly moments in Mr.
Irving’s acting when, as Eugene Aram or the
hero of the Bells, he managed at moments
to forget his own crime and feel almost
innocent and upright by the reflected sym-
pathy and ignorance of those who believed
him so; and is this not true to life? Does
not a man feel twice guilty when found out?
Is he not often redeemable d¢fore the brand
has been put upon him, but not gfferwards ?
Do not we all exercise a sort of absolution,
binding and loosing from sin? The Land-
grave and the merry hunters seem to toss
the life and doings in Venus-berg away from
Tannhiuser ; they know nothing of them.
For a moment, as he listens to their free
joyous talk, the past seems wiped out. They
remind him of his brilliant victory in song
before he disappeared from among them—of
Princess Elizabeth, who had acknowledged
herself won by his knightly qualities, and
who is ready to welcome him back. At the
sound of her name his whole soul bounds,
Venus is effaced, Holy Mary vanishes, Eliza-
beth seems now the idol ready to absorb
and satisfy those senses profaned in the
Venus-berg, and that soul so lately given
in ascetic fervour to the Invisible and the
Divine.

FYTTE THE SECOND.

The joyous prelude to the second act con-
tains, at the r1th and following bars, one of
those magic passages which Wagner seems
able to throw in at will. It is the essence of
a heart bounding with joy, and is worked
into the accompaniment where Elizabeth
greets the minstrel hall, so full to her of joy,
and the memories of Tannhduser's triumplx
in song.

The great hall of the minstrels in the
Wartburg is before us: a wide prospect of
wild woodland and hill is seen from the
spacious open verandah, and the fair Eliza-
beth enters, attired in flowing white, her
countenance radiant with joy. In one of
those broad and free melodic recitatives so
suitable to that vast amount of thinking aloud
which fills Wagner’s operas, Elizabeth de-
scribes how her heart was won by the strains
of the minstrel knight Tannhduser. To her
presently enter Wolfran and Tannhiuser.
‘The shock is almost too sudden for the
maiden Princess, as Tannhiuser throws him-
self at her feet; she implores him to leave
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her, but in another moment her scruples are
overcome by his passionate entreaties. He
seems to yield himself entirely to this new
situation, nor is the 'spell broken when
Elizabeth asks where he has been and what
he has been doing.

“Far away,” he answers, “in a distant
land. The veil of oblivion has forever fallen
between yesterday and to-day—everything in
the past has vanished ; only one thing re-
mains painted upon the darkness—the glory
of your perfection thatI now salute, yet never
thought to see again.” Elizabeth still, with
a touch of maidenly reserve, tries in vain
to check her own raptures at his return, but
ends in that full expansive utterance—that
majestic strain so highly intense and pure
(such a contrast to the feverish sensuality
of the Venus-berg music), in which her noble
love finds at once its expression and solace.
Her reticence gives way. She is not afraid
to tell him now all the strange growth of new
feelings, vague longings, her sadness at his
absence, her want of interest in all but him,
her broken slumber, her waking tears, her
maddening memories; and yet throughout
she remains so simple, so pure, so guileless,

| that Tannhiuser feels, for the first time,

what the true love of the pure woman might
be to a man. Satisfying all, yet lifting all
into a region of barmony and delight—not
enervating but renewing and ennobling all
things, and forming, indeed, the soul’s missing
link between earth and heaven! What
wonder if in that moment the magic Venus
and the mystic Mary are alike forgotten.
The love duet rolls on impassioned, and yet
strongly cast in an almost Mozartian mould
of regularity, in which strophe and anti-
strophe are taken up alternately by the lovers,
and whole phrases, ending with the perfect
cadence, are repeated without variation as
in the most orthodox Italian scena. We
must recollect that Zannhkduser is not
Lohengrin, and still leans more to the re-
cognised form than any of Wagner’s later
operas. But here I cannot think that the
regularity of form is in the least out of place,
or in conflict with the sense and admirably
dramatic finish of the episode, which will not
suffer by comparison with any predecessor
of any school.

At the close of the duet Tannhiuser leaves
the stage, and the Landgrave finds Elizabeth
and bids her prepare for the reception of the
whole court to witness a contest between
various bards—amongst whom Tannhiuser
will of course be found. Elizabeth will have
to crown the victor. The pageantry which

now follows, accompanied by the famous
assembling march, is of its kind unequalled
in the annals of opera; and we are bound
to say that both our great Metropolitan
houses—Her Majesty’s and Covent Garden
—vied with each other in carrying out the
imposing spectacle. Itis a pity that a tithe
of the same trouble and expense was not
lavished upon the interior of the Venus-berg,
which, doubtless owing to the Wartburg
scene which was immediately to follow, and
other stage exigences, is much harder to cope
with.

The Tournament of Song brings us to
perhaps the most connected suite of melody
in all Wagner’s works. The march, which
so largely contributes to the popularity of this
opera, moves on with a rhythm and a rich-
ness worthy of the gorgeous display of pages
in mauve, scarlet, white, and purple — of
ladies with delicately contrasted court trains of
canary-yellow, blue, dove-grey, with touches
of crimson velvet, plumes, and blaze of jewels ;
troops of knights with retainers steel-clad
with shining helmet and falchion. On a
throne the Landgrave takes his seat, with
Elizabeth, the Queen of the Song Tournay,
at his right. The bards with their harps
are ranged in front, and seated, Tannhiuser
amongst them; and as the rainbow crowd
continues to defile slowly into the spacious
hall, and seems likely to fill every part of it,
a joyous chorus takes up the burden of the
march, and pours forth the most exhilarating
strains in honour of the Landgrave and the
approaching festival of song—not a touch of
foreboding, not a trace of sadness to warn
us of the impending catastrophe. The music
runs chiefly in the metallic major key of five
sharps, full of exulting joy and expectant
triumph.

We now approach a scene which almost
every critic has found to be a disappointment.
The music improvised by the bards is dull.
It might have been less stiff and more melodic.
Even Wolfran's music, usually, at least, as
fine and melodic, if not more so, than Tann-
hiuser’s own, is tame and formal, and so is
Walter's, but it seems to us all this is for a
purpose. The splendid assembling melody
just traversed passes into the arid and arti-
ficial praise of woman’s love, as a thing too
exquisitely exalted to be approached ; or, in
fact, to have anything to do with the senses
at all. The conception and the language are
both exaggerated and false, and the arid
music betrays its real heartlessness ; it is the
fitting prelude to the over-glowing and wild
bound of sensuous melody which is about to
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break from Tannhiuser in vindication of the
senses. )

The exact casus belli, or triangular conflict,
between chivalry, the world, and the Church,
is here caught and stated for us with quite
surprising force.

Chivalry in its religious mood converted
every woman into a Virgin Mary. The
praises of love had then to be sung in this
attenuated atmosphere, in which the senses
could not breathe. It was like playing Othello
without the Moor of Venice; it was the futile
attempt to wed the natural love of the
sexes to the Church’s ideal of celibate
purity, and the greater the collision with
reality and practice, the stronger, the more
conventional became the futile attempt.
Love is the subject proposed to the bards
in competition. Wolfran declares that in
the presence of Elizabeth’s beauty his
heart dissolves in prayerful dreams. There
is the source of all delight—the balm of all
grief. He aspires to worship and die for the
lady, but views with horror the notion of
rashly troubling her with any wild desires.
This little piece of strained humbug, sung by
one who probably does not believe a word of
it, is greeted by the crowd, who certainly do
not practise it, with much applause: “We
praise thy noble song!” Tannhiuser now
replies ; at first keeping within bounds, and
giving a natural expression to a legitimate
sentiment, he remarks that he, too, has felt
the love of woman, but that, so far from not
troubling her with desire, he conceives that
this is, after all, the root of the matter; that
if a man could not understand that he could
not know much about love. For his part,
he glories in it, and has no fear or misgiving
about it.

It is characteristic of Tannhiuser that,
having spoken this half truth, he goes no
farther ; and Walter cuts in with the other
half truth, and utters his platitudes about
virtue, meaning by virtue continence. He
denounces the notion that woman’s love
ought to have anything to do with the senses,
and thus places his own conception in anta-
gonism with Tannhiuser’s.

Such, indeed, was the work and the in-
fluence of the Church of the period. There
was no one to step forth and lift the two
half truths into a higher region of holy and
healthy unity—by proclaiming the consecra-
tion of sense by affection and self-restraint,
instead of its extinction or corruption by
abstinence and emotional mysticism. No
one could then and there solve the problem
which Protestantism has after all only half

solved, retaining a theory but half consistent
with its practice, and the consequences to
Tannhiuser and Elizabeth were quickly
fatal.

If the Venus-berg had done nothing else
for Tannhiuser, it had at all events taught
him one lesson that he could never forget
— “THE TREMENDOUS EMPIRE OF THE
SENSES.” On hearing them alternately
ignored and trampled upon, he rushes im-
petuously on the wings of a strange know-
ledge into furious opposition, and, casting all
caution to the winds, breaks through the
formal stupidity of his rivals into an asser-
tion of what is, at least, true and blameless
in itself, that man as man is constituted
specially to love woman as woman. The
fine trait of Elizabeth’s mute instinctive
assent to this passionate assertion is dramatic
and touching—it is the unconscious purity of
a simple-minded and pure woman assenting
to a natural fact. She is soon taught better
by the burst of indignant horror that breaks
from the conventional crowd—* Silence his
madness!” Poor Tannhiuser, thus bullied
by the crowd, condemned by his friend
Wolfran, defied to single combat, loses his
head, and utters the exaggerated statement of
what, if it had been left alone, would after
all have been true and fair enough, though
not the whole truth about love. Forced
into opposition, and wild with admiration
and desire for Elizabeth, he flies at a bound
into the praise of Venus. The songs of the
enchanted mountain are in his ears, and
force themselves in wild snatches through
the agitated orchestra—his voice climbs
boldly up through the famous and free
melody, in which he praised Venus at the
moment of his departure. Alas! it is also
the knell of that noble love for Elizabeth,
which might have lifted him, but which he
must also shortly abandon for ever; and
Tannhiuser, the too bold champion of
nature and nature’s rights, falls, in the moment
of his perfervid but almost healthy protest, a
victim to the combined incapacity of the
Church and chivalry to reconcile without
emasculating the secular and religious im-
pulses of our nature,

At the unhappy name of Venus in Tann-
hiuser’s song, all the accursed and sensual
horrors of the Venus-berg are instantly asso-
ciated with the minstrel knight. Elizabeth
herself perceives that his position is unten-
able. The dying mythology at once hurls
Tannhiuser from theheaven of Christian grace.
Swords are drawn, and the saintly Elizabeth
can only throw herself between her out-
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cast lover and his would-be murderers!
Tannhduser has now got thoroughly con-
fused himself. Ie has been irresistibly
impelled to speak an irresistible truth. Yet
that truth in that form was evidently sin
—deserved punishment—cried for penance
and divine pardon. “THE TREMENDOUS
EMPIRE OF THE SENSES,” “ the strong man
armed,” begins to confess a mightier power,
—“THE IMMENSE SUPREMACY OF THE SOUL!”
Tannhiuser grovels in the dust before an
injured saint, an infuriated mob, an offended
God.

I shall not attempt to describe the glowing
pages of chorus in which this complex situa-
tion is rendered, just as the scene is growing
a little too tense and harrowing. Without
in the valley is heard a chant of young pil-
grims. It is the refrain of the great subject
of the overture which binds the whole of the
opera together with a quite magical unity.
Before that sweet, unearthly, familiar strain, a
silence falls upon the turbulent citizens in
the great hall. Somerepair to the wide open
verandah to see the pilgrims. But to Tann-
hiuser's highly wrought mood that chant
is as the voice of heaven—he too remem-
bers his sudden vow to become a pilgrim and
repair to Rome, where, at the hands of the
Holy Father, after due penance, he may per-
chance find some dawn of hope, and be
purged from his grievous sin.

So, as he passes swiftly out of the hall to
meet the pilgrims, with a great shout from the
assembled throng, “ 7o Rome/” the second
act closes.

FYTTE THE THIRD.

It is the wayside crucifix of the first act—
no longer a scarcely solemn or pathetic
object, lost in the thronging glories of the
bright morning woods in spring, but now, in
the fall of the year, seen in the autumn
twilight, it stands out grim and dark, and
all the scene has grown sad and sombre.
Wolfran advances towards the shrine in search
of Elizabeth, who is, since the departure of
Tannbiuser, ever to be found praying there
alone, and alone she still would be. She
mutely waves Wolfran aside, thanking him
for his friendly sympathy, but relapsing into
silent and absorbed prayer. On the evening
wind comes again the floating chant of the
pilgrims, now returning from Rome. The
maiden rises, and listens in startled excite-
ment and intense expectation. The sweet
and majestic chant reaches its climax as the
pilgrims defile before the crucifix. Elizabeth

i watches each hooded figure with increasing

despair. Heis not there. As the last passes
she feels that the bitterness of death has come
and passed with them, and, falling upon her
knees, she prays that her last earthly long-
ings may be forgiven, and that, white and
free from stain, she may be soon received
into the heavenly kingdom, and that her
beloved may also find grace at the last. For
the last time Wolfran approaches her re-
spectfully, but she needs not his support;
her step does not falter now, the last touch
of human frailty has left her, she is sensible
to no earthly blandishments, the heavenly
bridegroom has claimed her for his own, and
gentle death will soon lead her into his pre-
sence. .

As we listen to the exquisite stream of
pure melody which flows once only from the
flutes and clarionets as Elizabeth slowly
descends into the valley and disappears
towards the Wartburg we are irresistibly
reminded of Longfellow’s exquisite transla-
tion—

“ () Land! O Land! for all the broken-hearted
The mildest herald by our fate allotted
Beckons, and ‘with inverted torch doth stand
‘To lead us with a gentle hand
Into the land of the great departed,

Into the Silent Land ! ”

This solemn and peaceful scene is followed
by one even more composed and restful—
more dignified it could scarcely be. The
terrible sorrow and sublime resignation of
Elizabeth seem to have weaned Wolfran from
all his earthly desires, and he has ceased
almost to regret the love of Elizabeth for
himself, whilst committing her to the care of
Heaven in his incomparable song to the even-
ing star. In the deepening twilight he prays,
that, as she so wills it, she may be taken
from a world of pain and sorrow into the
eternal joy, and there, in the trackless fields
of light, which seem to mortals the very
homes of the sweet and solemn starlight, she
may find the heavenly and fadeless day.

We have all this time been unconsciously
and with consummate dramatic art prepared
for the final catastrophe.

Wolfran checks his harp, as a wayworn
man of grief approaches ; his emaciated form,
his wild eyes, his squalor and unsteady gait,
tell of immense sufferings and privation,
bodily and mental.

Wolfran scarcely recognises Tannhiuser in
the strange figure before him.

“ Who art thou, solitary one ?”

“Who am I? I know #%ce well—Wolfran,
the famed minstrel.”

The touch of bitterness reminding his
friend of the artificial song of love which
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called forth his own passionate and dis-
astrous protest, is retaliated with—

“Darest thou retrace thy steps unpar-
doned ?”

“Fear not, my famous bard, I seek not
thee; but I do seek a man to show me the
way.”

“What way ?”

“The way to the Venus-berg.”

In another instant Tannhduser has passed
from bitterness to confession; and as Wol-
fran inquires concerning his pilgrimage, he
unburdens himself freely in the following
magnificent oration, which, as a simple piece
of dramatic declamation, deserves a high
rank. We repeat, that Wagner’s drama is of
its kind equal to his music ; it will repay care-
ful study, and we cannot forbear giving here
a free translation, with connecting narrative :

¢ Listen! Wolfran, listen! With a heart more
fervently penitent than ever was heart of pilgrim, I
sought the road to Rome. An angel, ah, woe is me !
had rooted out the pride of sin; but I longed to
expiate that pride in deep abasement. I longed
for the grace denied me, in order to ease the bitter-
ness of that angel’s tears for me, a sinner! The rough
way selected by the most contrite pilgrim seemed all
too easy for me. When he chose the soft grass
for his bare feet, I sought the sharp stones and thorny
places for mine. When he slaked his thirst in cool
rivulets, I only drank in the fiery torrent of the sun.
‘Whilst he prayed to heaven, I shed my life-blood in
honour of the Most High. When the travellers
rested in the inn I was stretched without in ice, and
wind, and snow. I went like a blind man through
the magic plains of Italy. I did it all because I
thought, in dying to the world, by contrition, to soothe
the weeping of my dear angel. I arrived at Rome.
I approached the holy throne. I bowed in prayer
and self-abasement on the threshold of the sanctuary.
The morning broke. I heard a chiming of bells and
a chorus of celestial voices ; the whole temple seemed
filled with praise and fervent joy, for plenaryindulgence,
grace and pardon were promised to the multitude of
penitents. Then I saw him, God’s Vicar upon earth!
‘We grovelled in the dust at his feet. I saw him give
pardon to thousands of sinners like me, and they rose
up absolved, and oh, how happy! And I drew near.
My head was bared ; I smote on my breast; I said,
¢ God be merciful to me, even to me; God forgive the
criminal pleasures—the crime of the senses—the un-
subdued desires.” In my agony I implored the Holy
Father to loose me from the chain of my sins; and
God lnows my soul was pierced through at that
moment with many sorrows. And His Vicar whom
I besought made answer thus, Wolfran, .only thus:
¢ If thou hast shared these criminal joys—if thy heart
has been seared with Hell’s own fire—if thou hast
been in the Venus-berg, there is anend of it : thou art
damned for ever. Even as this dry staff of my
crozier will never blossom more, so neither shall
salvation ever blossom for thy soul in hell.” At these
words I fell senseless to the earth as one dead. When
I came to myself I was alone in the vast temple. It
was night: I heard a pilgrim chant of joy and salva-
tion; those holy strains filled me with horror. I fled
from that lying hymn; it fell chill upon my shud-
dering soul, and seemed to freeze my heart to ice.

Then suddenly, with irresistible violence, I felt my-
self drawn back to that burning enchantress who had
once filled me with such unspeakable ecstasy. I
return to thee, sweet Venus—my only consoler. I
come, I come to thy nightly entrancing pleasure, to
thy glittering court, where all thy beauties smile to
greet me, forever more, throughout eternity !

¢ Unhappy man !”’ cries Wolfran, who sees that his
friend is under a spell and going mad. He tries to
stop his growing exaltation as he invokes Venus.

¢“Thou hearest, my love, my goddess! All men
curse me. Guide thou my steps.”” The white Venus
cloud begins to pass over the stage; then comes the
wild cry of the sirens, now no longer soft and
seductive as of yore, but almost harsh and strident,
.like the voices of women roughened in the bitter life
of the barren senses. But Tannhiuser’s head is gone.

“Ah! heavenly perfume—delicious voices! I am
yours! Come, come, ye nymphs; I see your joyous
forms! Crown me with pleasures! I feel the secret
fire in all my veins. I know their soft low light—it
is the enchanted mist of the Venus-berg—the reign
of love!” At that moment the vision of Venus,
stretched on a bed of roses, appears for an instant,
and Tannhiuser is with difficulty restrained by the
strong arms of Wolfran from rushing towards her.
For the last time she calls him. But now songs of
the ;gilgrims are heard in the valley—the Venus-berg
was but an enchantment of the senses. Tannhiuser
listens and gazes transfixed as a funeral procession
draws near. At the sound of prayer Venus and her
crew vanish. The Pagan deity is after all ousted by
the Christian martyr. Elizabeth has prayed for Tann-
hiuser with her dying breath. Elizabeth has inter-
ceded for him on earth : his good angel in heaven, his
victorious saint. Her prayers have been heard. As
the fair corpse, strewn with flowers, is set down, the
sun breaks out and reveals a glorious summer day.
The pilgrim strain rises once more to heaven, and
Tannhiuser, whilst the last dimness clouds his eyes,
worn with disease and suffering, staggers to the bier
and falls prostrate in death by the side of his beloved.
A line of young pilgrims, bearing a budding staff, in
token of his supreme forgiveness, pass singing—

“Blessed is the pure virgin who has joined the
glorious company of the angels. Blessed is the
sinner for whom she has prayed and won heaven’s
pardon.” And then the united assembly reply, re-
echoing the great Pilgrim Chorus, heard first in the
overture, and last over the corpses of the faithful
lovers :

¢ The sinner has received the pardon of heaven ;

He enters into the rest of the blessed ones.”

It would be difficult to add to such a close
as this. The parable seems at last fully
worked out. The noblest nature, filled with
the genuine experiences of both extremes of
life, seeks for guidance and counsel at the
hands of Rome, and is rejected. The last
incompetence of Roman Catholicism to deal
with life has been reached, and the reductio ad
absurdum is announced in the Pope’s heartless
and stupid speech. Certain sins by Rome’s
decree are venial, others are mortal; man
has made, and man, in the name of God,
adminsters the scale of punishment which he
has made. The whole system is not alive,
but mechanical, and is a gross outrage upon
the rights of the human conscience and the
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In Tannhiuser

spiritual facts of the soul.
this inhuman mansdgement produces despair
and worse crime, when a higher vision is
suddenly opened up, and above the dream of
the senses, above the anathema of the Pope
—somehow inseparably connected with hu-

man love, but with human love deprived at
last of all its lower conditions—the sweet
pardon comes home, as it were, on the wings
of angels, and the weary pilgrim, rejected on
earth but received in heaven, passes to rejoin
the best beloved in the peace of God.

RECONCILIATION.

OH! sadder than all turmoil after rest
Is wrench of two fond hearts once close allied !
‘When every day the little rift grows wide,

Till each dwells far apart as east from west.

No blessed Lethe bring the lagging years,
No subtle potions the keen anguish numb,
And ever on one theme the lips are dumb,

And at one name will rise the burning tears.

Oh! sweeter than all healing after pain

Is reconcilement after love estranged !

Nothing is lost though all is somewhat changed,
And peace is throned where discord used to reign.
Life’s noon is past, its fitful splendours die,

A lunar rainbow spans the twilight sky !

M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.

OLD BLACKFRIARS.

By THE AUTHOR OF ‘“EPISODES IN AN OBSCURE LIFE.”

HE London, Chatham, and Dover Rail-

way, and Queen Victoria Street have
played havoc with old Blackfriars, and Jarge
modern buildings have sprung up in its core
as well as on its outskirts. Insteacd of
leisurely moving monks we have rushing
trains, with discordant steam-shrieks in the
place of solemn chants. Spiers and Pond’s
restaurants and very unmonastic refresh-
ment bars have succeeded the convent
refectory. Where arttistic brethren painfully
illuminated missals, throbbing printing-
presses throw off their thousands of sheets
per hour, and in a snug nook of the once
jealously guarded precinct a newsvendor
drives a brisk trade in illustrated papers and
latest editions.

But old names still linger in the old place:
Friar’s Court, Cloister Court, Pilgrim Street,
Canterbury Court, Evangelist Court, Church
Entry, to tell of its bygone ecclesiastical
character ; Playhouse-yard to commemorate
the Blackfriar’s Theatre, with its rush-strewn
stage, guttering candles, and blanket-curtain,
of which Shakespeare was one of the sixteen
proprietors—his since glory-encircled name
standing as low down as twelfth on the list;
and Printing-House Square still pillorying
that unlucky king’s printer who left out the
“not” in the “Cavalier’s Bible.” (Exodus
xx. 14,) Cramped Broadway tells of times in

which Blackfriars, though much built upon,
had still the reputation of being an open
place, with handsome-fronted mansions facing !
the Thames. Blackfriars has still a Water -
Street, although at its foot there are no longer
stairs, with watermen’s wherries poking their
sharp noses into one another like envious
sword-fish. A Hugh’s (now Huish) Court
still leads to where “ Duke Humfrey’s " once
began to lead to Puddle Dock, so called from
the stamping of the horses when they went
to water in it ; and though the name may be
obliterated, a Paved Alley still leads down
to where the Fleet “river” once ran, and
afterwards crawled.*

In the year 1221 certain Dominican Friars,
Black Frars, or Friars Preachers, came to
London, and settled on or near the site of
the present Lincoln’s Inn. Between fifty
and sixty years afterwards, by the favour of
King Edward I., his Queen Eleanor, and the
Archbishop of Canterbury, Robert Kilwarby,
they obtained from the Mayor, Gregory
Rockesley, and the Barons of the City of
London, two lanes next the street of Bay-
nard’s Castle—a fortress extant now only in
the name of Castle Baynard Ward—together

* As an illustration of the rapid growth of colonial citics,
I may mention that the Sydney Tank Stream, which was clear
as crystal when the British flag was hoisted on its banks in
1788, having, like the Flect, been converted into a sewer, had

to be covered in some years ago.
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with the Tower of Mountfiquit, or Mountfit-
chet, built by Le Sire Mountfitchet in the
Conqueror’s time, for the erection of a church
and convent. The church, the old St. Ann’s,
large and afterwards highly ornamented, was
built of what remained of Mountfiquit Tower,
some of the stones having been previously
appropriated for other uses. For the build-
ing of the monastery part of the city wall
was pulled down, the masonry being worked
up into that of the convent. The citizens
were ordered to build themselves a new wall,
to run behind the houses on Ludgate Hill
towards Fleet Ditch, then south to the
Thames, with a tower at the head for the
king ; the expense to be defrayed by a duty
which he empowered them to levy on mer-
chandise. The king, moreover, permitted
his pet friars to bring their water by conduit
through Smithfield. The privileges they
obtained through royal favour occasioned a
standing feud between the inhabitants of the
precinct of Blackfriars and the city ; and since
these were continued to the locality after the
suppression of the monastery, the feud lasted
down to nearly the middle of last century.
In 1297 Edward’s council commanded the
mayor and aldermen to see that the gates of
the city were well guarded by day as well as
by night, and that barriers were set up, and
chains stretched across the streets, where
necessary ; especially towards the water “at
the Friars Preachers,” 7.e. Blackfriars.

In Edward II.’s reign certain Welshmen
were attached at the suit of Dionisia le
Bokebyndere, on a charge of having broken
into her house “in Flete street in the suburbs
of London ;” and were committed to New-
gate accordingly. But the Marshal of the
King’s household demanded them as being
members of the same; informing the city
magistrates that Mistress le Bokebyndere
must sue before him. ‘T'o this demand, after
conference held with the good men of the
commonalty, the magistrates returned the
pithy answer that it was not lawful for them
so to do. Thereupon, mayor, sheriffs, and
aldermen, were summoned to appear before
the king’s council, on the Thursday following,
and did so appear before it, ¢ then at [Black]
Friars sitting ;” but having been again told
that they must give up the Welshmen, they
answered as before,

What punishment, if any, their contu-
macy brought down on these sturdy
Cockney magnates, our authority does not
inform us.

Next year, 1312, in the same reign, there
was another difference between the court

and the city touching privilege. The council
had ordered, amongst other provisions for
the safe-keeping of the city, that all the
quays facing the Thames, such as the “Ston-
wart, Billinggessgate, Rederesgate, Oister-
gate, Ebbegate, Douegate, Watergate, Queen
Hythe, Stongate, Watergate at Castle Bay- |
nard,” and all lanes leading to the river, :
should be stoutly chained, and all quays
facing the water stoutly “bretached,” or
battlemented. The corporation sent a letter
saying that it should be done, together with
a messenger, who-was directed to make
much of these points before “our Lord, the
King:” to wit, that the murage granted to
the city was spent solely by the king’s order
on the new wall at Blackfriars, and that the
citizens did not think it fair that persons of
religious orders should shirk, as they did,
their share of taxation for the fortifications
which sheltered them as well as those who
had to pay for their protection.

In 1314 the king again showed his in-
herited predilection for the Friars Preachers.
Having an especial affection for the order,
and having heard that certain apostates from
it had slandered it—¢at the which We are
much annoyed ”—he ordered the mayor and
sheriffs to cause the said apostates, if in the
city, to be delivered over to the prior or his
substitute for-chastisement and punishment.
Some of these apostates, it seems, had
unfrocked themselves, others still wore the
black gown. Not content with causing
writings defamatory of their order to be read
and recited in public places, they, ill birds
that they were, had made posters of the
manifestoes in which they had fouled their
own nest—fixed them upon the walls.
These malpractices the king sternly forbade
under pain of punishment.

On the Friday after the feast of St.
Michael, his proclamation was published in
St. Paul’s in the presence of certain canons
and ministers, and “of many persons then
writing there,” notaries, &c.

St. Paul’s, a few readers may need to be
reminded, was once a lounge, a thoroughfare,
a centre of industry, dishonest and honest,
but even then most indecorous. It stood at
least as much in need of trenchant purifica-
tion as the Jewish Temple. Dandies and
idlers dawdled about it with their hats on.
Bakers baked their bread and pies in it and
passed through it with their full baskets,
butchers with their laden trays, fishwives with
their baskets, porters with their burdens on
their knots, water-carriers with their buckets.
Horses, asses, and mules were driven through
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Goods were warehoused in it, and its
Car-
The

it,
crypts were turned into wine vaults.
penters and glaziers had shops in it.
tapping of trunkmakers, at work within the

building, disturbed its services. One of its
chapels was turned into a school. Scriveners
did business in it; and its pillars were made
“ advertisifg columns” by the “wanted,”
&ec., notifications that were posted on them.
A playhouse once annexed a part of it.
Drunken people lay about in it, sleeping
off their debauch ; and women of the town
and light-fingered gentry, who literally made
it a den of thieves, plied their defiling
trades in what should have been a house of
prayer.

In the 19th year of Edward IIL’s reign
we come upon another reference to Black-
friars.

The gardeners of the earls, barons, bishops,
and citizens, who, in those days as in these,
made personal profit out of their masters’
gardens, prayed the mayor that they might
stand as before in front of the church of St.
Austin, beside the gate of St. Paul’s Church-
yard, to sell their produce. But the mayor
and aldermen having ascertained that this
street market was a great nuisance to the
priests who sang matins and mass in St.
Austin’s, and to others, “both clerks and
laymen, in prayers and orisons there serving
God,” as also to passers-by on horse and
foot, and to what we should call “the
respectable inhabitants” of that neighbour-
hood, owing to the clamour and scurrilous
language of the gardeners and their men,
ordered them, whether aliens or freemen, to
take themselves off with their pulse, cherries,
vegetables, and other wares, to the space
between the south gate of St. Paul's Church-
yard and the garden wall of the Friars
Preachers at Baynard’s Castle. St. Pauls
Churchyard, it must be remembered, once
extended to Creed and Carter Lanes, which
marched with the Friars.

To say nothing of other street markets,
this St. Austin’s nuisance presents a strik-
Ing analogy to that caused to the ministers
and congregations of Holy Trinity, Shore-
ditch, and St. Matthias,” Bethnal Green,
by the utterly unnecessary bird fair held
on Sunday mornings in Club Row and Hare
Street.

In 1350, just after the dread Black Death
had carried’ off half of the population, the
mayor and aldermen, &c., of London sent
2 petition to Pope Clement V1., praying that
Brother John de Worthyn, a Friar Preacher,
and he ‘only, might be empowered to grant

absolution in the city, and that if he too
should be struck down, the Prior of the
Ccnvent of Black Friars might appoint, with
the assent of the mayor, another brother of
the same order in his stead.

In Edward IIL.’s reign again, 1362, a list
was. drawn up of the sums of money dis-
bursed for the good of the soul of John de
Oxenford, by Adam Fraunceys, his devisee.
It contains this item: “ Also paid to the
Prior of the Order of Friars Preachers, in
London, the 2oth day of February, for
praying for the soul of John de Oxenford,
pelterer, 40s.”

In 13735, the mayor, William Walleworth,
the aldermen, and commonalty of London,
granted uato Robert de Lenne, jeweller,
and Joanna his wife, leave to hold at a rent
of 4os., recoverable by distress, a mov-
able stall beneath the Ludgate, on the
Friars Preachers’ side, namely, between the
upper post of the gate, situate near to
the house which Thomas atte Crouch,
sporiere, there held, and the lower post of
the gate. The year before, the friars had
obtained leave to eat meat, in order, as they
said, that they might not be burdensome to-
the laity.

In the eleventh year of Richard I1.’s reign,
the overlookers of the trade charged at Guild-
hall certain cordwainers with having brought
together at the Friars Preachers a riotous
assembly, for the purpose of forming an
illegal fraternity, and with having assaulted,
to the peril of his life, a dissentient brother
snob, one Richard Bonet. The accused
pleaded guilty, and declared that Brother
William Burton, of the Friars, had promised,
for a pecuniary consideration, to secure
them the Pope’s confirmation of their fra-
ternity. They were accordingly committed
to Newgate.

In 1417 Henry V. issued this summons :
“Herry, by the grace of God, Kyng of
Ingelond and of Fraunce, and Lord of
Irlond, hoteth and comaundeth that al
maner of Knyghtes which that are of
the Kynge’s Retenue, and bene withinne
the Cite of Londone, drawe hem to the
Frere Prechours; that they be there redy
be thus after none be fore the Kynge’s
Counseille.”

The liberty of .Blackfriars was large, and
shut up within four gates. Its inhabitants
claimed to be subject to none but the king,
the superior of the monastery, and the
justices of the precinct ; they scoffed at the
Lord Mayor and all his myrmidons. It may
be readily supposed therefore that, as has
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been intimated, no love was lost between
the corporations secular and sacred. One
prior, having been compelled by law to pave
the street outside the convent wall, pulled
down a cage which the city set up on
the pavement, saying that if he had been
forced to make it, he was not going to
give up his claim to the land it covered.
Amongst the privileges which the inhabi-
tants of the precinct claimed was one that
specially annoyed the citizens, that of ex-
emption from taxation for the expense of the
militia musters.

When, after the suppression of monas-
teries, the city again attempted to extend its
authority over Blackfriars, Henry VIIL
caused the Lord Mayor to be informed that
he could keep the liberties of the precinct
quite as well as the friars. Another attempt
to the same end in Queen Mary’s reign
proved fruitless. In 1586 Black and White
Friars joined in a satiric petition to be
kept sacred from civic rule, on the ground
that “The Burden ys great alreadie of
the Government of the Citie, born by such
as are for the most part unlearned, as
their late hard dealing with Bedlam, and
many other Examples may plainly prove.
And, therefore, we pray most humblie your
Lordships that they may not be further
troubled with us.

In 1735 an action was tried to decide this
disputed jurisdiction—City Chamberlain 2.
a shalloon and drugget-seller in the pre-
cinct, not afreeman. The Chamberlain pro-
duced charters to show that the monastery
had belonged to the city before there were
any shops in it, and obtained a verdict with
5s. damages. Blackfriars then became a
precinct of the ward of Farringdon Within.
Edward I. kept his charters and records at
Blackfriars, and in his time and long after-
wards it was a favourite place of residence
with the nobility. In 1522 the Emperor
Charles V. was lodged there, and his suite
over the way—the gallery bridge and water-
way of Fleet Ditch—in Bridewell, a palace
then. In Queen Elizabeth’s timenoblemen still
had their town houses in Blackfriars. Lord
Herbert, son of the Earl of Warwick, lived
there, and when he had married the daughter
and heiress of Lord John Russell, son of the
Earl of Bedford, the Queen visited him there.
She was met at the waterside by the bride,
and carried in a litter by six knights to Lord
Herbert’s house, where she dined. She
supped at his neighbour’s, Lord Cobham’s,
where there was a memorable masque of
eight ladies, and a strange dance just in-

vented. Each lady wore a skirt of silver
cloth, a rich waistcoat of gold and silver-
laced silk, and a mantle of carnation-coloured
taffeta. Their hair hung about their shoulders,
curiously knotted and interlaced. Each had
to ask another lady, selected from the spec-
tators, to dance.

Mistress Fitton, their leader, solicited the
queen to honour her by becoming her
partner.

“What is your name ?” asked the queen.

¢ Affection,” answered Mrs. Fitton.

“ Affection /” Ditterly exclaimed the queen
(the love of Essex rankling in her breast)—
¢ Affection is false !”

Nevertheless she rose and joined in the
measure, although she was nearly seventy—
vain, valiant old woman ! '

Shopkeepers, moreover, flourished within
the precinct, in spite of their being looked
upon by the freemen of the city with an
angry mixture of envy and contempt as un-
fairly prosperous Pariahs. The monastery’s
rental from shops, &c., amounted at the time
of the dissolution to 104 155. 44. per
annum.

Parliaments and other assemblies were
held at the priory of Blackfriars—so substan-
tial once, now as non-extant as a burst bubble.
In 1524 a Parliament assembled at the house
of the Black Friars, and finished its sittings
at the house of the Black Monks, West-
minster, at nine o’clock at night, having in
the meantime imposed a tax of 2s. in the
pound, to be paid in two years, on every one
worth or “dispending” 420 per annum.
From the combination of these circumstances
it was called the Black Parliament. It was
in a hall at Blackfriars that trumpets and
cornets sounded their “ennet” as two vergers
entered with short silver wands, followed by
two scribes in doctors’ robes, the Archbishop
of Canterbury walking alone, the Bishops of
Lincoln, Ely, Rochester, and St. Asaph, a
gentleman bearing the Purse, the Gseat Seal,
and a cardinal’s hat ; two priests, each bear-
ing a silver cross; a gentleman usher bare-
headed, with a sergeant-at-arms bearing a
silver mace; two gentlemen bearing two
silver pillars; the two cardinal judges,
Wolsey and Campeius; two noblemen with
sword and mace ; and then, with their trains
from the palace at Bridewell, on the other
side of the Fleet, the royal plaintiff, and
defendant or respondent, Henry and Kath-
arine. .In the same hall sat the Parliament
before which the English divorce court judge
was impeached.

To be buried in the habit of a Friar
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Preacher was supposed to be a sure protec-
tion against the devil. John, it may be
remembered—of whom it was said, ¢ Foul as
it is, hell itself is defiled by the fouler
presence of John”—gave orders that he
should be buried in the habit of a monk.
What if he had recovered ?

“ TWhen the devil was sick, the devil 2 monk would be ;
\When the devil got well, the devil 2 monk was he.”

In 1492, Richard Billesden was, according
to the instructions in his will, buried before

the image of St. Erasmus in the Priory church"

of Blackfriars; and in 1518 Elizabeth Denton,
according to the instructions in hers, before
the image of St. Thomas Aquinas. I subjoin

a selection from the list of those buried in |

the old church. Margaret, Queen of Scots ;
the hearts of Queen Eleanor, Edward I.’s
wife, and her son Alfonse ; the hearts of John
and Margaret, children of William Valence ;
John, Duke of Cornwall, brother of Edward
1IL.; King James of Spain ; the father and
mother of Henry VIIL’s Catherine III.

The church which succeeded that of the
dissolved monastery contained a monument
with these inscriptions :—

“Sacred unto Memory. Religion to its
primitive simplicity restored, Peace thoroughly
settled, Coins to the true value refined,
Rebellion at home extinguished, France neere
Ruine by intestine Mischiefesrelieved, Nether-
land supported, Spaine’s Armada vanquished,
Ireland, with Spaniards’ expulsion, and Trai-
tors’ correction, quieted ; both Universities’
Revenues, by a Law of Provision, exceed-
ingly augmented; Finally, all England en-
riched, and 45 yeeres prudently governed.

¢ Elizabeth, a Queen, a Conqueress, Trium-
pher, the most devoted to Piety, the most
happy after 70 years of her Life, quietly by
Death departed.”

“Unto Elizabeth, Queen of England, France,
and Ireland, Daughter of King Henry VIIL,
Grandchild to King Henry VII., Great
grandchild to King Edward IV. The Mother
of this her country, the Nurse of Religion and
Learning. For perfect Skill in very many
Languages, for glorious Endowments, as well
of Mind as of Body, and for Regal Vertues
beyond her Sex.

began : Nov. 17, 1558,
She { } her Reign } Mar. 24, 1 65 32.
“I have fought a good fight,” etc.

On the 27th of April, 1534, the Prior ot
the Black Friars subscribed to the Royal
Supremacy. Fisher, Bishop of Rochester,
afterwards held the priory & commendam,
and with fifteen brethren surrendered it

to the Pope-King in the thirtieth year of his
reign.

Edward VI. gave Blackfriars, buildings
and site, to Sir Thomas Cawarden, who
pulled down the old church. Being called
upon to provide the inhabitants with another,
he gave them an upper room, which tum-
bled down. It wasrepaired, enlarged, burnt
down, and over its ashes rose the St. Anne’s,
Blackfriars, which was destroyed by the
Great Fire.

On October 26th, 1623, Blackfriars was

.the scene of a calamity which has come

down to us under the name of the Black
Vespers, or Dismal Evensong.

Three hundred persons, English, Scotch,
Welsh, and Irish, chiefly Catholics, with a
sprinkling of Protestants, had assembled at
the house of the French Ambassador, Count
de Tillier, in Blackfriars, for sermon and
service, not in the chapel of the Embassy,

‘but in a chamber occupied by one Father

Redyate, a room sixty feet by twenty feet, on
the third floor from the ground, substantially
built of brick and mortar.

Father Drury, a member of a good Norfolk
family, and, although a Jesuit, much respected
by unprejudiced Protestants, was to be the
preacher. A presentiment seems to have
shadowed his mind. Although of a lively
disposition, he had sat sad and silent all the
day before. To the last he had wished to be
excused, but was persuaded by his friends to
keep his appointment. When he reached
the room, a gentlewoman warned him that
she did not think it safe, but then it was too
late to retract.

Clad, according to the custom of his order,
in a surplice with a linen girdle, and having
on his head a red cap with a white one under
it, the Father proceeded to a raised chair in
the middle of the room, crossed himself,
offered silent prayer, and then took his text
from the Gospel for the day, Matthew xviii.,
emphasizing in particular the last part of the
passage he had selected—*“1 forgave thee
all that debt because thou desiredst me :
shouldest not thou also have had compassion
on thy fellow-servant?”

Protestantism he, in some way, made out
to be the wicked servant.

So he was -proceeding when, in the midst
of his sermon, at four p.m., the floor gave
way, and crashed, with the bulk of the con-
gregation, through that of the room beneath,
down to the ground. A few persons, some
twenty or thirty, remained on fragments of
the floor which still clung to the walls, “ lift-
ing up their hands for help, and beating their
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breasts for life.” Eventually they cut their
way through the lath and plaster partition
which divided them from another room in
the ambassador’s house.

At the sound of the crash, a crowd sud-
denly assembled—as crowds do congregate,
as if they had sprung up from the earth, in
London—some coming simply to stare,
others with spade and pickaxe to assist. For
the protection of the French Embassy, the
Recorder, Serjeant Finch, placed guards at
the heads of all the passages.

The scene within was awful. Here legs
alone writhed agonizedly in the air ; there a
head appeared buried almost up to the lips;
and yonder a half-buried body struggled to
extricate itself from the heaving chaos, in
which living and dead were locked together
in involuntary embrace.

All night, by the light of lanterns and
torches, and part of next day, the work of
exhumation went on. Ninety-five corpses
were dug out : amongst them those of Father
Drury and his friend, Father Redyate. As
the news spread that such-a-one and such-
another was dead, mourners went about the
streets, bewailing their bereavement. Having
first shut up Ludgate, and doubled the guards
to keep out the crowd, the Recorder and the
sheriffs met at the Embassy to view the
place, and a coroner’s inquest was held.

The verdict they brought in was “accidental
death,” but rabid Romanists attributed the
catastrophe to Protestant conspirators, whilst
rabid Protestants again cried, ** God’s judg-
ment on the idolaters ! ”

For some time afterwards the officiating
priests in Roman Catholic places of worship in
England used, after the benediction, to call
for three Paternosters and three Ave Marias
“for those who died at Blackfriars.” We
are told that some who had escaped with
their lives when the floor fell, wished that
they had perished when they heard these
reiterated prayers and salutations, thinking
that with such a many-lipped power of piety
exerted on their behalf, their souls would
have been sure of salvation.

St. Anne’s Church having been destroyed
by the Great Fire of 1666, Blackfriars was
annexed to the parish of St. Andrew’s Ward-

robe, so called because it once contained the
royal wardrobe. The account of the ward-
robe keeper in Edward IV.’s reign has been
preserved, and quotes, as the market reports
say, these prices :—

Hats, 1s.; ostrich feathers, 1os. each;
Spanish leather shoes, double-soled, 1s. 4d.,
black leather boots, 6s. 8. per pair; feather
beds with bolsters, 16s. 82. each; velvet from
8s. to 16s. a yard ; velvet upon velvet, 4os. ;
cloth of gold, ditto ; damask, 8s. ; satins, 6s.,
10s., 125.; sarcenets, 4s. to 4s. 24. The
keeper had £100 a year, but his clerk only
1s.a day. The king paid his tailors 64. a
day, and 34. a pair to the laundresses who
washed his sheets, Candles at that time
were 1d. per pound. ]

After the Great Fire, some men digging on
the site of the monastery of the Black Friars
came upon a vault in which were four pots
of thick fine pewter, with ringed covers of
the same, flat in front but curved behind.
They held four embalmed heads, with hair
still on, and teeth still in them, wrapped in
black silk which had almost rotted away.
The bottoms of the pots were powdered with
black dust. On the inside of one cover, “]J.
Cornelius ” was scratched, and near the pots,
or urns, was found a headless corpse. It
has been conjectured that these heads
belonged to Friars Preachers decapitated
for their presumption in denying Henry
VIIL’s ecclesiastical supremacy. One was
given to an apothecary, another to the
parish clerk, who made a show of it; they
were all eventually, it is supposed, exported
as relics.

If there had been a Zimes to record the
sayings and doings of its precinct from the
day when the Black Friars first settled there,
what fascinating reading its early files would
have afforded! How hard it is now to
realise that kings and queens, nobles,. and
ecclesiastics have strutted like peacocks in
secular or sacred pride in the dingy but not
venerable-looking block of London in which
the bit of old wall which hundreds may, or
just as probably may not, have noticed, when
taking a short cut through St. Martin’s Court,
will soon be the only old thing left. ‘

RICHARD ROWE.
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WHAT IS IN A SHEEPSKIN.

I.—LEATHER—ITS PREPARATION.

LEATHER has a long history. If itis a

too exclusive motto that “there is
nothing like leather,” few manufactured things
are older. It was probably the very first bit
of manufacture—rude, yet suited to its pur-
pose ; the use of bark for hardening and pre-
serving skins having no doubt been practised
in pre-historic times. Even our progenitor—
the ancient Briton—used a strong hide thong
to throw his stones with, and was scantily
clad in leather—anticipating the odd desire
of George Fox, the founder of Quakerism.
Within the period of authentic history leather
has been legislated for and protected, and
has often been included in sumptuary regula-
tions. It is very odd to read that in England
in the sixteenth century complaints were
made that skins were tanned in three weeks
(thus unconscionably shortening the period
of use and wont, which had been about one
year), and that in consequence an Act was
passed in 1548, prohibiting tanners from
selling hides that were not attested to have
been nine months in the tan-pit. And the
jealousy of rival guilds, which did something
in old days to secure the division of labour,
if nothing more, is also seen in the history of
leather. In 1439 tanners were prohibited
from being shoemakers; while in 1562
butchers were precluded from becoming
tanners under a penalty. Some of the
restrictions which surrounded the leather-
manufacture actually remained until 1830,
when they were completely removed by an
Act of George IV. Free trade in tanning,
then introduced, gave an immense impetus
to the application and extension of the
chemical discoveries which had been made
by Seguin in 1795, and by Sir Humphrey
Davy in 1803. These applications of chemis-
try have rendered the process more and more
complicated. Time is gained; and in the
higher departments of the work the spirit of
fine art comes so largely into play, that we
are quite sure few of our readers, when they
see a hat lining, a pair of gloves, or of kid
boots, not to speak of commoner produc-
tions, have any idea of the many processes
and kinds’ of manipulation it has gone
through before reaching that stage. They
may, therefore, be interested in following
a short description of some visits paid to
large establishments for the manufacture of
leather.

It is sometimes difficult to get at the
reasons which have led to the concentration
of certain industries in particular places or
districts, but thete is no mystery in the case
of tanning in London. Bermondsey is the
head-quarters, and the reason is that Ber-
mondsey was very convenient for supplies of
water from the Thames: for it is hardly
needful to say that the tanners are more de-
pendent on water than are those in most
other industries. @~We accordingly betake
ourselves to that quarter. First we must
peep in at what is called a fellmonger’s yard,
and are most obligingly shown over the works
of Mr. Edward Cordery. Here the hides or
skins come in large loads from the slaughter-
houses, with the wool still upon them. The
chief work here is to remove the wool, and
all is preparatory to this. The. skins are
spread out on blocks and beaten with rough
mallets to loosen the clotted blood or any
dirt that may adhere to the wool, and then
they are thrown into large tanks and washed
in pure water. After that they are spread
out and painted over in the inside with a
thickish liquid of lime, and hung up to dry
to a certain extent in the open air, and after
that in heated presses. Then they are
handed to men who spread the skins over a
block in front of them, and with a few passes
of an instrument like a giant spoke-shave
easily remove the wool from the skin already
well loosened from it. These men know by
the class to which the skin belongs, the
quality of the wool from off each part—back,
breast, or top of the legs—and roughly assort
the wool as they detach it, by throwing it
into one or other of a range of boxes before
them. The wool, before it leaves the fell-
monger’s yard, undergoes further very careful
processes of picking and sorting; but to
follow up the wool belongs to a different part
of our subject. The skins are now put into
lime pits, where they lie for a few days, and
then they are ready to go to the tanners,
whither we must follow them.

Messrs. Bevingtons and Sons, of Neckinger
Mills, are one of the oldest and largest firms in
the trade, and owing to their kindness, and the
friendly attentions of Mr. Samuel B. Beving-
ton, we may with all justice say that we could
hardly have seen the various processes of the
leather manufacture under more favourable
conditions., Here the sheep skins, after
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inspection, are again put into pits, where
they are subjected to the action of lime and
water for about a fortnight, being drawn up
at intervals and passed successively into
stronger solutions of lime.

They are next submitted to the process
known technically as feshing on the beam.
This means that they are struck out on a
sloping block or beam, having a convex sur-
face whereon the skin may be conveniently
laid, and are gone over by a rough two-
handled knife to detach any of the particles
of flesh that may have been left after flaying,
and have not yet been removed. The tex-
ture of the skin is thus opened also as a
preliminary to processes to come. They are
then laid on the top of the others in piles
for a day or two.

The next stage through which many of the
finer skins pass, is that of splitting. In a
machine room we see several splitting knives
at work. This machine, like most others,
has’ by gradual stages reached its present
form. The skin is fixed by steel hooks
attached to a roller, and is passed over a
straight edge, being pressed against it by
means of a spring bar. A very sharp hori-
zontal knife, worked by a crank and con-
necting rod, oscillates backward and forward
rapidly, thus dividing the skin as it is drawn
by the roller over the straight edge. The
invention is at once admirably simple and
admirably perfect, and illustrates the economy
which machinery brings into manufacture.
Before this knife was invented, many of the
skins for fine work could only be thinned by
paring down ; so that a great portion of the
skin was lost. Nowadays, by means of
this machine sheepskins can be so split,
that two skins practically are got out of one.
Seal skins are also split, and in the case of
large ones the flesh side is tanned for in-
ferior purposes, but the outsides of small
ones are of no value, and are sold for pur-
poses of manure, being especially in demand
among the hop growers. And here we may
remark, that the “fleshings” from the tanner'’s
yard are sold for making glue and size, and
the finer sorts for gelatine. The sp/#¢ sheep-
skins have the technical name of “ skivers,”
while the whole or unsplit ones are called
* roans "—which may impart some meaning
to words that are to be seen on the signs of
leather merchants.

The sheepskins intended for “roans” are
then fumbled, ie. they are thrown into
gigantic revolving tubs through which water
runs. These tubs contain perhaps ten dozen
skins at a time, and it is certainly a striking

sight in such large manufactories as that of
Messrs. Bevingtons and Sons to see a row of
these ponderous wheels revolving with their
heavy contents. Inside they are constructed
rather like a washing-machine, having shelves
arranged in somewhat the same way, and
against these shelves the skins are driven
and dashed with great force several times
in each revolution. The next process is
called puering—the skins being immersed in
a solution of dog’s-dung, and worked on the
beam with a two-handled knife. A slate
knife is also used in the process to remove
the fine hairs which may yet remain.

The next stage is the pressing—some
twenty dozen skins being put in a hydraulic
press with metal plates between them. The
purpose of this is to squeeze all remains of
fatty matter completely out, and when the
skins are taken from the press it is evident
to the eye how much in bulk has been lost
through the extreme thinness that they now
present.

The skins are next drenched, which means
that they are thrown into a mixture of bran
and water—which has the effect, by its fer-
mentation, of opening the pores of the skin
and softening it. But here we must pause
to explain that now the skins divide them-
selves into two great classes (all kinds having,
with a few modifications, up to the present
followed the course described)—those which
are coarsest in quality and are to be devoted
to commoner uses, being sent with the seal-
skins and hides to the bark pits, to go
through the somewhat slow process of tan-
ning there; while the finer skins have a
different destination, involving a far greater
and more interesting variety of treatment.
Bark, though its stringent properties render
it most efficient in tanning, has the disad-
vantage of leaving a colour on the skin,
and therefore the skins that are meant to be
white or to be dyed in fine colours must
not be submitted to treatment by it. After
casting a glance at the large bark-pits, where
men are fishing up skins out of many feet of
water thick with bark, and laying in others,
we turn away, and follow the processes in
the case of the finer ones.

These are taken and tumbled once more,
struck out again, and submitted anew to the
slate knife, lest any hairs should still remain;
then they are put in a weak solution of sul-
phuric acid, then washed in water once again.
This process is called sweetening, because
its intention is to take the sour acid out, and
to open the skin for the reception of the
tanning matter,
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Our next visit is to a chamber the sight of
which somewhat surprises us. Here are
dozens of women and girls engaged in sewing
up what appear to be skin bags, somewhat like
big water-bottles used in the East, and at first
we cannot imagine of what use their work can
be. Itis essential, however, in tanning with
sumach, as we shall immediately see. About
eightpence per dozen is paid for the sewing
of the skins into these bags. When we step
into the next department the reason of the
bag-sewing becomes fully apparent. Here
we find men engaged in filling up these bags
with a brick-brown coloured liquid, and
afterwards throwing them down to float
about in it in big round tubs. The sumack,
which is scientifically called Rius coriaria,
belongs to a genus of deciduous trees, and the
ground-leaf from it is fine and soft, and for
this process is simply mixed in water. The
bags are kept floating about in the sumach
liquor for some hours—generally between
three and four—after which the water is
squeezed through the pores of the skin by
the pressure of their own weight on the
framework over the one side of the tub on
which they have been piled while still filled.
The whole tanning process in this case only
requires some twelve hours—a great improve-
ment certainly on the bark in all its forms,
which needed weeks, and sometimes even
months. After this process of tanning the
skins are ripped open, washed out carefully
so as to remove all the adherent sumach,
struck out on a table, and dried in lofts
by the action of the air; when thoroughly
dried they are technically known as én Zke
crust.

Having now described the process of tan-
ning the #vans, or unsplit sheepskins, we
will take up the sksvers, or split sheepskins,
from the splitting engine. .

Being of more delicate texture and sub-
stance than the roan they are not subjected
to any of the more violent processes required
to soften and cleanse the former. Instead
of being fumbled they are merely washed in
clean water, after which they go through the
processes of guering and drenching as already
described. The pressing for the extraction
of the grease is omitted in their case. On
account of their thinness it is not requisite ;
the process of puering being quite sufficient
to remove all traces of grease. They are
then tanned in open vats with sumach, but
without being sewn into bags, and after being
washed in water to remove the superfluous
sumach, are dried in the lofts by the action
of the atmosphere.

Here again we encounter a parting of the
ways—a division in the destination of the
products we have followed thus far. Some
of the skins now go to the dye-house, others
—the white ones—pass on to “finishing,”
undergoing a preparatory process, however,
in the dye-house. This consists in an appli-
cation of sugar-oflead and sulphuric acid,
the purpose of which is to bleach them.
Those which are to be coloured are also
put through this very dilute sulphuric acid,.
as it enables them to take on the colour
more easily and more perfectly. Plaster
of china clay is then put on the white
skins to whiten them more thoroughly,
and after that they are rubbed with the
white of egg, and then rolled. This gives
that shininess which is found on white hat-
leathers, for example. The peculiar mark-
ings called “ grain,” which are also frequently
seen, are produced by “graining” or “ finish-
ing ” machines, which pass a grooved wooden
wheel, fixed on a shaft, rapidly over the sur-
face put at a proper level, the skin being
shifted as is needful at each movement; and
the same process is applied to all finer leathers
that, after being finished, are what is called
¢ grained.” N

The process in the dye-house is one in
which chemistry plays so important a part
that it is difficult to describe it familiarly.
Suffice it to say, that logwood and ordinary
dyeing materials are largely in request there,
and that furnaces and vats of peculiar con-
struction are to be seen, the skins being
plunged into the vats according to the colour
required.

One of the most important departments of
the work is certainly that called “shaving,”
the last process to which fine skins are sub-
jected by the knife. The expertness re-
quired in it is such that it not improbably
gave rise to a common slang expression de-
rived from the name. ¢ Shaving” may be
called the fine art of the leather trade, for
it certainly requires great skill. After the
dyed skins have been brought from the dye-
house, they are conveyed to a room where
some half-a-dozen men are at work leaning
over a block or beam, on which a skin is
thrown wrong side up, and bringing a knife
of very peculiar make across it at certain
parts. ‘This knife has the edge at right
angles to the blade, and to get the proper
edge on a knife requires itself a training.
The purpose of the shavers’ work is to
equalise the thickness of the skin throughout,
and to remove any fault in it. An unskilful
“ shaver” might speedily destroy much pro-




WHAT IS IN A SHEEPSKIN.

12§

perty, and render null and void all the
labour that had'already been expended on
the articles. One of the craft modestly urged
its claims upon us, saying that the seven
years' apprenticeship demanded was by no
means too long; for during the first two
years the youth was merely learning to
handle the knife, and could not be trusted
to put it on a fine skin; and from what we
saw we are inclined to think that the facts
were not greatly overstated.

Shamoy skins are, as every one knows,
largely used for many purposes—for inside
linings of gloves, &c., and for cleaning pur-
poses in many departments. It is not
derived from the skin of the chamois, as is
sometimes ignorantly supposed, from the
sound of the name, which results from the
process, but from the flesh-side of the sheep-
skins which have been sp/iz. The skins, after
having been passed in the ordinary way
through the earlier processes of washing, &c.,
are soaked first in lime-water and next in a
mixture of bran and water, or in a weak
infusion of sulphuric acid, after which they
are beaten in a mill till no moisture remains
in them. Fish oil is then poured over the
skins, which are again beaten till they are
thoroughly impregnated with it. This is
done over and over again until the skins can
receive no more oil ; and then they are hung
for a short time in a room heated up to a
certain temperature. They are then carefully
washed in a solution of potash, which removes
any oil that may still remain about the
leather ; and thus we have the shamoy skin
of daily use.

The drying processes in connection with
leather-dressing are of so great importance
thata word may be allowed on them. In such
an establishment as that of Messrs. Beving-
tons and Sons, which occupies over five acres
of ground, and actually seems to have a little
Thames running through it, a very large pro-
portion of the buildings is devoted to dry-
Ing lofts, some of which are unheated, and
others kept at different temperatures. The
shifting of the skins from loft to loft in the
process of drying is one of the most urgent
parts of the work, requiring unceasing care
and watchfulness. The portions of such a
factory which are seen by the passers by are
indeed nothing but these huge drying lofts,
whose sides are composed of louvre boards,
and the floors often of open.lathwork.

As we pass from room to.room we are sur-
prised to observe the speed with which lads
and young women cut out and run through
machines, somewhat like sewing-machines,

the hat-leathers and other articles, which are
to be seen in large packages of many
thousands., Calf-leather for bookbinding in
all colours, with a beautiful smoothness that
feels to the touch like satin, leather for fur-
niture, and leather for gloves, we see in the
very rarest and finest qualities, in such quan-
tities as awakens quite a new conception of
the place of leather in the world’s require-
ments, seeing that this is but one of a multi-
tude of similar establishments.

A word or two may not unfittingly be
added about the special processes used in
producing other forms of leather, though we
have been principally concerned with the
sheepskins. Morocco leather is made from
goatskins, tanned in sumach, dyed in the
ordinary way, having been previously im-
meised in a solution of sulphuric acid ; and
the grain or stamping upon it is done either
by hand or by machinery, similar to that
which we have already described for the
purpose of dicing or graining. Very fine
small skins for gloves are often prepared by
immersion in a solution of alum and salt
instead of tannin, flour and the yolk of eggs
being afterwards applied to soften and
whiten. Buff leather, not now quite so much
in request as in former days, was at first made
from the skin of an animal called the duffe,
or urus, which was then common in Western
Europe. When new, the leather was always
a tawny yellow, and the skins gave the name
to the colour. Cordovan leather was first
made at Cordova in Spain, from hides
dressed to be used with the grain-side out-
wards. It was from this leather that the title
of cordwainer came. Russia leather is
tanned in an infusion of willow or birch bark,
and derives its peculiar and long-enduring
odour from the birch oil with which it is
dressed. Levant leather is first “ struck out”
in warm water on a mahogany table, “blacked”
with logwood and iron liquor, then polished
by revolving rollers, and *grained up” by
the workman with a “corking board” on a
table. The grain is set into the leather in a
hot stove, and after this it is oiled with cod oil.
In finishing japanned leather the japanning
mixture is worked by the hand alone. This
mixture consists simply of linseed oil and
Prussian blue, the last coat being of linseed
oil and lamp black, put evenly over the
surface as it lies spread out on a table. No
machine has, as yet, been made to supersede
the hand in this part of the work., In the
blacking of skins a mixture of ox blood and
acetate of iron is now very often used.

In all the processes of tanning and curry-
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ing great attention is necessarily paid to the
stretching of the skin, so as to secure its
utmost capacity, and the importance of this
work increases the nearer that we approach
to the “ finishing.”

Generally speaking, leather of the stronger
kinds, which is tanned by any of the quicker
methods of strong solution, is less durable
than that which has been treated by the
slower process of the bark-pit.

H. A. PAGE.

A SAWDUST PIE.

HILE holding in profound respect and
admiration the Christmas season and
its festivities, it has struck me, in common
with many others, that some of the latter
receive more honour than is justly due to
them. Apart from religious considerations,
it certainly is the custom for families at this
season to meet, and in these reunions many
little jealousies and slights, real or fancied,
are forgiven, and all are prepared to start on
the new year with their ill-feelings cancelled,
if not forgotten. These and other praise-
worthy considerations naturally endear Christ-
mas to us all ; but it is still doubtful whether
the high reputation of “Good Cheer” (I apply
the term to the feastings, and not in any way
to the Christmas publication of that name) is
not frequently a great mistake. Frankly,
I have outlived my love for plum-pudding,
as I am persuaded it frequently causes more
inconvenience from indigestion than the
pleasure experienced in eating it is worth.
There even appears to me something doubt-
ful about the reputation of that “ Good old
British joint,” the sirloin of beef, for I am
unable to call to mind, in the many descrip-
tions I have read of medizval feastings, a
single instance in which that joint has been
mentioned. For snapdragon I have a pro-
found dislike, and mince-pies, from sanitary
causes, I hold in uttér aversion.

Repugnant to my taste as many of our
Christmas dishes may be, I lately received an
invitation to be present at a children’s party,
at which the principal object of attraction, as
stated in the card of invitation, was to be a
“Sawdust Pie.” Again, there appeared in
this intimation something like a cruel piece
of mockery, inasmuch as the governors of
the charitable institution in which this sin-
gularly unappetising dish was to be placed
before the guests (all of whom were to be
little girls from ten to fourteen years of age),
had hitherto enjoyed an unblemished reputa-
tion for kindness and liberality to those
under their charge; and to offer a dish of
the kind to these poor destitute little crea-
tures would be an atrocious act, which would
exceed in cruelty anything recorded in the

annals of Bumbledom. To clear up this
anomaly I decided on accepting the invita-
tion, and, on a cold and dreary evening, I
crossed the river and proceeded to the insti-
tution in question, which was situated in St.
George’s Field’s, Southwark.

The hall in which this singular banquet was
to take place was large and lofty, but narrow
in proportion, its length being, perhaps, a
hundred and twenty feet by some twenty-
five feet in breadth. About half-way down
this hall, on a low table, appeared the prepara-
tions for the feast. These consisted of a large
oval washing-tub or trough in the centre of the
table, and a smaller and circular one on each
side of it.  All three were filled to the brim
with sawdust, but I found, on nearer approach
to them, not with sawdust alone. Not only
was I told that beneath the surface, down to
the very bottom of the tubs, were concealed
many objects of value, or, at least, objects
held in high estimation by the little guests,
but on the surface were stretched some eight
or ten dolls dressed in a singular variety of
costume, and each in its way very attractive.
There was one feature in the hall which
struck me as being inappropriate to a festival

-of the kind,—it was insufficiently lighted; in

fact there was an appearance of gloom about
it which was, to say the least, very depress-
ing. True, there was sufficient light near the
table to display the objects on it, though
nothing to spare, while the extremities of the
long room were in almost total darkness.
Nor should these remarks appear too critical,
for the reader will admit that in all Christmas
festivities an abundance of light is necessary.
Even the poorest cottager, on occasions of
the kind, tries to illuminate his squalid room,
if only by the addition of another candle
stuck in a ginger-beer bottle. Cn the arrival
of the guests, however, a good and valid ex-
cuse soon became apparent for this imperfect
illumination ; for had the hall been resplen-
dent with the most brilliant lime-light it
would have been utterly thrown away upon
them—they were all stone-blind, and had
been so from their birth.

After the children, some twenty-five in
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number, had entered the hall, accompanied
by the head nurse, they were formed into
a group beside the wall. As each child’s
name was called, she advanced towards the
pies, and when told to search into them for a
prize remained there till she had found one.
She was then led to the other side of the
room, where she was to remain. Another
child’s name was then called, and so on, till
each child had received a prize, and then the
pies and the tables being removed, general
conversation commenced. It would be diffi-
cult to describe the many little interesting
episodes which had taken place during the
search. Each child, as she was led towards
the pies, betrayed an expression of anxiety
which her sightless face would hardly have
been thought capable of displaying, and
which increased in intensity when her hands
touched the sawdust. They all seemed to be
actuated by the idea that the most valuable
prizes would be placed at the bottom of the
tubs, and in consequence they immediately
plunged their hands into the sawdust as deep
as they would go, little imagining that those
they most coveted, the dolls, were placed on
the top. Occasionally a child might be seen
searching anxiously at the bottom for a doll,
while a doll was on the surface within an
inch of her arm. More than once I was on
the point of telling the poor child how close
the doll was to her, but I was reminded that
this would hardly be fair to the others who
bad yet to run their chance. And then
again all received some prize of equal value,
if not as much esteemed as the doll, such as
a pot of jam, a box of doll's tea-things, or
some other toy, so that none had any real
cause for disappointment. One of the most
interesting sights during the search, was when
a child, one of the last, had, with a look of
sorrow on her face, withdrawn her empty
hands from the bottom of the pie, and in
doing so touched the dress of the last re-
maining doll on the surface. A more rapid
change of expression, from disappointment
to joy, I never witnessed on the face of a
human being.

The comparative silence and decorum
which had reigned in the room during the
search for the prizes now vanished, and a
state of joyous excitement supplied its place.
The owners. of the dolls, as well as the dolls’
toys, congregated together and explained to
each other the beauties and peculiarities of
the prizes they had obtained. They generally
first passed the hand over the face, as.en-
deavouring to identify by the form of the
features whether it was pretty or otherwise,

but upon what data their ideas of beauty
were based it would be difficult to imagine.
Certainly they had some ideas of a pretty
face, for if the doll in that respect came up
to the ideal of its owner, it was generally
rewarded with a kiss. The hair was then
examined, especially the manner in which it
was dressed, whether in good taste or bad
(for personal appearance, gentle reader, is as
much appreciated by the generality of sight-
less girls as by those who possess eyes of
heaven’s own blue, or any other colour).
But the dresses of the dolls occasioned more
discussion among the children than the form
of their features and the fashion in which
their hair was dressed put together. They
minutely examined not only the fit of their
frocks and their texture and qualities, but
their underclothing and shoes and stockings
as well. Itwas also singular to see how soon
each got acquainted with the peculiarities of
her own doll. After it had been a quarter of
an hour in her possession, it would have been
as difficult to tmpose another girl’s doll on
her as her own as it would be to persuade a
sighted mother that another woman’s infant
in her arms was her own offspring.

But while the owners of the dolls and the
gainers of the boxes of little teacups and
saucers, and other articles necessary to a
doll's well-Being and happiness, were dis-
cussing matters connected with their newly-
found little ones, several other children were
collected round the chaplain's wife, who on
this occasion acted as lady superior of the
whole entertainment, as well as confidential
adviser to all present. To answer in a satis-
factory manner many of the questions put to
her, was a matter of no little difficulty to
this lady, ample as her stock of patience in-
disputably was. The quality and contents
of the pots of jam and other eatables occa-
sioned her no difficulty whatever, but with
the toys it was different, one or two puzzles
especially,. But perhaps the most difficult
task of all was to explain to a very intelligent
child, some ten or eleven years of age, a tin
model of a locomotive engine and tender.
She had acquired before she entered the
institution, a tolerably exact idea of a horse
and cart, and she understood the mechanism
of this movement by one girl drawing another
round the room; but in what manner an
object having neither life, intelligence, or
will, could perform the wonders it did,
puzzled her mightily, and the more so from
the proof she had of the truth of the lady’s
statement, when a few months before she
came up to London by train to become an
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inmate of the institution. Even after she
had quitted the lady superintendent, I noticed
her, silent and thoughtful, carefully examin-
ing the toy with her hand, and on speaking
to her she told me she could not under-
stand how, if the tender were in front of the
engine, it wds possible for the train to move.
If one of her companions stood before her
she herself must come to a dead stop or go
round, unless she pushed her on one side.

I remained with the children till it was
time for them to go to bed. The following
morning, having some business to transact
on the Surrey side of the water, I called on
the chaplain who had given me the invita-
tion, but who was unavoidably absent the
evening before, to thank him for his kind-
ness, and express the great pleasure I had
experienced by my visit. Qur conversation
naturally turned on the poor children, and
the peculiar ideas and idiosyncrasies en-
gendered by their blindness. To my great
surprise he told me that although some
differences existed between them and other:
children as to their mode of thought, it was
not carried to the extent which might be
imagined. To my great satisfaction I found
that none among them appeared to grieve
at the terrible misfortunes they were labour-
ing under. They had never known the
blessing of sight,and therefore did not grieve
for its loss. And then again, if misfortune
had deprived them of one faculty, nature, to
a certain extent, had compensated them for
the loss by increasing the power and acute-
ness of several of their other faculties. For
example, sense of touch among them became
finer, in some cases wonderfully so. They
could detect without difficulty irregularities
of surface so small as to be invisible to a
child endowed with the most perfect eyesight.
Indeed so perfect was the sense of touch in
many of them, as almost to form a parallel to
the old Eastern fable of the genii who to
compensate for the punishment of blindness
inflicted by Allah on an unbeliever, placed
an eye on the tip of his forefinger. Their
sense of hearing also became wonderfully
acute, and that to a point which would
almost appear impossible to an individual
not accustomed to mix with them. True,
they are not like Prince Fortunio’s gifted
servant in the fairy tale who heard the grass
grow as he rode along, still when a score of
these poor children are assembled together,
and a stranger, no matter how softly, joins
them, on the first hush of silence among
them they will detect his presence, solely by
the difference in his breathing. Their

memory also becomes wonderfully retentive.
They certainly learn more slowly than a
sighted child, but their attention being less
likely to be called off by external objects,
their lessons remain the more deeply im-
pressed upon the memory. Again, this faculty
is still further increased by a rule they are
always enjoined to bearin mind, and that is,
never to put down any object they may want
again, without impressing on the memory
the exact spot in which it may be found.

Before leaving the blind school I again,
accompanied by the chaplain, visited the
hall in which I had passed the previous
evening. Here I found the greater part of the
poor children whose behaviour at the Festival
of the Sawdust Pie had so much interested
me. Several of these had their dolls with
them. Meeting a group of three girls walk-
ing together, all of whom I knew had gained
dolls the evening before, I asked them what
had become of their babies ; they answered
me, with all the gravity of matrons, that
after having dressed them they seemed tired,
so they had put them to sleep and were
themselves meanwhile taking a little walk.
On questioning the nurse as to the instinc-
tive ability of these blind little girls to attend
to their dolls, she told me that it was per-
fectly wonderful, as from their sightless
condition they were unable to learn from
imitating others. More than one of those
who had gained a doll the night before,
though she had never previously had one in
her hands, undressed it and put it to bed as
handily as the others.

By way of carrying out her theory as to
the instinctive ability of these poor blind
girls in the management of their dolls, she
took us to another part of the room where
there was a little group of these children
collected round a fire-place from which they
were separated by a tall iron fender. Here
I found that a serious accident had occurred
to two of the dolls which had been gained as
prizes the previous evening. One of these
was a fearful rent which had occurred in a
light blue gauze frock ; fortunately, however, it
was capable of being repaired. The doll at
the moment of my arrival had been placed
in the hands of one of the older children, a
girl of perhaps thirteen years of age, who, I
was informed, was an excellent needlewoman.
Nor was the character given of her more
than she deserved. After having carefully,
with her hand, examined the tear in the frock,
she took from a case a needle and then felt
carefully for the position of the eye. When
she had exactly found it, with a dexterity
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which could not have been surpassed by a
finished seamstress, she passed the thread
through it, and went on with her work,
possibly a little slower than an ordinary
needlewoman, but with equal neatness and
exactitude. The other case was a far more
serious affair. In some unexplained manner
the other doll had, in the course of the night,
lost her legs—a circumstance which naturally
caused great grief to its distracted parent.
The nurse, who had great experience in such

matters, assured her that the misfortune could
be easily repaired, and the owner had now
only to soothe the sorrows of her doll. This
she was doing in a perfectly maternal manner.
She had placed the child’s head near her left
shoulder, and was patting its back in a most
soothing manner. With these two excep-
tions, not very serious in themselves, every
reminiscence I have of my first Sawdust Pie
Treat is a pleasurable one.

. WM. GILBERT.

THE EARTH’S PLACE IN NATURE.

2 Shetch of 2 Granch of Phpsiography.
From Notes of Lectures given for the Gilckrist Trustees in the years 1874 and 1875.
By J. NORMAN LOCKYER, F.R.S.

NO.

THE present century is remarkable for the
manner in which the unity of nature,
and therefore the unity of science, which is
the study of nature, is being demonstrated to
us. We live at a period which, in the
coming time, will be looked upon as a very
memorable one, because it has taught us that
there is as distinct a unity of matter in the
universe, as in Newton’s time it was clearly.
demonstrated that there was a unity of force.

Only a few years ago, when we wished to
know anything about matter external to the
planet on which we dwell, the only means at
our disposal was that furnished us by the fall
of those mysterious meteoric masses of iron
or stone which are, and were then, found
from time to time, some few of which have
actually been watched in their fall from
the heavens to the earth. At the present
day, however, by means of the spectroscope,
any particular substance which is known to
the chemist here is instantly detected in the
most distant regions of the universe, if it
happens to be giving out or absorbing light
which eventually reaches our eyes.

The result of such observations of distant
matter has already been that, with small and
trivial exceptions, we find that the matter
with which we are familiar in this earth is
precisely that matter which is found in all

-the regions of space accessible to our in-
quiries.

This wonderful result, which demonstrates
a new and close bond of union between our
Earth and the other masses of matter in
space, naturally increases our interest in
these bodies. Knowing thus much we thirst
to know more, and we at once associate our

interest in the heavenly host with that in our

I

own world to which they have been proved
to be akin. Hence these facts have grouped
round a new centre, Formerly when we
dealt with matter outside our own planet, we
were apparently approaching an astronomical
subject. This is really not so, in the light of
modern knowledge, at least in the old sense
of theword. Astronomy may be very sharply
divided into two distinct branches : one which
I will call mechanical astronomy, which deals
with the motions and the exquisite order of
the motions of the heavenly bodies; and
another, which I will call physical astronomy,
which concerns itself not so much with the
motions of the masses-as with the motions
of the molecules of which these masses
are built up. In the latter branch we leave
the molar forces, that is, those which have
to do with the motions of each heavenly
body as a whole, and come to the molecular
ones, that is, those of the parts of which it is
built up. We deal with molecular motion in
a star or in a nebula, or in any other cosmical
body; but in doing so we follow physical
methods which are scarcely yet acclimatised
in any observatory. Not only then is the
point of view not an astronomical one in
the old sense of the word, but it becomes
more limited still if celestial kinships are
chiefly studied.

What I have set myself to do in these
pages is to bring together some lines of
thought which will enable us to form an idea
of the Earth’s Place in Nature, especially,
though not exclusively, from the new stand-
point to which I have referred ; and I propose
to do it in this way: I shall first summarise
in the briefest possible way the facts con-
nected with the earth, which we can, very
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closely indeed in some cases, and more or
less roughly in the rest, compare with similar
ones relating to the other heavenly bodies.

We shall have a distinct advantage in begin-
ning with statements regarding the earth,
because we live on it; indeed, we shall be
adopting the only true way of scientific inves-
tigation, namely, gradually travelling outwards
from the known. It will also be necessary
to pass from the properties of elementary
aggregations of matter to those larger aggre-
gations which we call planet, sun, comet,
nebula. In doing this I hope soon to show
that I am by no means travelling out of my
subject ; for what the valley of the Thames
is to the whole earth’s surface, a molecule
of matter is to the whole cosmos.

These facts will form our stock-in-trade.
We shall draw upon mechanical astronomy
for facts concerning other bodies, which will
enable us to form an idea of the earth’s
place in nature as a member of a system
of planets travelling round a star; and
then upon the newer astronomy for those
others which will furnish us with ideas of its
place in nature, so far as the past, present,
and future of its constituent molecules are
concerned. This latter study will enable us
to directly compare the earth’s present
chemical and physical condition with the con-
dition of the other celestial bodies, and to
study those interactions of one celestial body
on another which are among the most
mysterious problems presented to the modern
investigator.

It will be well also, seeing that we shall have
so much to do with the bodies external to
the earth, to refer briefly to the methods by
which we are enabled to make ourselves
acquainted with their chemistry and physics
by means of spectroscopes.

The earth has been pretty well studied,
and in bringing together the facts concern-
ing it we get a notion of the wonderful inter-
action and interweaving of all the sciences.
It no longer suffices aman to be a geologist,
or a chemist, or a biologist ; for biology has
to lean on chemistry and physics, as they
must do on mathematics ; the geologist is
powerless in the study of his favourite science
unless he has a knowledge of physics and
chemistry, and so on. If we compare the
various sources from which we have derived
our present knowledge of the earth, we find
that at least four important branches of
science, to say the least, have to be drawn
upon,

In the first place, the shape and volume of

the earth are matters which have been studied
by means of geometry. The physics of the
earth, by which I mean its present physical
condition—such matters as its density and
therefore mass; the physical conditions of
the materials of which it is composed, apart
from their chemical condition—is of course a
question for the physicist. Then again the
nature of the materials of which the earth is
built up, their various compoundings, their
various arrangements generally, form a sub-
ject with which chemistry alone has to deal.
Whilst, last of all—and I say last of all
because I am now dealing with the most
recent of the sciences—geology comes and
tells us of the earth as it existed in past times,
and brings to us the idea of successive actions
which have been and are still going on in
this earth of ours, now of one kind and now
of another.

Now, if we were not to think of the
various phenomena presented to us by the
matter in all its forms by which we are sur-
rounded until we were profound geometers, or
chemists, or physicists, or geologists, we might
almost as well be born blind, for they are the
very things which strike us most from child-
hood, side by side with our mother’s love.
The sky and the cloud, the grass and stones
at our feet, the running of the brook, the
various forms of animal and vegetable life,
each and all fill us with questioning; and for
the child there are few blank pages in the
book of nature—none which it does not wish
to read. Moreover, there is no better disci-
pline for the youthful mind than a careful
watching of cause and inevitable effect which
are always going on around it. Hence it is
that, long before we had any hold on matter
beyond our own earth, elementary facts culled
from all branches of knowledge, which facts
enabled us to comprehend the phenomena
continually going on around us, were grouped
together toform what has been termed * physi-
cal geography.” Here the earth was the unit.
When we pass, as we can now do, however
dimly and darkly, from the earth to the
universe itself, from % to guots, the extended
horizon, while it adds grandeur to the picture,
takes away nothing from its orderly beauty
or the interest it should possess for mankind.

In the first place I note the fact that
the earth is a globe—a statement proved, as
we all know, to demonstration, by the way
in which at sea we observe ships gradually dis-
appear ; first their lower portion—their hulls,
and lastly their loftiest sails. When in the
Red Sea a few years ago, on a very fine quiet
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day, I saw some smoke ahead, coming,
apparently, from a submarine volcano. There
was no land in sight, and we saw this smoke
when we saw nothing else except the sea and
sky. In an hour's time I detected (I was
using a very powerful telescope at the time)
the top-mast of a steam-vessel, which vessel
we subsequently passed. A subsequent com-
parison of notes showed that at the time
that I saw the column of smoke the vessel
was more than forty miles away.

Another obvious demonstration familiar to
all who have travelled is, that whenever we
considerably change our latitude, the well-
known stars no longer occupy the same posi-
tion when they cross the meridian. So that
such familiar northern constellations as
the Great Bear, or Charles’s Wain, and the
Pole Star itself, gradually get lower and
lower until they scarcely appear above the
horizon as we get nearer and nearer the
equator; whilst, on the other hand, stars
which one who has lived all his life in
England has never seen, burst upon his sight.
He finds as it were a new heaven revealed
to him by simply travelling about this round
globe. ,

The next point, then, is the size of this
round globe. Its size has been determined,
I have no doubt, to within a very few miles,
in what appears to us now a very simple
manner. In the first place every section of
the earth is bounded approximately by a
circle, and mathematicians divide all circles
into 360 degrees. Hence, if we can measure
accurately the z3sth part of this great circle,
and if, when we have got that measure out
into miles, we multiply it by 360, we get
the circumference of the earth, that is to
say, the whole distance round it. Then by
dividing this result by something a little over
3 (3.1416, the ratio of the circumference of
the circle to its diameter) we find out how
far it is from one side of the earth to the
other. This gives us the diameter of the earth.
As a result of a long series of observations,
it has been found that a degree measures as
near as possible on the average 694 miles.
It can be stated in inches, but it is near enough
for me to give as a first statement of result
that it is about 694 miles;and if you take the
trouble to multiply 694 miles, the average
length of one degree, by 360 degrees, the
number of degrees that there are all round
the earth, you will find that the circumference
is something like 25,000 miles, and there-
fore that the diameter of the earth is some-
thing like 8,000 miles. : :

Mark well the words “on the average.”

In truth the earth is flattened at the poles, so
that the length of the degree varies from the
pole to the equator ; and hence the diameter
in the equatorial plane is in excess of the
diameter from pole to pole. These two
diameters, expressed in feet, are as follows :—

Equatorial .
Polar

. 41,848,380
. 41:708,710

We shall see in the sequel the meaning of
this. There is another point. If we liken
the earth to an orange the orange must be a
squeezed one. The equatorial diameter which
passes through the earth from long. 14° 23
east to 194° 23’ east of Greenwich, is two
miles longer than the one at right angles
to 1t.

The next point is, that the earth turns
round, or rotates, or spins like a top. In
order to make an ordinary globe, representing
the round earth, to do this, we have to insert
a metal rod, the two ends of which, as we all
know, are generally fastened into a circle.
The earth itself has no such interior economy
as this, but it has something which does just
as well, a mathematical line which is called
the axis, and round this mathematical line
the earth is perpetually rotating with constant
speed. ’ :

How can I prove this? There are two
ways of proving it without entering into any
astronomical question at all. A long, heavy
pendulum, freely suspended and set swinging
in such a manner that it will swing a long
time, goes on swinging in the plane in which
it was started. ‘This pendulum will oscil-
late in a vertical plane, and with regard
to infinite space and to the surface of the
earth at rest, that vertical plane would be
unchanging ; Z.e. if the pendulum were sus-
pended from the interior of the dome of St.
Paul's and set swinging east and west, it
would always go on swinging east and west.
But how would it be if St. Paul’s, which is on
the earth, were to change its place in conse-
quence of the earth’s motion? We should
find that the plane of the pendulum’s swing
will appear to change—that the pendulum, in
swinging, will perpetually change its plane,
or appear to do so, with regard to the floor
of St. Paul's. This indicates, not that the
pendulum itself is changing its plane, but
that the floor to which we refer that motion
is really changing its position with regard to
the plane of the oscillation of the pendulum.

This experiment is not an easy one to
make, but there is an instrument which
exemplifies the same principle in a much
more easy manner.
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All are familiar with steam-engines, and
know that in many forms of them there is
what is called a fly-wheel. What is a fly-
wheel, and what is its use? Its use is to get
over what is termed the dead point—that is,
the point when the piston and crank of the
engine being in one straight line, the piston
cannot produce any motion of the crank.
As almost all steam-engmes transfer the
backward and forward motion of the piston
into circular motion, the dead point is got
over and the circular motion kept up and
equalised by the use of a large wheel with
a very heavy rim. Such a wheel, when once
set going, keeps the motion which has been
communicated to it for a long time. It is
impossible to stop it all at once, hence it
carries the crank over the dead point. That
is one fact about the fly-wheel.

Another fact about a wheel of that kind is
this. Not only will it keep its motion,
but it does not like being disturbed. If you
were to try, for instance, suddenly to shift a
fly-wheel on its supports, you would find that
it would resist enormously, and to an alto-
gether unexpected extent, any force which
you might apply to it in order to get it out
of the plane of its motion.

The instrument called a gyroscope is a
sort of fly-wheel of the most perfect construc-
tion. It can be put into an enormously
rapid rotation—so rapid that you cannot see
that it is going at all—and if one tries to
draw it out of its original plane it resists
violently and turns head over heels rather
than do so. It simply will not go. Now if,
while this wheel is revolving in this beauti-
fully even manner, I fix a telescope to the
stand which carries it, and look at a star
through the telescope, I find that the star
keeps in the field of view, while, if I look at
a terrestrial object, it appears to move slowly.
Many of you know that it requires a very
elaborate contrivance called a *“ driving clock”
to enable an ordinary telescope to follow a
star, as it is called, that is, to keep a star
always in the field of view of the telescope,
so that the astronomer may study it at his ease
and measure it. But when I connect a tele-
scope with the stand on which this revolv-
ing wheel is placed, it never leaves the star.
In other words, the wheel, by virtue of the
momentum which it got in a particular direc-
tion, and by virtue of the great objection
that it has to get out of that direction in
which it first began its work, keeps the tele
scope pointing to the same part of space,
quite irrespective of the motion of the earth.

Here, then, we have a physical proof of

the rotation of the earth, quite independent
of those astronomical teachings which refer to
the apparent daily motion of the stars, and
of the question as to.whether the earth goes
round the sun, or whether the sun goes round
the earth.

Further we have used the rotation of the
earth to found a system of what we call Zime.
We know how much time the earth takes to
make a rotation on its axis, this we call a day.

I shall next give, for future reference, some ’

facts with regard to the physical condition of
the earth which are familiar to most, namely,
that the earth is solid—that is to say, we
have a solid ground to walk upon; that
although the earth is solid more than three-
fourths of its surface are covered with water
—oceans, seas, .lakes, and rivers; while it is
entirely surrounded with a gaseous atmo-
sphere consisting chiefly of oxygen and nitro-
gen as well as the vapour of water.

I have said that the earth is solid. I do
not mean to say absolutely that it is solid like

a marble right through, though that is the .
most probable view. A few years ago it

was considered almost as a demonstrated

certainty, that the earth had a crust only °
25 or 28 miles thick. Now if we take a -

terrestrial globe a yard in diameter, repre-

senting the earth with its diameter of some '
8,000 miles, the height of the highest moun- :

tain will be represented by the zs%sth part

of the diameter of the globe, that is by a .
very small fraction of an inch. If we takethe !
+5sth part of the diameter of the globe to

represent the thickness of the earth’s crust,
supposing it to be something like 30 mlles,
we shall see that such a crust would be a
mere shell ; it would scarcely be thicker in
proportion than the shell of an egg. This
condition of things was supposed to be estab-
lished by the fact, that when men went down
mines they found that as a rule the deeper
they got the hotter it was. It is true that in
some mines the temperature is higher at a
certain depth than it is in others; but still it
did look very like the truth, that, for a depth
of something like 30 yards we got an increase
of 19 and for a depth of twice 30 yards we
got an increase of 2° and so on. If this were
so the temperature of boiling water would be
reached at a depth of about 2 miles; and
the temperature of red-hot iron at a depth
of about 7 miles ; a temperature which, so far
as we know, would melt everything, being
reached at a depth of about 25 or 28 miles.
At the same time that this idea was very
fully held by geologists, there was another
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idea to which physicists were led by a
mathematical discussion of the various
motions of the Earth. This idea was that
the earth was really solid or nearly solid to
its centre; that there might be cavities in
it here and there which might help to ex-
plain the phenomena of volcanoes and hot
springs ; but that there could be no vast cen-
tral cavity under a mere shell or crust in
whole or in part filled with molten material
I shall have to return to this point in the
sequel. I may dismiss it now with the re-
mark that the current of modern geological
and physical notions is, that the solid sub-
stance of the earth is probably continuous to
the centre.

In the latter view as in the former one it
is acknowledged that the earth has some
interior heat, although geologists no longer
hold as they once did that we get absolute
evidence of a molten interior sea in the case
of volcanoes, which were supposed to be
funnels up which the interior fluid was occa-
sionally driven to the surface from the interior
central sea. The heat which accompanies
volcanic action has been by some ascribed
to the crushing together of rock masses by a
slow contraction of the globe.

Still, however this may be, the fact that
at the poles of the earth, which are nearer
the heated centre than the other portions of
the surface are, we get perpetual ice, shows
very clearly that the higher temperature of
the other portions—temperate here, torrid
near the equator—does not come from
within.

We shall see the bearing of this by-and-by
when I come to talk of the other heavenly
bodies.

Leaving however the debatable land of
the thickness of the crust, there is one thing
about the earth which we do know, which is
quite independent of the thickness of the
crust, and that is, that the earth weighs about
5% times as much as a similar globe of water
would do. If we put some water into a
tumbler and drop a cork into it, the cork
will not sink, but if we drop a piece of lead
into it the lead will sink. These facts are
expressed in scientific language by saying
that the specific gravity of cork is less, and
that of lead greater, than that of water. If
the specific gravity of water be taken as 1
the specific gravity of cork is said to be less
than 1, the specific gravity of lead greater
than 1.

We can find exactly how much the specific
gravity of every substance differs from that of
water. Thus we find that lead is 8241 times

heavier, and so we say that its specific gravity
is 8:241I.

We have already seen that the size of the
earth is known, so it is easy to find how
much it would weigh were it a ball of water
8,000 miiles in diameter. We should have to
find out how many cubic feet there are, and
then to weigh a cubic foot of water and
multiply these numbers together. But how
are we to weigh the real earth? Some will
say take a cubic foot of rock and weigh it;
but that would be to take for granted that
the earth was built up of that particular kind
of rock from surface to centre.

Several methods less direct than this but
much more satisfactory have been suggested.
I shall simply refer to the principles involved
in one of them, suggested by Michel and
carried out by Cavendish and Baily. The
weight of a body is the measure of the earth’s
pull upon it, the pull representing the earth’s
attraction, which depends upon its mass or
total weight, which of course depends upon
the specific gravity or density of its consti-
tuents, Thus if the earth were made of
cork its density, weight, and therefore attrac-
tion, would be much less than if it consisted
of lead or platinum. By very careful and
delicate experiments, Baily found the dead
pull of a ball of lead one foot in diameter
upon a small ball. He could then calculate
the dead pull of a ball made of lead the size
of the earth. Now the weight of the small
ball was already the measure of the dead
pull of the earth. He found that the dead
pull of a leaden earth would be greater than
that of the real one, and he was able to prove
that the density of the earth was a little over
5} times (exactly 5°67) the density of water.

We also know that if we take the rocks
composing the crust of the earth with which
we are familjar, the density of those rocks is
not so high as 5} times that of water. So
that however thick or however thin the crust
of the earth may be, there must be some-
thing inside the earth, below the geological
formations that we know about, which weighs
more than the materials we walk upon and
can study.

In connection with this statement I may
conveniently refer to the chemical nature of
that part of the earth we can get at. An
eminent geologist, Professor Prestwich, thus
states the composition of the earth’s crust :—

“ The whole number of known elements
composing the crust and atmosphere of the
earth amount only to sixty-four, and their
relative distribution is vastly disproportionate.
It has been estimated that oxygen in com-
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bination forms by weight one-half of the
earth’s crust; silicon enters for a quarter;
then follow aluminium, calcium, magnesium,
potassium, sodium, iron, carbon. These nine
together have been estimated to constitute
+%%% of the earth’s crust. The other t#3+
consist of the remaining fifty-five non-metallic
and metallic elements.”

With the exception of the pure gases,
oxygen and nitrogen, in the air, nearly all
the elements are, moreover, found in a state
of combination. Of course the region open
to our investigation is limited, but for all that
the facts are very remarkable and, as we shall
see in the sequel, full of teachings.

We now finally pass to facts of a different
order. A new idea is introduced. All the
statements we have made up to the present
have referred to the earth absolutely. The
facts would be there if no other body ex-
isted in the cosmos. But now interaction
comes in, we begin to get the idea of influ-
ence, and this influence comes from without.

The earth is a dark body, that is, it has no
light of its own. We associate our day with
the visible presence of the sun.

Again, as before pointed out, the equatorial
portion of the crust of the earth is warmer
than that near the poles, and cannot there-
fore come from within. We learn in fact that
this surface heat, like our light, comes from
the sun.

Then with regard to our atmosphere.
We not only know its constituents, but by
means of a barometer we can determine its
pressure and the changes of that pressure, and
we know that the energies in this atmosphere
are always changing their intensity., We are
now terrified by sudden storms, and again
entranced by the sight of the whole world
sinking to repose, lulled by the glorious
colour-play of the departing sunbeams on a
placid sea of cloud.

Not only have we sudden changes, but
there are constantly recurring ones, and this
brings me to my point. Here we are in
presence of the ebb and flow of action from
without,

It may not have struck every one that the
existence of the liquids and gases which
clothe our earth as with a garment is entirely
a question of temperature. We all know that
water freezes—supposing the earth were cold
enough the water would be frozen not only at
the poles but even in the tropics. Supposing
the earth still colder, what would happen
to a very large constituent of our atmo-
sphere, the vapour of water? That water

vapour also would be frozen just as much
as the seas would be. So that at the
present moment, because we have a certain
temperature upon the earth—because the
earth is warmed to a certain extent—we have,
besides solids, liquids, and besides liquids,
gases. We may thus imagine a time when
the earth will be much colder, so that we
shall lose all trace of water. We can also
take it the other way, and suppose an in-
crease of temperature. The liquid with
which we are most familiar here is water;
but if we suppose the earth to be very
much hotter, a good many other things,
including some metals, would be liquid, and
these would take the place of water, which
would in its turn be driven into steam or
aqueous vapour.

The next property of our planet to which
we have to refer is of a much more mysterious
nature ; it is one, moreover, in which an in-
fluence from without is as strongly felt as in
many of those phenomena with which we are
familiar in our atmosphere. Every child
knows what a magnet is, and many of even
my youngest readers I am sure have often
amused themselves by attracting needles with
pieces of iron endowed with this peculiar
property.

Now the earth itself is a big magnet, and it
also attracts needles, and hence it is that our
mariners can sail with such unerring certainty
over the trackless ocean. When we con-
sider that the commerce of the world de-
pends upon the compass, as the needle
used by the mariner is called, and that
the use of the compass depends upon a
true theory of the earth’s magnetism, it is

not a little curious to find this subject so !

generally passed over as if it were neither
useful nor interesting. As it is both, I shall
dwell upon it somewhat.

The direction and amount of this magnetic
force vary in different parts of the earth’s
surface. If we take a magnetic needle free
to move in a horizontal plane (in other words,
a compass needle which rests and swings on
a pivot in the centre) in some places we find
the north end of it pointing to the astrono-
mical north, in others to the astronomical
south, east, west, or some intermediate point,
the needle in all cases coming to rest in a
certain definite position at the same place at
the same time ; and the needle is said to lie
in the magnetic meridian of that place. In
two points on the earth’s surface, however, it
is so sluggish that it points indifferently in all
directions. If now we take another similar
needle, free to move in a vertical plane and
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place it in the magnetic meridian, we find
similar variations in the positions at which it
comes to rest; in one place it is upright, in
others more or less inclined.

Now all these various effects are due to
the compounding in various degrees of the
amount and direction of the magnetic force
in different regions. The horizontal depar-
ture - from the astronomical meridian is
termed dedination or wvariation; the dip
of the needle free to swing in a vertical
plane is termed #nclination, the word “dip”
itself being also used. This inclination is
greatest, 7. 9o°, at the magnetic pole, where
the compass ceases to indicate direction.

So far we have dealt with the direction
of this mysterious force. We next come
to its amount. No reliable method at
present exists for determining the total force
absolutely, but it can be found by combining
the horizontal force and the dip in a certain
way. We have then to measure the. horizon-
tal force, which is done as follows:—

A magnetic needle or bar, of which the
dimension and weight are accurately known,
is suspended by a few fibres of silk and made
to vibrate in a horizontal plane on either
side of the magnetic meridian. The time
of vibration at each place will depend upon
the magnetic force of the earth and also of
the bar. The latter is eliminated and that of
the earth determined by the process.

This mysterious force is not a constant
thing. The magnetic poles may be said
roughly to travel round the poles of the
earth (the ends of the earth’s axis) in a
period of from goo to 1,000 years, and the
magnetic force in any one place is subject to
sudden changes, termed ‘ magnetic storms,”
which are accompanied with displays of that
mostbeautiful phenomenon theaurora borealis
or northern lights. We shall see in the
sequel that these sudden changes, and those
regular ones which have also been carefully
observed, depend like meteorological pheno-
mena upon an influence from without.

There now only remains one point of the
earth’s interior economy to refer to in this
first paper.

Not only is the earth a great magnet, but
in its crust and in its atmosphere electricity
is perpetually at work. The telegraphic
operator sometimes finds his work impeded
for days together by “earth currents,” like

sprites distorting his messages. The amount
and duration of them, like meteorological and
magnetical changes, also depend upon an
influence from without.

With regard to this electricity we have, as
Sir William Thomson has well put it, “to
look upon the earth and the air as a whole
—a globe of earth and air—and consider its
electricity, whether in rest or in motion.”
Indeed it is not yet known whether the mag-
netism of the earth is not due to this outer
shell of currents revolving round under the
upper surface. This would make the earth
an dectro-magnet, instead of a natural one
like the loadstone. Further, the electricity of
the earth’s surface and of the lower air is
generally negative, and we infer that the
electricity of the upper regions of the air is
of the opposite kind.

So much then for those attributes of the
earth which are in the first instance most
important for my purpose, which is to com-
pare the earth with the other celestial
bodies and to study the various influences
which bind the earth to them or some or
one of them.

We have now got so far:—

1. The earth is round.

2. Its size has been determined, and its
equatorial diameter is larger than the polar
one.

3. The earth turns on an axis.

4. The earth is probably solid to its centre,
which is much hotter than its surface.

5. The temperature of the surface does
not depend upon this interior heat.

6. The earth as a whole is 5} times denser
than water, although its crust is only about
half as dense as this.

7. Y%%%sths of the crust consist of nine only
of the 65 elements which are known to
chemists.

8. The earth is a dark body and gets its
light from without.

9. The energies of the atmosphere depend
upon an influence from without.

10. The earth is a magnet, and our
magnetism like our meteorology obeys some
external influence.

11. Besides the magnetism of the interior,
the surface and atmosphere present to us
electrical phenomena.

So much then for the present.
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A JOURNEY OF-A DOG AND A MAN FROM CARIBOO
TO CALIFORNIA.

By Major W. F. BUTTER, C.B.

IT was summer in the forest and yet Ques-
nelle was not amiable. Its mood .was
even gloomy. Like many other communities
in the world, that of Quesnelle existed solely
upon gold ; but the fact of their lives being
dependent upon the precious metal was, per-
haps, more thoroughly brought home to the
every-day denizens of Quesnelle than it is to
those of many more important and world-
famous cities.

Standing on the high bank which overhung
the broad, swiftrolling Frazer, and looking
full into the face of Quesnelle, even a stranger
could quickly realise the fact of the city’s
being out of sorts. Fully half of its wooden
houses showed unmistakable signs of un-
occupation ; the boards of verandahs were
loose and broken ; grass grew vigorously be-
fore the doorways; broken windows, or
windows which would have been windows if
old doors had not been nailed across them,
stared blankly at one along the front of the
single street which constituted the city. And
even the two or three saloons in respective
possession of Mr. William Davron, native
of Ireland ; Mr. Steve Knightly, native of
New Brunswick ; and Mr. Hank Fake, native
of one of the New England States, had about
them individually and collectively an air of
perfect repose and meditative loneliness quite
out of keeping with the festive character
usually pervading such establishments.

Yes ; although it was summer in the forest,
and earth and air seemed filled with the fresh-
ness of leaf and the perfume of flower; al-
though birds sang and streams rippled,
Quesnelle took small heed of such things,
looking buried in a “mid-winter of discon-
tent.” And so it is all the world over, in
other cities, big and little, besides Quesnelle.
Golden sunshine, scent of early summer,
freshness of first leaf, and perfume of June
rose are dead things to the gold-hunter in
a Californian or Columbian mining city,
quite as much as they are to the pleasure-
seeker in the gayest of Europe’s capitals. It
is not only “on the desert air” that nature
wastes her sweetness; her most lavish ex-
travagance is that which is spent upon man
when gold and pleasure mark the goal to-
wards which he toils.

The moming had worn to mid-day. The
sun hung full over the broad channel of the
Frazer, and yet Quesnelle showed no symp-

toms of rousing itself from the apathy of the
earlier forenoon. Once or twice indeed, Mr.
William Davron came forth from his saloon
towards the high river bank, and leisurely
scanned the farther shore of the majestic
river, and the red dusty track which led from
it, curving up the steep outer hill until it
was lost in the great green forest. But on
these occasions Mr. Davron beheld nothing
to call forth from his usually loquacious lips
anything more expressive of his emotions,
than a wreath of blue grey smoke from a
very indifferent cigar, and he had re-entered
his saloon for the third time ere there occurred
aught on the farther shore to justify his
continued survey of that portion of the land-
scape.

But at last, when there was no watcher on
the high bank, there did appear on the
farther side of the river some sign of life and
movement. Down the hill along the light
streak of curving pathway, which showed
plainly here and there among the green
underbush of the forest clearing, which sprang
up when the older giants had been levelled,
there arose a cloud of dust which trailed
away behind into a finer vapour. At the
head of the cloud appeared a small group of
horsemen, moving at a sharp canter down
the steep incline. The road wound in
curves down the hillside, sometimes dip-
ping out of sight and reappearing again, until
it at last reached the level valley at the base,
and it was difficult to tell the exact number
of the party until the nearer and more level
land had been attained, so frequently did the
little group become lost to view behind the
clumps of brushwood.

But, as the horsemen came cantering up
to the farther shore of the river, their numbers
and possible condition in life became the
subject of much comment among the little
group of citizens, who, called suddenly from
their wooden houses by the news of
“ Strangers a-coming,” had assembled on the
high bank in front of Quesnelle.

“Blow me, if I can make out much of
’em !” emphatically observed Mr. Davron,
as he dropped from his eye the hand which
had held a much-used binocular to that
optic. “ Thar’s Rufus an’ his Injun among
them ; an’ thar’s a boy from the camp—for
he’s got camp fixins with him ; but thar’s a
long-legged chap an’ a big dog thar that
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beats me blind altogether. The man is in
leather, as though he came from across the
mountains, an’ the dog is a coyote or a wolf,
with a tail just stretched over his back like
a darned chip-monk. Blow me, if I know
what he is!”

Now a man who has a binocular to his
eye is more or less a person of authority
among other men who do not possess that
article ; but Mr. Davron maintained always a
certain degree of authority among the inhabi-
tants of Quesnelle, and was considered by
them to be, with or without a binocular, a
very far-seeing person indeed, whose opinion
should not be lightly gainsaid in any matter
concerning man or beast.

It is easy to imagine, then, that when Mr.
Davron declared in curt and forcible lan-
guage his utter inability to resolve the nebu-
lous character of the party on the opposite
shore, his hearers should have experienced
considerable excitement. Strangers from the
north were, at this season of the year, rare
exceptions.

Beyond Quesnelle, towards the north,
there lay a huge wilderness—pine forest,
lake, mountain, rushing river—a vast ex-
panse of untamed nature, where the wind
and the torrent revelled in loneliness, and
made music night and day in pine-branch
and rock-rapid. In this great solitude stretch-
ing to the north, Quesnelle was an advanced
post of civilisation, an outlying picket of
that vast army of man which is ever engaged
upon the conquest of the wilderness.

It was here at Quesnelle that the ways of
civilised wheel-travel ended, and the rude
work of pack-saddle began. Here was the
fast hotel, the last group of houses, the last
post-office—all rude and rough and simple
in their ways, but still tangible proofs of the
reality of civilised man existing as a com-
munity.

Beyond the Frazer River, on the other
hand, the wilderness reigned supreme. There
the traveller carried his blanket bed, ate his
dinner upon the ground, slept at night under
his tent, swam his horse across the brooks
and rivers, and conformed to the ways of the
wilds in all things. So far it would seem as
though both armies had halted here at this
broad river, and looked across the swift
waters : the one afraid to advance deeper
into the wilds, the other loth to retire from
such a vantage point. And so it was.

During nearly fourteen years the city of
Quesnelle had stood on the east shore of the
Frazer without gaining one inch of territory

from its savage antagonist ; nay, even there
XIX—10

were symptoms apparent to a close observer
that seemed to reverse the usual experience
of such things, and to foreshadow a retreat
on the part of civilisation from the advanced
post which it had taken up. Of these
symptoms we have already spoken. Grass
was 1n the street ; wooden boards hung over
the windows; soon, perhaps, the trees would
spring again from that earth which ever re-
joices in a chance of relapsing into savagery,
despite all man’s complacent ideas of the
improvement of his husbandry. Little by
little the hold which Quesnelle had placed
upon the forest empire seemed to be loosen-
ing, bit by bit each spring seemed to win
back something of the lost dominion. The
reason was easy to find. Quesnelle lived
upon a fact which was rapidly becoming a
fiction. That fact was, a gold mine, lying in
the midst of mountains some fifty miles east
of where Quesnelle stood.

The story of this mine had been a curious
one; not that it differed from the stories of a
hundred other gold mines scattered over the
vast continent of West America, in aught
save in the excessive richness and abundance
of the find ; which made the name of Cariboo
a magic sound to every miner along the
Pacific slope. Here, at Cariboo, the original
find had been, as elsewhere, the result of
stray attempts at following up the sand bar
workings of the channel of the Frazer along
the smaller affluents of the main river. But
when once the precious metal had been
struck along the rocky ledges of the creeks
of Cariboo, the news went forth to the south
of such a wondrous yield of gold, that thou-
sands and tens of thousands hurried to the
scene.

That scene lay a long way off from
even a remote civilisation; four hundred
miles farther south the Frazer River entered
the sea in a deep inlet but little known to
aught save a few adventurous fur-traders,
who, for more than half a century, had con-
trived to keep to themselves the secrets of
the wild and savage but most picturesque
land which to-day bears the name of British
Columbia. Many rugged mountain chains
crossed the country at either side of the deep
channel of the Frazer ; at several points these
mountains seemed to have flung themselves
boldly across the impetuous river, which, in
turn, had eaten its way deep into the very
hearts of the hills, until rock and rapid, cliff
and cataract, lay buried from human vision
far down in gloomy cafions from which the
wild din of ceaseless strife came floating up
along the tops of jagged pine-trees, whose
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, heads, stretching out from splintered ledge
i and rocky cleft, craned far over the abyss.

But men who seek for gold are not to be
.kept back by obstacles of this kind. They
' came with canoes that could only ascend
from the sea to the rapids; they came with
| pack-mules and saddle- horses that had to
scramble over mountains and swim torrents ;
men trudged on foot, carrying on their bent
backs pick and shovel, axe and tent. Weak
men came, who, if the gold had lain within a
day’s march of the sea, had not physical
strength to make a common living by their
toil ; but the real gold-miner was there in a
vast majority. That man, so different from
all other men—made from a hundred varying
nationalities, but still uniform in his type,
whether his cradle had been rocked in an
Irish cabin, or his mother had swung him as
an infant from the saddle peak of a Mexican
mustang—reckless, daring, generous, free of
purse and ready with life—the most des-
perate soldier ever sent forth by civilisation
to conquer savagery.

In this wooden “city” called Quesnelle,
on the east bank of the Frazer River, these
men first planted their outpost settlement, for
here theroad to that rich mine called Cariboo
quitted the banks of the Frazer River and
struck inland into the hills.

On the wonders of Cariboo it is needless
here to enlarge; they lie outside the real
purpose of our story, and they would well
merit a separate paper for themselves; for
how could justice be done in the scant
measure of a chance paragraph to that hero
among miners who in one season dug from
the ledges of the little creek two mule loads
of solid gold? or that other hero who at the
bar of the principal saloon of this same city
of Quesnelle was so dissatisfied with his
personal appearance as it was reflected in the
large mirror at the back of the “ mint juleps ”
and the “‘brandy smashes” and other
innumerable slings, fixins, and cocktails, that
he indignantly sent a large handful of gold
twenty-dollar eagles flying into the offending
reflector, and laconically requested the bar
manager to take the reckoning and retain the
change? Or again, how could we tell the
story of that hapless youth who, upon arrival
at the creek set his stockings, like nets, in the
stream, under the belief that in the morning
he would find them filled with gold nuggets ?

Besides, all these are things of a long dead
past compared with the time at which our
story opens. Cariboo still held rich store of
precious metals, but it lay deep down in the
white quartz reef many hundred feet below

the surface, where machinery alone could
reach it, and where even the dauntless spirit
of toil of the individual miner was powerless
to carry him,

The “placer” diggings had, in fact, been
worked out, and only capital working through
companies could now reach the gold of
Cariboo.

But the individual miner was not the man
to accept quietly the fact that Cariboo had,
in his own language, become “played out,”
without some attempt at seeking fresh fields
and pastures new in the vast solitudes of
rock and forest lying to the north and west
of his favourite find.

One by one all the countless creeks and
streams that flow from the height of land
between the head-waters of the Frazer and
the Peace Rivers, were diligently examined
by small parties of adventurers, who some-
times spent a whole summer season in thus
exploring the wild and savage solitude that
lay locked among that labyrinth of hills,
where the misty peaks of the Bald Mountains
touch upon one side the coast or Cascade
Range, and on the other join hands with
the rugged masses of the Rocky Mountains.
Time after time these wandering prospectors
returned to the outskirts of civilisation from
a fruitless search ; but either the next season
found them again ready to dare some new
enterprise, or fresh men were there to take
their places in the arduous and unprofitable
toil. At last a tangible success seemed to
reward these persistent efforts. A party of
explorers discovered in the bed of a small
stream, which fell into the Ominica River, on
the north side of the Bald Mountains, gold
in considerable quantity. Quickly ran the
news of this new find along the Pacific shore
of North America. The restless stream of
gold-seekers began to flow towards the spot ;
wild and rough as was the path thither,
hundreds of men succeeded in pushing
through. The summer season was a short
one in this northern latitude. - Caught by
the frost in their return journey, some of the
adventurers paid with their lives the penalty
of their rashness ; but another summer found
a still larger crowd hurrying to the Ominica.
Then the tide began to ebb, the gold was
getting scarce in the gravel ledges ; Ominica,
like 1ts richer predecessor, Cariboo, was
getting “ played out,” the rush grew fainter
and fainter, and the city of Quesnelle, which
had flared once more into a thriving state
upon the windfall of this second find, began
to sink again into despondency and dis-
content.
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It was to this northern camp in the
Ominica that the trail, of which we have just
spoken, led; and as it was the early summer
season when- men sought these northern
wilds, the advent of strangers coming to
Quesnelle along the trail from the north was
an event sufficient to cause the inhabitants of
the now declining city considerable excite-
ment, and many were the speculations among
the group on the river side, as to the strange
man and stranger dog described by Mr.
Davron. Meanwhile the rapid rate at which
the party on the opposite shore travelled
had brought them to the bank of the river.

Dismounting from their horses, they had
soon taken their places in a small “dug out”
canoe, which seemed but ill suited to carry
so many men across the broad river now
rolling along in the full majesty of its early
summer level, bearing to the Pacific the vast
harvests which thousands of snowy hills had
gathered from the skies during the long
months of the preceding winter. As the
little boat gained the centre of the river, the
group of watchers on the shore no longer
Iooked to Mr. Davron’s binocular for informa-
tion ; each one strove for himself to unravel
the mysterious natures of the man in skins
and the dog with the bushy tail ; but it was
difficult to make much of them in the crowded
state in which they lay huddled together, the
dog apparently stretched across the man for
the safer trimming of the tiny craft.

The canoe touched the shore, and the
people it carried began to disembark. First
came the big dog; he appeared in no way
to realise the fact that he was at last approach-
ing a centre of civilisation. The wooden
houses in 3 row, the three saloons, the group
of citizens on the river-bank, all these varied
adjuncts of civilisation caused him no emo-
tion. He did not appear even to notice the
surprised looks with which the inhabitants
regarded him, but rapidly ascending the
shingle bank he precipitated himself with
great violence towards a very small dog, who,
perceiving that he was about to be attacked
by an antagonist of strange mien and power-
ful proportions, fled howling in an opposite
direction.

Then, seemingly satisfied with this asser-
tion of superiority, the large animal returned
to the river-shore, and took up a position on
the bank overlooking the disembarkation,
with the tip of his tail so elevated that it
would appear as though that appendage had
become thoroughly imbued with a lofty con-
tempt of civilisation.

Meanwhile the disembarkation of the men

in the boat went on, and soon the entire
party stood grouped upon the left bank of the
river ; some in animated conversation with
the citizens, others standing aloof in the
restraint of strangers only just arrived.

But in such places as Quesnelle the forms
of introduction are not based upon the rigid
rules of older organized communities. FEre
many minutes had elapsed, dog and man had
taken their places among the broken miners,
the miners who had yet to be broken, among
the store-keepers, bar-keepers, hotel-keepers,
and the sundry other householders and
citizens. Ensconced in the hotel—a large
wooden building, that consisted of one
immense room, and a number of small
adjoining dens—a building which in the
early days of Quesnelle had attained to very
remarkable celebrity as a hurdy-house, gamb-
ling saloon and general demoralisation domi-
cile, but which in the degenerate days of
our story had sunken to very réspectable
limits—the dog and his master soon made
acquaintance with many worthy representa-
tives of the saloon and mining interest in
the extreme north of the Pacific slope.
Many were the curious comments bestowed
upon the strange dog, and varied were the
animals who were supposed to have had an
influence direct or remote upon the contour
of his head, the bushiness of his tail, or the
woolly nature of his coat. The bear, the
wolf, the coyote, were all credited with
a relationship more or less remarkable,
as the speaker’s opinion led to each or to all
of these quadrupeds as sharers in the ancestry
of this honest old hauling dog, who now, his
long toil over, had settled down to the
simple rdle of friend and travelling com-
panion. But while, with legs high poised
upon the iron stove in the centre of the big
room, many miners thus discussed the merits
of the new animal, and conjectured his
probable descent from a variety of wild and
savage beasts, the object of their solicitude
began to display certain tendencies which
have always been associated with the civilised
dog in all countries and among all peoples.
He showed a decided preference for the
kitchen over any other apartment in the
hotel; he developed a spirit of marked
antagonism to, and an uncalled for ferocity
against, a large black cat; he became so |
enamoured of a Chinaman who fulfilled the
functions of cook in the establishment that it
was matter of fear lest the American portion
of the community might entertain towards
him, by reason of that friendship, those
feelings of acute detestation which, from the
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high moral standpoint of republican equality
and brotherhood towards all men, they have
so frequently manifested against hard-work-
ing Chinese of every class. He showed
symptoms of recommencing a study of
poultry, a predilection for which he had
years before exhibited in a now distant
sphere. It was no unusual pastime for him
to spend hours lying in front of a hen-coop,
absorbed in the contemplation of the habits
and customs of fowls in general, and of a
large rooster in particular. Nor was it only
in his inward or mental nature that this dog
seemed to be impressed with the social dis-
tinctions and civilised customs which he
now found himself brought into contact with.
His outward form also underwent a change.
He grew visibly larger. Under the influence
of the genial summer warmth he began to
dispense with quantities of the long hair
and thick wool in which, on the approach of
the previous winter, he had so completely
muffled himself.

At night he sojourned underneath his
owner’s bed in one of the small wooden dens
called rooms already mentioned, which was
situated directly over the hotel kitchen, and
from the extraordinary manner in which he
became aware of what was transpiring be-
neath in all matters connected with meals,
cooking and culinary prospects generally,
there was reason to suppose that he could see
as far through a deal board as the majority
of mortals. The dog, in fact, was having an
easy, idle time of it, and he was making the
most of it. There was full reason why he
should do so. Six months earlier he had
started from the shores of Lake Winnipeg,and
his own stout legs had carried him to this
Frazer River across two thousand miles of
snow-clad wilderness. All that long distance
had lain within the realm yet unconquered
from the forest and the prairie, and, as here
at Quesnelle the Frazer marked the bounda-
ries of the rival powers, so, here at Quesnelle
the two rovers of the wilds, dog and man,
passed out of the solitude and entered once
more the regions of civilised life.

It will be our lot to follow their wanderings
along the Pacific shore of North America,
through lands which, if they do not contain
anything that is absolutely new, are still none
of them old enough to have become familiar
even in name to the ear of the great outside
world. Lands of tall and stately pine
forests, of broad and swift-rushing rivers, of
meadows backed by lofty peaks, whose crests
hold aloft into blue midsummer skies the
snow cast upon them by many a winter's
storm.

Here at Quesnelle we are in the centre of
British Columbia. Our course will lie nearly
due south, along the water system of the
Frazer to its mouth, at New Westminster,
then over the boundary line into the territory
of Washington. Southward still, over the
Columbia River into Oregon; then up the
valley of the beautiful Willamette until the
Siskyou range rises before us, and the
Madrono begins to scent the soft air of the
Californian night. Over the Siskyou, and
down into the valley where sparkling Sacra-
mento has its cradle, and thence around the
base of solitary Shasta into the sunlight of
California. It is the 8th of June; there lie
one thousand miles before us ere the Golden
Gate of San Francisco is gained.

The man’s baggage was not large—a small
hand-bag held it all. Here, at Quesnelle, he
parted from many old friends. An iron cup
and saucer, sacred to the memories of hot
delicious drinks in icy bivouacs, a copper
kettle, black with the smoke of a thousand
camp fires, and dinted with blow of tree
stump and sled upset; blankets burnt and
scorched by pine-wood sparks on many a
freezing night in far-away Athabasca. All
these tokens of the silent track were. given
away to other wanderers, whose steps were
about to lead back again into the northern
solitude. “ Come, old dog,” said the man,
‘it is time to start.” The man shouldered
his pack, the dog shook out his bushy tail to
the wind, and the travellers began their new
journey.

W. F. B.

SICK CHILDREN.
2 Scrmon preached to Children in TWestminster Abbep on Ennocents’ BPap, Pecember 28, 1877.
By ARTHUR PENRHYN STANLEY, D.D., DEAN OF WESTMINSTER.

“Is it well with the child? . . .

I of the life and happiness of children.
1 wish to speak to you this evening of the
sufferings and sorrows of children, and con-

It is well.” *—2 KINGs iv. 26.

HAVE usually spoken to you on this day | cerning children—or rather, I will say, of the

® I have been reminded that a sermon on this text was
E;eached by Dr. Doddridge on the death of a beloved child,
ving been written actually on the child’s coffin.
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happiness which out of their sufferings and
sorrows God intends to bring to us.

First let me speak of the death of chil-
dren. It is one of the chief thoughts placed
before us by the Festival of the /nnocents—
the Holy Innocents, as they are called.
We know nothing about those little children
of Bethlehem, except that they died. What
is the good which can be brought to any
of us, old or young, by the death of those
dear little ones, who have been lent to us for
so short a time that we seem to have lost
them almost before we have time to know
them? “Is it well with the child?” said
Elisha to the mother of the little boy that
he had known from his birth. The little boy
was dead—Dbut the poor mother was still able
to say “Itis well” Yes, there are several
ways in which even in this hard trial, we may
say, “It is well.” “Itis well,” because in
God’s sight all that happens is well, if only
we use it rightly. “It is well,” because the
child that dies in its innocence is taken, if
any human creature is, to the presence of
God and of Jesus Christ. He himself has
told us that the characters of little children
are the likeness of the characters in heaven.
When we think of heaven we think of them.
“ 1t is well,” because it makes, or ought to
make, on our hearts an impression which
perhaps nothing else can make. Even a
hard-hearted man, when his child dies, or
his little brother dies, is deeply moved. He
thinks that he might have been more kind
whilst they lived. He looks at the little
vacant chair, and his eyes fill with tears.

And we are comforted by thinking of
them.

1 have heard of a little child dying with
such bright and beautiful visions before him
that his countenance was quite transfigured
and glowed as with heavenly colours, and
his parents, as they looked at him, were more
than consoled. They went away strength-
ened in their faith and hopeful in their good
deeds.

This Abbey is full of the remembrances of
great men and famous women. But it is also
full of the remembrances of little boys and
girls whose death shot a pang through the
hearts of those who loved them, and who
wished that they never should be forgotten.

Almost the earliest royal monument in this
Abbey is of a beautiful little deaf and dumb
girl of five years old—the Princess Catherine,
daughter of King Henry IIL, who loved her
dearly. She was not forgotten, and her two
little brothers, and perhaps four little nephews,
were buried close to her, as if to keep her

company. And so there are two small tombs
in Henry VII.s Chapel of the two infant
daughters of King James I. Over one of
them are some touching lines written by an
American lady, which all mothers should read.
And to these tombs of these two little girls
were brought in after days by their nephew,
Charles II., the bones of the two young
murdered princes, which in his time were
discovered at the foot of the staircase in the
Tower.

And there is in the chapel of St. Michael
another tomb of a little child that died from
a mistake of its nurse ; and we know * from
her will that she never ceased to lament the
little darling, and begged, if possible, very
urgently, to be buried beside it. And there
is a monument in the cloisters which con-
tains only these words, “ Jane Lister—dear
child,” with the dates of the child’s age and
the record of her brother’s death. It is an
inscription which goes to the heart of every
one. It was in the year 1688, just a month
before the great English Revolution, but the
parents thought only of ¢ Jane Lister,” their
¢ dear child.”

Do not forget the dead children. They
were not forgotten in Westminster Abbey—
they ought never to be forgotten elsewhere.
Mothers, parents, who, like Rachel, mourn
for some dear daughter or son, think that
they are still yours, to animate and urge you
forwards. That was a true answer which the
little girl made to the poet Wordsworth, who
asked how many they were—

¢ Seven boys and girls are we;

Two of us in the churchyard lic,
Beneath the churchyard tree.

¢ «How many are you then ?’ said I,
‘If those two are in heaven?’
The little maiden made rcplr,
‘O master, we are scven ! '”
And there is another beautiful poem by the
father of three sons ;1 two were living, but the
third was dead. Of him he thus speaks :—
« T have a son—a third sweet son, whose age I cannot tell,
For they reckon not by months and years where he has gone
to dwell.
I cannot tell what form is his, what looks he weareth now,

Nor bguess how bright a glory crowns his shining serapb
row.

* But I know, for God doth tell me this, that now he is at
rest
Where other blessed infants be, on their Saviour’s loving
reast.
Whate’er befall his brethren twain, his bliss can never

cease;
Their lot may here be gricf and care, but his is pertect
peace.”

But I would not speak only of dead
children. I will speak of sick children, of

® Colonel Chester’s edition of “The Registers of West-

minster Abbey,” p. 220.
+ Moultrie’s poem on “ The Three Sons.”
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children who have some illness or infirmity,
crippled, or weak, or ailing, like some of
those who are here to-day from the Royal
Infirmary for Children. “Js & well” with
those suffering little ones? Yes, “it is
well,” for them and for us, if we take the
sickness as it is intended by our Heavenly
Father.

There is a beautiful picture, by the famous
painter Holbein, of a family who are praying,
or perhaps giving thanks, for the recovery
of their sick child—and the prayer is sup-
posed to be granted by the appearance of
the child Jesus in the midst of the family,
happy and strong, whilst the poor sickly
child is represented as in the arms of the
Virgin Mother, taken as her own. Thatis a
likeness to us of what we ought to hope for
in the case of our sick and ailing children.
The sickness may perhaps continue, but it
may be under the protection of our good
Father, and nursed as it were for Himself;
and amongst us the child, the inner spirit of
the child, which will grow up amidst suffering
and weakness, is like the spirit of the holy
chil:ll Jesus, happy and strong, and puré and
good.

Sickness and illness may make a child
fretful and selfish, and the people about a
sick child may spoil it by giving up every-
thing to it, and encouraging it to ask for
everything. But it may also teach a child to
be patient and considerate, and grateful for
all the care it gets; and then, instead of
being a source of sorrow and vexation in the
household, it becomes a source of instruction
and comfort to all.

I will try to make this clear to you from
several examples. One is taken from a story :
it is one which some of you may have read,
called the ““ Heir of Redclyffe.” Inthat story
is described a sickly boy called Charles. He
is, at the beginning of the story, like one of
those fretful, peevish invalids of whom I spoke
just now—speaking sharply and crossly to
every one, and making every one’s will bend
to his. But in the course of the story there
comes into the house another boy full of
health and life, but also full of generosity and
kindness, and the. sickly, selfish boy turns
over a new leaf—his character is transformed
as the story goes on. He still remains a suffer-
ing cripple, but he becomes the stay and
support of the house; instead of always de-
manding comfort from them, he, in all the
troubles of the family, gives comfort to all
the others.

This is from a story, an imaginary tale of
what might happen. Now I will tell you of

what has happened. It is a contrast between
two boys in Scotland, to which my attention
was called some time ago by an excellent Scot-
tish judge, now dead. They were boys who
both became famous in after life, and many
of you have heard of their names. One was
Lord Byron, the other was Sir Walter Scott.
Well, both these boys had the same kind of
misfortune. Both Lord Byron and Walter
Scott, from their earliest years, were lame.
Each of them had what is called a club foot,
or something very like it. But now what
was the different effect produced by this lame
foot on the two boys? Lord Byron, who was
a perverse, selfish boy, was made by this club
foot discontented and angry with every one
about him. It went like iron into his soul.
It poisoned his heart. It set him against
all mankind, and it injured his whole charac-
ter. He had a splendid genius, but amidst
many fine qualities it was a genius blackened
and discoloured by hatred, malice, unchari-
tableness, and the deepest gloom. Walter
Scott, on the other hand, never lost his
cheerfulness. His lame foot made him turn
to the reading of good old books, and to
the enjoyment of the beautiful sights and
sounds about him, and he too grew to be a
great poet and the writer of stories which
will live in every age and in every country.
But in him the lameness which he had borne
patiently and cheerfully in childhood mnever
interfered with his kindliness and his good-
humour to those about him. He was a de-
light to all that came across him, and even
when he was at last overtaken by heavier
misfortunes he never lost his loving, generous
disposition. The lameness which in Byron
led to what St. Paul calls a savour of death
unto death, became in Walter Scott a savour
of life unto life.

" This, then, is the lesson which I would
wish to teach to all children who are sickly
and suffering, or who may become sickly
and suffering: Do not think that you are
without an object—do not think that you
cannot be useful—do not think that every-
thing has gone against you. No, Itis
well with you; you can be most useful—
you can be ze useful child; and when you
grow up you can be k¢ useful man or
the useful woman in the home. You can
arrange plans of amusement for the others
who are too busy to arrange it for them-
selves. You can show by your constant
cheerfulness that happiness does not depend
on the good things which you eat, or on the
active games which you play, but on a con-
tented, joyful heart. You can make them
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feel that there is a better world above, where
you hope to be, and where you may be
almost now, because your thoughts are with
God and with Jesus Christ. And you children
who are strong and healthy, remember that
to you this little sick brother or little sick
sister is a blessing that God has given you.
1t is well for you to have them. They may
not be able to share in your games—jyou will
often be obliged to be quiet in their sick
room, or when they come amongst you.
But that is good for you, because it makes
you see very early the joy, the happiness, the
usefulness, of having some one weaker than
yourselves when you are put out—some one
in pain or suffering to whom you can minister
like a ministering angel. Do not be hasty or
angry with a deaf brother, or I may saya deaf
mother or aunt, because they cannot hear
you; or a blind s1ster, or I may say a blind
father or uncle, because they cannot see you;
or with a lanie or deformed brother or cousin
or companion, because they cannot take an
active part in your amusements. No. They
cannot do this; but they can do much better
than this for you—because they make you
feel for deafness and blindness and lameness
everywhere. When you have seen it in those
you love, you will be reminded of it in those
you do not love.

And if you have had any of these mis-
fortunes yourselves, and have grown out of
them, the recollection of what you have suf-
fered may make you of much use to others.
There is a distinguished man, very high in
rank, and of absolutely indispensable value in
the public service of his Church and country,
who when a little boy was very lame. He re-
covered, but he neverlost his fellow-feeling for
lame people ; and once, when we were walk-
ing together, I remember that he gave some
money to a poor lame man who opened the
gate for us, and he told me that he always
did so, in remembrance of his own lameness.

Learn to be tender to your suffering
brothers or sisters. You who are sick or
weakly, always keep up that fellow-feeling.
It will make your weakness or illness a
blessing and not a curse. You who are

well and have sick friends, you also try
to keep up that fellow-feelmg In the story
of Elisha and the sick child, we are told
that when he hoped to restore the child
to health “he went up and lay upon the

child, and put his mouth upon the child’s
mouth and his eyes upon the child’s eyes,
and his hands upon the child’s hands; and
he stretched himself upon the child,” and the
the flesh of the child waxed warm. This is a
likeness of the sympathy which all in health,
whether old or young, should try to have for
those who are in pain or deformity. We give
life and happiness to the sick by giving them,
as it were, a taste of our life and happiness ;
our words are words to them, our eyes are
eyes to them, our hands are hands to them.
There were some sailors who were stranded
on a desert rock on a freezing night. There
was one little midshipman amongst them;
they put their clothes upon him, they covered
him up. They all were found dead in the
morning ; but, if I remember right, the little
boy, throughftheir kindness, survived—their
warmth had saved him, they died that he
might live. And so, even without such great
efforts, we should try to put ourselves in the
place of our sick and suffering companions.
We should try to feel for them, as we should
wish them to feel for us—to tell them of the
happy and beautiful things of the outside
world—to make them understand that they
are not forgotten—to show them what is the
sphere in which they can be useful.

It is for this reason that hospitals for Sick
Children are much to be encouraged. In
old barbarous heathen times the life of a
sick or deformed child was not thought
worth possessing. The sickly children were
thrown on the road as not worth saving.
But they a7e worth saving ; they may be the
saving of those about them. One of the first
great changes that was made by Christianity
was that those sick children left to perish
were adopted by kind men and women, who
brought them up as their own. And so not
only in hospitals, but in every family where
there is a sick child, remember that it is your
duty, your pnvxlege, to look after such. If
you are kind to them God will be kind to
you. They are your special charges; they
are the good things committed by God to us
for our keeping. They are our earliest and
best teachers in the good way. Whoever
does anything for them does it to the good
God and merciful Saviour, who entrusted
them to us, and we shall not lose our reward.
1t will be well for the children, and 7 will be
well for us.
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DEATH’S CHANGED FACE.

SWEET Saviour, since the time Thy human feet
Trod thirty years our parched and dusty ways,
How hath the wilderness of life grown sweet
With flowers and warbled praise !

How hath the heavy mist that wrapt us round,
The weary mist of tears and soul-wrung sighs,
Lifted, and bared to us the blue profound
Of God’s far quiet skies !

And more than all, how hath a gracious change,
To poor scared men that slunk with fluttering breath,
Passed o’er the face, that erst was stern and strange,
Of Thy strong angel, Death!

Lo, through the mazes of a tangled wood,
Nowhither bound, we groped through vistas dim,
‘While shadowlike amid the shadows stood
Old Death, the archer grim.

‘We deemed his face was pitiless and blind ;
Shot all at random seemed each whirring dart,
Yet none did fail a resting-place to find
In some wrung, quivering heart.

And there, with writhen limbs and sightless stare,
Down in the drenched grass the victim lay,
‘What erst was man, erect and tall and fair,
Now shrunk and fading clay.

And over him in dull and hopeless pain
The moumers stood, sore stricken and perplext ;
¢ He lieth prone ; he will not rise again;
And who shall fall the next ? ”

O sweet changed face! We see, we know him now,
Rent the thick mist that blurred our straining ken—
Death : of all angels round the throne that bow,
Most pitiful to men!

Through the dusk chamber where the watchers weep
Slowly he moves with calm and noiseless tread,
And o’er the weary one that longs for sleep
' He bends his gracious head.

«Poor eyes ! ” he saith, “long have ye wept and waked ;
I come to bid your tears and vigils cease.”
¢ Poor heart ! ” he saith, ¢long hast thou yearned and ached;
I come to give thee peace.”

« Be of good cheer,” he saith, ¢ world-weary waif.
One sharp swift step, and all the way is trod :
Through the heaped darkness I will lead thee safe
To the great light of God.” .

A sharp sweet silence smites the tingling ears.
How snow-like falls the peace upon his brow !
Hark! happy mourners, smiling through their tears,
‘Whisper, * He sleepeth now ! ”
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE,
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MACLEOD OF DARE.

By WILLIAM BLACK, AUTHOR OF ‘MADCAP VIOLET,” ‘A PRINCESS OF THULE,” ETC.

CHAPTER VIII,—LAUREL COTTAGE.

A SMALL, quaint, old-fashioned house in
South Bank, Regent’s Park ; two maidens
in white in the open verandah ; around them
the abundant foliage of June, unruffled by
any breeze; and down at the foot of the steep
garden the still canal, its surface mirroring
the soft translucent greens of the trees and
bushes above, and the gaudier colours of a
barge lying moored on the northern side.
The elder of the twogitls is seated in a rock-
ing-chair ; she appears to have been reading,
for her right hand, hanging down, still holds
a thin MS. book covered with coarse brown
paper. The younger is lying at her feet,

. with her head thrown back in hersister’s lap,

and her face turned up to the clear June
skies. There are 'some roses about this
verandah ; and the still air is sweet with
them.

“ And of all the parts you ever played in,”
she says, “which one did you like the best,
Gerty?”

“This one,” is the gentle answer.

“'What one ?”

“ Being at home with you and papa, and
having no bother at all, and nothing to think
'Of-” .

“I don'’t believe it,” says the other, with
the brutal frankness of thirteen. * You
couldn’t live without the theatre, Gerty—and
the newspapers talking about you—and
people praising you—and bouquets ’——

“ Couldn’t I?” says Miss White, with a
smile, as she gently lays her hand on her
sister’s curls.

“No,” continues the wise young lady.
“And besides, this pretty, quiet life wouid
not last. You would have to give up playing
that part. Papa is getting very old now;
and he often talks about what may happen
tous. And you know, Gerty, that though it
is very mice for sisters to say they will never
and never leave each other, it doesn’t come
off, does it? There is only one thing I see
for you—and that is to get married.”

“ Indeed.”

It is easy to fence with a child’s prattle.
She might have amused herself by encou-
raging this chatterbox to go through the list
of their acquaintances, and pick outa goodly
choice of suitors. She might have encouraged
her to give expression to her profound views
of the chances and troubles of life, and the

XIX—11

safeguards that timid maidens may seek.
But she suddenly said, in a highly matter-of-
fact manner—

“What you say is quite true, Carry, and
I've thought of it several times. It is'a very
bad thing for an actress to be left without a
father, or husband, or brother as her ostensi-
ble guardian. People are always glad to
hear stories—and to make them—about
actresses. You would be no good at all,
Carry n___

“Very well, then,” the younger sister said,
promptly, “ you've got to get married. And
to a rich man, too; who will buy you a
theatre, and let you do what you like in it.”

Miss Gertrude White—whatever she may
have thought of this speéch—was bound to
rebuke the shockingly mercenary ring of it.

“For shame, Carry! Do you think
people marry from such motives as that ?

‘I don’t know,” said Carry ; but she had,
at least, guessed.

“I should like my husband to have money,
certainly,” Miss White said, frankly; and
here she flung the MS. book from her, on to
a neighbouring chair. “I should like to be
able to refuse parts that did not suit me. I
should like to be able to take just such
engagements as I chose. I should like to
go to Paris for a whole year—and study
hard”

“Your husband might not wish you to
remain an actress,” said Miss Carry.

“Then he would never be my husband,”
the elder sister said, with decision. “1I have
not worked hard for nothing. Just when I
begin to think I can do something—when I
think I can get beyond those coquettish,
drawing-room, simpering parts that people
run after now—just when the very name of
Mrs. Siddons, or Rachel, or any of the great
actresses makes my heart jump—when I have
ambition, and a fair chance, and all that—do
you think I am to give the whole thing up,
and sink quietly into the position of Mrs.
Brown br Mrs. Smith, who is a very nice lady,
no doubt, and very respectable, and lives a
quiet and orderly life, with no greater excite-
ment than scheming to get big people to go
to her garden-parties?”

She certainly seemed very clear on that
point.

“Idon’t see that men are so ready to
give up their profession, when they marry, in
order to devote themselves to domestic life,
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even when they have plenty of money. Why
should all the sacrifice be on the side of the
woman? But I know if I have to choose
between my art and a husband, I shall con-
tinue to do without a husband.”

Miss Carry had risen, and put one arm
round her sister’s neck, while with the other
she stroked the soft brown hair over the
smooth forehead.

« And it shall not be taken away from its
pretty theatre, it shan't !” said she pettingly ;
“and it shall not be asked to go away with
any great ugly Bluebeard, and be shut up in
a lonely house "——

“Go away, Carry,” said she, releasing her-
self. “I wonder why you began talking such
nonsense. What do you know about all
those things?”

“Qh! very well,” said the child, turning
away with a pout ; and she pulled a rose, and
began to take its petals off, one by one, with
her lips. ¢ Perhaps I don’t know. Perhaps
I haven’t studied your manceuvres on the
stage, Miss Gertrude White. Perhaps I never
saw the newspapers declaring that it was all
so very natural and life-like "—— She flung
two or three rose-petals at her sister. - “1
believe you're the biggest flirt that ever lived,
Gerty. You could make any man you liked

_marry you in ten minutes.”

“1 wish I could manage to have certain
schoolgirls whipped and sent to bed.”

At this moment there appeared at the open
French window an elderly woman of Flemish
features and extraordinary breadth of bust.

“Shall I put dressing In the salad, Miss ?”
she said with scarcely any trace of foreign
accent.

“Not yet, Marie,” said Miss White. “I
will make the dressing first. Bring me alarge
plate, and the cruet-stand, and a spoon and
fork, and some salt.”

Now when these things had been brought,
and when Miss White had set about preparing
this ‘salad-dressing in a highly scientific man-
ner, a strange thing occurred. Her sister
seemed to have been attacked by a sudden
fit of madness. She had caught up a light
shawl, which she extended from hand to hand,
as if she were dancing with some éne, and
then she proceeded to execute a slow waltz
in this circumscribed space, humming the
improvised music in a mystical and rhythmical
manner.” And what were these dark utter-
ances that the inspired one gave forth, as she
glanced from time to time at her sister and
the plate?

“<0, g Highland lad my love was born,
And the Lowland laws he held in scorn.”

“ Carry, don’t make a fool of yourself!”
said the other, flushing angrily.

Carry flung her imaginary partner aside.

“There is no use making any pretence,”
said she sharply. “You know quite well
why you are making that salad-dressing.”

“Did you never see me make salad-dres-
sing before?” said the other, quite as
sharply.

“You know it is simply because Sir Keith
Macleod is coming to lunch. I forgot all
about it. Oh, and that’s why you had the
clean curtains put up yesterday !”

What else had this precocious
ferreted out ?

“Yes, and that’s why you bought papa a
new neck-tie,” continued the tormentor ; and
then she added, triumphantly, “ But ’e
hasn't put it on this morning—ha, Gerty ?”

A calm and dignified silence is the best
answer to the fiendishness of thirteen. Miss
White went on with the making of the salad-
dressing. She was considered very clever at
it. Her father had taught her; but he never
had the patience to carry out his own pre-
cepts. Besides, brute force is not wanted
for the work; what you want is the self-
denying assiduity and the dexterous light-
handedness of a woman.

A smart young maidservant, very trimly
dressed, made her appearance.

« Sir Keith Macleod, miss,” said she.

“ Oh, Gerty, you're caught ! ” muttered the
fiend.

But Miss White was equal to the occasion.
The small white fingers plied the fork with-
out a tremour.

¢« Ask him to step this way, please,” she
said.

And then the subtle imagination of this
demon of thirteen jumped to another con-
clusion.

“ Oh, Gerty, you want to show him that
you are a good housekeeper—that you can
make salad”——

But the imp was silenced by the appear-
ance of Macleod himself. He looked tall
as he came through the small drawing-room.
When he came out on to the balcony, the
languid air of the place seemed to acquire a
fresh and brisk vitality : he had a bright
smile and a resonant voice.

“TI have taken the liberty of bringing you
a little present, Miss White—no, it is a large
present—that reached me this morning,”
said he. “I want you to see one of our
Highland salmon. He s a splendid fellow—
twenty-six pounds, four ounces, my landlady
says. My cousin Janet sent him to me.”

brain
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¢ Oh, but, Sir Keith, we cannét rob you,”
Miss White said, as she still demurely plied
her fork. ‘“If there is any special virtue in
a Highland salmon, it will be better appre-
ciated by yourself than by those who don’t
know.”

“The fact is,” said he, “ people are so kind
to me that I scarcely ever am allowed to
dine at my lodgings; and you know the
salmon should be cooked at once.”

Miss Carry had been making a face behind
his back, to annoy her sister. She now came
forward and said, with a charming innocence
in her eyes—

“I don’t think you can have it cooked for
luncheon, Gerty ; for that would look too
like bringing your tea in your pocket, and
getting hot water for twopence. Wouldn’t
it?”

Macleod turned and regarded this new
comer with an unmistakeable “Who is
this ? ”—* Cd an so ? "—in his air.

“ Oh, that is my sister Carry, Sir Keith,”
said Miss White. “I forgot you had not
seen her.”

“How do you do?” said he, in a kindly
way; and for a second he put his hand on
the light curls as her father might have
done. “I suppose you like having holi-
days?"

From that moment she became his deadly
enemy. To be patted on the head, as if she
were a child, an infant—and that in the pre-
sence of the sister whom she had just been
lecturing !

“Yes, thank you,” said she, with a
splendid dignity, as she proudly walked off.
She went into the small lobby leading to
the door. She called to the little maid-
servant. She looked at a certain long bag
made of matting which lay there, some bits
of grass sticking out of one end. * Jane,
take this thing down-stairs at once! The
whole house smells of it.”

Meanwhile Miss White had carried her
salad-dressing in to Marie; and had gone
out again to the verandah, where Macleod
was seated. He was charmed with the
dreamy stillness and silence of the place—
with the hanging foliage all around, and the
colours in the steep gardens, and the still
waters below.

“I don’t know how it is,” said he, “but you
seem to have much more open houses here
than we have. Our houses in the north
look cold, and hard, and bare. We should
laugh if we saw a place like this near us
—it seems to me a sort of a toy-place out
of a picture—from Switzerland or some such

country. Here you are in the open air—
with your own little world around you;
and nobody to see you; you might live all
your life here, and know nothing about the
storms crossing the Atlantic, and the wars
in Europe, if only you gave up the news-
papers.”

“Yes, it is very pretty, and quiet,” said
she, and the small fingers pulled to pieces
one of the rose-leaves that Carry had thrown
at her. “But you know one is never satisfied
anywhere. If I were to tell you the longing
I have to see the very places you describe
as being so desolate But perhaps papa
will take me there some day.”

“I hope so,” said he, “but I would not
call them desolate. They are terrible at
times; and they are lonely ; and they make
you think. But they are beautiful, too—
with a sort of splendid beauty and grandeur
that goes very near making you miserable.
.« . I cannot describe it. You will see for
yourself.”

Here a bell rang; and at the same mo-
ment Mr. White made his appearance.

“ How do you do, Sir Keith? Luncheon
is ready, my dear—luncheon is ready—
luncheon is ready.”

He kept muttering to himself as he led
the way. They entered a small dining-
room ; and - here, if Macleod had ever
heard of actresses having little time to give
to domestic affairs, he must have been struck
by the exceeding neatness and brightness of
everything on the table and around it. The
snow-white cover; the brilliant glass and
spoons; the carefully arranged, if tiny,
bouquets; and the precision with which the
smart little maidservant—the only attendant
—waited : all these things showed a house-
hold well managed. Nay, this iced claret-
cup—was it not of her own composition P—
and a pleasanter beverage he had never drank.

But she seemed to pay little attention to
these matters ; for she kept glancing at her
father, who, as he addressed Macleod from
time to time, was obviously nervous and
harassed about something. At last she
said—

“Papa, what is the matter with you?
Has anything gone wrong this morning ? ”

“QOh, my dear child,” said he, “don’t
speak of it. It is my memory—I fear my
‘memory is going. But we will not trouble
our guest about it. I think you were saying,
Sir Keith, that you had seen the latest addi-
tions to the National Gallery”

“But what is it, papa?” his daughter
insisted.
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“My dear, my dear, I know I have the
lines somewhere ; and Lord —— says that
the very first jug fired at the new pottery he
is helping shall have these lines on it, and
be kept for himself. I know I have both
the Spanish original and the English transla-
tion somewhere ; and all the morning I have
been hunting and hunting—for only one line.
I think I know the other three—

¢ OLD WINE TO DRINK.

OLD WRUNGS LET SINK.
» L d L[]

OLD FRIENDS IN NEED.!

It is the third line that has escaped me—
dear, dear me! I fear my brain is going.”

«But I will hunt for it, papa,” said she, “I
will get the lines for you. Don’t you trouble.”

“No, no, no, child,” said he, with some-
what of a pompous air. “You have this new
character to study. You must not allow any
trouble to disturb the serenity of your mind
while you are so engaged. You must give
your heart and soul to it, Gerty; you must
forget yourself; you must abandon yourself
to it—and let it grow up in your mind until
the conception is so perfect that there are no
traces of the manner of its production left.”

He certainly was addressing his daughter ;
but somehow the formal phrases suggested
that he was speaking for the benefit of the
stranger. The prim old gentleman con-
tinued :

“Thatis the only way. Art demands abso-
lute self-forgetfulness. You must give yourself
to it in complete surrender. People may
not know the difference ; but the true artist
seeks only to be true to himself. You pro-
duce the perfect flower ; they are not to know
of the anxious care—of the agony of tears,
perhaps—you have spent on it. But then
your whole mind must be given to it ; there
must be no distracting cares; I will look for
the missing line myself.”

“I am quite sure, papa,” said Miss Carry,
spitefully, “that she was far more anxious
about these cutlets than about her new part
this morning. She was half-a-dozen times
down to the kitchen. I didn’t see her read-
ing the book much.”

“The res anguste doms,” said the father,
sententiously, “sometimes interfere, where
people are not too well off. But that is
necessary. What is not necessary is that
Gerty should take my troubles over to her-
self, and disturb her formation of this new
character, which ought to be growing up in
her mind almost insensibly, until she herself
will scarcely be aware how real it is. When
she steps on to the stage, she ought to be

no more Gertrude White than youor I. The
artist loses himself. He transfers his soul to
his creation. His heart beats in another
breast ; he sees with other eyes. You will
excuse me, Sir Keith ; but I keep insisting
on this point to my daughter. If she ever
becomes a great artist, that will be the secret
of hersuccess. And she ought never to cease
from cultivating the habit. She ought to. be
ready at any moment to project herself, as it
were, into any character. She ought to
practise so as to make of her own emotions
an instrument that she can use at will. It is
a great demand that art makes on the life of
an artist. In fact, he ceases to live for him-
self. He becomes merely 2 medium. His
most secret experiences are the property of
the world at large, once they have been
transfused and moulded by his personal skill.”

And so he continued talking, apparently
for the instruction of his daughter, but also
giving his guest clearly to understand that
Miss Gertrude White, was not as other
women, but rather as one set apart for the
high and inexorable sacrifice demanded by
art. At the end of his lecture, he abruptly
asked Macleod if he had followed him. Yes,
he had followed him ; but in rather a bewil-
dered way. Or had he some confused sense
of selfreproach, in that he had distracted
the contemplation of this pale and beautiful
artist, and sent her down-stairs to look after
cutlets?

“Tt seems a little hard, sir,” said Macleod
to the old man, “ that an artist is not to have
any life of his or her own at all—that he or
she should become merely a—a—a sort of
Ten-minutes emotionalist.”

It was not a bad phrase for a rude High-
lander to have invented on the spur of the
moment. But the fact was that some little
personal feeling stung him into the speech.
He was prepared to resent this tyranny of
art. And if he, now, were to see some
beautiful, pale slave bound in these iron
chains—and being exhibited for the amuse-
ment of an idle world—what would the fierce
blood of the Macleods say to that debase-
ment? He began to dislike this old man, with
his cruel theories, and his oracular speech.
But he forbore to have further, or any, argu-
ment with him; for he remembered what the
Highlanders call “ the advice of the bell of
Scoon—thke thing that concerns you not, meddle
not with.”

CHAPTER IX.—THE PRINCESS RIGHINN,

THE people who lived in this land of
summer and sunshine and flowers—had they
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no cares at all? He went out into the
garden with these two girls; and they were
like two young fawns in their careless play.
Miss Carry, indeed, seemed bent on tanta-
lising him by the manner in which she petted,
and teased, and caressed her sister—scold-
ing her, quarrelling with her, and kissing her
all at once. The grave, gentle, forbearing
manner in which the elder sister bore all this
was beautiful to see. And then her sudden
concern and pity when the wild Miss Carry
had succeeded in scratching her finger with
the thorn of a rose-bush! It was the tiniest
of scratches ; and all the blood that appeared
was about the size of a pin-head. But Miss
White must needs tear up her dainty little
pocket-handkerchief, and bind that grievous
wound, and condole with the poor victim as
though she were suffering untold agonies.
It was a pretty sort of idleness. It seemed
to harmonize with this still beautiful summer
day, and the soft green foliage around, and
the quiet air_that was sweet with the scent of
the flowers of the lime-trees. They say that
the Gaelic word for the lower regions, if7in,
is derived from Z-b4uirn, the island of inces-
santrain. To a Highlander, therefore, must
not this land of perpetual summer and sun-
shine have seemed to be heaven itself?

And even the malicious Carry relented for
a moment.

“You said you were going to the Zoolo-
gical Gardens,” she said.

“Yes,” he answered, “I am. I have seen
everything I want to see in London, but
that.”

“ Because Gerty and I might walk across
the Park with you, and show you the way.”

“1 very much wish you would,” said he,
‘if you have nothing better to do.”

“I will see if papa does not want me,”
said Miss White calmly. She might just as
well be walking in Regent’s Park as in this
small garden,

Presently the three of them set out.

“I am glad of any excuse,” she said, with
a smile, “for throwing aside that new part.
It seems to me insufferably stupid. It is
very hard that you should be expected to
make a character look natural when the
words you have to speak are such as no
human being would use in any circumstances
whatever.”

Oddly enough, he never heard her make
even the slightest reference to her profession
without experiencing a sharp twinge of
annoyance. He did not stay to ask himself
why this should be so. Ordinarily, he
simply made haste to change the subject.

“Then why should you take the part at
all?” said he bluntly.

“Once you have given yourself up to a
particular calling, you must accept its little
annoyances,” she said frankly, “1I cannot
have everything my own way. I have been
very fortunate in other respects. Inever had
to go through the drudgery of the provinces,
though they say that is the best school
possible for an actress. And I am sure the
money and the care papa has spent on my
training—you see, he has no son to send to
college. I think he is far more anxious
about my succeeding than I am myself.”

“ But you have succeeded,” said Macleod.
It was, indeed, the least he could say; with
all his dislike of the subject.

“QOh, I do not call that success,” said she
simply. “That is merely pleasing people
by showing them little scenes from their own
drawing-rooms transferred to the stage.
They like it because it is pretty, and familiar.
And people pretend to be very cynical at
present—they like things with ‘ no nonsense
about them’—and I suppose this sort of
comedy is the natural reaction from the
rant of the melodrama. Still, if you hap-
pen to be ambitious—or perhaps it is mere
vanity P—if you would like to try what is
in you "——

‘““Gerty wants to be a Mrs. Siddons : that’s
it,” said Miss Carry, promptly.

Talking to an actress about her profession;
and not having a word of compliment to
say! Instead, he praised the noble elms and
chestnuts of the park—the broad, white
lake, the flowers, the avenues. He was
greatly interested by the whizzing by over-
head of a brace of duck.

“I suppose you are very fond of animals?”
Miss White said.

“T am indeed,” said he, suddenly brighten-
ing up. “And up at our place I give them
all a chance. I don't allow a single weasel
or hawk to be killed—though I have a great
deal of trouble about it. But what is the
result? I don’t know whether there is such
a thing as the balance of nature ; or whether
it is merely that the hawks and weasels and
other vermin kill off the sickly birds; but I
do know that we have less disease among
our birds than I hear of anywhere else. I
have sometimes shot a weasel, it is true,
when I have run across him as he was
hunting a rabbit—you cannot help doing
that if you hear the rabbit squealing with
fright long before the weasel is at him—but
it is against my rule. I give them all a fair
field and no favour. But there are two
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animals T put out of the list—I thought there
was only one till this week——now there are
two; and one of them I hate, the other I
fear.”

“Fear?” she said: the slight flash of
surprise in her eyes was eloquent enough.
But he did not notice it.

“Yes,” said he, rather gloomily. I sup-
pose it is superstition—or you may have it
in your blood—but the horror I have of the
eyes of a snake—I cannot tell you of it.
Perhaps I was frightened when I was a child
—1I cannot remember; or perhaps it was the
stories of the old women. The serpent is
very mysterious to the people in the High-
lands—they have stories of water-snakes in
the lochs—and if you get a nest of seven
adders with one white one you boil the
white one, and the man who drinks the broth
knows all things in heaven and earth. In
the Lewis they call the serpent 7ighinn, that
is ¢ a@ princess’ ; and they say that the serpent
is a princess bewitched. But that is from
fear—it is a compliment ”

“But surely there are no serpents to be
afraid of in the Highlands?” said Miss
White. She was looking rather curiously at
him.

“No,” said he, in the same gloomy way.
“The adders run away from you, if you are
walking through the heather. If you tread on
one, and he bites your boot, what then? He
cannot hurt you. But suppose you are out
after the deer, and you are crawling along
the heather with your face to the ground, and
all at once you see the two small eyes of an
adder looking at you and close to you”

He shuddered slightly—perhaps it was
only an expression of disgust.

“I have heard,” he continued, “that in
parts of Islay they used to be so bad that
the farmers would set fire to the heather in a
circle, and as the heather burned in and in,
you could see the snakes and adders twisting
and curling in a great ball. We have not
many with us. But one day John Begg,
that is the schoolmaster, went behind a rock
to get a light for his pipe; and he put his
head close to the rock to be out of thewind ;
and then he thought he stirred something
with his cap; and the next moment the
adder fell on to his shoulder, and bit him in
the neck. He was half mad with the fright ;
but I think the adder must have bitten the
cap first and expended its poison ; for the
schoolmaster was only ill for about two
days, and then there was no more of it. But
just think of it—an adder getting to your
neck "——

“T would rather not think of it,” she said,
quickly. ‘“What is the other animal—that
you hate?”

“Oh !” he said, lightly, “that is a very
different affair—that is a parrot that speaks.
I was never shut up in a house with one till
this week. My landlady’s son brought her
home one from the West Indies, and she
put the cage on a window recess in my land-
ing. At first it was a little amusing ; but the
constant yelp—it was too much for me.
¢ Pritty poal ! pritty poal!’ 1 did not mind
so much ; but when the ugly brute, with its
beady eyes and its black snout used to yelp
¢ Come and kiz me! come and kiz me!’ 1
grew to hate it. And in the morning, too,
how was one to sleep? I used to open my
door, and fling a boot at it; but that only
served for a time. It began again.”

“ But you speak of it as having been there.
What became of it?”

He glanced at her rather nervously—like
a schoolboy ; and laughed. :

“Shall Itell you?” he said, rather shame-
facedly. “ The murder will be out, sooner or
later. It was this morning. I could stand
it no longer. I had thrown both my boots
at it ; it was no use. I got up a third time,
and went out. The window, that looks into
a back-yard, was open. Then I opened the
parrot’s cage. But the fool of an animal did
not know what I meant—or it was afraid—
and so I caught him by the back of the neck
and flung him out. I don’t know anything
more about him.”

“Could he fly?” said the big-eyed Carry,
who had been quite interested in this tragic
tale.

“I don’t know,” Macleod said, modestly.
“There was no use asking him. All he could
say was, ¢ Come and kiz me’; and I got tired
of that.”

““Then you have murdered him !” said the
elder sister in an awe-stricken voice ; and she
pretended to withdraw a bit from him. I
don’t believe in the Macleods having become
civilised, peaceable people. I believe they
would have no hesitation in murdering any
one that was in their way.”

“Oh, Miss White!” said he, in protest,
“ you must forget what I told you, about the
Macleods ; and you must really believe they
were no worse than the others of the same
time. Now I was thinking of another story
the other day, which I must tell you ”——

‘¢ Oh, pray don’t,” she said, “if it is one of
those terrible legends ! ”——

“ But I must tell you,” said he, ¢“because
it is about the Macdonalds ; and I want to
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show you that we had not all the badness of
those times. It was Donald Gorm Mér; and
his nephew, Hugh Macdonald, who was the
heir to the chieftainship ; he got a number of
men to join him in a conspiracy to have his
uncle murdered. The chief found it “out,
and forgave him. That was not like a
Macleod,” he admitted, “for I never heard
of a Macleod of those days forgiving any-
body. But again Hugh Macdonald engaged
in a conspiracy ; and then Donald Gorm Mor
thought he would put an end to the nonsense.
What did he do? He put his nephew into a
deep and foul dungeon—so the story says—
and left him without food or water for a
whole day. Then there was salt beef lowered
into the dungeon; and Macdonald he de-
voured the salt beef; for he was starving
with hunger. " Then they left him alone. But
you can imagine the thirst of a man who has
been eating salt beef, and who has had no
water for a day or two. He was mad with
thirst. Then they lowered a cup into the
dungeon—you may imagine the eagerness
with which the poor fellow saw it coming
down to him—and how he caught it with both
his hands. But it was empty ! And so, having
made a fool of him in that way, they left
him to die of thirst. That was the Mac-
donalds, Miss White ; not the Macleods.”

“Then I am glad of Culloden,” said she,
with decision, “for destroying such a race of
fiends.”

£ Oh, you must not say that,” he protested,
laughing. “We should have become quiet
and respectable folks without Culloden. Even
without Culloden, we should have had penny
newspapers all the same; and tourist-boats
from Oban to Iona. Indeed you won't find
quieter folks anywhere than the Macdonalds
and Macleods are now.”

“I don't know how far you are to be
trusted,” said she, pretending to look at him
with some doubts,

Now they reached the gate of the gardens.

“Do let us go in, Gerty,” said Miss Carry.
“You know you always get hints for your
dresses from the birds—you would never
have thought of that flamingo pink and
white if you had not been walking through
here "——

“I will go in for a while if you like, Carry,”
said she ; and certainly Macleod was nothing
loth.

There were but few people in the Gardens
on this afternoon ; for all the world was up
at the Eton and Harrow cricket match at
Lord’s ; and there was little visible of 'Arry
and his pipe. Macleod began to show more

than a schoolboy’s delight over the wonders
of this strange place. That he was exceed-
ingly fond of animals—always barring the
two he had mentioned—was soon abundantly
shown. He talked to them as though the
mute enquiring eyes could understand him
thoroughly. When he came to animals with
which he was familiar in the north, he seemed
to be renewing acquaintance with old friends ;
iike himself, they were strangers in a strange
and.

“ Ah,” said he to the splendid red deer,
who was walking about the paddock with his
velvety horns held proudly in the air, ¢ what
part of the Highlands have you come from?
And wouldn’t you like now a canter down
the dry bed of a stream, on the side of Ben-
an-Sloich ?”

The hind, with slow and gentle step, and
with her nut-brown hide shining in the sun,
came up to the bars, and regarded him with
those large, clear, grey-green eyes—so dif-
ferent from the soft dark eyes of the roe—
that had long eye-lashes on the upper lid.
He rubbed her nose.

“And wouldn’t you rather be up on the
heather, munching the young grass, and
drinking out of the burn?”

They went along to the great cage of the
sea-eagles. The birds seemed to pay no
heed to what was passing immediately around
them. Ever and anon they jerked their
head into an attitude of attention ; and the
golden-brown eye, with its contracted pupil
and stern upper lid, seemed to be throwing
a keen glance over immeasurable leagues of
sea.

“Poor old chap,” he said to the one
perched high on an old stump, “wouldn’t
you like to have one sniff of a sea-breeze,and
a look round for a sea-pyot or two? What
do they give you here—dead fish, I sup-
pose?” '

The eagle raised its great wings, and
slowly flapped them once or twice, while it
uttered a succession of shrill yawps.

“Oh, yes,” he said, “ you could make your-
self heard above the sound of the waves.
And I think if any of the boys were after your
eggs, or your young ones, you could make
short work of them with those big wings.
Or would you like to have a battle-royal with
a seal, and try whether you could pilot the
seal into the shore, or whether the seal would
drag you and your fixed claws down to the
bottom and drown you? ”

There was a solitary kittiwake in a cage
devoted to sea-birds, nearly all of which were
foreigners,
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“You poor little kittiwake,” said he, “this
is a sad place for you to be in. I think you
would rather be out at Ru-Treshanish,
even if it was blowing hard, and there was
rain about. There was a dead whale came
ashore there about a month ago ; that would
have been something like a feast for you.”

“ Why,” said he, to his human companion,
“if T had only known before! Whenever
there was an hour or two with nothing to do,
here was plenty of occupation. But I must
not keep you too long, Miss White—I could
remain here days and weeks.”

“You will not go without looking in at the
serpents? ” said she, with a slight smile.

He hesitated for a second.

“ No,” said he, “ I think I willnotgo in to
see them.”

“ But you must,” said she, cruelly. “You
will see they are not such terrible creatures
when they are shut up in glass boxes.”

He suffered himself to be led along to the
reptile house ; but he was silent. He entered,
the last of the three. He stood in the middle
of the room, and looked around him in rather
a strange way.

“Now come and look at this splendid
fellow,” said Miss White, who, with her sister,
was leaning over the rail. “Look at his
splendid bars of colour—do you see the beau-
tiful blue sheen on its scales?” @

It was a huge anaconda, its body, as thick
as a man’s leg, lying coiled up in a circle,
its flat ugly head reposing in the middle. He
came a bit nearer. “Hideous!” was all he
said. And then his eyes were fixed on the
eyes of the animal—the lidless eyes, with
their perpetual, glassy stare. He had thought
at first they were closed ; but now he saw
that that opaque yellow substance was
covered by a glassy coating, while in the
centre there was a small slit as if cut by a
penknife. The great coils slowly expanded
and fell again, as the animal breathed;
otherwise the fixed stare of those yellow eyes
might have been taken for the stare of
death.

“I don’t think the anaconda is poisonous
at all,” said she, lightly.

“But if you were to meet that beastin a
jungle,” said he, “ what difference would that
make?”

He spoke reproachfully, as if she were
luring him into some secret place, to have
him slain with poisonous fangs. He passed
on from that case to the others, unwillingly.
The room was still. Most of the snakes
would have seemed dead, but for the malign
stare of the beaded eyes. He seemed

anxious to get out; the atmosphere of the
place was hot and oppressive.

But just at the door there was a case, some
quick motion’in which caught his eye ; and
despite himself he stopped to look. The
inside of this glass box was alive with snakes
—raising their heads in the air—slimily
crawling over each other—the small, black-
forked tongues shooting in and out, the black
points of eyes glassily staring. And the
object that had moved quickly was a wretched
little yellow frog, that was now miotionless in
a dish of water—its eyes apparently starting
out of its head with horror. A snake made
its appearance over the edge of the dish.
The shooting black tongue approached the
head of the frog; and then the long, sinuous
body glided along the edge of the dish again
—the frog meanwhile being too paralyzed
with fear to move. A second afterwards the
frog, apparently recovering, sprang clean out
of the basin ; but it was only to alight on the
backs of two or three of the reptiles lying
coiled up together. It made another spring,
and got into a corner, among some grass.
But along that side of the case another of
those small, flat, yellow-marked heads was
slowly creeping along, propelled by the
squirming body ; and again the frog made a
sudden spring, this time leaping once more
into the shallow water, where it stood and
panted, with its eyes dilated. And now a snake
that had crawled up the side of the case put
out its long neck as if to see whither it should
proceed. There was nothing to lay hold of.
The head swayed and twisted—the forked
tongue shooting out—and at last the snake
fell away from its hold, and splashed right
into the basin of water, on the top of the frog.
There was a wild shooting this way and that
—but Macleod did not see the end of it.
He had uttered some slight exclamation—
and got into the open air, as one being suffo-
cated—and there were drops of perspiratiom
on his forehead, and a trembling of horror
and disgust had seized him. His two com-
panions followed him out.

“T felt rather faint,” said he, in a low voice
—and he did not turn to look at them as he
spoke—** the air is close in that room.”

They moved away. He looked around—
at the beautiful green of the trees, and the
blue sky, and the sunlight on the path—God’s
world was getting to be more wholesome again,
and the choking sensation of disgust was going
from his throat. He seemed, however, rather
anxious to get away from this place. There
was a gate close by ; he proposed they should
go out by that. As he walked back with
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them to South Bank, they chatted about many
of the animals—the two girls in especial being
much interested in certain pheasants, whose
colours of plumage, they thought, would look
very pretty in a dress—but he never referred,
either then or at any future time, to his visit
to the reptile house. Nor did it occur to
Miss White, in this idle conversation, to ask
him whether his Highland blood had in-
herited any other qualities besides that
instinctive and deadly horror of serpents.

CHAPTER X,—LAST NIGHTS.

¢ Goop-NIGHT, Macleod !—good-night \—
good-night !” The various voices came from
the top of a drag. They were addressed to
one of two young men who stood on the
steps of the Star and Garter—black figures
in the blaze of light. And now the people
on the drag had finally esconced themselves ;
and the ladies had drawn their ample cloaks
more completely round their gay costumes;
and the two grooms were ready to set free
the heads of the leaders. * Good-night,
Macleod |” Lord Beauregard called again;
and then, with a little preliminary prancing
of the leaders, away swung the big vehicle
through the clear darkness of the sweet-
scented summer night.

“It was awfully good-natured of Beau-
regard to bring six of your people down and
take them back again,” observed Lieutenant
Ogilvie to his companion. “He wouldn’t
do it for most folks. He wouldn’t do it for
me. But then you have the grand air, Mac-
leod. You seem to be conferring a favour
when you get one.”

“The people have been very kind to me,”
said Macleod, simply. “I do not know why.
I wish I could take them all up to Castle
Dare, and entertain them as a prince could
entertain people "——

“I want to talk to you about that, Mac-
leod,” said his companion. ¢Shall we go
up-stairs again? I have left my hat and coat
there.”

They went up-stairs, and entered a long
chamber which had been formed by the
throwing of two rooms into one. The one
apartment had been used as a sort of with-
drawing-room; in the other stood the long
banquet-table, still covered with bright
coloured flowers, and dishes of fruit, and de-
canters and glasses. Ogilvie sat down, lit a
cigar, and poured himself out some claret.

““Macleod,” said he, “I am going to talk
to you like a father. I hear you have been
going on in a mad way. Surely you know
that a bachelor coming up to London for a

season—and being asked about by people
who are precious glad to get unmarried men
to their houses—is not expected to give
these swell dinner-parties? And then, it
seems, you have been bringing down all
your people in drags. What do those
flowers cost you? I dare say this is Lafitte,
now?”

“ And if it is, why not drink it, and say no
more about it? I think they enjoyed them-
selves pretty well this evening—don’t you,
Ogilvie?”

““Yes, yes—but then, my dear fellow, the
cost! You will say it is none of my busi-
ness ; but what would your decent, respect-
able mother say to all this extravagance ?”

“ Ah,” said Macleod, ‘“that is just the
thing—I should have more pleasure in my
little dinner-parties if only the mother and
Janet were here to see. I think the table
would look a good deal better if my mother
was at the head of it. And the cost?—oh,
I am only following out her instructions.
She would not have people think that I was
insensible to the kindness that has been
shown me; and then we cannot ask all
those good friends up to Castle Dare—it is
an out-of-the-way place—and there are no
flowers on the dining-table there "——

He laughed as he looked at the beautiful
things before him ; they would look strange
in the gaunt hall of Castle Dare.

“Why,” said he, “I will tell you a secret,
Ogilvie. You know my cousin Janet—she
is the kindest-hearted of all the women I
know—and when I was coming away she
gave me £ 2,000 just in case I should need
it"____

¢ £2,000!1” exclaimed Ogilvie. “Did she
think you were going to buy Westminster
Abbey during the course of your holidays?”
And then he looked at the table before him ;
and a new idea seemed to strike him. “You
don’t mean to say, Macleod, that it is your
cousin’s money ”

Macleod’s face flushed angrily. Had any
other man made the suggestion, he would
have received a tolerably sharp answer. But
he only said to his old friend Ogilvie—

“No, no, Ogilvie; we are not very rich
folks, but we have not come to that yet.
¢I'd sell my kilts, I'd sell my shoon,’ as the
song says, before I touched a farthing of
Janet’'s money. But I had to take it from
her, so as not to offend her. It is wonderful,
the anxiety and affection of women who live
away out of the world like that. There was
my mother, quite sure that something awful
was going to happen to me, merely because




154 GOOD WORDS.

I was going away for two or three months.
And Janet—I suppose she knew that our
family never was very good at saving money
—she would have me take this little for-
tune of hers, just as if the old days were
come back, and the son of the house was
supposed to go to Paris to gamble away every
penny ”
¢ By the way, Macleod,” said Ogilvie, “ you
have never gone to Paris, as you intended.”

“ No,” said he, trying to balance three
nectarines one on the top of the other, “I
have not gone to Paris. I have made enough
friends in London. I have had plenty to
occupy the time. And now, Ogilvie,” he
added brightly, “I am going in for my last
frolic, before everybody has left London;
and you must come to it, even if you have to
go down by your cold-meat train again. You
know Miss Rawlinson; you have seen her at
Mirs. Ross’s, no doubt., Very well, I met her
first when we went down to the Thames yacht
race, and afterwards we became great friends;
and the dear little old lady already looks on
me as if I were her son. And do you know
what her proposal is >—that she is to give me
up her house and garden for a garden-party,
and I am to ask my friends ; and it is to be
a dance as well, for we shall ask the people
to have supper at eight o’clock or so; and
then we shall have a marquee—and the
garden all lighted up—do you see? It is
one of the largest gardens on Campden Hill;
and the coloured lamps hung on the trees
will make it look very fine ; and we shall have
a band to play music for the dancers”

“It will cost you _£z200 or (L300, at
least,” said Ogilvie sharply.

“What then? You give your friends a
pleasant evening, and you show them that
you are not ungrateful,” said Macleod.

Ogilvie began to ponder over this matter.
The stories he had heard of Macleod’s ex-
travagant entertainments were true, then.
Suddenly he looked up and said—

¢ Is Miss White to be one of your guests ?”

“T hope so,” said he. ¢ The theatre will
be closed at the end of this week.”

“I suppose you have been a good many
times to the theatre?”

“To the Piccadilly Theatre ?”

[ Yes.’l

“I have been only once to the Piccadilly
Theatre—when you and I went together,”
said Macleod coldly; and they spoke no
more of that matter.

By-and-by they thought they might as well
smoke outside ; and so they went down and
out upon the high and walled terrace over-

looking the broad valley of the Thames. And
now the moon had arisen in the south, and
the winding river showed a pale grey among
the black woods, and there was a silvery light
on the stone parapet on which they leaned
their arms. The night was mild, and soft,
and clear; there was an intense silence
around ; but they heard the faint sound of
oars far away—some boating-party getting
home through the dark shadows of the river-
side trees.

“ 1t is a beautiful life you have here in the
south,” Macleod said, after a time, ¢ though
I can imagine that the women enjoy it more
than the men. It is natural for women to
enjoy pretty colours, and flowers, and bright
lights, and music; and I suppose it is the
mild air that lets their eyes grow so big and
clear. But the men—I should think they must
get tired of doing nothing. They are rather
melancholy; and their hands are white. Iwon-
der they don’t begin to hate Hyde Park, and
kid gloves, and tight boots. Ogilvie,” said he,
suddenly straightening himself up, ¢ what do
you say to the 12th? A few breathers over
Ben-an-Sloich would put new lungs into you.
I don’t think you look quite so limp as most
of the London men; but still you are not
up to the mark. And then an occasional
run out to Coll or Tiree in that old tub of
ours, with a brisk sou’-wester blowing across
—that would put some mettle into you.
Mind you, you won’t have any grand banquets
at Castle Dare. I think it 1s hard on the
poor old mother that she should have all the
pinching, and none of the squandering; but
women seem to have rather a liking for these
sacrifices ; and both she and Janet are very
proud of the family name—I believe they
would live on seaweed for a year if only their
representative in London could take Buck-
ingham Palace for the season. And Hamish—
don’t you remember Hamish? He will give
you a hearty welcome to Dare; and he will
tell you the truth about any salmon or stag
you may kill—though he was never known to
come within five pounds of the real weight of
any big salmon I ever caught. Now then,
what do you say?”

“Ah, it is all very well,” said Lieutenant
Ogilvie. “If we could all get what we want,
there would scarcely be an officer in Aldershot
Camp on the 12th of August. But I must
say there are some capitally good fellows in
our mess—and it isn’t every one gets the
chance you offer me—and there’s none of
the dog-in-the-manger feeling about them: in
short, I do believe, Ogilvie, that I could get
off for a week or so about the zoth.”
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“The 20th? So be it. Then you will
have the black-cock added in.”

““When do you leave?”

“On the 1st of August—the morning after
my garden-party. You must come to it,
Ogilvie. Lady Beauregard has persuaded
her husband to put off their going to Ireland
for three days in order to come. And I have
got old Admiral Maitland coming—with his
stories of the press-gang, and of Nelson, and
of the raids on the merchant-ships for officers
for the navy. Did you know that Miss Raw-
Jinson was an old sweetheart of his? He
knew her when she lived in Jamaica with
her father—several centuries ago you would
think, judging by their stories. Her father
got 428,000 from the Government when his
slaves were emancipated. I wish I could get
the old Admiral up to Dare—he and the
mother would have some stories to tell, I
think. But you don’t like long journeys at
ninety-two.”

He was in a pleasant and talkative humour,
this bright-faced and stalwart young fellow,
with his proud, fine features and his careless
air. One could easily see how these old
folks had made a sort of pet of him. But
while he went on with this desultory chatfing
about the various people whom he had inet,
and the friendly invitations he had received,
and the hopes he had formed of renewing his
acquaintanceship with this pggspn and the
next person, should chance brhg.himagain
to London soon, he never once mentioned
the name of Miss Gertrude White, or referred
to her family, or even to her public appear-
ances, about which there was plenty of talk
at this time. Yet Lieutenant Ogilvie, on his
rare visits to London, had more than once
heard Sir Keith Macleod’s name mentioned
in conjunction with that of the young actress
whom society was pleased to regard with a
special and unusual favour just then; and
once or twice he, as Macleod’s friend, had
been archly questioned on the subject by
some inquisitive lady, whose eyes asked more
than her words. But Lieutenant Ogilvie was
gravely discreet. He neither treated the
matter with ridicule nor, on the other hand,
did he pretend to know more than he actually
knew—which was literally nothing at all
For Macleod, who was, in ordinary circum-
stances, anything but a reserved or austere
person, was on this subject strictly silent—
evading questions with a proud and simple
dignity that forbade the repetition of them.
¢ That which concerns you not, meddle net
with’: he observed the maxim himself, and
expected others to do the like.

It was an early dinner they had had, after
their stroll in Richmond Park; and it was a
comparatively early train that Macleod and
his friend now drove down to catch, after he
had paid his bill. When they reached Water-
loo Station it was not yet eleven o’clock ;
when he, having bade good-bye to Ogilvie,
got to his rooms in Bury Street, it was but a
few minutes after. He was joyfully wel-
comed by his faithful friend, Oscar.

“You poor dog,” said he, “here have we
been enjoying ourselves all the day, and you
have been in prison. Come, shall we go for
arune?”

Oscar jumped up on him with a whine of
delight ; he knew what that taking up of the
hat again meant. And then there was a
silent stealing down-stairs ; and a slight, par-
donable bark of joy in the hall; and a wild
dash into the freedom of the narrow street
when the door was opened. Then Oscar
moderated his transports, and kept pretty
close to his master as together they began to
wander through the desert wilds of London.

Piccadilly ?—Oscar had grown as expert
in avoiding the rattling broughams and han-
soms as the veriest mongrel that ever led a
vagrant life in London streets. Berkeley
Square P—here there was comparative quiet,
with the gas-lamps shining up on the thick
foliage of the maples. In Grosvenor Square
he had a bit of a scamper ; but there was no
rabbit to hunt. In Oxford Street his master

took him into a public-house and gave him a |

biscuit and a drink of water ; after that his
spirits rose a bit, and he began to range
ahead in Baker Street. But did Oscar know
any more than his master why they had taken
this direction?

Still further north ; and now there were a
good many trees about ; and the moon, high
in the heavens, touched the trembling foliage,
and shone white on the front of the houses.
Oscar was a friendly companion; but he
could not be expected to notice that his
master glanced somewhat nervously along
South Bank when he had reached the en-
trance to that thoroughfare. Apparently the
place was quite deserted ; there was nothing
visible but the walls, trees, and houses, one
side in black shadow, the other shining
cold and pale in the moonlight. After a
moment’s hesitation Macleod resumed his
walk—though he seemed to tread more
softly.

And now, in the perfect silence, he neared
a certain house, though but little of it was
visible over the wall and through the trees.
Did he expect to see a light in one of these
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upper windows, which the drooping acacias
did not altogether conceal? He walked
quickly by, with his head averted. Oscar
had got a good way in front, not doubting
that his master was following him.

But Macleod, perhaps having mustered up
further courage, stopped in his walk, and
returned. This time he passed more slowly,
and turned his head to the house, as if
listening. There was no light in the win-
dows ; there was no sound at all ; there was
no motion but that of the trembling acacia-
leaves as the cold wind of the night stirred
them. And then he passed over to the
south side of the thoroughfare ; and stood in
the black shadow of a high wall; and Oscar
came, and looked up into his face.

A brougham rattled by; then there was
utter stillness again; and the moonlight
shone on the front of the small house, which
was to all appearance as lifeless as the grave.
Then, far away, twelve o’clock struck, and
the sound seemed distant as the sound of a
bell at sea in this intense quiet.

He was alone with the night, and with the
dreams and fancies of the night. Would he,
then, confess to himself that which he would
confess to no other? Or was it merely
some passing whim—some slight under-
chord of sentiment struck amid the careless
joy of a young man’s holiday—that had led
him up into this silent region of trees and
moonlight? The scene around him was
romantic enough ; but he certainly had not
the features of an anguish-stricken lover,

Again the silence of the night was broken
by the rumbling of a cab that came along
the road ; and now—whatever may have been
the fancy that brought him hither—he turned
to leave, and Oscar joyfully bounded out
into the road. But the cab, instead of con-
tinuing its route, stopped at the gate of the
house he had been watching, and two young
ladies stepped out. Fionaghal, the Fair
Stranger, had not, then, been wandering in
the enchanted land of dreams, but toiling
home in a humble four-wheeler from the
scene of her anxious labours? He would
have slunk away rapidly but for an untoward
accident. Oscar, ranging up and down,
came upon an old friend, and instantly made
acquaintance with her, on seeing which,
Macleod, with deep vexation at his heart,
but with a pleasant and careless face, had to
walk along also.

““What an odd meeting !” said he. “I have
been giving Oscar a run. I am glad to have
a chance of bidding you good-night. You
are not very tired, I hope ?”

“T am rather tired,” said she, “ but I have
only two more nights, and then my holiday
begins.”

He shook hands with both sisters, and
wished them good-night, and departed. As
Miss Gertrude White went into her father's
house, she seemed rather grave,

“ Gerty,” said the younger sister, as she
screwed up the gas, “ wouldn’t the name of
Lady Macleod look well in a play-bill2”

The elder sister would not answer ; but as
she turned away there was a quick flush of
colour in her face—whether caused by anger
or by a sudden revelation of her own thought
it was impossible to say.

CHAPTER XI.—A FLOWER.

THE many friends Macleod had made in
the south—or rather those of them who had
remained in town till the end of the season—
showed an unwonted interest in this nonde-
script party of his; and it was at a compara-
tively early hour in the evening that the
various groups of people began to show them-
selves in Miss Rawlinson’s garden. That
prim old lady — with her quick, bright
ways and her humorous little speeches—
studiuosly kept herself in the background.
It was Sir Keith Macleod who was the host.
And when he remarked to her that he thought
the most beautiful night of all the beautiful
time he had spent in the south had been
reserved for this very party, she replied—
looking round the garden just as if she had
been one of his guests—that it was a pretty
scene. And it was a prettyscene. The last
fire of the sunset was just touching the top-
most branches of the trees. In the colder
shade below, the banks and beds of flowers,
and the costumes of the ladies, acquired a
strange intensity of colour. Then there was
a band playing ; and a good deal of chatting
going on; and one old gentleman with a
grizzled moustache humbly receiving lessons
in lawn-tennis from an imperious small
maiden of ten. Macleod was here, there,
and everywhere. The lanterns were to be
lit while the people were in at supper.
Lieutenant Ogilvie was directed to take in
Lady Beauregard when the time arrived.

“You must take her in yourself]
Macleod,”. said that properly constituted
youth. “If you outrage the sacred laws of
precedence "——

“I mean to take Miss Rawlinson in to
supper,” said Macleod ; “she is the oldest
woman here, and I think my best friend.”

“1 thought you might wish to give Miss
White the place of honour,” said Ogilvie, out
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of sheer impertinence; but Macleod went
off to order the candles to be lit in the
marquee, where supper was laid. K

By-and-by he came out again; and now
the twilight had drawn on apace ; there was
a cold clear light in the skies, while at the
same moment a red glow began to shine
through the canvas of the long tent. He
walked over to one little group who were
seated on a garden-chair.

“Well,” said he, *“ I have got pretty nearly
all my people together now, Mrs. Ross.”

“But where is Gertrude White ?” said Mrs.
Ross, “surely she is to be here ?”

“Oh, yes, I think so,” said he. “Her
father and herself both promised to come.
You know her holidays have begun now.”

“1It is a good thing for that girl,” said Miss
Rawlinson, in her quick, sfaccato fashion, “that
she has few holidays. Very good thing she
has her work to mind. The way people run
after her would turn any woman’s head.
The Grand Duke —— is said to have
declared that she was one of the three
prettiest women he saw in England : what
can you expect if things like that get to a
girl's ears ?”

‘“ But you know Gerty is quite unspoiled,”
said Mrs. Ross, warmly.

“Yes; so far,” said the old lady, “so far,
she retains the courtesy of being hypo-
critical ”

“QOh, Miss Rawlinson! I won’t have you
say such things of Gerty White ! ” Mrs. Ross
protested. “You are a wicked old woman—
isn’t she, Hugh?”

“T am saying it to her credit,” continued
the old lady, with much composure. *What
I say is, that most pretty women who are
much run after are flattered into frankness.
When they are introduced to you, they don't
take the trouble to conceal that they are
quite indifferent to you. A plain woman
will be decently civil, and will smile, and
pretend she is pleased. A beauty—a recog-
nised beauty—doesn’t take the trouble to be
hypocritical. Now Miss White does.”

“It is an odd sort of compliment,” said
Colonel Ross, laughing. “What do you
think of it, Macleod ?”

“These are too great refinements for my
comprehension,” said he, modestly. “I think
if a pretty woman is uncivil to you, it is easy
for you to turn on your heel and go away.”

I did not say uncivil. Don’t you go mis-
representing a poor old woman, Sir Keith.
I said she is most likely to be flattered into
being honest—into showing a stranger that
she 1s quite indifferent, whereas a plain

woman will try to make herself a little agree-
able. Now a poor lone creature like myself
likes to fancy that people are glad to see her;
and Miss White pretends as much. It is
very kind. By-and-bye she will get spoiled
like the rest; and then she will become
honest.  She will shake hands with me, and
then turn off, as much as to say, ¢ Go away,
you ugly old woman, for I can’t be bothered
with you, and I don’t expect any money
from you, and why should I pretend to like
you P ’n

All this was said in a half jesting way ; and
it certainly did not at all represent—so far as
Macleod had ever made out—the real
opinions of her neighbours in the world held
by this really kind and gentle old lady. But
Macleod had noticed before that Miss Rawlin-
son never spoke with any great warmth about
Miss Gertrude White’s beauty, or her acting,
or anything at all connected with her, At
this very moment, when she was apparently
praising the young lady, there was a bitter
flavour about what she said. There may be
jealousy between sixty-five and nineteen ; and
if this reflection occurred to Macleod, he no
doubt assumed that Miss Rawlinson, if jealous
at all, was jealous of Miss Gertrude White’s
influence over—Mrs. Ross.

“As for Miss White’s father,” continued
the old lady, with a little laugh, “ perhaps he
believes in those sublime theories of art he is
always preaching about. Perhaps he does.
They are very fine. One result of them is
that his daughter remains on the stage—and
earns a handsome income—and he enjoys
himself in picking up bits of curiosities "——

“Now that is really unfair,” said Mrs.
Ross, seriously. “ Mr. White is not a rich
man, but he has some small means that
render him quite independent of any income
of his daughter's, Why, how did they live
before they ever thought of letting her try her
fortune on the stage? And the money he
spent, when it was at last decided she should
be carefully taught ”——

“Oh, very well!” said Miss Rawlinson, with
a smile ; but she nodded her head ominously.
If that old man was not actually living on
his daughter’s earnings, he had at least
strangled his mother, or robbed the Bank of
England, or done something or other. Miss
Rawlinson was obviously not well disposed
either to Mr. White or to his daughter.

At this very moment both these persons
made their appearance, and certainly, as this
slender and graceful figure, clad in a pale
summer costume, came across the lawn, and
as a smile of recognition lit up the intelligent
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fine face, these critics sitting there must have
acknowledged that Gertrude White was a
singularly pretty woman. And then the
fascination of that low-toned voice! She
began to explain to Macleod why they were
so late. Some trifling accident had happened
to Carry. But, as these simple, pathetic
tones told him the story, his heart was filled
with a great gentleness and pity towards that
poor victim of misfortune. He was struck
with remorse because he had sometimes
thought harshly of the poor child, on account
of a mere occasional bit of pertness.
first message from the Highlands would be
to her.

“ O Willie brewed a peck o’ maut” the band
played merrily as the gay company took their
seats at the long banquet-table, Macleod
leading in the prim old dame who had
placed her house at his disposal. There was
a blaze ot light and colour in this spacious
marquee. Bands of scarlet took the place of
oaken rafters ; there were huge blocks of ice
on the table, each set in a miniature lake that
was filled with white water-lilies ; there were
masses of flowers and fruit from one end to
the other ; and by the side of each menu lay
a tiny nosegay, in the centre of which was a
sprig of bell-heather. This last was a notion
of Macleod’s amiable hostess ; she had made
up these miniature bouquets herself. But she
had been forestalled in the pretty compliment.
Macleod had not seen much of Miss Gertrude
White in the cold twilight outside. Now, in
this blaze of yellow light, he turned his eyes
to her, as she sat there demurely flirting with
an old admiral of ninety-two, who was one of
Macleod’s special friends. And what was
that flower she wore in her bosom—the sole
piece of colour in the costume of white?
That was no sprig of blood-red bell-heather,
but a bit of real heather—of the common
ling; and it was set amid a few leaves of

juniper. Now the juniper is the badge of
the Clan Macleod. She wore it next her
heart.

There was laughter, and wine, and merry
talking. ¢ Zast May a braw wooer’ the band
played now ; but they scarcely listened.

“Where is your piper, Sir Keith?” said
Lady Beauregard.

“At this moment,” said he, I should not
wonder if he was down at the shore, waiting
for me.”

“You are going away quite soon then?”

“To-morrow. But I don’t wish to speak
of it. I should like to-night to last for ever.”

Lady Beauregard was interrupted by her
neighbour.

His |.

“ What has pleased you, then, so much?”
said his hostess, looking up at him. “Lon-
don? Or the people in it? Or any one
person in it?”

“Oh!” he said, laughingly, *the whole

thing. What is the use of dissecting? Itis
nothing but holiday-making in this place.
Now Miss Rawlinson, are you brave? Won't
you challenge the Admiral to drink a glass of
wine with you? And you must include his
companion—just as they do at the city
dinners—and I will join too.”
And so these old sweethearts drank to
each other. And Macleod raised his glass,
too ; and Miss White lowered her eyes, and
perhaps flushed a little as she touched hers
with her lips; for she had not often been
asked to take a part in this old-fashioned
ceremony. But that was not the only custom
they revived that evening. After the banquet
was over ; and the ladies had got some light
shawls and gone out into the mild summer
night; and when the long marquee was
cleared, and the band installed at the farther
end ; then there was a murmured talk of a
minuet. Who could dance it? Should they
try it?

“You know it?” said Macleod to Miss
White.

“ Yes,” said she, looking down. -

“ Will you be my partner?” .

“ With pleasure,” she answered, but there
was some little surprise in her voice, which
he at once detected.

“Oh,” said he, ‘“the mother taught me
when I was a child. She and I used to have
grand dances together. And Hamish, he
taught me the sword-dance.”

“Do you know the sword-dance?” she
said.

“ Any one can know it,” said he, “it is
more difficult to do it. But at one time I
could dance it with four of the thickest-
handled dirks instead of the two swords.”

“1 hope you will show us your skill to-
night,” she said, with a smile.

“Do you think any one can dance the
sword-dance without the pipes?” said he,
quite simply.

And now some of the younger people had
made bold to try this minuet; and Macleod
led his partner up to the head of the impro-
vised ball-room ; and the slow and graceful
music began. That was a pretty sight for
those walking outside in the garden. So
warm was the night that the canvas of one
side of the marquee had been removed ; and
those walking about in the dark outside could
look into this gaily-lighted place with the
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"beautifully-coloured figures moving to the
slow music. And as they thus walked along
the gravel-paths, or under the trees, the stems
of which were decorated with spirals of
coloured lamps, a new light arose in the
south to shed a further magic over the scene.
Almost red at first, the full moon cleared as
it rose, until the trees and bushes were
touched with a silver radiance, and the few
people whowalked about threw black shadows
on the greensward and gravel. In an arbour
at the furthest end of the garden a number of
Chinese lanterns shed a dim coloured light
on a table and a few rocking-chairs, There
were cigarettes on the table.

By-and-by, from out of the brilliancy of the
tent, stepped Macleod and Fionaghal herself,
she leaning on his arm, a light scarf thrown
round her neck. She uttered a slight cry of
surprise when she saw the picture this garden
presented—the coloured cups on the trees,
the swinging lanterns, the broader sheen of
the ‘moonlight spreading over the foliage,
and the lawn, and the walks.

Tt is like fairy-land !” she said.

They walked along the winding gravel-
paths ; and now that some familar quadrille
was being danced in that brilliant tent, there
were fewer people out here in the moon-
light.

“T should begin to believe that romance
was possible,” she said, with a smile, “if I
often saw a beautiful scene like this. It is
what we try to get in the theatre ; but I see
all the bare boards and the limelight—I
don’t have a chance of believing in it.”

““ Do you have a chance of believing in
anything,” said he, “ on the stage?”

“ I don’t understand you,” she said, gently ;
for she was sure he would not mean the rude-
ness-that his words literally conveyed.

‘¢ And perhaps I cannot explain,” said he.
“ But—but your father was talking the other
day about your giving yourself up altogether
to your art—living the lives of other people
for the time being—forgetting yourself—sacri-
ficing yourself—having no life of your own
but that. What must the end of it be >—that
you play with emotions and beliefs until you
have no faith in any one—none left for your-
self—it is only the material of your art.
Would you not rather like to live your own
life ?”

He had spoken rather hesitatingly ; and
he was not at all sure that he had quite con-
veyed to her his meaning—though he had
thought over the subject long enough and
often enough to get his own impressions of
it clear.

— e e

If she had been ten years older, and an
experienced coquette, she would have said
to herself, “ This man hates the stage because
ke is jealous of its hold on my life,” and she
would have rejoiced over the inadvertent
confession. But now these hesitating words
of his seemed to have awakened some quick
responsive thrill in her nature, for she sud-
denly said, with .an earnestness that was not
at all assumed—

“ Sometimes I have thought of that—it is
so strange to hear my own doubts repeated.
If I could choose my own life—yes, I would
rather live that out than merely imagining
the experiences of others. But what 1s one
to do? You look around, and take the
world as it is. Can anything be more trivial
and disappointing? When you are Juliet in
the balcony, or Rosalind in the forest, then
you have some better feeling within you, if it
1s only for an hour or so.”

“Yes,” said he, “and you go on in-
dulging in those doses of fictitious sentiment
until——  But I am afraid the night air is
too cold for you. Shall we go back?”

She could not fail to notice the trace of
bitterness, and subsequent coldness, with
which he spoke. She knew that he must
have been thinking deeply over this matter ;
and that it was no ordinary thing that caused
him to speak with so much feeling. But of
course, when he proposed that they should
return to the marquee, she consented. He
could not-expect her to stand there and
defend her whole manner of life. Much
less could he expect her to give up her pro-
fession merely because he had exercised his
wits in getting up some fantastic theory
about it. And she began to think that he
had no right to talk to her in this bitter
fashion. [ Y

When they had got half way back to the
tent, he paused for a moment.

“1 am going to ask a favour of you,”
he said in a low voice. “I have spent a
pleasant time in England, and I cannot tell
you how grateful I am to you for letting me
become one of your friends. To-morrow
morming I am going back home. I should
like you to give me that flower—as some
little token of remembrance.”

The small fingers did not tremble at all as
she took the flower from her dress. She
presented it to him with a charming smile,
and without a word. What was the giving
of a flower? There was a cart-load of roses
in the tent.

But this flower she had worn next her
heart.
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from Ararat, as Calcutta and Bombay, Cairo
and Constantmople, Moscow andAmsterdam,
Thousands of them are prosperous British
subjects ; thousands more at home have been
made Protestants by the accomplished Ame-
rican missionaries there. The Hellenic, the
Slavonic, the Jewish interest in the disintegra-
tion of the Turkish Empire all understand ;
but not so many are familiar with the case of
the Armenians, Are a people who add to the
commercial virtues of the Jew, the historic
claims and high character of the earliest
Christian kingdom, whose intellectual power
Russia has long practically used—as now
in Trans-Caucasia—and whose press has left
its mark on the scholarship of Europe, to be
left to be quietly absorbed by any other Power,
just as they have been ignorantly abandoned
so long to Turkish oppression ®, Is the solu-
tion of-the Eastern Questlon to feave Armenia
a-province of Russia, or to make it again one
of-the fewjand m®st¥n Christian
kingdoms of'Asia, as it wes 11:0 t§ best days?
In October, 1876, the Atenians themselves
presented a memorial to-the Great Powers
before these entered on the Conference of
Constantinople, claiming an answer. The
question is quite as much one for the Church
as for diplomacy. For not only are the
Armenians the oldest of Christian peoples;
they are the purest and least effete of the
Oriental Churches. Through them best of
all may light be reflected back over the East,
from which it came to us.

Nature would seem to have made the
high table-land of Armenia to be the birth-
place of a great race. It forms the northern
portion of the still more famous plateau of
Iran, whence all the early migrations and
civilisation of man radiated, south unto
India, or west and north in successive streams
to the lands of the Mediterranean. The
triangle between the most easterly gulf of the
Great Sea, the Black Sea, and the Caspian,
an area of which Ararat is the centre, is
Armenia, from whose mountains and lakes
the great rivers of our earliest history find
their way to these three seas and the Persian
Gulf. Ezekiel mentions the horses fed on
its rich pastures; their breed was as famous
then as that of Arabia since. Such was its
repute for the precious metals and stones,
that on one occasion the Romans carried off
its king in chains of gold. Herodotus
places its warriors in the army of Xerxes;
for, from even the earliest times, Armenia
was the Switzerland of the East. Placed
between the Great Powers of the ancient
world, Asiatic and European, it was now

independent for a time,” and now sub-
ject to Assyrian, Persian, Macedonian, and
Roman supremacy. The subjection of all
the highlands of Syria and Armenia to the
suzerainty of Rome opened to their people
at the earliest time the door of Christianity.
The story which Eusebius seems to have
found in the records of the great Christian
city and college of Edessa was undoubtedly
apocryphal, but it seems to mark the close
as well as early connection of Armenia with
the Apostolic Church at Jespsalem. Akbar,
king of that portion of north-western Meso-
potamia, hearing of ‘the md‘?es of Christ, is
said to have written'a lettet; ¢ Jesus, the
good Saviour,” it the spirit %aind almost the
very words oﬁﬂﬁcodemus. “Come to me,”
wrote the grince, “ and heal mwy distemper,”
after decldring that the miracle¥of healing
showed®ne of two things: “ Eith# thou art
Godstome down from .heaventto-db these
thirigs, or thor“art the Son of*God and so
o ',,W:eply is an
expansion 't 1 Pmas, on the
blessedness" bf‘t‘hosew Hive Bot seen and
yet have believed; and ¥le-pramises to send
a disciple after “I should be received up to
Him that sent me.” Thaddeus, accordingly
is represented by the legend as having gone
to heal Akbar in the name of Jesus, of whom
the grateful sovereign said, “I have so be-
lieved in Him that I would go with an army
to extirpate the Jews who crucified Him, if X
did not fear the Roman power.” The whole
story is doubtless a later reflection of the
events which mark historically the introduc-
tion of Christianity into Armenia. The spot
was that Echmiatzin, still the ecclesiastical
capital, near the base of Ararat, which means
the descent of the Only Begotten, for there
the light of the Lord first shone and the first
Christian church was built. The church
has an interest still for the rare traveller who
finds his way thither, far above that of any
holy place in all history, save Bethlehem
and Jerusalem. The time was the year 3oz.
Of the royal house of Armenia, which Chos-
roes the Great had made illustrious, two only
escaped massacre at the hands of the Per-
sians—his son Tiridates, and Gregory, whom
some accounts represent as the cousin of
Tiridates. During their exile, Gregory was
educated in Christianity at the Cappadocian
Cesarea, while Tiridates succeeded, with
Roman aid, in regaining his father’s throne.
Gregory, placmg himself at the head of the
infant Church in Armenia, was cast into
prison, and the king waged a bitter persecu-
tion against his followers. But, as in the
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Akbar legend, being seized by sore sick-
ness he was healed through' the prayer of
Gregory, and accepted for himself and all his
people the true faith. Gregory received
Episcopal consecration at the hands of the
Metropolitan of Cesarea, and laid broadly
and deeply the foundations of the oldest
Church of Christendom, which has withstood
alike the persecutions of the infidel, and the
pressure of those of the Greek and Latin
rites who menaced its independence. A few
indeed have succumbed to the arts of Rome.
What are called the United, as distinguished
from the Gregorian Armenians, are repre-
sented at the Porte by a Patriarchate, the
disputes about the succession to which have
led the Vatican to throw all its influence on
the side of the Sultan in the fight of Islam
against Christianity. But to this day the
successor of Gregory, as Catholicos or
Patriarch rather than the suffragan of any
other prelate, rules the four millions who
follow the old Armenian rite, and from
Echmiatzin sends forth bishops and priests
to Calcutta and Peking, and the regions
between. The work of the enlightened and
and enlightening Gregory was continued by
scholars like Miesrob, translator of the Bible
and modifier of the old Haik alphabet;
Moses of Khorene, most accurate and
patriotic of historians; David, the philoso-
pher and expounder of Aristotle, down to
the sixth century. No nation at that period,
few nations at any time, had annals so
bright. From Byzantium to Rome, and
Alexandria to Athens, there was no place
of culture in which Armenian scholarship
was not represented.

The bitter and persistent persecutions of
the Zoroastrians of Persia stopped all that,
The succeeding wars of the Mahomedans and
especially the Turks completed the miserable
work, driving forth to happier lands than
their own every scholar, and teacher, and
priest, who could escape. Now and then, in
the centuries from the sixth to the hopeless
supremacy of the Ottomans in the fourteenth,
some Armenian or Armeno-Jewish dynasty
would manage to exist in the intervals of
oppression, or to obtain recognition from the
Caliphs. But through it all, and to the last
hour of political autonomy, Armenian in-
dependence meant Christianity, as much as
it ever did in our own history. Driven to
Lesser Armenia, to the shelter of the Cilician
Taurus, King Rhupen, or Ruben, held the
ground till he could help the Crusaders, and
his alliance with them and the kings of Cyprus
has been correctly described as forming “the

last bulwark of Christianity in the East.”
After a heroic resistance, Leon, the last
king who ruled even a portion of Armenia,
was taken captive by the Mamelukes, then.
became a fugitive in Europe, and died in
Paris in 1393. The Crescent had blotted
out all of the Cross that the Persian Magi
had left in Armenia, while the Parsees also
thenceforth became fugitives till, like their
quondam Armenian victims, they found an
asylum under the Christian Government of
India.

From that time to this all that is best in
the Armenian nation has sought a career in
commerce, while waiting and longing for the
hour which seems at hand when they may
once more become an independent nation-
ality. Scattered, they are still as much a
people as the Jews. Like the Jews also,
theirs has been the romance of history. The
atrocities of Timour, the raids of the savage
Koords, and the permanent oppression of the
Turks in the west, desolated the fair pastures
and once flourishing Christian cities of the
highlands of the Euphrates, the Tigris, and
the Araxes, till at the opening of the seven-
teenth century the rivalry of Shah Abbas
with the Ottoman Ahmed once more gave
the country hope. That great monarch of
Persia may have shown to his own family
and people the arbitrary cruelty of the typical
despot of Asia; but to the Armenians and
all Christians, this friend of the Sherleys was
not only tolerant but fostering. The forty
thousand inhabitants of Julfa, who had long
groaned under the Turkish rule, welcomed
him as their deliverer, and he in turn trans-
planted them to a new Julfa in the suburbs
of Ispahan. There they built churches, and
soon became the most successful traders in
their adopted country. Chardin draws a vivid
picture of their prosperity, under the man
who, fanatical Mahomedan though he was,
would do anything to league the powers of
Europe with himself against the Turkish
Sultan. His successors proved to be of the
true intolerant stamp, yet, when their weak-
ness had tempted the Afghan invasion under
Mahmood, the Armenian colony of Julfa
stood alone in the courage with which they
resisted the enemy. Left to themselves they
were forced to pay a contribution of 70,000
tomins. That was a small matter compared
with the horror of seeing fifty of their best
and most beautiful maidens shut up in the
harem of the Afghan savage and his
generals. Old Jonas Hanway, the London
merchant and philanthropist, who, after
developing the Caspian and Persian trade,
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found a resting-place in Westminster Abbey,
tells how even the Afghans, moved by the
despair of the mothers and fathers of a
Christian people who had ever kept their
families sacred from the contaminations of
Mahomedan and heathen sensuality, returned
the girls. From that time the number of the
Armenians in Persia has steadily diminished.
When Sir John Malcolm went there as am-
bassador from Lord Minto, the Governor-
General of India, their bishop returned the
strength of the colony at 12,383, or not more
than a sixth of the number before the Afghan
invasion. The Persian dominion became,
and has ever since continued, as bad as the
Turk. A well-informed Armenian writer
declares that the few families still to be
found in Julfa are kept there for political
reasons by their Patriarch, who is subsidised
to report to Russia the secret moves of the
Persian court. Males are allowed to leave the
community, but their families are detained
unless they give security that they will return.
The ablest Armenian in Calcutta in my time,
Mr. Avdall, who translated Chamich’s His-
tory of his country, was a native of Shiraz, and
he bears witness to the combined oppression
of the Russianising Patriarch and the Shah.
The capitulation of Julfa and fall of Ispahan
pushed many Armenians south to India.
There the Portuguese attracted them to Goa,
and the English to Surat and Bombay, Ma-
dras and Calcutta. The early records of
European settlement in India teem with
notices of this trustworthy and enterprising
people. They penetrated where the more
foreign merchants of the West could not go,
and hence they were invaluable as agents and
envoys to the country powers. In the first
century of its existence, the East India Com-
pany found that Armenians could retail the
woollens of England, and bring from the
interior the fine muslins and gold-thread
work of the natives, more cheaply than their
own factors, and more honestly than other
Orientals. In the dearth of European
ladies, Armenians were in request as wives.
When the rival Companies fought each other
by diplomacy and bribes, the older corpora-
tion sent an Armenian as envoy to the Great
Mogul. When the new Company’s servants
were denied the use of the Christian ceme-
teries the Armenians volunteered to their
dead a grave. In the infant capital of Cal-
cutta this community had reached such a
pitch of prosperity that Jaffir Khan specially
granted them, through Clive, compensation
for the sack of the settlement by Suraj-ood-
Doulah to the amount of more than ,£%0,000.

In what is now the closest and most densely
inhabited part of the metropolis of India, the
quaint church of St. Nazareth stands in
a quadrangle of gravestones. The spot was
used as a cemetery only till 1724, when
Cavond, an architect, came from Persia and
erected it in place of the old chapel close by.
The inscriptions tell of Gregorys and Aviets,
Arakiels and Pauls, Agabegs and Manooks,
and even Grants, who had married Scottish
civilians, from places so distant as Julfa and
Penang. Very touching are some of the
inscriptions. On one 1s Ken’s Evening
Hymn ; on another, to a young wife,—

“ Sleep soft in dust, await the Almighty’s will,

Then rise unchanged and be an angel still.”

At a time when no other attempt had
been made in Calcutta to provide for the
higher education, the Armenians established
the Philanthropic Academy, from which
and the Doveton College that superseded, it
not a few have passed into the professions
and the Civil Service, and are now distin-
guished barristers and judges. The climate
has shown its deteriorating effect, especially in
Madras, in those who have lived in the
Tropics for generations. But the ranks of
the community are frequently recruited from
their native land, the priests and deacons
especially being sent from Echmiatzin. The
Queen has no more loyal or intelligent sub-
jects., Through the Russia Company, also,
this country has come into contact with the
Armenians, whom their agents found in pos-
session of the Persian silk trade. Parliament
passed an Act, on the representations of that
company, to encourage the import of Persian
silk through Russia, which was looked on as
most favourable to the Armenians as the
principal carriers. When the Scottish Darien
Company formed the secret project of trading
with India it was through the Armenians that
they proposed to strike at the English mono-
poly there. The agent in the delicate nego-
tiations was one Martin Gregory of Amster-
dam. The Dutch had always earned the
gratitude of this community, whether by pro-
tecting them in such foreign settlements as
Chinsurah or in their own cities at home.
In Holland Armenians were long known as
“the gentlemen.” At an early period they
established a college in Amsterdam and a
press, from which went forth the first printed
copy of their version of the New Testament,
a work which is now of value as adding
the disputed verse, 1 John, v. 7. Not
many have settled in our own country,
where Jew and Greek have anticipated them,
but an Armenian from Madras, Alexander
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Raffaelle, becoming a Roman Catholic, sat
at one time in the House of Commons. The
same gentleman encouraged the small colony
of his countrymen in Vienna, where he es-
tablished a college for them, and a press,
which sent forth, among other fine works,
the ¢ Gallery of Armenian Alphabets.” Even
in the far north of Sweden the Armenian
Mouradge, or Mourat, was foreign minister
at the. close of the last century. Anacademy
opened at Paris for the orthodox followers of
St. Gregory fell a victim to the jealousy of
the United or Romish Armenians, as much
alse that was promising in the progress of the
nition has done.

More remarkable, and much more per-
manent, however, has been the Armenian
establishment at Venice, with which the name
of the poet Byron has connection of curious
interest. The monk Mechitar, founder of
the order which bears his name, after seeking
rest in vain in Constantinople and the Morea,
whence successively he was driven by the
Turks, appealed to the Republic of Venice
for an asylum. The State, forbidden by its
law to allow them to settle in the city, as-
signed to the Mechitarist order the island of
San Lazzaro, two miles off, which has ever
since been an object of interest to the tra-
veller. Since the beginning of the eighteenth
century the monastery of San Lazzaro has
been a light to the United or Romanist
Armenians at least. It has been more, for
Mechitar’s grammar and dictionary marked
the beginning of a revival in the literature of
his desolated country, which his co-religionist,
Saint Martin, and a whole host of French,
Russian, and German philologists have con-
tinued ever since. The Armenian press of
San Lazzaro holds a most honourable place
in the history of printing, and all the progress
which depends on printing. Its close con-
nection with the Propaganda College of
Rome has made it a channel for the diffusion
of western ideas as well as, unfortunately,
Romanist influence ; for the Mechitarist mo-
nastery has widened the'schism between the
orthodox Gregorian and the United Arme-
nian, till the one looks on the other with
feelings of antipathy which a Jew could
scarcely surpass, according to a writer who is
one of the former class. Itwasin 1816, when
Byron had left England for the last time,
under the cloud caused by his relation to his
wife, that the poet took up his residence in
Venice. His letters to Moore and Murray
from that city are devoted chiefly to two
subjects—his scandalous amours and his
study of Armenian. “I found,” he writes to

the former, “ that my mind wanted something
craggy to break upon, and this—as the most
difficult thing I could discover here for an
amusement—I have chosen to torture me
into attention. It is a rich language, how-
ever, and would amply repay any one the
trouble of learning it.” Not only did he
spend a good deal of money in promoting
the publication of an Armenian grammar by
Paschal Auher, one of the fathers, asking
Mr. Murray to find out if the types from
which the Whistons printed their text of
Moses of Khorene’s ¢ History of Armenia”
still existed at either of the universities, but
he himself translated the pseudo-epistles of
the Corinthians to St. Paul, and from St.
Paul in reply. Byron’s knowledge of the
canonical writings and of Biblical criticism
was below that even of his day, when, after
studying the evident forgeries, he could write
to Moore of the correspondence, “ It seems
to me very orthodox, and I have done it
into scriptural prose English.” The transla-
tion will be found in the appendix to Moore’s
“Letters and Journals of Lord Byron.” Of
greater value is the poet’s account of the
impression made on him by the brethren of
the order, who still show with pride the table
at which he studied. His words are still
more applicable to the orthodox majority
who have retained the comparative purity
and simplicity of Gregory, their founder.
“These men are the priesthood of an op-
pressed and noble nation which has partaken
of the proscription and bondage of the Jews
and the Greeks, without the sullenness of the
former or the servility of the latter. This
people has attained riches without usury, and
all the honours that can be awarded to slavery
without intrigue. But they have long occu-
pied, nevertheless, a part of ‘the house of
bondage,’ which has lately multiplied her many
mansions. It would be difficult, perhaps, to
find the annals of a nation less stained with
crimes than those of the Armenians, whose
virtues have been those of peace, and their
vices those of compulsion. But whatever
may have been their destmy—and it has
been bitter—whatever it may be in future,
their country must ever be one of the most
interesting.” The satraps of Persia and the
pashas of Turkey, he adds, have alike deso-
lated the region where God created man in
His own image. It was in San Lazzaro that
the better nature of Byron learned to assert
itself, sometimes at least. There he first
burned with that devotion to the cause of the
oppressed which led him in 1823 to give his
life for the cause of Greek independence.
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The close of the war which left the
Hellenic question only half solved, to add
in our own day to the complications of
South-eastern Europe, delivered a portion
of the Armenians from the long oppression
of the Turks, but only added those so
rescued to the ranks of their countrymen
who had for some time come under the
iron sway of the Czar in Georgia. Such had
been the loyal services of his new subjects in
1813 that Alexander I. addressed a letter of

: gratitude to “our dear faithful Armenian

people of all classes inhabiting Georgia.” They
are assured of the continuance of the impe-
rial favour, because of their exemplary firm-
ness and devotedness “at a time when male-
volence and inconstancy were endeavouring
to trouble the tranquillity which we had re-
stored in Georgia.” In the half century since,
and never at any time more zealously than
in the present war against Turkey, Armenia
has given the ablest generals and the best of
its blood to the Russian service, while its
sons have found a career as adminis-
trators and as scholars in St. Petersburg and
Moscow. But it has all been at the price of
surrendering their nationality and even their
Church. Russia has gained far more than it
has given, even if anything could compensate
for the denial of a national and free eccle-
siastical life. Long before Navarino colonies
of Armenians were tempted by their own
leaders in the service of Russia to flee from
the misrule of the Turk to the paternal arms
In 1832 Admiral Lazareff
induced seventy thousand families to move
into the southern wastes of Russia, but hun-
dreds fled back again to their old homes only
to perish of hunger and cold on the way.

Such names as Bagrathion, of old royal blood,
Bubaloff, Madatoff, and others, half con-
cealed by being Russianised, are found in the
brightest annals of Russian warfare. But the
cry of the journal (Morning Land) of the
orthodox is not without truth— “Few of
the children of Armenia find bread in the
workshop, but many find their death in the
battle-field.” Still, at each new attempt to
send the Turks back to the barbarism out of
which they sprang the old Armenian names
reappear. Sometimes hate of the Russian
will lead a soldier like Osman Pasha to apos-
tatize to Mahomet. But it is by Armenian
generals that the Turks have been driven out
of Bayazid, and Kars, and Erzeroum. Loris
Melikoff, the most successful of them, before
whom Kars has fallen for the third time, has
the typical black hair, and dark eyes, and
irregular features, and intellectual gravity of
the ancient race, who were civilised when As-
syria piled up its libraries of tablets, who
first accepted the light of Christ, who were
long the bulwark of Europe against the
Magi and then the Mahomedans, and who
have been industrious, loyal, and cultured
citizens in the lands of their adoption ever
since.

Is this older civilisation, this purer Church,
this higher national life, this historic people,
to be lost in the as yet barren uniformity
of Russian ambition? I cannot say that
a continuance of the Turkish oppression
were better. But in Armenia, as in Bulgaria,
in Bosnia, and in Greece, the best of all is a
restoration of that independence for which
no Christian people is so well fitted, or has
such ancient claims, as the Armenians.

GEORGE SMITH.

SOME THOUGHTS ON DESIGN IN NATURE.

HE most recent attitude of natural
science and of many investigators to

the question of the origin and sequence of
natural phenomena, has been that of denying
the existence of any intelligent cause or design
The tendency of
evolution at first sight appears to be
thoroughly in opposition to the idea that
any natural contrivance or structure in ani-

- mals or plants was formed for the express

purpose of serving a particular end. Main-

' taining that ‘“secondary” causes alone are

appreciated by the human understanding,
many scientists content themselves with
teaching the doctrine that the action of the
world upon the living form, and the reaction

iin turn of the living being upon the world,
are together competent to produce all the
adaptations of structure necessary for the
wants of its existence. According to this idea,
| which was held by Goethe, and which unques-
{ tionably involves a great, but not the whole,
truth, the parts and structures of animals and
plants appear as the result of a constant law of
adaptation, The living organism is regarded
as being moulded and formed by the outward
circumstances of its life. Harmonious ad-
justment to its place or situation in nature
forms, it is true, the predominating law and
rule in the life of every animal and plant;
and could no higher law be shown to operate,
the question of design or no design might
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very well be put out of court altogether, and
abandoned as a thing literally “past finding
out.” Exaniples of the harmonious relation-
ship of living beings to their surroundings
are very readily found. Changes in the habi-
tation and food of animals and plants, for
example, are well known to produce very
marked and important results on their form
and structure. Two plants of the same
species, grown, the one in a moist locality
and the other in a dry and barren situation,
will vary in a marked manner in their general
development as well as in special parts of
their structure, The former will develop
thick and fleshy leaves; these organs, in the
latter case, appearing as thin, dried structures.
The nature of the soil has influenced the
growth of the plants, and the development in
<ither case presents us with an index of the
principle of close reaction upon, and adapta-
tion of the living form to its surroundings.
‘The animal which possesses in a temperate
climate a thin covering of hair, becomes
covered with a woolly coat in a colder region.
The bird which possesses a powerful flight in
its wild state, deteriorates as regards the
extent of its flying powers when domesticated
by man, Whilst conversely, the domesticated
birds, more accustomed to a terrestrial life
than their wild neighbours, exhibit a special
development of the leg-bones—facts well
illustrated by the comparison of wild with
domesticated ducks, and with other birds
brought under the influence of man.

Perhaps the results accruing from the re-
lationship between animals and their sur-
roundings is in no case better exemplified
than by the case of parasitic animals, which
attach themselves to other animals or to
plants, usually as guests of unwelcome kind.
Every naturalist must admit that the con-
dition of parasitism is an acquired one, We
cannot reasonably believe that animals were
created or produced with their parasites
already formed. Every conception of natural
law and order, on the contrary, forces us to

the belief that the parasite has gradually.

acquired its curious habit of association with
its host. Probably what was in reality a
chance companionship at first, has become
intensified into a permanent connection. The
first guest benefited from its attachment to
its host, and its descendants in like manner
repeated the practice of association, until the
habit became a confirmed and invariable
practice. The parasite, having no need of
its organs of locomotion, gradually loses its
limbs. The inevitable ¢“law of the use and dis-
use of organs” operates in the latter phase of

its action and causes decrease and, at last, dis-.

appearance, of the limbs through the abey-
ance of their functions ; and thus we find the
great majority of parasites to be stationary,
limbless creatures. Even to a greater extent
may this backsliding in development proceed,
induced by the dependence of the parasite
on its host for the necessaries of existence.
Provided, as in the case of internal parasites,
with access to the stores of nourishment its
host is elaborating, the parasite is saved the
trouble of exercising its own commissariat,
and hence its digestive organs may become
depraved or may altogether disappear—a
condition illustrated by many organisms
living as parasites within the alimentary canal
of neighbour animals. In such cases, then,
we see exemplified in the most forcible man-
ner the adaptation of the being to its environ-
ments, and to the special mode of life which
it has selected, or which, through the opera-
tion of unknown causes, has been selected
for its pursuit.

Regarding the whole scheme of living crea-
tion in this light, it can readily be understood
how and why naturalists were led to depre-
ciate the idea of design in nature. The
opinions of former years, it must be owned,
-were unduly strained in the opposite direc-
tion, and it was with a sense of relief that
scientists turned to the consideration of the
law of adaptation, just illustrated, as a reason-
able explanation of the origin of animal and
plant forms and structures. The opinion
which formerly maintained the creation or
production of parasites as they were found
inhabiting their hosts, might, it is true, be
received by many as an article of unquestion-
ing faith ; but there can be no doubt of the
reasonable supremacy of the explanation
which, as we have seen, maintains the origin
of parasitism through the gradual modification
and adaptation of the parasite to its peculiar
surroundings. The old ideas that such ani-
mals as the leeches were specially “designed”
for the purposes of the surgeon, appear ridicu-
lous when contrasted with the larger and
truer conception of nature which the student
is led to form, when he regards each animal
as filling a definite place in the universe for
its own good, and entirely apart from human

needs and requirements. The idea of special

design in the leech, for blood-sucking pur-
poses, for example, is not more tenable than

that which would hold that fur seals were '

specially intended to afford the materials for

sealskin garments. This latter supposition,
although indefensible on the ground of its

presuming that nature would minister to
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human luxury, is in truth not a whit more
unreasonable than that of maintaining that
inflammatory diseases and the presence of
leeches are correlated facts in the domain of
nature. The truth is, that animals and
plants must be viewed as existing for their
own good, and in accordance with the great
plan of nature at large. Humanity is apt to
take very selfish views of nature wherever a
natural product has been found to minister
to man’s enjoyment or comfort. We con-
tinually overlook the higher purposes which
animals, plants, and minerals serve in the
maintenance of the universal order of nature,
of which man himself is but a part—even if
he may be regarded as having been favoured
above all other beings. The beauty and the
wealth of nature have existed upon and have
adorned our earth in the long ages before
man appeared. Countless generations and
species of animals and plants were produced
and passed out of existence before the human
epoch; and the choicest flowers still bloom
and waste their sweetness in regions where
man has not yet penetrated, or where the
human sense of beauty has not attained
development. It is against this narrow con-
ception of natural objects, which assumes
that all things were produced for man’s ex-
clusive use, that natural science so strongly
protests ; and it was similarly because such
a thought was permitted to mingle with the
question of the origin of animal structures
that many naturalists were led to oppose the
idea of special and preconceived design in
nature as an unwarrantable supposition, or
as a veritable myth.

But having thus substituted a reasonable
conception of natural laws and operations
for a very one-sided interpretation of these
laws, the tendency of the new current of
thought appeared to lead scientists to alto-
gether ignore the idea of any primary source
from which the regulation of the laws might
proceed. Absorbed in their consideration of
the law visible which operated within and
adapted the living organism to the varied
circumstances of its life, naturalists became
unheeding of the possible existence of a law
invisible—of a higher “law within the law,”
upon which the clearly perceived laws of
adaptation might depend. Hence the idea
of preconceived design and of a Mind operat-
ing through well defined laws, came to be
regarded as representing a primitive belief of
a past era of scientific history. And thus,
with uncompromising haste, the idea of crea-
tive or other interference with the regulation
of nature was departed from, and by many

scientists was relegated to the limbo of un-
tenable and forgotten beliefs,

But if the older theories of design were, as
we have shown, carried to extreme lengths,and
if they were frequently of unreasonable kind
in their assumption of the knowledge of the
ends for which living beings were produced,
no less plain is it that in refusing to recognise
design at all scientists were exemplifying a
most illogical form of procedure. The spirit
of agnosticism, which asserts that it has no
knowledge of any other but a secondary and
ascertained raison d’étre for the world at
large, possesses no logical standing whatever.
In making the statement that we cannot
comprehend the existence of a Higher Law,
the disciple of the “ know nothing” school
of philosophy is making a positive statement
which his negative creed does not entitle him
to advance. Persons who begin by postu-
lating ignorance and negation of any given
point, must needs be chary, as a matter of
mere logic, in asserting their own positive
knowledge of the inability of others to know
and perceive. Hence, as far as the mere
denial of knowledge of primary causes is
concerned, the advocate of the recognition of
higher laws is in no worse position than his
agnostic opponent. But having ascertained
the operation of the visible laws which regu-
late the life of animals and plants, is it reason-
able to suppose that the intellect will stop
short in its consideration of nature at large
with the mere recognition of secondary
causes? The existence of law logically
implies the existence of a lawgiver, and the
very harmony and exact operation of the law
argue powerfully in favour of its inner and
higher origin and cause. Every discovery
which places what is curious in animal and
plant structure on a reasonable basis of expla-
nation, must be regarded as testifying no less
powerfully to the perfection of the law's regu-
lation and institution than to the excellence
of the law itself.

Let us select, by way of illustration of the
latter points, one or two examples of the
striking harmony between cause and effect
apparent in the lives of certain living beings.
If we gather a number of primroses, and
examine the structure of the flower, we shall
find that in some of the flowers the pistil, or
central and seed-producing organ, possesses
a long neck or “style,” reaching almost to
the top of the flower; whilst in others the
style is very short, and appears hidden
within the deep cup formed by the united
petals. This common flower presents to
the botanist one of the most familiar
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examples of a condition known under the
name of Dimorphism—this term indicating
that in one and the same species of plant
two forms or dispositions of flower occur.
The arrangement thus detailed might be
regarded by the casual observer as of no
importance, and might be considered as ex-
emplifying what is utterly unknown in the
whole domain of life, namely, “a freak of
nature "—nature’s so-called “freaks” Deing
regulated, in truth, by laws as definite as
those which control her normal and ordinary
states. To the botanist himself, this condi-
tion long remained inexplicable; but Mr.
Darwin, by the exercise of that patient in-
dustry in the observation of nature for which
he is so justly famous, noted that the deve-
lopment of long-styled and short-styled prim-
roses was perfectly adapted to secure an
interchange of the pollen, or fertilising matter,

Fig. 1.~Section of Primrose. In the right-hand figure the
short-styled flower is seen; the long-styled form being repre-
sented in the left-hand drawing:—co, corolla; g, stamens;
&, style; ov, ovary containing seeds.

which it visits. In this way is secured
a due interchange of pollen between the two
forms of primroses, and the seeds of the one
variety, as nature seems to intend, are thus
fertilised by the pollen of the other form of
flower.

Even more interesting than the case of the
primrose is that of the Myosotis wversicolor, a
species of “forget-me-not,” the arrangement
for securing fertilisation of the seed exhibit-
ing a perfect adaptation to all possible
exigencies which may arise in the life-history
of the flower. If we examine the myosotis
just after the flower has opened, the pistil
with its long style is seen to project above
the level of the flower itself. It thus
presents a most likely object for contact
with the proboscis of an insect which has
come from another myosotis laden with pol-
.len. But failing to obtain fertilisation of its
J J seeds by insect-carried pollen from a neigh-

between the two kinds of flowers. These
flowers are fertilised through the agency of
insects. It will therefore be readily noted
that when an insect visits, say a short-styled
primrose, and thrusts its proboscis into the
flower, the organ will come first in contact
with the stamens, which, in the short-styled
primroses, are placed near the top of the
flower. The insect will thus carry off some
of the pollen, or matter formed in the “an-
thers ” or tops of thestamens. When it visits
a long-styled flower, the pollen gathered from
the short-styled primrose is deposited on the
pistil of the former ; the long style being the
first object with which the proboscis will
come in contact. And, vice vers, the pollen
carried off from the long-styled primroses,
which have their stamens situated far down
within the flower, will be placed by the
insect on the pistil of the short-styled flowers

Fig. 2.—Section of Myosotis palustris, a'species of Forget-me-
not. In the left-hand figure the flower is represented in its
oung shape, the stamens (@) being below the style or pistil
{ul). In the right-hand figure, representin: the subsequent
owth of the flower and its Karts. the stamens are secn to
ve grown so as to overtop the style, and are thus placed in
a position to fertilise the ovules contained in the ovary (ov);
co, corolla ; ca, calyx.

bour-flower, the myosotis has yet another
resource in the pollen of its own stamens.
The stamens at the opening of the flower
are placed far below the style, and hence it
is impossible, so long as the stamens remain
below, for the pollen to be placed on the
pistil, and thus to fertilise the seeds. But
nature has been equal to such an emer-
gency. As time passes we find the stamens
to grow upwards with the petals, and as
in time they overtop the pistil, the flower
is enabled in this fashion to fertilise its
own seeds. Not less interesting or re-
markable are the phases observed in the
action of pollen itself, in its work of fertilisa-
tion. Left to themselves, and unapplied to
their sEJecial purpose, the little yellow grains
of pollen wither and die. But placed in its
appropriate and intended situation on the
pistil, each pollen-grain, as if guided by some
inherent instinct, projects from its surface a
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tube-like structure, which passes through the
style of the pistil, and brings the essential
matters of the pollen-grain in contact with
the seeds.

Regarded even in a cursory manner, the
foregoing phases of plant-history are full of
meaning to the scientist. Everywhere he sees
order and contrivance ; blind chance seems to
have no part in the ordermg of nature’s affairs.
The growth of the long and shortstyled
flowers in the primrose, and the upward
growth of the flower of myosotis, are pu7posive
actions in the plainest meaning of the term.
They are meant to subserve a special end—
thus much the botanist has discovered—and
that they have been “designed,” somehow
or other, to this end is a statement with
which every scientist will agree. That the
pollen-grain has been invested by some
power, and in some fashion or other, with
the property of emitting its pollen-tube when
placed on the pistil, and under no other cir-
cumstances, is a self-evident fact; and that
we are thus witnessing the operation of some
well-defined law regulating the functions of
pollen-grains, constitutes a statement ad-
mitting of no dispute.

The great question, however, which under-
lies these statements, relates to the institu-
tion and regulation of the laws whose opera-
tion is so readily apparent to the seeking
mind. Willitbe regarded as a satisfying and
reasonable explanation, that contrivances of
such orderly and well-balanced nature have
arisen by chance, fortuitously, or through the
demands which nature at large has made
upon her own resources ? Has the purpose
been self-created and self-propagated ? and
has the wondrous intercalation of cause and
effect between insect and flower, between
pollen and seed, or between one part of the
flower and another, been induced and con-
tinued entirely by the operation of surround-
ing conditions? Are we, in short, to begin
and end by simply seeing and admitting the
perfection of the adaptation, and by assuming
the competence of the conditions which we
see in operation to have determined, in the
beginning, their own impulse, effort,and direc-
tion? If we are to answer these questions
in the affirmative, and as a certain school of
thinkers would reply, it must be said that we
are compelled to make calls upon our belief
and imagination, of the extent of which we
can hardly form any conception. The idea
of an order or design which is capable of
self-origination, is a conception requlnng a
much greater exercise of faith in scientific
hypothesis than that which, through faith of

another order, regards the design as the
product of a Mind, correlating the most
minute and msxgmﬁcant as well as the I
grandest phases of natural law. The entire |
question, in short, is one of choice between
investing force and matter with self-creating .
and self-sustaining properties, or of relegating
the source of natural actions to Mind and
Will operating through force and matter, and
through laws of well-defined and stable kind.
Nor do we think the reasonable mind can hesi-
tate in the choice between the two opinions.
If the ordinary experience of life, and the
common, every-day sequence of cause and
effect in human life, possess any power or
value in guiding us towards a rational expla-
nation of the origin and control of nature’s
ways and works, there can be no hesitation
in boldly affirming that the exhibition of
design and purpose in nature is only expli-
cable to the human mind on the assumption
that there exist a Mind and Designer.

The attitude of modern science, where it
has joined issue with natural theology, is
strongly marked by its negation of the right
to infer the operation of Mind in nature
from the contrivances and designs discover-
able in the universe at large ; the presump-
tion placed before us being that the apparent
design has arisen out of necessity, and through
the operation of the law of adaptation. But
what, it may be asked, determines the neces-
sity or institutes the laws which supply the
needs and wants of nature? Could this
allegation of necessity in nature being the
parent of invention and contrivance be
shown to possess no exception, and to be in- -
variably explanatory of the origin of animal
and plant structure, the theory might be
regarded as possessing some strong points
in its favour. But if we are to displace the
idea of intelligent design in nature, it behoves
us to assure ourselves of the fitness of the
rival and deposing idea to fill its place. The
belief in the existence of Mind in nature,
ruling and controlling the destinies of all
nature’s belongings, satisfactorily, simply, and
fully explains the origin and mutations of the
living and non-living alike. If, on the con-
trary, we are to replace this idea of referring
effects to a distinct cause, by another idea, in
which the cause is relegated to some inexpli- -
cable and indistinct source, connected with,
and originating from, ¢ matter and force,” we
are bound to assure ourselves that matter
and force are fully equal, as we know them
scientifically, to the performance of the tasks
with the performance of which they are
credited.
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A case in illustration of the statement that
design and contrivance in nature may arise
in utter independence of causes—such as
use and disuse—competent to produce many
obvious changes in animals and plants, is
afforded by the consideration of the electrical
organs of certain fishes. As seen in the
Zorpedo, or Electric Ray, for example, the
electrical organs consist of two large masses
of honeycomb-like structure, placed one on
each side of the head. 1In this structure are
imitated all the conditions which man brings
together in forming an electric battery ; and
through the peculiar modification which
nerve - force undergoes when transmitted
through this curious apparatus, an electric
current is evolved, capable of being used
with violent effect on the living beings with
which the fish comes in contact. If we
inquire how the electrical organ in this fish
has been developed, and how the intricate
conditions between the nerves and the
organs have been adjusted, we find natural
science to afford no clear answer to the
query. The law of use and disuse of organs
is totally inadequate to explain the nature or
action of this apparatus, and it can hardly be
accounted an explanation of any kind to
allege that it has been developed through the
interaction and operation of unknown con-
ditions. Its purpose, on the contrary, is very
evident. Living animals brought into con-
tact with the fish are either killed or para-
lyzed, and thus no clearer example of the
adaptation of means to an end could well
be found than in the consideration of an
instance like the present. If we refuse to
admit the idea of Design in this case, we
may simply confess our inability to form any
idea whatever of the nature of the electric
organ. If, on the other hand, we recognise
this structure as presenting us with a clear
example of an organ designed to serve a
special end, and by a Mind which has
through special laws wrought out its de-
velopment, all our difficulties disappear.
And in the contemplation of the electrical
organ of the fish, we behold as perfect an
exercise of constructive power, and as admira-
ble an adjustment of means to an end, as,
when in the telegraph we note a veritable
triumph of human science. The credit we
so freely give to humanity in designing an
apparatus of such delicacy, intricacy, and
utility as the electric telegraph, we may not
withhold when paying tribute, in the form
of the deepest admiration and reverence,
to the Mind, which, for the purposes of its
creatures, designed a similar contrivance

ages before man appeared on the stage of
being.

The old standing of teleology, or the reading
of purpose and design in the works of nature,
can thus be shown to be unaffected by the
modern extension of knowledge, and by the
wider recognition of the laws according to
which living beings are formed and arranged.
Evenif it be proved to us that the eye and ear
of man represent modified and improved
states of the organ of sight and hearing in
lower animals—or if, as has been alleged, the
eye of man itself is, as an optical instrument,
not entirely free from defects—the considera-
tion will not in one degree lessen the innate
truth that the laws of development have been
enunciated and ordered by a Great Law-
giver, and that the purpose and design of
these organs are not a whit the less perfectly
served, because of apparent imperfections or
on account of their mode of origin. Disease
itself makes sad havoc in the organ of sight,

.aswell as in every other portion of our frame;

and the argument that the imperfection of
the eye betokens its emanation from a Hand
other than Supreme, is of no more account
than that which would maintain the imperfec-
tions of our whole frame, and our inability to
retain our place in nature, because we are sub-
ject to disease and to death itself. The laws
of life and development are, in truth, clearly
correlated with those of disease and death;
and exactly as we can extend our ideas to
include all the laws and conditions of life in
one great scheme, so proportionally shall we
obtain clear glimpses of the perfect harmony
between cause and effect, and of the attesta-
tion of living nature to the presence of her
Lawgiver and Lord.

As a closing thought to these reflections,
it may be appropriate to point out that, re-
cognising this extension of the purposes of
Mind in nature, each fresh discovery may
frankly be hailed as furnishing us with new
and striking proofs of the operation of
intelligence and design. With the special
readings and constructions of the .Supreme
Mind, as contained in systems of religious
belief, there may be much with which science
disagrees in her interpretation of nature at
large. But beneath these discrepancies in
the letter, there remains, in fact, the deeper
reading of the spirit of a reasonable religion
and of true science —a spirit which, re-
cognising the incorporation of Mind with
Matter, regards Nature as related to God
in the light of a “living appeal of thought
to thought.”

ANDREW WILSON.
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THE LITTLE MAID THAT SLEPT.

SOMBRE folds the windows shroud,
Phantom figures come and go—
Hearts that must not break too loud, .
Muffled footfalls, whispers low,
Cool deft hands—about a bed
‘Where, ’neath fever’s scorching sway,
N Lies a little restless head,
Tossing, tossing, tossing aye.
But the hour of fate draws nigh,
And the mid-sun overhead
Shrieks and drops from out the sky—
Yea, the child is dead !

But she lies so dimpling-fair,
In her bed-gown long and white,
With her waves of heavy hair
Drowning neck and shoulder bright,
‘With the flower-lips just apart,
Half way budded to a smile—
Pure young heart, O sweet child-heart,
Hardly smirched with human guile !
Life so bright on cheek and brow
And those thin white lids of hers—
Fancy whispers, ¢ Softly now,
Softly—see, she stirs ! ”?

But the twin hands fairy-small,

Crossed above the bosom’s snow,
Never rise and hang and fall

‘With the breath’s soft ebb and flow.
Yea, the breaking mother-heart,

Throbbing close, in anguish prest,
Vainly would its warmth impart

To the blue-veined marble breast ;
Kisses win no kissed reply,

Yea, the pet-name softly said
Lures no smile to mouth and eye—

Truly, she is dead.

* » » .

First to heaven He turns His eyes
One long moment, as in prayer,
Then upon the maid that lies
Lapt in slumber still and fair,
Lo, His hands just touch her clay;
¢« Little maiden, wake, arise!”
And the sharp sweet light of day
' Smites in lightning on her eyes,
And the blood’s swift tide again,
Like a stream its chain that breaks,
Sings through every tingling vein,
As she sighs, and smiles, and wakes.
Lips that laugh and eyes that weep,
Throat that thrills with stifled scream!
Little maiden, thou didst sleep—
Oh to know thy dream !
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE,
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WITH ST. PAUL IN ATHENS.

By THE REvV. PrOFEssor PORTER, D.D.
1I.

ST. PAUL IN THE “ MARKET-PLACE.”

T, PAUL, as was his custom, directed
his attention first to his countrymen,
with whom “ he reasoned in the synagogue.”
But he does not appear to have had much
success ; he therefore turned to the Greeks,
for intercourse and controversy with whom
his early training and habits of thought speci-
ally fitted him, having been educated in the
philosophical school of Tarsus, which at that
time rivalled, if it did not excel, Athens. In
order to obtain easy and free communication
with the people he adopted the plan of their
own teachers, and went out into the Stoas of
the Agora. The English rendering of this
word, “ market-place,” does not convey a
right conception of the Greek. The Agora
was a place of public resort, in which, it is
true, there was a market; but where all
classes of the people, learned and unlearned,
teachers and pupils, were wont to congregate
in spacious halls, beneath long sfoas, or
colonnades, and in the porches of the nume-
rous temples, for the purpose of hearing the
newest philosophical theories, and discussing
the events and politics of the day. The
character and habits of the Athenians of that
period are admirably sketched in a single
sentence of the sacred narrative, most pro-
bably in the language of St. Paul himself:
4 All the Athenians and strangers which were
there spent their time in nothing else but
either to tell or to hear the newest thing.”*
And this agrees exactly with the judgment of
some of their own most famous orators and
writers.

The Agora, with all its traditions and sur-
roundings, was well fitted to inspire a scholar
like St. Paul, and to kindle the pride of the
Athenians themselves, It was in shape a
natural amphitheatre, some three hundred
yards in diameter. On its southern side was
the Pnyx, a large artificial terrace on the face
of a low hill, sloping gently upwards to the
Bema, or pulpit, a little square platform of
natural rock, with steps leading to it. On
the Pnyx the great popular assemblies were
held, and from the Bema the greatest orators
of Athens—Demosthenes, Pericles, Themis-
tocles, and Solon—addressed the Athenians.
North of the Agora was the Areopagus; and
on the north-east the Acropolis.

® Acts xvii. 21. In the Greek.

In such a place, and among such people,
St. Paul found a ready, if not a very hopeful
audience. Certain of the Epicureans and
Stoics condescended to listen to him ; roused,
apparently, from their wonted indifference
and philosophic repose by the intense earnest-
ness of the man, which was as new and as
strange to them as were the doctrines he
taught.

The Epicureans were the Materialists of
Athens, who followed the Atomic theory of
Democritus ; believing that the world, with
all its varied forms of beauty—its plants and
animals, its men and women, its literature
and art—was the fully developed result of a
fortuitous concourse of atoms. The gods,
they said, led an untroubled life, taking no
part in earthly affairs ; and consequently they
were not to be regarded as objects either of
superstitious veneration or disquieting fear.
Their ethical system was embodied in the
principle, that happiness is the true aim of
life, and this happiness consists in the fullest
temporal enjoyment. Virtue has no value
except in so far as it is agreeable. Happi-
ness is to be attained, however, not by
sensual indulgence, for that entails pain, but
by tranquillity of soul—doing nothing, and
thinking of nothing, present or future, calcu-
lated to give pain. Death is annihilation ;
and there was no terror to the Epicurean in
simply ceasing to be.

The Stoics were Pantheists. According
to them God and matter, body and spirit,
are the same in essence. Matter is the
passive foundation of things; God the active
and formative power of matter. The world
is God’s body; God the world’s soul. Men
are but parts of the universal deity, and con-
sequently individual freedom is a myth.
Everything in the universe, animate and in-
animate, is inspired by the divine life, ruled
by the divine will, and destined to return to
the divine unity. This withering system set
aside at once the personality of God and the
responsibility of man.

It will be seen how diametrically opposed
these dogmas were to the truths of the
Gospel. St. Paul preached a Personal God,
the Creator and Ruler of the Universe; man
sinful, responsible, immortal ; atonement by
a crucified and risen Saviour; the resurrec-
tion of the dead, and a future state of reward
and punishment; together with that sublime
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ethical code which results from these doc-
trines, and is developed in his Epistles.
These were all new and strange to the
Athenian philosophers. The Epicureans
simply set them aside, because they would
not disturb the calm repose of their minds
. with disquieting topics ; and they called the
! Apostle “a babbler”—a man who talked
| fluently without purpose and without effect.
' The Stoics seem to have been more rational,
i for they wished to hear the new faith.. They
thought, perhaps, the Apostle was guilty of
the crime for which Socrates had been put to
death—that he was “a setter forth of strange
gods, because he set forth to them Jesus and
the Resurrection.” As the Athenians were
accustomed to deify abstract qualities, they
supposed St. Paul intended to introduce to
them two new deities. In order, therefore,
that he might have an opportunity of ex-
plaining his meaning, they took him away
from the din and bustle of the Agora, and
placing him in the midst of the Areopagus,
said: “ May we know what this new doc-
trine is of which thou speakest? for thou
bringest strange things to our ears.” There
was no force used. They treated the
Apostle with the utmost courtesy, and they
gave him an opportunity which he himself
had doubtless longed for. But as, by the
law of Athens, it was death for any private
person to disturb the religion of the state by
i the introduction of a deity not publicly re-
! cognised, they considered it only fair to hear
St. Paul upon the matter, and to hear him
upon the spot where, from time immemorial,
such points had been determined in the high
Court of the Arcopagus.

THE AREOPAGUS.

Next to the Acropolis, the Areopagus was
the most honoured spot in Athens. It was
a mound of rugged rock; its sides cliffs,
+ varying from ten to thirty feet in height, and
"its broad top descending with an easy slope
* to the south. Below it lay the Agora, with
the Pnyx in full view directly opposite. The
. highest point of the rock was on the east,
facing the Acropolis, which was not quite
three hundred yards distant. A flight of
twenty steps, hewn in the rock, led from the
Agora to this point, and at the top was a
‘ rectangular area, artificially levelled, having
a ledge round it like a bench; here the
Court of Areopagus held its sittings. It was,
doubtless, by those steps the Apostle as-
cended, and on that level area, “in the midst
of Mars Hill,” he stood when he addressed
the Athenians.

Aischylus, in his tragedy of Orestes, thus
accounts for the name Areopagus :—
« « » “This the hill

Of Ares, seat of Amazons, their tent,

‘What time ’gainst Theseus, breathing hate, they came,
‘Waging fierce battle, and their towers upreared,

A counter-fortress to Acropolis.

To Ares they did sacrifice, and hence

This rock is titled Arecpags.”

The origin of the Court is involved in
mystery ; though of its remote antiquity and
high functions there can be no doubt. One

popular legend was, that it was established .

to try Ares (Mars) for the murder of
Hephastus, a son of Poseidon. Aschylus

gives another, as follows: Orestes, being :

pursued by the Furies for the murder of his
mother, Clytemnestra, at Mycen=z, fled to
Athens to claim the protection of Minerva.
On amriving there, the Furies agreed to
submit the case to her judgment. She,
however, feared to take the responsibility,
and soinstituted the Court. Aschylus gives
her words :—

“ But since this weighty cause hath lighted here,
Judges of murder, bound by oath, I’ll choose,
Solemn tribunal for all future time.
But for yourselves call witnesses and proofs,
Sworn cvidence collect to aid your suit;
Myself the noblest of my citizens,
To whom is dear the sanctity of oaths,
‘Will cull ; then hither come to judge this cause.” ®
It is afterwards added in the language of a

solemn proclamation :—

“Behold! This court august, untouched by bribcs,

Sharp to avenge, wakeful for those who slecp,

Establish I, a bulwark to this land.”

But, whatever may have been its origin, it
was held by the Athenians in highest venera-
tion. On one side of the place of meeting
was a temple of Ares; and on the other, in
a gloomy grotto under the brow of the cliff,
was a shrine of the Furies.
was the supreme council of Athens—a kind
of Senate, or House of Lords; at once the
highest criminal tribunal, and, as Aschylus
indicates, the guardian of the laws of the
State. It had another function: to try and
punish the impious and irreligious, and
decide cases bearing upon alleged dishonour
to the national deities. Its members were
men of great distinction, and constituted a
civic nobility,

ST. PAuL’s SPEECH ON Mars HILL.

There is no evidence that St. Paul was
taken before the council, or that he was in
any sense placed upon a judicial trial. But, at
the same time, from the character of the state-
ment made by those who * brought him unto
Areopagus,” “he seemeth to be a setter forth

® Orestes.

The Areopagus.
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of strange gods,” and from his own know-
ledge of the law of Athens in this respect,
and of the office of the court, he must have
felt that his being taken to that spot, and his
having the question there put to him, “May
we know what this new doctrine whereof
thou speakest is ?” indicated, on the part of
the people, a desire to have, if not a legal,
at least a popular trial. He was certainly
aware of the deep solemnity of the occasion,
and the momentous issues involved—issues
far more momentous than any affecting his
own personal safety. His speech was worthy
of the occasion. With matchless skill he
took advantage of the very superstitions of
the Athenians to show them the reasonable-
ness and press upon their acceptance the
fundamental doctrine of Christianity, while
at the same time setting aside their charge
. of introducing strange gods: ¢ Men of
. Athens, I perceive that in every respect you
carry your religious veneration very far.”
There is no blame expressed, as our English
version, unfortunately, would seem to imply;
there is rather an approval of the deep
religious feelings of the people, in that they
recognised the hand of Deity in everything.
The palpable evidence of this was before
him, for within sight, as he stood on Mars
Hill, was a temple or statue to almost every
deity in ancient mythology.

The apostle’s second point was still
stronger, and even better adapted to the
purpose he had in view. It comes in as one
of the most striking illustrations of the in-
tense religious feelings of the Athenians:
% As I was passing through (your city), and
observing your objects of worship, I found
an altar on which was inscribed, ‘ To AN
UnkNowN Gob.” Whom, therefore, ye wor-
i ship, not knowing Him, Him I set forth to

you.”* THe thus shows the Athenians that
he is giving them the very knowledge which
they ought, as a matter of course, to wish
for—knowledge of a God whose power they
recognised, whom they worshipped, and yet
whom they confessed they did not know.
The apostle does not mean to say that it was
the true God to whom the altar was originally
dedicated, or that those who dedicated it
had Him in their minds. There is a deeper
meaning in his words. He speaks of the
God of whom they, by the inscription they
had put upon the altar, confessed them-
selres ignorant; and he tells them that, as
. they did not know him, he would make Him
I known to them. St. Paul's very words are

——— e g —

selected with a skill which proves his won-
derful acuteness of mind and dialectic
power. Our English version, unfortunately,
misses the finer and more delicate turns of
expression. The inscription on the altar
was “To an wnknown God” (dyvdory Jep);
and St. Paul says, “whom, therefore, ye,
without knowing Him (&yvoobvres), worship,
Him I set forth to you.” In making his
explanation and defence he employs the
very word they had put upon the altar,
Then, further, the phrase, *“ Him 7 sef forile”
(katayyé\ o), is employed advisedly to meet
their charge, “He seemeth to be @ setter
Jorth” (katayyeleis) ¢ of strange gods.” It
was impossible to withstand this logic or
meet this plea. Out of their own mouth he
justified himself,

St. Paul then develops the nature and
character of the true God. He is not an
image of gold or silver, wood or stone, how-
ever skilfully wrought ; but an Almighty
Spirit, the Creator and Governor of all
things. In this sentence he strikes at the
root of idolatry, for the doctrine of creation
is the refutation of idol worship. Stier has
well said on this point, “Every system of
divinity, either of ancient or modern times,
whether it calls itself philosophy, dogmatism,
or theosophy, if it does not, as its first prin-
ciple, adopt the biblical theory of creation,
must take to itself the warning words of the
Apostle John addressed to the Church in
every age: ‘Little children, keep yourselves
from idols.” Until we acknowledge #4e God
whom Paul preached at Athens—that s, the
God who, as the Eternal, by His personal
and free-will and working, in the beginning
of time made the world, so long shall we,
like the Athenians, serve an ¢ unknown God,’
let our philosophy be ever so eminent and
our feelings of devotion and dependence
ever so deep. The New Testament theory
of redemption can only be rightly built up
on the Old Testament theory of creation.” *

And this idea of God, the Supreme Crea-
tor, embodies in it the nature of the worship
which alone can be acceptable to Him—not
the erection of gorgeous temples, not the
offering of costly sacrifices, “ as though He
needed anything,” for, on the contrary, we
are dependent on Him “for life and breath
and all things.” He is a Spirit, and requires
spiritual worship. He demands the entire
consecration of the intellect, the heart, the
physical powers, to His work and glory here,
that we may be fitted for the Resurrection,

® Acts xvii. 23. In the Greek.

* ¢ The Words of the Apostles,” Clark’s ed., p. 295
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Judgment, and heaven hereafter. This grand
truth is more fully developed by St. Paul in
his Epistle to the Romans, where he brings
out the necessary connection between the
divine nature and human duty: “ Of Him,
and through Him, and to Him are all things
.+ . I beseech you, therefore, that ye pre-
sent your bodies” (yourselves, with all your
powers, physical as well as mental) “ a living
sacrifice, holy, acceptable to God, which is
your reasonable service.” ¥

While thus setting before the Athenians
the fundamental principles of Christianity,
one can see with what tact and power he
exposed the unreasonableness of idolatry,
and the utter rottenness of their whole social
system, civil as well as religious. Every word
of his speech, also, was adapted to the
scene on which he looked, as he stood “in
the midst of Mars Hill.” Over his head
was the glorious sky of Greece, and around
him a vast panorama of earth and sea; so he
said, “ God made the world and all things
therein; . . . He is Lord of heaven and
earth.” Glancing at the temples which
filled the Agora and covered the Acropolis,
and pointing probably to the colossal bronze
statue of Minerva which towered over them
all, glittering in the sunbeams, he thus con-
tinued : God ““dwelleth not in temples made
with hands, neither is served of human
hands;” that is, He is not served with the
genius of the sculptor or the skill of the
architect ; He requires something higher from
a spiritual and immortal being.

St. Paul had doubtless observed the de-
grading effects of slavery in Athens and
Attica, where there were twenty slaves to
every freeman. He knew how the Athenians
prided themselves on their origin, imagining
that they were the children of the soil, while
their slaves were an inferior race, unfit for,
and unworthy of, the rights of manhood.
The treatment which the slaves received was
hard, and in some cases brutal. How ap-
propriate, therefore, and how telling were his
words, uttered as he looked from the circle
of haughty citizens on the Areopagus down
on the crowds of slaves in the Agora:
“ God made all nations of men of one blood,
to dwell on all the face of the earth.”

Next, with happy allusion to the well-
known literary tastes of the Athenian audi-
ence, he quoted from their own poets an
illustration and proof of another fundamental
truth, that we, intellectual beings, are “#ke
offspring of God”"—His creatures; and that,

® Rom. xi. 30, xii. 1.

consequently, no thoughtful man could sup-
pose that the God who created him “is like
unto gold or silver, or stone graven by art
and man’s device.” By such an unworthy
supposition man would dishonour himself.
There is here, in all probability, special
allusion to the statue of Minerva, in the
Parthenon, the masterpiece of Phidias, and
as a work of “art and man’s device” the
glory of Athens. By worshipping it, they
worshipped, not their Creator, but a thing
of their own creation. And this truth finds a
noteworthy illustration in the inscription cut
by the sculptor on the base of the wonderful
statue of the Olympian Jove. It was as
follows :—“ Phidias, Charmides’ son, the
Athenian citizen, made ME.” The statue is
here, with grim humour, made to speak as a
person, and thus almost becomes the god
himself, and yet this god describes the artist
as having made him! The whole passage in
the poet Aratus, part of which the Apostle
quotes, is deserving of attention, as showing
how the more enlightened of the Greeks
sometimes obtained glimpses of divine truth.
It has been rendered as follows :—

“From God begin we—who can touch the string

And not harp praise to Heaven’s cternal king ?

He animates the mart and crowded way,

The restless ocean, and the sheltered bay.

Doth care perplex? Is lowering danger nigh?

We are his offspring, and to God we fly.”” ¢
The same sentiments are also expressed with
much force and beauty by another old Greek
poet; and although his hymn is addressed to
the heathen Jove, it might with far more
truth be addressed to the Jehovah God of
the Bible, for were its statements carried out
to their full logical sequence they would
demolish polytheism :—

“ Most glorious of the gods, immortal Jove!

Supreme on carth beneath, in heaven above!

Thou Great First Cause, whose word is Nature's law,

Before tl;‘y throne we mortals bend with awe;

For we thine offspring are. To man is given—

‘To man alone—to lift a voice to heaven.”

The statement of the most solemn and
startling of all doctrines, a judgment to come,
was also singularly appropriate as made on
that spot where the highest tribunal of
Athens had been wont to meet from time
Immemorial, Another local circumstance
may have helped to suggest it, while it
tended to connect with it a feeling of deeper
awe even in the minds of the sceptical
Epicureans and Stoics. Beneath the rock on
which the apostle stood was, as has tEeen
said, the shrine of the Furies—those mythical

* Aratus was a native of Tarsus, and consequently a
countryman of 8t. Paul. He lived about B.C. 270,

t The Hymn of Cleanthus, The original may be secn in
Lewin’s  Life of St. Paul,” i. 265,
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beings who were supposed to chase and
punish throughout eternity guilty criminals.
St. Paul was doubtless aware that the poet
ZAschylus represents the Furies as standing
on the Areopagus and chanting these appal-
ling words :—
“ For Fate supreme ordains that we
This office hold for evermore :
Mortals imbrued with kindred gore
‘We scathe, till under earth they flee;
And when in death

They yield their breath
Xn Hades still our thralls they be.” ®

For so far the audience heard St. Paul
with patience. His tact and talent riveted
their attention ; his knowledge of their
religion and philosophy astonished them;
while his intense earnestness and enthusiasm
roused them from their customary indif-
ference. They all felt that the subject-
matter of his address exactly suited the
spectacle round him; it embraced poetry,
philosophy, and theology, while it portrayed
with the skill of a master the most prominent
traits of the Athenian character, and brought
out in vivid colours the contrast between
Greek idolatry and spiritual Christianity,
showing the folly, the unreasonableness, of
the one, and the divine philosophy inherent
in the other. But when St. Paul proceeded
to speak of the resurrection, that doctrine
was so entirely new to them—so utterly
opposed, besides, to all their ideas about
amatter and spirit, about the order and beauty
of the present life.and man’s high dignity
here—that some openly mocked, while others
politely, yet evidently with a half-scornful
smile, put the matter aside, saying, “We
4will hear thee again of this.”

His noble statement, however, was not
altogether in vain, for “ some clave unto him

and believed,” and among them was Diony-
sius the Areopagite.

A modern school of destructive criticism
objects to this whole narrative on account of
its “evident design and studied arrange-
ment.” Baur says, “All the well-known
characteristic traits of the Athenian character
are cleverly and ingeniously pressed into the
service, so that the contrast which must have
been presented in this brilliant seat of
Grecian culture between Christianity and
polytheistic heathenism and between a
Christian and a popular character like the
Athenian, may be brought forward as pro-
minently as possible.” * But is not this just
what one would look for from such a man as
St. Paul speaking in such a place? An argu-
ment of this sort will have little weight with
those who proceed with unbiassed minds to
an investigation of the facts of history. The
whole life and writings of St. Paul show how
skilfully he could adapt his reasoning and
language to the circumstances and modes of
thought of the different classes he addressed.
In the highest and best sense he was able to
say, “I am become all things to all men,
that by all means I might save some.” In
fact his address at Athens is a practical illus-
tration and proof of the accuracy of the
sketch which he gives of his own character
and object in his first Epistle to the Corin-
thian Church.t And one who takes his
stand on the Areopagus, and who, in the
light of the scene around him, and of the
early history and political state of Athens,
studies the narrative in the Acts of the
Apostles, will receive an impression, not
only of its perfect truthfulness, but also of
its masterly adaptation and consummate
ability, which no argument can ever shake.

FIRST PRINCIPLES.
& Scexmon bp the Right Rev. The Tord Bishop of Rochester.

“For the kingdom of God is not in word, but in power.”’—1 Cor. iv. 20.

YET a man might be pardoned for think-

ing otherwise. For our Christian reli-
gion, which is but another expression for the
kingdom of God, not being a private system
of philosophy for a handful of leisurely scho-
lars, but a gospel of life and freedom and
glorious immortality for the race, the way of
making it known could not be so conveniently
by books, which few then could either read
or procure, as by mouth-teaching ; the magic

® Orestes.

XIX—13

influence of living spoken words, which like
fire running along the ground should burn
and spread as it burned. So the first herald
of this kingdom was a preacher, preaching
repentance for remission of sins; and the
first king of it was the Incarnate Word of his
Father, speaking as never man spake ; who
before He left the earth made it his instruc-
tion to his followers to preack the gospel,

® “Life and Works of Paul.” ch, vii.
+ 1 Cor. ix, 20—23.
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when He had gone back into heaven, vouch-
safing as the proof of it the portent of flaming
Zongues, accompanied with miracles of speeck.
Yet this same apostle, who always makes so
much of preaching, and in his own case treats
it as of more importance than anything else,
here tells us that the kingdom of God is not
in word, but in something else ; and when we
ponder what he means by it, we soon per-
ceive that it is no flighty paradox, no hot
back-thrust at bragging enemies, who tilted
at his shadow but dreaded to look him in
the face. Rather, he is deliberately laying
down a profound and universal principle,
good for that time, but especially for this
time, when every truth is jealously looked at
from behind and before, and on both sides ;
and when, properly enough, reason claims her
place at the side of love.

What is this kingdom of God, or kingdom
of Christ? It is that spiritual society of bap-
tized souls, which He was born to incorporate,
lived to initiate, died to purchase, rose to
justify, and ascended to govern. Itis called a
“kingdom” for two reasons. First,in blessed
fulfilment of the hopes and aspirations of the
race from which according to the flesh he
sprang, and which through ages of oppression
and disappointment steadily looked for a
king who should rule in righteousness, and a
prince who should reign in judgment. Also,
because He was a king, in everything that
makes true kingship, doing a king’s work,
showing a king’s qualities, and winning a
king’s empire. Of the way in which He set
up His kingdom, and ruled it asit grew, it has
been well said, that it was His own, and no
others; and that the mere conception of it,
as well as the instruinents used for it, go far
to prove Him Divine. He neither coined
money, nor raised taxes, nor hired soldiers,
nor kept court. His robes were meekness
and humility ; His crown was of thorns ; His
authority was the influence of character; His
marvellous power, used reluctantly and even
parsimoniously, was never exerted for Him-
self, only for His brethren. Tiberius and
Jesus were both on earth together; but while
an unspeakable shudder is the verdict of the
human conscience over the recluse of Caprez,
in Jesus and His royalty not one quality is
wanting. We see calm self-restraint, over-
flowing sympathy, terrible sternness at evil and
baseness, and an insatiable benevolence. The
men who rushed to seize Him stumbled be-
fore His majesty ; the wretched worldling who
condemned Him felt his last remorse in the
act, which not all the water of Jordan could
wash away : nature paid Him her homage in

the earthquake and darkness ; a heathen by
His cross publicly confessed of Him that He
was the Son of God.

Of this kingdom St. Paul affirms that it “is
not in word, but in power.,”” What does he
mean by this, and how can it be shown to be
true? What he means is this: that a king-
dom, which above everything else is Divine,
does not consist in as its essence, does not
move in as its proper sphere, does not depend
on as something indispensable to it, the out-
ward vehicle and expression of its substance
and force. Meant for men and moving
among visible and mundane things, and
partly approached and apprehended through
the senses, it cannot, of course, afford to be
quite indifferent either to external forms, or
human agencies, or mental culture, or even
material elements; but while it consents to
use them, it disdains to lean on them ; itisa
free and mobile, not a slavish use ; and what
really is incessantly, though invisibly, potent
in this kingdom is that strange factor in the
world’s affairs which so puzzles philosophers,
who must not ignore it, and baffles sceptics,
who dare not despise it, and vexes statesmen,
who cannot escape it, and consoles saints, in
whom it dwells as their life and gladness—
the free, boundless, universal grace of God.

There are four chief things m this kingdom
in which at all times men have been tempted
more or less to put their trust, and without
meaning it, so to use and appreciate and
magnify, that occasionally they have become
snares to the Church at large, and to many
individuals in particular ; and have thereby
provoked sharp reactions, and driven the
multitude, who always prefer feeling to think-
ing, into perilous extremes on the other side;
and in discouraging even the wise and mode-
rate use of reasonable liberty have crippled
the Church’s action, to the grievous hurt of
souls. |

“The kingdom of God is not in word but
in power,” and (to take instances of what he
means) it is not in ritual, or temple, or cere-
mony, which are but expressions and places
and symbols of worship, that its essence con-
sists, but in that spirit of holy worship that
enables us to adore God always, and any-
where, and with all forms or no forms, in a
stately shrine or under a fig-tree, on Sabbath
days or any day of the week, making us feel
that the one thing we want to see is the
King’s face, the one sanctuary we try to
reach is the King’s presence, the one result
we desire to attain is the King's image and
superscription. Clearly this was Christ’s own
teaching to the woman of Samaria, when she
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tried by a morose narrowness to put off the
stranger, who read the secrets of her uneasy
heart. “Woman, the hour cometh, when
neither in this mountain nor yet in Jerusalem
shall men worship the Father. God is a
spirit.” And indeed it is the truth of truths
to get hold of, and keep tightly, and pass on
to others, that the end of all worship, ornate
or simple, common or private, of angels or of
men, is to reach and touch God ; that what-
ever helps to this edifies, and whatever
hinders this hurts; that the ritual itself,
apart from its results, is a matter of supreme
indifference, without the grace of the spirit of
prayer must be but a gaudy delusion; nay,
that the heart may thrill, and the spirit move,
and the surface of our whole being be stirred
by the stately pageant or the lofty hallelujah,
without the finger of God touching one pulse
in the conscience, or the worship which it
seemed to quicken reaching His Throne.

Again, the kingdom of God is not in mun-
dane policy, or imperial alliances, or opulent
endowments, or physical aid, nor has it ever
been a question of mere counting heads.
“My kingdom is not of this world,” said
Christ to the ruler at the moment he was
sentencing Him to die. These outward acci-
dents, if rightly understood and wisely used
and equipoised by counteracting forces, may
help her usefulness ; but they do not make
her essence, nor touch her life. The Church’s
power is in the life of God dwelling in her by
the Holy Ghost. Union with Christ gives
her life, and sustained union with Him
deepens, strengthens, nourishes, and perfects
it. “Iin them and thou in me "—this is the
mystery of her existence. “Receive ye the
Holy Ghost;” here are the keys of her
power. And all this world can give, without
God, or what comes to the same thing, used
without recognition of Him, dependence on
Him, or devotion to Him, instead of helping
the Church must presently blind and para-
lyze her. In the end she will once more
leam to say, “ We have no king but Casar,”
and while Pilate cleans his hands from the
sin into which the Church has pushed him,
once more Barabbas is chosen and once
more Jesus dies.

Again, the kingdom of God is not in out-
ward organization, or ecclesiastical discipline,
or even primitive order. It must, of course,
have machinery of some kind, and it must
have discipline ; but these can be altered as
there is need for the ever-changing times.
Nor is the operation of its grace confined to
any single community, or any special form of
government. The kingdom is too vast,

Christ too just, Scripture too silent, dlf-
ferences too inevitable, for this to be pos-
sible. No doubt the great Churches of the
Christian system severally rejoice to believe
that their doctrine and system conform more
closely to the apostolic model than any
other, and in basing their societies on the
doctrine of Christ, and the practice of the
primitive time, they possess a sure guarantee
that they are accepted of God. Also be it
observed, these matters are not so insigni-
ficant as some shallow triflers pretend them
to be; and, in the face of so many intelli-
gent and devout believers sturdily declining
to compromise their consciences just for
civility’s sake, to vaunt their unimportance is
an insincere folly. But the Church of Rome
claims to date from the apostles, and does
her grand antiquity either insure her a suc-
cession of doctrine or cover but one of her
tremendous sins? Alexander VI. sat in St.
Peter’s chair, and polluted St. Peter’s office,
and would have scorned with an infinite
scorn to be set in the scales against Thomas
Cranmer or John Bunyan. But in the great
day, when the fire shall try every man’s
worth of what sort it is, will Christ condemn
for schism from the Catholic Church the
man who fulfilled his word in separating
from Rome, and refused to share her sins?
As you see them judged before you, had you
rather be the loathsome pontiff who burned
Savonarola, or have written the ¢ Pilgrim’s
Progress”? God refuses to shut up His
blessing to only one order of things or only
one. ministry of truth., Those who think
otherwise have a right to their opinions, but
facts are against them, and facts are the cru-
cible of laws. He fulfils Himself in many
ways and by many men. Look round, and
you will be convinced of it. It was one of
his own apostles, and he not naturally a
broad-minded man, who was taught to say
that “in every nation he that feareth God
and worketh righteousness is accepted of
Him.” It was another apostle who wrote to
the Philippians that Christ preached any
way was a cause of joy. To claim a monopoly
of grace is to make God out to be another
Being than what He has ever claimed to be.
To establish an apostolicity both of origin
and faith and discipline and ritual, is no
doubt a task which those who try it do
not always succeed in, yet it is reasonable to
attempt it, noble to desire it, and good to
secure it. Still, it is the presence of Christ
that is the true charter, and the real power
for His people everywhere, “Lo, I am with
you alway, even unto the end of the world.”




180

_ .

GOOD WORDS.

Once more : the kingdom of God is not in
creeds, nor in liturgies, nor in articles, nor in
formularies of any kind, but is in that Truth
which is above and beyond and beneath them
all ; that thought and purpose of God which
the poor diction and confused understandings
of men can no more compress into a few
hundred crabbed sentences than a child’s
drinking-cup empty the Atlantic sea. About
as well say that the twinkling of a mlghty star,
as it feebly flashes on the astronomer’s strained
sight through the lens of a telescope, suffi-
ciently represents the light and glory of the
orb as it blazes in space, as that any or all
the creeds which man’s thought can conceive,
or his devotion utter, or his heart apprehend,
or his words express, can adequately express
the mind and heart of God. God is too
great, and, let us say, man is too great like-
wise, for any human language either to reveal
the one or content the other. Yet it does
not therefore follow that creeds are not abso-
lutely necessary or greatly helpful, manfully
to be held fast, loyally to be handed down to
the ages after us. They are landmarks of
catholic conflicts, barriers against the ever-
recurring subtleties and doubtings of restless
intellectualism in ever new shapes and words.
We thank God for the creeds, all of them.
We thank God for our orthodox confessions
of faith, all of them. Oply let us not suppose
that in saying the creeds we of necessity grasp
the truth that is contained in them, or have
that personal faith in God which by His grace
quickens truth with life. A creed may be a
fire within us, burning and shining with light
and power, or it may be as a handful of dead
seeds withering in the memory. The sword
of the Spirit can only make good fight for
God when a regenerate hand clasps it. It
was the orthodox Pharisees, not the outcast
publicans, who sent Jesus to his cross.

In conclusion, these words rebuke pride,
persuade toleration, and persuade victory.

There are many sorts of pride, and they
are all forms of self-love ; some grander, some
meaner than others, yet with the universal
tendency of practically dethroning God from
his rightful supremacy over His creatures, with
the inevitable result of robbing and injuring
men. No doubt the basest is the pride of
money, and the oddest (yet secretly the most
coveted) is the pride of birth, and the most
reasonable is the pride of knowledge, which,
disdaining a life of sense, and desiring to get
behind the manifold mysteries which baffle
and yet tantalise us on all sides, has its great
reward, its pure happiness, also its hidden
snares. The pride of religious privilege was

the sin of those who of all His enemies were
most obnoxious to Christ; and the pride of
ceremonialism, in other words, of acting wor-
ship instead of offering it, is perhaps the
casiest and shallowest of all. Yet to all these
alike the words of the text are a stern re-
proof. Not in word, but in the truth behind
the words; not in forms, but in the spirit
beneath the forms ; not in privileges, but in
the grace that is behind the privileges, does
the kingdom of God consist. That is, in
power—of God, and not of men ; of God who
works, and for men who believe. ¢ Blessed
are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the king-
dom of heaven.” ¢ Let him that glorieth
glory in the Lord.” They also suggest tolera-
tion, and chiefly in our relations to each
other. How tolerant we ought to be, and
especially with the young—so eager, but so
inexperienced, so generous, and often so self-
denying, yet sometimes so headstrong, and
withal shallow. If some of us by God’s
favour seem high up on the mountain brow
rejoicing in the sunlight that falls full on us,
let us not despise nor rebuke those who,
perhaps for no fault of their own, are still
groping in the mists beneath. Tell me a
man’s tolerance—if it be not the tolerance of
a contemptuous apathy—and I will tell you
the depth of his knowledge and the breadth
of his charity. When we have thought out
our convictions for ourselves, and know how
we came by them, we are not easily unsettled
by a few plausnble words on the other side.
But tenaciousness need not be moroseness.
In proportion as we have the truth, and love
it and trust it, shall we be able to leave it
with the God of Truth to teach His own
children in His own time and way.

But if patience is wise, hope is reasonable,
for victory is sure. At least if God is God.
Nay, hope is a duty, for we are saved by hope,’
and if we cannot hope let us throw up our
hands and sink. But I say everything en-
courages hope, if it be but intelligent and
wary ; and nothing so much as the spirit of
toleration, for thereby we come to see how
many more are with us than we knew of ; and
if we can but wait a little, there will be more
still. For if hope is the wine of generous
souls, it is also the reward of faithful service ;
and those who keep nearest to God, who
oftenest wrestle with Him, these see His face
at break of day, and He blesses them ; and
He treats them as His friends by telling them
things that are hidden from other men, and a
great sense of power nerves and gladdens
their souls. Christian hope is but the beating
of the King’s heart enshrined in ours; and
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when He bids us hope, something must be
at hand. For victory, which is the purpose
of God, is also the work of God ; and that
Divine Spirit who regenerates and sanctifies,
who helps the thinker to think and the saint
to worship, is the power of God among men.
Many things are good, but one thing is need-
ful ; there are gifts we are glad to have, though

we can do without them. There is one we
must have, or the Church dies. For the de-
voutness of our worship, for the sweetness of
our charity, for the purity of our lives, for the
fruitfulness of our service, there is but one
truth to confess. The kingdom of God is not
in word, but in power; there is but one faith
to maintain, “ I believe in the Holy Ghost.”

“BLESSED ARE THEY THAT MOURN.”

ANCE I had a wife 0’ my ain,
An ingle warm and bright,
A candle in my window set
To cheer me hame at night.
And now the wife’s in heaven aboon,
An’ through its opened door,
Heaven’s glory’s hauding up my heart,
Across earth’s lanely moor.

Ance I had a bit bonnie farm
And watched for rain and shine,
But noo’ I look on a’ the land,
And 2’ the land seems mine.
And in the vera sun 1’ the lift
I feel to have my share :
There’s something in me sib to all
That’s living anywhere.

An’ thochts come ben, I canna tell ;
In talk they’d only look

Like butterflies wi’ pins stuck through
An’ fastened in a book.

I'd rather let ’em flutter out
On God’s own bonnie trees :

The eyes may aften ha’ a glimpse
O’ what hands shouldna seize.

There’s depth in life man canna sound,
There’s height he canna reach,

But there’s a Light that shines for all,
And there's a Way for each.,

And turning to the right is joy,
And to the wrong is hell,

Yet there’s one thing he canna miss,
An’ that is God Himsel'.

ISABELLA FYVIE MAYO.
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SKETCHES IN OUR PARISH.
By THE AUTHOR oOF ¢ THE PENFOLK.”
PART 1.

BY the will of my late friend, Mr. Robert

Lindsay, there was bequeathed to me
his Diary, from which I propose to extract and
give to the public from time to time a few of
what he calls “Sketches in our Parish.” But
before doing so it seems necessary to relate
some things which have given to the Diary a
more than private interest.

Our intimacy from early boyhood arose
from our parents “adhering” to the same
small brotherhood of Christians—a people
who were tenacious about ccclesiastical order
and minute points of unformulated doctrine.
We, as boys, were equally proud of the church
of our fathers, and when very young had
begun to keep a diary; but as we lived
several miles apart, we seldom met on
week days, except at holiday-times, when
we read from our book such items as re-
ferred to the men and things of owr public,
or incidents that had tickled our fancy in
any way. Till after we reached manhood
our intercourse was in great measure con-
fined to the exchange of letters. From
some of Bob's epistles, written as we emerged
from boyhood, I discovered that he was
losing his pride in the church community
—a change which I could not understand
till I learned that the domestic rule under
which he lived was more repressive and the
social atmosphere less genial than mine,
which no doubt was the reason why he
sought relief in revolt. In one of his letters
which I preserve, bearing date Sunday, 1oth
July, 1831, the contempt he felt for his
father’s peculiarities is apparent. He says,
“Your ‘fair’ comes on next month, and you
must spend your idle days with us. ...
Aunt Phemie has gone to the beloved village
of her nativity, but will return before you
come ; so you may expect to hear wonderful
wonders . . . . Don’t be afraid of father’s
archeeological remains ; mother will keep him
from that museum for your sake. Sunbeam
will be wed at Martinmas, so you shall not
meet her here again . . . . I do not know
what mother will do when we have both
gone. Her kingdom is small now; what
will it be then? ”

I had more reasons than one for declining
the invitation. I knew from experience that
it would be almost impossible to avoid con-
troversy with Mr. Lindsay on his peculiar
notions, and I have always had an aversion

to argue on matters of belief ; opinion is so
qualified by the disposition which lies behind
and colours thought, that there are seldom
any good results from argument. Mr. Lind-
say was too violent a Christian to give heed
to any one, much less to one he esteemed a
mere boy. He was intensely dogmatic and
intolerant, and had always on hand and at
his tongue’s end a complete system of theo-
logy, which he propounded by the most
extensive vocabulary it has ever been my lot
to listen to. Then my friend’s mockeries
of divine things were even more displeasing
than his father’s oddities. Irreverence was
Bob’s most prominent feature at the time—
a rather forbidding one with which to start in
life—whilst his father had several lovable
ones. If he was in business worldly and
grasping, and in religion narrow and in-
tolerant, he was, apart from these, kind and
conciliating, and liberal to generosity in alms-
giving.

Then there were reasons why I ought to
accept the invitation. There had been doc-
trinal differences which resulted in a suspen-
sion of intercourse between our parents; and
although the fepd did not affect our personal
likings, my refusal might tend to widen the
breach ; and so, taking counsel of prudence,
I went and enjoyed my holiday to my satis-
faction. The first evening was very enjoy-
able, and the events which followed were too
remarkable to escape my memory, even
although I never had taken jottings of them.

Mr. Lindsay belonged to a landward
parish ; but when a young man he went, as
many still do, to the city of Glasgow, as
affording a wider field of work, where in
course of years he amassed a considerable
fortune. During all his life his prosperity
had been unbroken by loss or cross,
except that his wife had fallen into infirm
health. His family consisted of a son and
daughter and the young sister of Mrs, Lind-
say, who, under his gentle wife’s guidance,
took supervision of his servants, occupied the
“ table-head ” at meals, and was recognised
as indispensable to the management and
comfort of the household generally. There
were only a few years between the age of
Aunt Euphemia and that of Miss Lindsay,
and when both were sitting in repose they
might have been mistaken for twins. The
manner, the mind, and the language of the
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latter had, through her mother’s influence,
education, and frequent intercourse with
people of refinement, been greatly modified
and improved ; her healthful roses, unlike
her mother’s, which were blanched from long
continued pain, were in full bloom ; whilst
Phemie was a prize specimen of rude health
and rustic beauty. She was as fresh as new
hay, and at times as aggressive as a house
sparrow; and had the sparkling wit and
keen sense of humour for which her sister
had been distinguished in her youth. Her
most apparent weakness—common to most
villagers—was that of magnifying the place of
her mativity; on which subject there passed
between her and my friend Bob an occasional
shower of good-natured banter, in which
Miss Lindsay joined and assisted each in
turn. There was a tender purpose concealed
under the mirth. Mrs. Lindsay, in the ab-
sence of more sedate topics, enjoyed the
sharp-shooting—perhaps in remembrance of
her own young life. Be that as it may, the
two were successful in betraying her into for-
getfulness of her ailments for a time. This
was more noticeable when what they called
4 parenthetical remarks” were introduced,
which provoked her to reprove them for in-
terrupting the even course of some village
narrative. With the same purpose of lifting
her above herself, Phemie repeated whatever
she could learn of the outside world, more
especially of the families they knew “at
home,” in which she took a Christian interest.

I found Mr. Lindsay as I had last left him,
intensely dogmatic, intolerant of opposition,
and plain to rudeness to any one who
ventured to dissent from him. The biting
epithets and taunts he tumbled forth were
irritating in the extreme. One had either to
laugh in his face or lift his hat and leave.
A tolerable acquaintance he might be to
meet once in a while, but not a man one
would choose as a bedfellow. So at least I
thought as I laughed at one of his voluminous
tirades. Yet, during one of his exasperating
denunciations I noticed a feature in his cha-
racter which threw into the shade all his
unlovely intolerance. While sitting at his
wife’s bedside he either held one of her
hands which lay on the bedcover or patted
it gently, and when she expressed an opinion,
however adverse to his, his whole manner
changed, his voice softened, and his look of
reverent love gave him a new and better
face.

¢ Father’s always barking,” she once said
with a smile, “ but he never bites to hurt;”
which was no doubt true as regarded herself,

but his hard corn-crake voice and the sensuous
view he took of human life in its various
aspects, were not less grating on the ear on
that account. He discussed the creeds as if
they were a casket of antiquities having little
or nothing to do with the regulation of life.

We were relieved of his “ highfaluting ” at
the tea-table, however; where I met Miss
Helen Lennox, the betrothed of my friend,
and the Rev. James Cranston, whose marriage
to the household “sunbeam,” Miss Lindsay,
was about to be celebrated. Aunt Phemie,
with whom I had met before, took her place
at the table as depute ; and as she had just
returned from the village, was expected by
her sister to give the latest news thereof,
which, to such as were interested in the
parties referred to, she.did with an admirable
minuteness. And what village-born man or
woman is not interested in the few old friends
amongst whom were spent the first and
perhaps the sunniest years of life? Some
of her gossip was of a purely local nature ;
but it was related with such humour and
pathos as either made us ring with laughter or
threatened to start our tears. As her manner
and voice cannot be communicated here,
much that she said must be omitted.

“Have there been any marriages, auntie?”
Miss Lindsay asked; and immediately after
her mother added,

“Or any deaths among the old, Phemie?”

“Ye put me in min’ o’ anither thing,”
Phemie said. ‘“Hughie Galbreath saw a
wee lassie lying on the road cryin’ like to
break her heart, an’ he asked, ¢ What are ye
greetin’ for ?’

«“<’Cause I've broken the jug an’ spilt the
milk, an' am feart mother gies me a lickin’,’
she answered.

“¢Rin awa to thy grannie, an’ there’ll be
no fear o’ thee,” Hughie said.

¢ ¢ But—grannie’s—deein’.—O !’

¢ Gude pity thee then; thou maun just
tak’ thy paiks, an’ tak’ better care again.””

«1 would not have thought Hugh. Gal-
breath had as much good sense,” Mrs.
Lindsay said quietly. ¢ His family had the
name of being short-witted when I was
young.”

“Frae all I hear he’s no like his family
then,” Phemie replied, “an’ Lizzy Sharp 1s
o’ the same min’, for she’s to be married to
him—aff han’.”

“] am astonished,” Mr. Lindsay said
hotly, “to hear of her stooping so low as to
take Hugh! he comes of a disreputable
family. The woman’s absolutely demented!”

“ Weel, William,” answered Phemie, with
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a smile, “I see farer than you into this
matter. Lizzie has missed her market, an’
it's no wha she’ll tak’ but wha she can get, at
her time o’ life. An’ then Hughie’s nae mair
disreputable than ony ane that’s here pre-
sent ; for, according to what you say, we're
a’ totally depraved.”

“Well done, auntie!” Miss Lindsay and
her brother cried, the former clapping her
hands.

“Now, do not raise arguments at the
table, but let your aunt give us her news,”
Mrs. Lindsay said imperatively; and after
some good-natured laughter, in which Mr.
Lindsay joined, Aunt Phemie proceeded
without much noticeable interruption.

“The only thing I e’er heard laid to the
charge o’ the Galbreaths is that they were
poachers ; an’ as I have nae game to pre-
serve I canna see the sin o’t. I dinna deny
that Hughie is a poacher, tor he was on that
errand when he fell in wi’ the bairn. But he
didna poach lang that day, for when he was
on the hillside he heard a scream in the
glen, an’ he ran an’ saw a bairn in the
water. He wasna lang till he had her in his
arms on the bank ; and after bringing her to
her senses, he took her to the porter-lodge,
for she is ane o’ the Laird’s. In half-an-hour
the Laird was down seeking, but didna find,
Hughie, an’ left word he wanted him up
before gloaming. The hale town heard o’
the bairn’s mishap, an’ wha saved her, for
the Laird had tell’d it at the burial o’ Sandy
White, whare every man-body was in the
forenoon. The lassie’s grannie was poor auld
Jean Tait, that was laid down an’ deein’; wi’
no ane to look to her but Lizzy Sharp, who
told me she was clean distracket at the
thought o’ the poor woman being concerned
about eternity, an’ no a man in the place to
pray for her. And I think there was nae
won'er, for she had said, ¢ O, Lizzy, Lizzy,
this is no’ the way I intendet tae dee at-a’,
ava. I learnt the twenty-third Psalm, an’
meant to say it at this present. Fifty an’
fifty times have I said it when lootin’ oure
a boyne, an’ my fingers peelt wi’ sair wark
scourin’ blankets, The Lord’s my Shepherd
I'll not want. . .. . And in God’s house for
ever more. . . . . He makes me down to lie
in pastures— Am a’ wrang wi't, Lizzy? God
forgie me! My memory’s clean whaml!’t, an’
my win’s amaist a’ gane.’

“¢If ye could haud on awee, Jean,’ Lizzy
said, as she gied her a spoonfu’ o’ speerits,
¢ the minister will bé back frae the burial, an’
he'll put up a word for you.’

«¢I dinna want him; I ken brawly that

he’d say what I hae been I'll be, an’ I winna
hear him. I hope for better, Lizzy, than to
scour blankets an’ breathe in the reek o’ saip-
ansoda for ever, lass.’ And then the poor
body fell into a doze.”

“Her Christianity has been rather of a
coarse kind, Phemie,” said Mr. Lindsay.

“T’ll no say but it was, William,” Phemie
answered confidently; “and yet when the
veil’s taen frae her face in the presence of the
Lord, it may be o’ a better quality than a
prettier fabric. I ne’er saw great outcome
frae superfine gudes o’ ony sort.”

“ Dear me, Phemie, what a loose tongue
ye have brought withyou! Do not attend to
what is said, but tell us all you know about
poor Jean Tait. She was a comely woman
when we were young, William, before she was
way-laid,” Mrs. Lindsay said.

“ Weel,” resumed aunty, “ Lizzy ran to the
door, thinking she might see some man-
body that would ease Jean’s mind, an’ she
saw Hughie Galbreath keekin by the house—
en’ watchin’ if the Laird was in sight; nae
doubt he was a proud man when Lizzy
Sharp wagget him foret. She gripped him,
and told how matters stood, and then said,
‘Come awa in, like a gude chiel, an’ say a
word for her.’

“¢Diel’s i’ the lass ! me pray ? What effeck
can ony prayer o’ mine hae? Ine’er prayed
for mysel’, let alane pray for Jean Tait.’

“¢Noo, Hughie Galbreath, Jean Tait
mauna be allowed to dee like a doug; an’ ¥
once heard my grannie say that them who
never prayed for 1ithers needna expect to get
their ain prayers answered.” So wi’ coaxing
and flyttin’, she led him in to the bedside; an’
he slipit the hare he had in his oxter 'neath
the bed, an’ knelt down on his bonnet, real
reverent like, wi’ Lizzy beside him; an’ then
he took one o’ Jean’s han’s. For a wee he
said naething; an’ then hauf greetin’ he
managed to say ‘O, Lord! Lord Almighty,
thou kens how matters stan’ atwixt thee an’
auld Jean Tait. Thou has the haft in thy
ain han’ ; an’, O Lord, Lord, guide the gully
as best shoots thy glory an’ the puir old
woman’s gude. Amen.” An’ when he
raise he whispered, ‘I think Jean winna dee,
Lizzy dear, she gied my han’ a squeeze ;' an’
pointing to where the hare lay, he said, ‘ Ready
the poosy; itll pit same pith in her;’ an’
when he drave the dust frae his bonnet he
keeket out to see if the coast was clear.”

“Well,” Mr. Lindsay said with a sigh, as
if sorry for the poacher, “it does really
appear that Hugh may be a brand plucked
from the burning.”
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“ Tuts, William,” retorted Phemie, “ what
has the chiel done to deserve burning? When
Lizzy came frae the door, where she had
stood for a minute or two wi’ him, auld Jean
had wakened up, an’, looking to where the
clock stood she said, ‘It’s wearing on till tea
time ;’ then, closing her een, she lifted her
sairly bleached han’s and said, ‘My table
thou hast furnished, . . . in presence,’ then
ane o’ the han’s fell on her brow, an’ the ither
on her breast, and she gied a great yawn
and fell into anither doze ; an’ in a wee, wee
whilie she soughed awa, real pleasant-like.
Lizzie then kneelt down beside the corp, an’
when she had said Hughie’s prayer oure
again, she took the hare in her lap hame to
him, saying it was na needit.

“¢Diel’s i’ the lass! I'm no wantin’ ’t,” he
said, ‘keep it for thy kin'ness tae auld Jean;’
an’ covered it up again in her apron.

“ Just as he was convoying her to the door,
wha but the Laird came in beside them.

¢ ¢Isyour name Hugh Galbreath?’ he said
quite freendly like.

¢ ¢ Yes sir,’ said Hughie.

‘¢ Ts this your wife?’

T wush tae goodness she was.’

“¢] want to pay you in some way for saving
my daughter’s life. What can you work
ate?’

“<He'd make a famous gamekeeper, sir,’
said Lizzy laughing ; ‘he kens a heap about
game, but he can do a-maist ony thing.’

“¢So I understand from the gatekeeper,’
he said with a laugh, “but I must have a
married man.’

“¢Weel, sir,” replied Hughie, ‘if a’'m no’ a
marret man an’ your gamekeeper in a month’s
time, ye maun wyte Lizzy there, an’ no’
me.’ ”

Aunt Phemie concluded by saying ¢ Lizzy
told me that when Hugh kneeled down at
the bedside an’ prayed sae earnestly, her
heart gaed out to him; for she thought
him just gran’like ; she had nae thought o’
marriage, she said, when she took the hare
hame to Hughie, which I can believe ; but
when she said she had gien up a’ thought an’
wish to marry, ’deed I didna believe a word
she said, no’ a word.”

“Was that all the courtship, auntie?”
Miss Lindsay queried.

“A’ that was given me, Maysie,” was the
reply ; “but them that loves truly kens that
there’s mae ways o’ courting than chattering
oure a piano like toun misses.”

“ Then you know what it is, auntie?” cried
Robert, as he sat “ loof locked in loof” with
Miss Lennox.

“Yes, Robert, I ken what it is, to my
sorrow,” she answered as she rose hurriedly,
bursting into tears while leaving the room.

Miss Lindsay would have followed her,
but was detained by her mother, who said,
“Something is wrong; leave her alone,
Marion.”

My attention during Phemie’s narrative
had been divided now and then by observing
the silent by-play of Robert and his sister
with their *““bride and bridegroom to be.”
Miss Marion’s intended husband appeared to
be a man of good parts when he spoke on the
subjects of his studies; but it was evident
that however great his abilities, the very
common language he employed, and the
more than common opinions he expressed on
every-day matters, indicated the very humble
sphere in which he had been reared. Neither
his manners nor the tone of his mind bespoke
gentle training ; and subsequent intercourse,
so far from effacing, tended rather to deepen
my first impression; but, as I afterwards
discovered, he had a dignity of manner,
arising from integrity of character and high
principle, that neutralised the want of fine
breeding, which is, indeed, rarely found in
those born in a condition of life where con-
stant manual toil is a necessity, and where
the opportunities, and often the desire, to
improve their position or to educate their
mind are absent. Where the great aim of
life is to procure the means of living, the
kind of life is often of secondary con-
sideration.

In contrast to him Miss Helen stood out
in bold relief. She was of exceeding loveli-
ness—not altogether or perhaps chiefly be-
cause of her beautiful features, although these
were the first to arrest attention, but also for
her easy graceful bearing and sweet disposi-
tion, which made her quite fascinating. Every
movement of her body, her low rippling
laugh, which died away ere it could be
caught to imitate her finely modulated voice,
were attractive ; and every word she uttered
was so smooth and winning, as to make one
forget the exquisite chisellings of her face.

In addition to her surpassing beauty, Miss
Lennox, like the rest of us, inherited the
taint of her family. In many cases the form
and features are marred by latent disease,
while in others there is a transparency, and
what is called an angelic expression, due
almost wholly to some indwelling force which
purifies before it consumes. At the marriage
of Miss Lindsay, Helen caught a cold—
slight at first—which induced her to keep
her room. One day she was caught in heavy
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rain; on the morrow she lost her voice in
great part, and her parents, alarmed by
experlence, called the family doctor, who,
knowing the family weakness, looked grave
and serious. It was at this juncture that I
first saw my friend since visiting him. From
his look it was evident that something had
gone wrong. What surprised me most was
the unreasoning presentiment he expressed
that she would not recover; and, arising
from that conviction, the prostration and
hopelessness he evinced. It was uscless to
reason with him; he listened to what I said,
but returned to where he left and continued
his wail. In a week he had worn himself
out, took to his bed, and threw the family
into fear of his death. Helen had recovered
so far as, at his mother’s request, to visit
him ; she had no fear of her own danger,
but was concerned about his. When parting
he took farewell of her ; in three days after
she died, and her death he, in his delirium,
announced before that event had reached
his parents. He laboured for weeks after-
wards under brain fever.

Mr. Lindsay’s long-cherished hope of re-
laxation during the remaining years of his
life appeared blasted ; his sainted wife, with
decreasing strength, had an accession of
pain; his daughter, who had been as the
light of his eyes, was gone ; the supervision
of his son’s department of the business, which
now fell upon him—all combined to wear
and waste him, Mercifully he first entered
the gate of death by falling a victim to apo-
plexy. In the absence of blood-relations
he was buried by strangers.

By-and-by Robert recovered so far for a
time as to visit his mother’s bedside; but
her death, which took place in his presence,
had not the power to awaken regret or
interest of any kind. During the following
autumn word came that Mrs. Cranston had
died of Asiatic cholera in London, whither
she had gone after her marriage ; and their
aunt Phemie, whose hair began to show
threads of white, was left with her somewhat
imbecile nephew as his only remaining prop.
It was not till the house had been thus
cmptied that her worth was known. Robert,

although he gathered strength, did not regain
his former elasticity of mind ; he lost him-
self frequently within his own garden wall ;
indoors he wandered from room to room,
took book after book as if to read, till the
bookcase was empty and every room littered
with its contents,

In the meantime she disposed of the
horses and carriage, discharged all his ser-
vants but two, and under legal advice dis-
posed of the business, and invested the
capital it produced. When the family doctor
was informed of Robert’s self-absorption,
and that the Diary, instead of being written
as formerly, was page after page filled
with pencillings of an ear, an eye, an eye-
brow, or other feature intended to portray
his lost Helen, he ordered his removal
elsewhere.

And to the “village” they went; much to
the gratification of Aunt Phemie, to whom
the city with its sad memories was distaste-
ful; her health had become impaired, and
her hair, although she was still in her
twenty-third year, become grey. And there
they remained for several years, to my
astonishment, I confess; for although her
fresh colour returned, and his health, mental
and physical, was confirmed, I could not
understand how he endured the unbroken
quiet—solitude is the better word. Buf it
would appear he became enamoured with
the people and the family histories, which
year after year he recorded. e corre-
sponded frequently, and on several occasions
he spent a day or two with us; and he
persuaded me to visit him once, but I did
not enjoy it much. Go where and when I
chose during my stay, I felt as if all the
people were engaged at grace before meat,
or waiting at death-beds, so quiet and
solemn was the whole place.

A locality where cats pause midway be-
tween the houses and look round with up-
lifted paw, as if uncertain whether their
procedure did not involve a breach of social
order, may be beneficial to invalids with
shattered nerves, but to those in health and
inured to active life it tends rather to pro-
duce the “fidgets.”
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THE BRAZEN SERPENT;

OR, THE TERRORS OF

EXISTENCE FACED IN FAITH.

By THE HoN. AND REV. CANoN LYTTELTON, M.A.

THE story of the Brazen Serpent actually

took place, we cannot doubt, as re-
corded by Moses. Some stories in the
Divine records were, it has been very com-
monly held, intended by the inspired authors
to be understood, at least with respect to
parts of the narrative, as parables. So it
has been thought by many is the case with
the story of the Fall, in Genesis:—parts of
it may be held to be expressed in figurative
and symbolical, rather than in literal, forms
of speech. But the story of the setting up of
the Brazen Serpent cannot be so interpreted.
The notion of a “myth,” which rationalistic
interpreters might here suggest, is in this
case absolutely inadmissible. The Brazen
Serpent was a real one. For in the sub-
sequent history, many hundreds of years
lIater, we read of King Hezekiah Deing
moved to destroy it, and to grind it to
powder, because it had become an object of
idolatrous veneration to the Israelites of his
day.

This fact, however, is not in the least in-
consistent with its having been intended by
the Divine mind to be a/so an embodied
image or parable of spiritual and eternal
truths—as true now in England in this nine-
teenth century of our era, as in Israel thou-
sands of years ago. For God can, and often
does, teach by facts picturing ideas, which
He causes to happen—by what Archbishop
Whately happily called “ acted parables”
embodied in words. And in every true fype
we see the stamp of the Royal Seal of God’s
Universal Kingdom—one ckaracter (which
indeed is another word for a stamp or type)
displaying itself in many various acts; one
tune being recognisable in a myriad varia-
tions ; one handwriting retaining its charac-
teristics in all its products. The Brazen
Serpent is such a central type and significant
providential fact, instructive for all men in all
ages. It has “ primary” and “secondary”
meanings. But this expression, often applied
to prophecies, should not be understood to

mean, as has sometimes been supposed, that-

the Divine Spirit Himself had more than
one meaning in the words which He in-
spired ; but that the one thought with which
He filled the mind of the Prophet had many
applications ; the principle set forth in the
simple original narrative or prophecy is in-

stanced anew,—and often in deeper and
more suggestive ways,—in other acts of God.

Let us proceed to the consideration of
the story.

As we read the Bible, we often feel, in
a way we never do inreading any other book,
how ‘“deep calleth unto deep;” the deep
utterances of inspired men find an echo in our
own hearts, and are interpreted by our own
spiritual experience. And it so happened—
if I may be allowed to reveal an experience of
my own life—that, in a time of terrible visita-
tion from God, while I was perplexed and
suffering under a mysterious stroke of Divine
Providence, one of the passages of Holy
Scripture to which I was called to listen in
Church contained the ancient weird story of
the Brazen Serpent ; and it conveyed to me
great spiritual lessons, specially fitted to my
case at that time. These I wish now to set
forth.

This incident of the Brazen Serpent is
recorded in a part of the sacred story which
we are specially authorized to consider as
typical—I mean the story of the journey of
the Israelites through the wilderness. It is
of the events in that journey that St. Paul
says, ‘“ All these things happened unto
them for ensamples, and they are written
for our admonition upon whom the ends of
the world are come.” In it is signified and
represented the life and experience of the
mystical Isracl, of the people of God in
all ages and countries, on their journey out
of the mystical Egypt—the state of nature
and of bondage to sin and misery—to the
mystical Canaan, the Land of Promise,
which God has promised to His faithful
servants, at the close of their pilgrimage on
earth. Internal as well as external evidence
goes to show that it was so overruled by
the superintending providence of God as
to bear this general application. It is there-
fore probable, at least, that any event re-
corded in this part of the sacred history will
repay study in that view. The soil here is
blest of God, it is a field which the Lord
hath blest; if we dig in it in faith we shall,
we believe, be rewarded with treasure-trove ;
we shall discover Divine lessons by which,
not Jews only, but “all the families of the
earth” may be blessed.
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And, with regard to this particular incident
in that journey, it should be noted that our
Lord Himself, in His conversation with
Nicodemus, selected it out of all history to
stand as a symbol of some of the highest
mysteries of redemption. We are, then, I
think, fully justified in approaching the con-
sideration of it with an expectation, grounded
on faith in the Divine Word, that it contains
much of universal truth.

What, then, is the primary and simplest
meaning of the incident? This is the first
inquiry we must make. For it is, unless I
am mistaken, a fundamental principle of all
sound interpretation of inspired sayings, that
all other and deeper lessons which they may
be intended or adapted to teach, must have
their root in, and take their form and outline
from, its primary and original sense.

Now it is, I think, clear that the brazen
serpent was primarily intended simply to
represent and vividly picture to the suffering
Israelites those terrible and repulsive instru-
ments of God’s avenging justice through
which He was at that time inflicting suffering
upon them for their sins.

In the course of their wanderings—in no
step of which, let it be borne in mind,
were they guided by self-will or by any
mere caprice of their own, but solely by
the Pillar of Cloud and of Fire, which went
before them, wherein the angel of God’s
presence dwelt—they were brought, we are
told, into a region of great suffering and
want. Under the pressure of their suffer-
ings, they were led to murmur against Moses
and Aaron; they looked back with regret
and longing to the days when they “sat
by the flesh-pots of Egypt.” The spiritual
degradation and misery of their life at that
time, and their condition as slaves in a
heathen land, were forgotten ; nothing but
the fleshly comforts and ease which they
enjoyed there, compared with their present
sufferings, was remembered. Their high
calling and destiny as God’s chosen people
was overlooked or held cheap. This spirit
of mind, like that of him “ who for one
morsel of meat sold his birthright,” and,
caring for the present, despised the greater
future, would, if it had become habitual,
have brought them to destruction and utter
alienation from God. A sharp remedy was
therefore needed, and was, we are told, ap-
plied, by God’s judicial providence. Fiery
serpents were sent amongst them, from
whose bite many of them died. It was in
this state of things that Moses was directed
to make a Brazen Serpent—that is, an actual

image of the serpents from which they were
at the time suffering; and to set it up on
a pole before their eyes. And he was to
teach them that if they contemplated this
image in faith, they should be healed. How
can we doubt what was the primary meaning
of this? Surely it must have been intended
simply to teach the great and pregnant
truth, that if, when any of the terrors of
God set themselves in array against us, we
have the courage, instead of turning away our
eyes and thoughts from them, to Jook delibe-
rately at them in faith; to hold them up as
it were, firmly between ourselves and heaven,
and to contemplate them as God’s appoint-
ments, and therefore certainly good--under
the circumstances, and if used aright; then
the sting will be taken from these afflictions,
and they will be turned into sources of
spiritual blessing.

Such, it seems clear, must have been the
first and immediate significance of the Brazen
Serpent. It was simply a call to face God’s
terrible dispensation in faith and submission.
The sufferers were called, according to our
proverbial expression, to “ grasp their nettle,”
in faith and submission to God.

And great is the blessing of so doing.
Faith is, it is true, sometimes rightly pic-
tured as blindfold; for she has often to
go forward like Abraham, “not knowing
whither she goes;” and there are many
mysteries of God which cannot be made
plain to her here on earth; for which there-
fore she must wait for light, satisfied to listen
in the darkness to the Divine Voice, “ It is
I, be not afraid.” But an equally true image
of Faith would represent her open-eyed—
daring, while holding to the hand of Christ,
in the twilight of our present state, to look
all facts, however terrible, in the face.

It is our duty and our wisdom to do so.
To do otherwise, to keep any dark corner of
our consciousness un-looked at, is to lay up
a store of fears and uncertainties for our
weaker moments, and to allow the enemy to
lay an ambush against our peace.

And even if the terror be one that affects
only other men, not ourselves directly, yet
when we become aware of it our wisdom and
our duty is to face it, holding to the hand of
God. For in the first place not to do so is
selfishness. It is deliberately to make our-
selves happy, whatever may be happening to
others; it is, while looking at others calami-
ties, to say with the first bad man, “Am I
their keeper?” instead of with St. Paul, “I
have you in my heart to live and die with
you.” To suffer in other men’s suffering is
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to have the mind of Christ; and all that is
not that is sin.

And besides, unless we do dare to look
all terrors in the face we can never feel safe,
even for ourselves. For if we believe in in-
justice or cruelty in God towards any creature,
how can we be sure He will not be unjust to
us too, and to those we love? Such expres-
sions as occur sometimes in forms of prayer
of very human composition, such as “ Lord,
we thank Thee that while others are to spend
this night in pain or terror, our home is safe,”
are utterly unchristian. If we know that
others suffer, how can we, without sinful
selfishness and indifference, think of it
serenely, except so far as we can believe that
in some way God will overrule it for their
greater good,—that it will be made a step on
their road heavenwards, if they use it aright ?

Turn not away then, in faithlessness and
cowardice, from any thought of pain that
meets you, till you have faced it, holding to
the hand of Christ in the darkness, and
have discovered how you can put it by,
and refer it, by a conscious act of the soul,
to God. Dare to make an image, if not
material, yet mental—an imagination—of the
object of your terror; hold it up between
you and heaven.

Job is a great example of such courage in
facing stern and mysterious facts in God’s
providence. Ithas sometimes, it is true, been
asked how he can be called an example of
patience when we see him complaining so
vehemently, and even bitterly, of his fate,
and picturing all its terrors in such bold and
broad colouring ? And much of this language
no doubt cannot be justified. It was only,
we must think, because he withdrew it in
the end, that he received the Divine absolu-
tion. But at any rate all this powerful de-
lineation of the terrible mysteries of evil
and of sorrow that met him, clearly shows
that he saw them in all their extremest terror,
—that he felt them in all their acuteness.
And yet, nevertheless, he did in the end
submit, in absolute resignation and meek-
ness to God. It was not, then, in blind-
ness or darkness that he did so; but with
eyes wide open, and a heart keenly sensitive
to all. Thus did he hold up his Brazen
Serpent to the light; thus did he at last
learn in full sight of it to acknowledge the
Divine justice and goodness. This alone
is true faith. Easy it is in sunny times, while
sailing in sunny seas, “hope at the helm

and pleasure at the prow,” basking amidst
the prosperities of the world, to call God
“ Father,” and believe that He is a Father.
But the difficulty is to do so when all is re-
versed, when all things seem against us, or
when, though we ourselves are in prosperity,
we see others round usin pain, in distress,
in agony ; to call God Father, as the Divine
Man of Sorrows did, while hanging on a
cross of torture, or from out of an agony
of Bloody Sweat; when man is felt to be
cruel and unjust; when the earth beneath
our feet trembles; when the midday sky
over our heads is darkened ; when God
Himself seems to have forsaken us, and we
cannot see the reason. To cry then too,
“ Abba, Father,” and believe what we say, is
true faith—the only faith that fits the world
as it is, and will carry us through life with
eyes open. So nobly says one of our
greatest teachers, speaking of the difficulties
of providence that meet us in history and
the temptation we feel to pass them over,
and look only at the bright side of things.
“In all suppressions,” he says, “there is
unbelief, there is sin, there is treachery
to the maxims which our Christian and
Protestant forefathers have bequeathed to
us. They bade us go up to every fact, look
it in the face, question it till it tells us what
it means. So act the brave students of the
phenomena of nature; so must we behave
ourselves in the presence of the phenomena
which perplex us in the life of nations and of
men. When we come first to the mouth of
the cavern, there may rise up dark vapours;
confused sounds may be heard through them ;
when they take form as distinct words, the
oracle may be ambiguous, bewildering, self-
contradictory. But wait on, as those who
care to know ; watch as those watch who be-
lieve that the morning will come out of the
darkest night. Youwill find that the answer
proceeds from no mad or false priestess, but
from the Spirit of Truth, who will Himself
enable us to understand it, who Himself will
direct the fulfilment of it.”#

It is this courage in facing all facts, how-
ever terrible, in undoubting faith, that ap-
pears to be taught by the story of the Brazen
Serpent. Some instances in which such
courage may be shown in our day, it is pro-
posed to set forth in another article.

W. H, LYTTELTON.

* Maurice’s  Learning and Working,” p. 310.
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CHINESE MANDARINS.

MONG the diplomatic successes achieved
by Sir Thomas F. Wade, K.C.B., Her
Majesty’s Minister at the court of Peking, in
the course of his recent negotiation with the
Imperial- Government of China, arising out
of the murder of Mr. Margary, is the con-
cession by the Chinese of the right of inter-
course with the high departmental officers
of state. Whether this concession ought to
be regarded as having any real importance,
or whether such a question ought to have
been imported into the late negotiations, we
do not propose to inquire in this paper ; but,
in view of the greater interest taken nowa-
days in the affairs of the Far East, we take
the opportunity—after a few words showing
the way in which the right alluded to has
been acquired —briefly to describe the
machinery by which the central government
of the Chinese Empire is carried on, adding
some remarks as to the official hierarchy of
China in general, or, to speak more con-
cisely, to give some account of Chinese
mandarins and their functions.

It is only in very recent years that the
arrogance and self-conceit of Chinese states-
men have admitted the right of foreign
officials to correspond and deal with them
on anything like terms of equality. So great,
indeed, have been the difficulties arising out
of this matter that it was found necessary to
devote to it a separate article of the treaty
signed at Nanking on August 29th, 1842,
by which the modes of address and cor-
respondence between British and Chinese
officials were definitely settled, and their
relative ranks were further clearly defined by
the seventh article of the treaty of Tien-tsing
(June 26th, 1858). Since the latter date, at
any rate, matters have, on the whole, worked
pretty smoothly in this respect, and it is but
rarely that one hears of any intentional want
of courtesy on the part of Chinese officials
towards their British compeers. Still the
intercourse between them has always been of
a more or less restricted nature, and even
her Majesty’s minister, though himself a
most eminent Chinese scholar,—equally with
the representatives of other nationalities at
the court of Peking—has not been able,
from the inflexible rules of Chinese etiquette,
to cultivate friendly relations with the high
officers of state resident at the capital, unless
they chanced to be also members of the
Tsungli Yamén, the office which was specially
constituted after the last war for the trans-

action of business with western nations. On
the 29th of September, 1875, however, there
appeared in the manuscript copy of the
Peking Gazette (as foreigners term the Ching-
pao) a memorial from the Prince of Kung
and his colleagues, the ministers of the
Tsungli Yamén, in which they went with
some detail into the question of personal
intercourse between Chinese and foreigners,
and they prayed for a “decree which, as a
declaration from the Throne, might dissipate
men’s doubts, and hinder suspicion and mis-
understandings.” Among other things, they
state that the ministers of foreign powers
residing in the capital, have remarked to
them that “ as visits were never exchanged
between the high officers of state depart-
ments and the representatives of foreign
nations, it was not astonishing that, when
their authorities kept thus aloof, the lower
orders should make light of the officials and
people of foreign nations.” In regard to
this assertion the prince and his colleagues
affirm that in pursuing this course of action,
or perhaps we ought to say inaction, the
high officers of departments have simply
conformed most scrupulously with the prin-
ciple “ that officials have no intercourse with
foreigners,” which was laid down in the
Li Chi. the Book of Obligation and Obser-
vances, more commonly called the Book of
Rites, a work for which all Chinese affect
the most profound reverence. Circumstances,
however, they think, alter cases, and having
regard to existing relations with foreign
countries, they are of opinion that though
it is not possible to treat foreign envoys in
every way as they are treated in foreign
states, eastern or western, still it does not for
all that appear necessary that there should
be no intercourse with them whatever.” The
language used is, perhaps, not very gracious ;
but after all, the principle thus ungraciously
admitted is a great blow to the ancient pre-
judices of the Chinese high mandarins, who, as
a class, are trained in the very straitest sect
of bigotry, and view all concessions to the
“outside barbarian” with the utmost distaste.

Let us now explain what are the depart-
ments of state constituting the central govern-
ment of the Chinese Empire, whose heads
will now be brought into friendly intercourse
with the representatives of foreign powers, in
consequence of the prayer of this memorial
having been granted.

As far as home aflairs are concerned, the
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administrative business of the Peking govern-
ment is transacted by two great councils of
state, and six supreme boards or public
offices, answering in some measure to our
own departmental arrangement. The two
great councils, about whose relative import-
ance some misapprehensions exist, are as
follows.

The WNe-ko (sometimes written Nuy-
ko) is, as its name denotes, the Inner
Council of the Emperor, and is usually,
though incorrectly, described as the Cabinet.
Whatever may have been its functions in
former days, there can be no doubt that, in
recent years, it cannot possibly have per-
formed those appertaining to what we are
accustomed to call a Cabinet, and, therefore,
we think that it may be more correctly de-
signated the Privy Council. The members
composing it, who see the Emperor when in-
vited to do so, are, in the first place, four Zz-
hsioh-shik (literally, great learned scholars),
two of whom are Manchu Tartars and two
Chinese.  This title has frequently been
rendered Grand Secretary of State, but in
reality it answers more neatly to our Privy
Councillor. Besides these four high digni-
taries, there are two Hsie-pan Ta-Asiok-shik,
or Assistant Privy Councillors, of whom one
is a Tartar and the other a Chinese. Ac-
cording to the Chinese account of the func-
tions of these high officials, given by Dr.
Bridgman in his “ Chinese Chrestomathy,”
their duties are to “ deliberate on the govern-
ment of the Empire, proclaim abroad the
imperial pleasure, regulate the canons of
state, together with the whole administration
of the great balance of power, thus aiding
the Emperor in directing the affairs of state.
Whenever the great solemnities are to be
celebrated, they then bring forward all the
officers to take part. Whenever the imperial
pleasure is to be promulgated, whether by
an order, a declaration, a proclamation, or a
warrant, in all cases their forms must be de-
cided on and introduced for his Majesty’s
inspection; so also with the sacrificial
liturgy; so, too, with the congratulatory
cards, if they contain any phrases. When-
ever they receive the Emperor’s pleasure in
commands to be promulgated, if it be an
answer given to a memorial, and has already
been sent down, they must consign it to the
appropriate department to be copied.” All

documents, before they can be presented to-

the Emperor, must be submitted to this
council, and when the imperial pleasure is to
be proclaimed in any way, its high officers
must apply for the imperial seals, and attach

impressions of them to the documents in
question. These seals, it may be interesting
to mention, are twenty-five in number, and
are deposited in a building which may be
termed the Palace of Peace; they are made
of various descriptions of jade, green, white,
clouded, &c., and, in one or two instances,
of fragrant wood, all of them being from four
to six inches square, and an inch thick, and
ornamented with an imperial dragon. Such,
in theory, are the duties of the members of
Vei-ko, and, no doubt, they were actually per-
formed by them in former years; but a care-
ful study of the official gazette will show that
most of their functions have passed to the
Chiin-chi-choo, and that the titles borne by
the members of the /Veiko are honorary.
This will be the more obvious when we point
out that the Za-Asiok-shif are frequently
governors-general of distant provinces, for
it is out of the question to look upon the
Governor-General at Canton, for example,
who is a permanent official at a post more
than 1,800 miles from the capital, in the
light of a cabinet minister, as we under-
stand the term. Any of the six members of
the NVe-ko may however be cabinet ministers,
and, indeed, some are so at the present
moment, though not by virtue of their bear-
ing the titles of Za-ksiok-shik and Hsieh-pan
Ta-ksiok-shik, but hecause they are also
members of the Ch#n-chi-choo, which 1is
really the Cabinet.

Betore quitting the subject of the Vei-ko
we will add a few words with regard to the
titles borne by its members. The six great
dignitaries composing it are denominated
Pai-Zisiang, that is, persons who make obei-
sance to and assist the Emperor. The senior
Ta-hsiok-skik is also called Show-hsiang, i.e.
Head Assistant, a term which is sometimes
erroneously rendered Prime Minister. The
four Zu-kstok-shik all have the title of Clhung-
fang, and even when holding the office of
governors-general of provinces, they still
retain this honorific title, and are not usually
spoken of by the titles properly appertaining
to their office, viz., Zsung-too or Chik-las.
Inferiors often call them Ko-/ao, which lite-
rally means ‘council chamber old men.”
The term Za-Asiok-shik was first made use
of under the Tang dynasty (a.D. 618—g06).
At present the principal Za-/siok-shik is the
celebrated Li Hung-chang, a Chinese, who
is a very ambitious man, of great ability and
energy, and who has shown considerable
capacity as a military leader. He acquired
a dubious fame some years ago in connection
with the suppression of the Tai-ping rebel-
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tion of the council, when he observes:
¢ This is probably the most influential body
in the government, and though quite unlike
in its construction, corresponds to the minis-
try of western nations more than any other
branch of the Chinese system. It is com-
posed of princes of the blood, chancellors of
the cabinet [by which expression Dr. Wil-
liams designates the Za-Asiok-shik of the
Nei-ko], the presidents and vice-presidents
of the six boards, and chief officers of the
other courts in the capital, selected at the
Emperor’s pleasure, who are unitedly called
‘great ministers ditecting the machinery of
the army’—the army being here taken to
signify the nation.” So far as we are aware,
there is ne distinction drawn between
Manchus and Chinese in making appoint-
ments to this council; in fact its ablest
member, Shén Kuei-fén, is a Chinese.

The "chief subordinate branches of the
public administration at Peking under these
two great councils of state are the six Poo, or
Supreme Boards as they are generally termed
by foreigners, viz., the Boards of Civil Office,
Revenue, Rites, War, Punishments, and
Works. Each of these boards has two pre-
sidents, and two left and two right vice-pre-
sidents, these posts being equally divided
between Manchus and Chinese. The presi-
dents are styled Skamg-shoo, and the vice-
presidents S/ik-lang or Lang-chung, though
they are sometimes also known by other
titles. In giving the following brief details
respecting the duties appertaining to these
six boards, we have drawn chiefly on the
extracts from the official Collection of
Statutes furnished by Dr. Bridgman.

The Zi-poo, or Board of Civil Office, has
underits care the government and direction of
all thevarious officers in the Civil Service of the
Empire. “ Whatever appertains to the plans
of selecting and arranging rank and gradation,
to the rules of determining degradation and
Promotion, to the ordinances for granting in-
Vestitures and rewards, and to the laws for
fixing schedules [of officers for employment]
and furloughs [for the purpose of mourning
for the dead, attending upon aged parents,
&c], is reported to the board by the appro-
Priate officers, and the presidents and vice-
Presidents, with those under them, deliberate
thereon ; 'if important affairs, they are re-
Ported to the throne, otherwise they are
Uispatched at once.” Briefly, then, this
board controls the selection, promotion, &c.,
of all the officers of the Civil Service, and in
an empire governed as that of China is its
functions are very important.

XIX—14

The Hoo-poo, or Board of Revenue, is not
unlike our Treasury, but it has other duties
besides. Its heads “direct the territorial
government of the Empire, and keep the
lists of the population. Whatever appertains
to the regulations for levying and collecting
duties and taxes, to the distribution of
salaries and allowances, to the rates for the
receipts and disbursements at the granaries
and treasuries, and to the arrangements for
transportation both by land and water, is
reported to the board by the appropriate
officers.” It is also a land office, and has
under its charge the measurement and survey
of the Empire. Besides fourteen subordi-
nate departments charged with the adminis-
tration of the revenue of different divisions of
the Empire, the board has under it a court
of appeal for the settlement of disputes re-
lating to property and the succession thereto,
a mint, an office for the safe custody of
metals, silks, &c., and an office for the
management of the grain supply at Peking.

The ZLi-poo, or Board of Rites and Cere-
monies (or National Usages), examines and
gives directions concerning ‘“the performance
of the five kinds of ritual observances, and
makes proclamation thereof to the whole
people. Whatever appertains to the ordi-
nances for regulating precedence and literary
distinctions, to the canons for maintaining
religious honour and fidelity, to the orders
respecting intercourse and tribute,and to the
forms of giving banquets and granting
bounties, is reported to the board by the
proper officers.” In fact, it regulates all
matters of ceremony, and even the pettiest
details come under its supervision, for in
China everything must be done and written
according to Z.  Of the four subordinate de-
partments of the Board of Rites, the most
important “ has the regulation of the etiquette
to be observed at court, on ordinary and
extraordinary occasions, on congratulatory
attendance, in the performance of ministerial
and official duties, &c.; also the regulation of
dresses, caps, &c., as to figure, size, colour,
and the nature of their ornaments; of car-
riages and all matters relating thereto, with
the number of followers and the insignia of
rank. It has also the direction of the entire
ceremonial of personal intercourse between
the various ranks, minutely defining the
number of bows and degrees of attention
which each is to pay to the other, when
meeting in official capacities, according as
they are on terms of equality or otherwise.
It has also to direct the forms of their
written official intercourse, including the
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forms to be observed in addresses to and
from foreign states [}a matter in which the
ancient traditions of the office have been
very considerably upset in recent years]. It
has further to attend to the establishment of
governmental schools and academies, and
the regulation of the public literary exami-
nations, the number of the graduates, the
distinction of their classes, the forms of
their selection, and the privileges of the suc-
cessful candidates,” &c. We have not been
able to ascertain what is the personne/ of
this department of the Board of Rites, but,
judging from its extraordinarily multifarious
and diversified functions, we should fancy
that its staff of clerks must be on an enor-
mous scale. The other three departments
respectively deal with, 1, sacrificial rites ; 2,
the intercourse of hosts and guests, &c.;
and 3, the preparation of food and cognate
matters.

The Ping-poo, or Board of War, combines
the functions of our War Office, Horse
Guards, and Admiralty. It has “the govern-
ment and direction of all the officers, within
and without the provinces, employed in the
military service of the Empire. Whatever
appertains to the ordinances for taking away,
giving, and granting office, or inheriting
rank, to the management of the post-office
department, to the rules of military exami-
nation and discipline, and to the rates of
emolument and actual service,” comes under
the supervision of this board. Of its four
subordinate departments, the first settles the
ranks and grades of officers, examines into

their skill in tactics, regulates their duties in |

camp, &c. ; thesecond investigates the quali-
fications of officers, their claims for promo-
tion, and their discipline, besides looking
after their instruction in the military
art; the third, to which is attached *the
office for the announcement of victories”
(i.e. posts and express office), has under its
care the horses, waggons, &c., of the army ;
and the fourth has charge of military stores
and munitions of war.

The Hsing-poo, or Board of Punishments,
has “the government and direction of the
punishments throughout the Empire, and
whatever appertains to the measures of
applying the laws with leniency or severity,
to the hearing evidence and giving decisions,
to the rights of granting pardons, reprieves,
or otherwise, and to the amounts of fines,”
comes under its supervision. In hearing
capital cases this board sits in conjunction
with the Zoo-cha-yiian and the Ta-li-shik; and
to determine the appeals in criminal cases,

sent up every autumn, from the decisions of
the provincial judges, a court is formed of
these three bodies, the Zwung-chéng-sze, and
delegates from the other five supreme
boards.

The Xung-poo, or Board of Works, has
“the government and direction of the public
works throughout the Empire, together with
the current expenses of the same. Whatever
appertains to plans for buildings of wood or
earth, to the forms of useful implements, to
the arrangements for stopping up or open-
ing channels, and to the ordinances for
constructing mausolea and temples, is all
reported to the board.” This is the Chinese
way of putting the duties of the Kung-poo,
but its functions are even more miscellaneous;,
“Tt has the cognisance,” says Dr. Bridgman,
“of all public works, such as the construc-
tion of all governmental offices,. temples,
palaces, &c., belonging to the state; it has
the charge of preparing all implements of
war, tents, carriages, shot, &c.; confiscated
property, consisting of buildings, also comes
under its care ; it regulates the construction
of all weights and measures; dykes and
canals, highways and bridges, dockyards, &c.,
are under its supervision.” In their inter-
course with the heads of this board foreign
envoys may not improbably find opportunities
for doing great good in persuading its mem-
bers of the advantages which would result
from macadamising the dusty streets of the
capital, and putting its ancient system of
drainage into a state of proper repair; and
in course of time they might even persuade
them to entertain a comprehensive scheme
of sanitary reform for the Empire at large.

Such, then, briefly described, are the great
administrative offices of state in China;
besides these, however, there are the newly-
constituted Zsungli Yamén, or Foreign Office,
spoken of before, with which alone the repre-
sentatives of Western powers have hitherto
had intercourse as a matter of right, and, in
addition, two others with which they will
perhaps be occasionally brought into con-
tact, viz., the Colonial Office and the Cen-
sorate, the latter being an odd but highly
important institution.

The Zi-fan-yiian, or Colonial Office, which
was established by the present dynasty, is
somewhat differently constituted from the six
supreme boards, for Chinese seemingly never
take part in its deliberations.  Its high offi-
cers are a president and two vice-presidents,
all Manchus, with a Mongolian as a super-
numerary vice-president. The meaning of
the Chinese title of this department is literally
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a court, board, or office for the government
of foreigners, by which are meant the sub-
jected and tnbutary races of Mongolia,
Turkistan, Thibet, &c. Since the erection
of the Tsunglz Yamén as the office for the con-
duct of all affairs relating to the nations of
the West, the Zifan-yiian has not meddled
with this branch of public business, but in
days gone by some extraordinary memorials
respecting the barbarians emanated from it,
and in 1816 one of its presidents was
appointed to receive the British embassy, as
a duty properly appertaining to his post.
The office contains six subordinate branches
or departments, the titles of some of which
sound oddly to European ears. Among
them, the ¢ flag-roll-pure-officers’” depart-
ment deals with boundaries, allotment of
lands, rank and succession of chiefs, &c.;
the ‘royal-assembly-pure-officers’” depart-
ment not only arranges for the visits of the
Inner Mongolian chieftains to Peking and
the payment of their tribute, but has control
over all salaries and emoluments disbursed
in that region; the “ mild-distant-pure-offi-
cers’” department does the same for Outer
Mongolia; and thé *drawn-remote-pure-
officers’” department has charge of the
Mahommedan and other tribes on what were
once the extreme frontiers of the Chinese
Empire, but, owing to various circumstances,
its duties must now be a sinecure.

The Zvo-cha-yian, commonly called the
Censorate, or more literally, the Office of
Examiners, consists of sixty-two members in
all, who are called Y#-ski#, a title variously
rendered Censors or Imperial Historiogra-
phers. The office is presided over by a
Manchu and a Chinese, who have four
assistants. The ordinary Censors are divided
into two classes, Chang-too Yii-shik, of whom
there are thirty, and Chien-cha Yii-shik,
twenty-six in number. Governors-General
and Governors of provinces are ex-gfficio
members of these two divisions respectively.
The power of the censors is very great, for
they are allowed to memorialise the Emperor
directly on any subject whatever; in fact,
they have, as we have seen it remarked, a
standing commission to inspect the action of
the mandarins of all grades in all parts of
the country, and with the view that they may
do this the more effectually, they are ap-
pointed to overlook the affairs of certain
specified portions of the Empire, though they
have their headquarters at the capital. In
order that they may be able to speak out
more fearlessly, their persons are supposed
to be inviolable: a rule which is but rarely

violated, though they are sometimes severely
snubbed by their imperial master when they
touch upon matters distasteful to him, es-
pecially when they venture to denounce
extravagance in the palace. The power of
this body of men is usually exercised with
great discretion and with a sincere desire to
promote the public weal, as may readily be
seen from their memorials which appear from
time to time in the official gazette.

Having thus described the chief depart-
ments of the central government of China,
we will explain, as briefly as possible, the

manner in which the affairs of its eighteen :

provinces are locally administered. The
provincial officials are, of course, of two
classes, those whose jurisdiction extends over

a whole province, and those who are more |

strictly “local authorities.”

The Zsung-too, or Governor-General, other-
wise called the C/z/-fai (ruling tribunal), has
the supreme control over two provinces,
except in the cases of the Governor-General
of the metropolitan province of Chih-li, and
the Governor-General of the Yellow River.
Thus the Liang Kuang Tsung-too is the
Governor-General of Kuang-tungand Kuang-
hsi; the Liang Kiang Tsung-too is the
Governor-General of Kiang-nan and Kiang-
soo (not of Kiang-soo and Chehkiang, as
Dr. Williamson erroneously states in his
“Journeys in North China,” vol. i,, p. 49),
the Liang Hoo or Hoo-kuang Tsung-too is
the Governor-General of Hoo-pei and Hoo-
nan, &c. This high official has the general
superintendence of the two provinces, but
does not.usually take any very active part in
their administration.

The Foo-tai, otherwise called the Hisiin:/ov,
or Fooyian, is the Governor of a single
province, and though he yields precedence
to the Governor-General, and is, to a limited
extent, his subordmate, he may fairly be
called his colleague. A Foo-tai may, how-
ever, be entirely independent of all control,
except that of the central government (to
which, indeed, he often yields but a doubtful
obedlence) as in the case of the province of
Shan-tung, which is not under any governor-
general. Within the limits of his province
the Foo-tai is practically supreme, for all
civil and military power is vested in his
hands.

The Poo-chéng-skik, or Fan-tai, the Pro-
vincial Treasurer, controls the local revenue.
He receives the taxes from the subordinate
official of the province, pays all salaries and
allowances, repairs the city walls, and other-
wise superintends public works. He is an
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exceedmgly important official, and on two
occasions, viz., the death and the birthday of
the Emperor he takes precedence of all the
high dignitaries of the province in the cere-
monial observances which are then gone
through.

The Ngan-cha-skik, or Niek-tai, the Crimi-
nal Judge, has the general control of judicial
matters within the province, and hears all
appeals from the decisions of the district
magistrates, &c.

The Hsiok-tai, or Provincial Examiner,
sometimes called the Literary Chancellor,
holds examinations for the first literary degree
(Hsiu-tsai, B.A.) twice every three years in
the departmental cities of his province.

The Yen-yin-shik, or Salt Commissioner,
has charge of the salt monopoly and all that
relates thereto.

The Liang-tao, or Grain Intendant, is the
superintendent of the public granaries and all
matters connected with the grain tribute,
which, either in kind or money, has to be
sent periodically to the capital. His office,
tike that of the salt commissioner, is, we
suspect, a highly profitable one ; in some
parts of the empire his functions are exercised
by the provincial judge.

For administrative purposes, each of the
eighteen provinces of China is divided into
tao, or circuits, which are composed of a cer-
tain number of Joo, or departments ; these,
again, are subdivided into /sien, or districts.
Besides these main divisions, there are also
chou, which are sometimes inferior depart-
ments, and sometimes merely the same in
importance as /Asien or districts. * It may,
perhaps, be well to remark here that the fact
of this word ckox appearing in the name of a
city, as it frequently does, does not by any
means always indicate its class; thus Soo-
chou, Huang-chou, Chang-chou, and nume-
rous others are foos or departments, and their
full names are therefore Soo-chou-foo, &c.

The Zao-tai, or Intendant of Circuit, exer-
cises a general superintendence over two,
three, and even four departments, though
the number is more usually three. He has
the control of a certain military force, which
often exists only on paper, hears appeals
from the prefects under his jurisdiction,
&c. At the treaty ports he corresponds on
terms of equality with the foreign consuls,
and is besides Superintendent of Maritime
Customs.

The Chikfoo (he who knows the foo or
department), commonly called the Prefect,
has charge of two or more districts ; he hears
appeals from the district magistracies, aids the

provincial examiner in the discharge of his
duties, officiates every year as high-priest of
spring, &c. The word fo0, be it observed,
may stand for the officer, his department, or
the departmental city; thus Han-yang-foo
might mean either the prefect, the depart-
ment, or the city of Han-yang.

The Chik-chou (he who knows the chou),
is the chief official in a ckow ; in some cases
his functions and rank are the same as those
of a prefect, while in others his position is
simply that of a district magistrate.

The Chik-ksien (he who knows the Zsien
or district), the District Magistrate, has the
most multifarious duties to perform, and is the
hardest-worked and worst-paid official in
China. He combines in one person offices,
the work of which in this country would be
performed by more than halfa-dozen func-
tionaries. He is commissioner of police,
county court judge, police magistrate, coroner,
sheriff, and collector of taxes ordinary and
extraordinary ; he examines into all dis-
putes about land, fixes boundaries, stamps
and issues title deeds, &c. The remark
made about foo, applies equally to the word
ksien ; for Shang-hai-hsien may mean either
the magistrate, the district, or the city of
Shang-hai.

Such is the administrative machinery by
which the provinces of China are governed;
for it is hardly necessary to go lower in the
scale,and particularise all the inferior officials,
deputies, secretaries, and subordinates of vari-
ous grades, though many of them come within
the meaning of the Chinese term Kuan foo,
which foreigners, following the example set
them by the Portuguese of old, are accustomed
to render mandarin. It is a standing rule
that none of these officials, or mandarins,
shall be allowed to hold a post of any descrip-
tion in his native province, that each shall
remain in one place for a limited period only,
and that very near relations may not be offi-
cially employed under one another. The
reasons which originally prompted these re-
strictions will be sufficiently obvious, and
this rule will also, in some degree, account
for the apparently unnecessary minuteness of
the personal details in tire Chinese Civil
Service List, of which, as our sketch of the
civil administration of China would not be
complete without it, we will say a few words
in conclusion.

Judging from the varied nature of its con-
tents, this publication, often styled by Euro-
peans the Chinese Red Book, might fairly lay
claim to the title of Civil Service List, and
General Statistical and Geographical Direc-
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tory. Itis termed the “ Red Book ” on the
same principle as many of our parliamentary
papers are called “ Blue Books,” and it con-
sists of six small volumes or parts, which are
simply stitched up with red paper sides ; itis
published every three months by authority,
and is badly printed on common soft paper.
This Red Book gives the name of every civil
mandarin, where he was born, and other

particulars respecting him; it also contains
an extremely terse geographical description
of each department in the empire, its distance
from Peking and the provincial capital, the
number of districts comprised within it, the
amount of the grain tribute, and the salaries
of the officials, as well as some concise re-
marks on the customs of the people and the
products of each locality.
E. DUFFIELD JONES.

CONVICTS AND QUAKERS.

PART 1.

VOLTAIRE’S visit to the country re-

sidence of Andrew Pitt, a retired
Quaker merchant of London, is a notable
incident in the life of a remarkable man, and
in the history of a remarkable sect. Its
object was to satisfy the curiosity by which
the keenest intellect of the age had become
possessed as to the nature of the Quaker reli-
gion. Its result was that Cowper’s “ brilliant
Frenchman ” was almost persuaded to be a
Quaker, and that Howard’s “ favourite sect”
was for once described from without, almost
as if by the pen of a Christian.

“My dear sir, are you baptized?” was
the first question which Friend Pitt was
expected to answer—it was the question
which good Catholics were accustomed to
put to the Huguenots. His reply was, of
course, negative, “ What? morbleu!” Voltaire
asked, “are you not Christians then?” “ My
friend,” answered Andrew, “swear not; we
are Christians, but we don’t think that Chris-
tianity consists in throwing water and a little
salt on an infant’s head.” ‘ Have you for-
gotten that Christ was baptized ?” inquired
Voltaire. “ Christ,” replied Andrew, “re-
ceived baptism from John, but he never
administered baptism. We are not disciples
of John, but of Christ.” “How about the
Sacraments?” was the next article of the
sceptic’s catechism. ¢ We have none,” was
the Quaker’s response ; and on this head
he referred to Barclay’s “ Apology” for the
sect, which he declared was one of the best
books that ever came from the hand of man,
and was shown to be excellent by the fact
that their enemies agreed that it was dan-
gerous. An allusion to Barclay naturally led
Andrew to offer his own apology for the
Friends. He excused himself from respond-
ing to his polite visitor's bows and compli-
ments without taking off his broad brim. He
explained ‘the literal and spiritual significance
of the Quaker use of the second personal

pronoun singular. He had some remarks to
make about Quaker dress. He expounded
the objections of the Friends to the use of
oaths and their opposition to war, being
careful to state that this latter peculiarity was
not due to any deficiency of courage, but to
a becoming recollection of the fact that “ we
are neither wolves nor tigers nor dogs, but
men, but Christians.”

After attending a First Day meeting of the
Friends at their “church” near the Monu-
ment, Voltaire had some more questions to
propound, in reply to which he obtained
information as to the peculiar forms of wor-
ship approved by the sect, as to their rejection
of “new presbyter and old priest,” and as to
their doctrine of the inward light—a doctrine
of which it seemed to him that he had heard
before, and with reference to which he ex-
claimed, “ Voild le peére Malebranche tout
pur.”

Thus interrogated in the person of Andrew
Pitt before a friendly inquisition, the Society
of Friends gave an account of itself in which
all its well-known characteristics are to be
seen at a glance. One thing only was over-
looked, but that was more important than
everything else, viz., the fact that among
Christian sects the sect of the Quakers is
eminently Christian, at any rate in its prac-
tice. It did not occur to Voltaire that there
was anything to be gained by pursuing the
line of inquiry which was started in the
question, “Are you not Christians, then?”
and thus, while it did not escape his notice
that Andrew Pitt’s pocket-flaps were super-
fluously ample, he missed the discovery in
regard to the Quaker's religion, that its
genius, according to the testimony of history,
is displayed rather in the clothing of the
naked than in the wearing of phylacteries.

No sect has ever identified itself with
purely philanthropic causes in the way in
which the Quakers have been associated with
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Anti-Slavery, Abolition of Wars, Prison Re-
form, Treatment of the Insane. It is alleged
that the Society has seen its best days; that
itnow shows signs of decrepitude and decay,
at any rate in England. Some years ago
prizes were offered for an essay on the sub-
ject of the numerical decline of the Friends,
and it would seem probable that the com-
petitors for those prizes might have assumed
it to be a fact that the prosperity of the sect
is on the wane in this country. If this be
so, the whole history of the fraternity, its
rise and progress, and now its decline and
fall, may, perhaps, be justly said to turn upon
the peculiarity of the Quaker religion, which
escaped the notice of Voltaire, and which
made Quakers “the favourite sect” of John
Howard. Verily, the latter end of the peace-
makersis peace. The Quakers have now no
enemies, unless possibly it be among them-
selves. Only a very bitter enemy would
dispute the statement that the Society has
flourished till now rather in virtue of its
determined philanthropy than by means of
its indomitable preference for “thou” and
“thee.” And that which explains its rise
and progress is the best interpretation of its
decline and fall. George Dawson, of Bir-
mingham, who, like Charles Lamb, loved
Quakers well, was accustomed to say of
them, that as a society their liturgy should
consist now of one prayer, that of the aged
Simeon, “Now lettest thou thy servant
depart in peace, for mine eyes have seen thy
salvation.” He was right. If the Quaker
society is doomed, the reason is not, per-
haps, so much that a great deal of its earlier
testimony is now growing antiquated, as that
its one great testimony, that which it has
bomne to the truth, that Christianity means
peace on earth, good-will among men, has
been superannuated by being generally
accepted. If it be true that it is time now
for the society to which Elizabeth Fry be-
| longed to chant its “Nunc dimittis,” it is
because it has seen the salvation of God
arrive in the form of all Christian sects
learning to make some profession of that
philanthropy which was long the glory of
one. History will probably record, with
regard to the Society of Friends, almost
alone among Christian sects, not that it
outlived its influence and then died hard,
but that it lived till the principles for which
it contended ceased to be those of a sect or
a party, and then, at peace with the world
which it had conquered and blessed, gave up
the ghost.

The Quakers, in the course of a unique

career of beneficence, have had much to do
with convicts. Those meekest of the meek
of the Christian world who, when they are
smitten by an enemy on the one cheek, turn
to him the other also, have been more inti-
mately associated than all other Christians,
except jailers, with burglars, horse-stealers,
highwaymen, wife-beaters, and murderers.
Since long before the days of Elizabeth Fry,
the amelioration of the state of criminals has
been one of the things with which the Society
of Friends has most persistently occupied
its philanthropic energies. They were called
Quakers, as everybody knows, by a judge
who was only too happy to give their founder,
George Fox, a taste both of the prison and
the lash. Their refusal to take oaths in
courts of justice, as well as the stiffness of
their general nonconformity, and their preach-
ing of the gospel of peace in an aggressive
manner, gave thousands of them an acquaint-
ance with the interior of prisons, and with
jail-life, which could not be entirely without
effect upon the permanent traditions and
tendencies of the sect. It may be, there-
fore, that the influence of their early history,
as well as the force of their peculiar prin-
ciples, is to be traced in the society’s con-
tinued and laborious efforts on behalf of
criminals. Convicts, it may be, owe as much
as they do to Quakers in the way of charity,
because, for one thing, Quakers and convicts
have been so often companions in other
bonds than those of sympathy. But be this
as it may, it will not be denied that the
cause of the prisoner (at least till a com-
paratively recent period) has been almost
made exclusively their own by the disciples
of George Fox, that cheerful culprit who, as
Voltaire puts it, when he had received his
proper share of the lash, begged for a
““double dose ” for the good of his soul.
George Washington Walker, of whose life
and labours it is proposed to give a brief
account in these pages, was an excellent
specimen of the Quaker fraternity, both on
the score of its general philanthropy, and its
special devotion to the cause of the prisoner.
His name, though revered in the Society, and
not forgotten in the colony in wkich he spent
his later years, is most likely unknown in
England ; and for this reason a slight sketch
of his career may have an interest for some
readers, such as could not be easily imparted
to the biography of more celebrated orna-
ments of the sect. Like many of his
brethren, with all his taking of scripture
literally where it would have been easier to
take it otherwise, he took in that way its
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philanthropy, and especially the precept,
“‘Let not your left hand know what your
right hand doeth.” He was one of those
friends of humanity, perhaps exceptionally
numerous among Quakers, who do good by
stealth, and for whom the information is not
intended which.is given as to charitable
movements in some newspapers, ‘ Notices
must be paid for as advertisements.” Within
their own limited circle the Quakers may
possibly be as much disposed as other
Christian sects to promote good works by
giving due publicity to any done by them-
selves. But it does not appear that they
take the same pains, or, it may be, enjoy the
same facilities as other and more powerful
sects in the way of keeping the outside world
informed as to what they have done and are
going to do for its benefit.

George Washington Walker’s fame has
suffered in this way. It has suffered still
more, perhaps, from what is rather an acci-
dent to which good men of all sects are post-
humously liable than a rule of their society,
which bears heavily on the best of deceased
Quakers. His life has been written in one
of those bulky volumes in which the memory
of the just is destined to perish. Any chance
that there was of his renown extending
beyond the bounds of the Society, and of
its being perpetuated to a distant age, was
abolished by its being entombed in a large
octavo, published by the Society. So that if
Ne quid nimis is a rule which ought to be
strictly applied in biography as in other
literature, our good Quaker's memory has
suffered from the breach of that rule in more
ways than one; as, according to their cus-
tom, there was most likely too little said of
him by the Friends while he lived, so by an
exceptional conformity to the customs of an
evil world, they have had too much say of
him since his death, to admit of his being
known as he ought to have been.

In any case, it may be safely assumed that
few in England have heard his name, and
that any interest belonging to his career is
as fresh as any biographer, not himself a
Quaker, could possibly desire. In one re-
spect, at least, that interest is not small any
more than stale. A great part of the Society’s
bulky life of him is occupied by his journals
and letters, written during the period of his
travels in Australia and in Africa. Though
written with Quaker gravity and simplicity
and stiffness, and though relating to countries
which have been visited by troops of mis-
sionaries since his day, these journals and
letters are by no means dull reading. It is

especially amusing as well as edifying to note
in them how extremes of human character
meet, and in their meeting display towards
each other a courteous behaviour—the bene-
factor of his kind, purist even in his speech
and in his dress, conversing amicably in the
penal settlements of Australia with com-
patriots who had left their country for their
country’s good, thouing and theeing scoun-
drels converted by inhuman punishment into
fiends, and at least in one case receiving
from them what would thus seem to be a
possibility of any conceivable state of sinners
—a complimentary address: ¢ We, the pri-
soners of the Crown, embracing the tenets
of the Protestant faith,” &c.

Walker was born in London in 1800, the
son of Unitarian parents, of whom one died
when he was very young, and the other,
when he was five years old, removed to
Paris, leaving him to the charge of his grand-
mother at Newcastle-on-Tyne. At the age
of fourteen, after having been baptized by a
Unitarian minister and confirmed by the
bishop of the diocese, he was apprenticed to
“ a professor of religion,” who was, neverthe-
less, “a very inconsiderate man, at whose
death, his apprenticeship not having expired,
he was transferred to the drapery establish-
ment of Hawden Bragg,” an upright and
consistent member of the Society of Friends.
After Hawden’s death, his widow asked
James Backhouse, of York, a leading member
of the society, and not one of its least bril-
liant ornaments, to assist her in the valuation
of the stock. On this occasion Backhouse
and Walker met for the first time, and their
meeting at the stock-taking in a Newcastle
draper’s shop was the commencement of a
friendship which was cemented by much
travel, and by much co-operation of another
than the commercial sort. The immediate
result of this acquaintance was the conversion
of young Walker from the faith of his fathers
to that of Mary Bragg and James Back-
house. He began to attend the meetings
for worship of the Friends, and in 1827 was
formally received into the society.

During his residence with the Braggs, an
attachment sprang up between him and their
daughter Mary, to which a melancholy end
was put by her death. This episode in a
life devoted to the sternest duties of philan-
thropy is not without a touch of poetic
beauty. Poor Mary Bragg, fora year or two
before her death, was afflicted with blind-
ness, and in reference to this calamity her
Quaker lover writes to her in a strain which
would throw the audience in a law court on
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certain occasions into fits of laughter, but
which here, perhaps, may be read not with-
out asigh. “I have thought much of the
declaration of Ruth to Naomi, and with my
whole heart and soul I can address thee in
the same manner. No language of my own
can convey a more genuine transcript of my
heart as it relates to thee than the sixteenth
and seventeenth verses of the first chapter of
Ruth, whick thy dear mother will read %o
thee”

Mary’s death was followed by a memor-
able crisis in his life. His friend Backhouse
“had for many years had an impression on
his mind that it would be required of him to
pay a religious visit to some parts of the
southern hemisphere ; and in this impression
he was confirmed by the judgment of the
society, which took the matter into con-
sideration at its regular monthly, quarterly,
and yearly meetings. After settling his
affairs and leaving York, Backhouse waited
in London for some weeks in the hope of a
companion turning up. While he waited he
prayed, and one evening, having as usual
“supplicated ” for a travelling companion, he
retired to rest, with the feeling strong in his
mind that any doubts as to his mission
which still lingered about him would be set
at rest if that supplication were successful.
“ Towards morning,” he says, *“before I was
thoroughly awake, I was considering who
there were in various places who might be
suitable for such a service, when the words
now look northward were distinctly and
powerfully impressed upon my mind, and in
a moment Newcastle and my friend G. W.
Walker were set before me.”

When this fact was communicated to
Walker, he was brought by it “ under close
exercise of mind.” He had not anticipated
any call from being behind the counter in
Newcastle to “ministerial duty” in the
southern hemisphere. The oracular form in
which it came to him did not, irrespective of
the inward light, settle the question whether
he should accept it. After much hesitation he
did accept it, judging, in the first place, with
characteristic sagacity and modesty, that the
way to overcome tendencies to evil, of which
he ‘was conscious, was to avail himself of the
opportunity to do good ; and also that some
indication of his duty had been given him in
the fact that he was not hindered by domestic
and social ties from devoting himself to the
service of humanity.

Accredited to “the southern hemisphere ”
by a circular epistle from the Newcastle meet-
ing of Friends, Walker and his companion

sailed from London for Tasmania in 1831.
Some Chelsea pensioners, who had “com-
muted theirlife pensions for an advance of four
years' payment,” were their fellow voyagers,
and with these drunken and disorderly steer-
age passengers the Friends had much to
do on the side of peace and: of the captain,
In the course of the voyage, Walker became
impressed with the belief that he had a
commission to preach the Gospel as well as.
his companion, who was frequently moved to
address the ship’s company. His courage,
however, failed him; “through fear and
human weakness” the few remarks which
occurred to him were suppressed, and he
turned again to the lighter and less formidable
duties of separating pensioners who were
throttling each other, and of supporting J. B.
and the captain in their efforts to suppress
mutinies always breaking out afresh, either
in the steerage or in the forecastle, on the
subject of the dailydispensation of grog. How
far the influence of goodness may extend,
even when its influence is circumscribed by
the fear and human weakness which sup-
press the tendency to preaching, was seen
on this voyage on several occasions in
Walker’s case ; and more especially when, on
his interposing in a quarrel in which blows
were going, one of the bystanders clasped
him round the waist, and entreated him to
let others mediate in a case in which there
was so much risk of personal injury.

The ship having touched at the Cape,
the Quakers visited the jail at Capetown,
thus beginning work in South Africa, in
which they were destined some years after-
wards to earn for themselves and for the
Society an honourable name. In one of
the condemned cells there was a prisoner
whose case deeply stirred their sympathies.
He was under sentence of death, having
been convicted of murdering his wife in a
fit of drunkenness. A Hottentot and a
Mahomedan, he had since his confinement
been converted to Christianity, by the efforts
of Dr. Philip, of the London Missionary
Society, who, it was reported, finally gained
his object by suggesting to the prisoner that
he should ask the Mahomedan “ priest” who
visited him whether any provision was made
in his religion fos the pardon of sin—a ques-
tion at which, so to speak, the Moslem theo-
logian was obliged to surrender at discretion.
At the same time, however, that he noted this
triumph of the Christian divine over the
priest of the false prophet, our Quaker mis-
sionary, with characteristic fairness, records
a fact, on the strength of which the defeated
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Mahomedan might perhaps, if he had chosen,
have prolonged the contest with his adver-
sary, viz., that the prisoner’s brother, also a
Hottentot and a Mahomedan, had subjected
himself to confinement in order to be near
him, and was converted along with him.
Before they left Capetown, a prayer meeting
was held in the Mission chapel, under the
presidency of Dr. Philip, which the Friends
“ believed it right to attend,” and they heard
there what pleased them much, of the unity
that prevails among spiritually-minded Chris-
tians “in essentials.” Reckoning brotherly
love, as they did, among the first of essen-
tials, it might be curious to consider whether
they were led to reflect at all upon a still
larger spiritual unity among mankind, by the
spectacle of a Hottentot Mahomedan consign-
ing himself to a condemned cell to keep his
brother company.

The Quakers, on their arrival in Tasmania,
stayed three months jin the capital, Hobart
Town, which was then about a third of its
present size, having a population of a little
over eight thousand. During this time they
arranged their plans for carrying out their
mission, which, as described in a letter of
Lord Goderich, the Secretary of State, intro-
ducing them to the Governor, Colonel
Arthur, was “to promote the moral and
religious welfare of the colony, especially of
the convicts.” More particularly defined,
their object was to preach the Gospel every-
where, among prisoners and colonists; to
inquire into the state of the aborigines; to
inspect penal settlements, jails, schools, and
public institutions ; and lastly, to oppose the
rampant evil of intemperance. Governor
Arthur, no red-tapist, though something of a
martinet, was ready to second their efforts,
and his patronage was of course an invalu-
able help to philanthropists whose hat-brims
were over the regulation breadth, and whose
commission was only from N ewcastle Friends
to all whom it might concern.

In regard to the aborigines, the Quakers
found that their mission was as nearly as pos-
sible not to the quick but to the dead.
Before their arrival, most of the few remain-
ing Tasmanians had been benevolently de-
coyed by George Augustus Robinson into
a convenient corner of the country, from
which they were transported to Flinders
Island, in Bass's Straits, with the view of
being civilised. The experiment failed. A
tardy effort to improve the race was not
attended with the success that had crowned
earlier endeavours to exterminate it, and
since then the last of the Tasmanians, an old

woman, has paid the debt of nature—paid it,
or, perhaps, transferred it to the score of our
national liabilities in relation to humanity.

George Augustus Robinson’s story has
been often told. The Quakers heard it from
his own lips, and were much moved by it.
It was, in fact, a story such as a Quaker
might have loved to tell to Quakers. Robin-
son took up his abode with one of the tribes,
or “ mobs,” as they were commonly called, on
Bruni Island, and having established himself
in their favour and confidence, he persuaded
some of them to accompany him on a tour
through the country in the capacity of inter-
preters. His hardships, and those of his
black companions, were extreme. Such had
been the effect of intimate acquaintance with
the colonists and their convict servants upon
the minds of the natives, that every white
man was to them an enemy. Most of the
tribes were hostile to each other, and they
were all at deadly feud with the Christians,
free and bound. To approach a native en-
campment, therefore, in the character of
peacemaker, was attended with the same
consequences as to challenge it to fight; and
from these consequences Robinson’s inter-
preters were in the habit of running away,
leaving him to encounter them the best way
he could. In spite, however, of all difficulties
and dangers, he succeeded in collecting about
a hundred savages, and in inducing them te
remove with him to Flinders Island, to be
protected from Christians and to be Chris-
tianised.

Their interest in the aborigines as well as
their desire to till neglected spiritual ground
led the Quakers to court acquaintance
with a party of sealers from one of the small
islands in Bass’s Straits who chanced to visit
Hobart Town, and with regard to whom
shocking rumours were in circulation as to
their appropriation of native women and
their treatment of their offspring. G. W.
Walker and his friend, with the characteristic
bent of Quakers towards practical philan-
thropy, understood that they had been sent
as missionaries, not to convert the converted
but to save the lost, and here there seemed
to be an opening for their efforts such as
could scarcely be surpassed. When the
sealer party was brought before Governor
Arthur to be subjected to a sort of patri-
archal catechization (with the cat-o’-nine-
tails in the background), the Quakers who
were present and all attention, expected to
hear the most revolting evidence produced
as to the ignorance in which the young sealers
were allowed to grow up by their rude and
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lawless parents. They were agreeably dis-
appointed to find themselves present at an
examination in religious knowledge which
would have elicited the approbation of one
of her Majesty’s Inspectors, and would have
satisfied a clerical countryman of John Knox.
A secaler's so-called wife was asked if he
had any children. The answer was, that he
had two, both of them at the door, and ready
to be called in for inspection. His Excel-
lency had both introduced to him and pro-
ceeded to catechize them. The elder, nine
years of age, repeated the Lord’s Prayer and
the Creed, and in answer to the Governor’s
questions showed that ““he had correct no-
tions of a future state.” The younger boy,
little more than six years old, in spite of an
impediment in his speech, acquitted himself
under examination no less admirably than
his brother. As their father had been
represented to be one of the worst ofa bad lot
G. W. Walker's reflection on the occasion
was to the effect “that care is requisite in
listening to reports prejudicial to individuals
or communities "—a remark the far-reaching
justice of which may be taken as an excuse for
its Quaker-like simplicity. He and his com-
panion afterwards exhibited their sympathy
for the sealer in his lonely life and his sup-
posed devotion to the care of his offspring,
by cruising among the islands in Bass’s
Straits, at no small risk to their lives. In the
meantime they were moved by pity for a
calumniated class of men to be sectarian for
once—in parting with three of their sealer
friends they showed them from the example
of the Society how worship might be main-
tained on Gun Carriage Island and other
places, with a population of eighteen souls or
thereabouts, without the presence of “a minis-
ter of human ordination,” and, we should
suppose, without the erection of expensive
churches. Sectarianism, however, has seldom
been of so neutral a tint as in this instance.
It would not be amiss perhaps if the Quaker
idea as to the possibility of worship being
maintained on Gun Carriage Island were
taken into consideration in certain parts of
our own islands by sects who almost in the
solitary wilderness, and certainly in the vil-
lages that Kedar doth inhabit, plant churches
and employ ministers of human ordination
without much regard to expense, and with
no regard to peace.

If there was little to be done for the abo-
rigineswhen the Quakers arrived in Tasmania,
their mission to the convicts was not so ill-
timed. As a home for prisoners Van Die-
men’s Land was then at the height of its

dismal prosperity, and a better idea of Pa-
radise colonised from its exact antipodes,
could scarcely be got than from the pages of
G. W. Walker’s journal descriptive of what
he saw of the island. A few days after his
arrival he went on board a ship which had
just arrived in harbour with a cargo of two
hundred and sixty male convicts, apparently
a homogeneous load, butin reality miscellane-
ous, as was shown by the fact that the “ ma-
gistrates were engaged in taking down a de-
scription of each as to character, &c.” Itwas
necessary, or at any rate useful, to take note
of shades of reputation, though none of the
very finest were to be looked for, inasmuch
as the system of assigning prisoners as
servants to the colonists was then in full
vogue; and this cargo of villainy, like many a
previous ship load of the same sort, was
destined for distribution over the colony, and
among people of various tastes in the matter
of character. Some colonists wanting a
servant might prefer a burglar to a poacher ;
others might prefer a bigamous tailor to a
larcenous shoemaker. Mr. Prinsep, a colonist,
wrote to his friends, “In our small ménage
our cook has committed murder, our footman
burglary, and the housemaid bigamy.” Mr.
Prinsep’s neighbour perhaps chose to have
his establishment differently furnished in re-
spect of moral character. Different tastes had
to be suited on the part of colonists, and
accordingly the first thing done with a cargo
of convicts was to classify them according to
their quality as regards breaches of the ten
commandments. After being thus classified
they were informed, (sometimes by his Ex-
cellency himself, who was a capital preacher
as well as a genuine statesman) of their pro-
spects in the land of their probation. They
were told that being assigned as servants to
respectable colonists they would get food,
clothing, and bedding, in return for their
whole labour; that, as the result of good
conduct, ticket-of-leave, conditional pardon,
and even free pardon, were within theirreach ;
that if they relapsed into crime there was first
the watchhouse before them, then the prison
or the chain-gang, then the scaffold, or as a
worse alternative, transportation to a penal
settlement like Macquarie harbour.

G. W. Walker and his companion began
their labours among their countrymen to
whom a new start in life was thus offered on
the part of the Government, by a visit to a
party whose prospects had been exceptionally
bad from the first, or had been marred by a
relapse into old habits. This was a chain-
gang, consisting of one hundred and fifty
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men, employed on the construction of a road
across the Derwent by means of piers and a
drawbridge. An undertaking of enormous
magnitude and difficulty, this Bridgewater
causeway, as the Quakers had probably heard
before visiting it, had witnesssed many
strange and some terrible scenes, to which
survivors of chain-gangs might be heard
alluding in mysterious hints as to the material
used being human agony and blood. The
place, however, could scarcely have witnessed
a stranger scene than was added to the
memories connected with it by the visit of
the Quakers. The prisoners, with their irons
attached to the ankles, were drawn up in
their barrack yard. A file of soldiers was
stationed on an elevated position so as to
hear, and perhaps also to see and to play the
part of bishops. In attendance upon the
Quakers was a servant of the Governor in
hislivery. Backhouse read the eighth chapter
of Matthew, in which it will be remembered
there are several references to possession by
devils and a solemn allusion to the last judg-
ment, and after a pause, expounded what he
had read, urging “ these poor criminals who

had been condemned at the bar of an earthly
tribunal,” to prepare fora greater assize so as
to be in no danger of condemnation. Very
remarkable scenes indeed must have been
witnessed at Bridgewater if this was not one
of the most memorable ever transacted in its
neighbourhood. Never surely were mission-
aries farther from home than were Walker
and his companion, thus preaching the gospel
at the antipodes to those who even there, as
belonging to the chain-gang, were far off.
Nor was the genius of Christianity as a
missionary, as a universal, religion, ever
perhaps so strikingly illustrated in the
adventures of Christian emissaries in heathen
lands among savages and wild beasts, as by
the disciples of George Fox, offenders against
law and usage only, if at all, by opposition
to war and oaths and all manner of violence
in word and deed, standing at the very ends
of the earth, before the chain-gang, victims
of double crime and accumulated punish-
ment, and reasoning with them concerning
temperance and righteousness and judgment
to come.
JOHN SERVICE.

A CLERGYMAN OF THE LAST CENTURY.

FEW of the numerous travellers who, in
search of health or relaxation, annually
flock to that enchanted lake-land, to which
the towns of Penrith, Kendal, Cockermouth,
and Ulverston may be said to act as
sentinels, ever trouble themselves to imagine
what sort of life is led by the inhabitants
of that “land of mountain and of flood,”
when the tourist season is over and winter
has cast her white mantle over fell and dale.

When the large hotels are deserted by the
visitors, and even the servants have returned
to the towns whence they emigrated in the
spring ; when the steam yachts and coaches
have been discontinued, and all the con-
sequent life and bustle have disappeared,
the more remote parts of the English Lake
district become, like most other tourist-
haunted neighbourhoods, a lonely and silent
1and, as unlike as it possibly can be to the
animated scene it exhibited a week or two
previously. Even at the present time, life
during the winter months must be quiet and
monotonous in the extreme; but a century
ago it was the quintessence of homely and
rural simplicity.

In the course of the past year the Bishop
of Carlisle had some difficulty in finding a
clergyman to undertake the duties of one of
the small livings in the Lake country. An
advertisement in the local paper, however,
immediately brought forward a host of can-
didates, and his lordship had no difficulty in
making a suitable selection.

This parish of Martindale, situated in a
wild valley near How Town, on Ulleswater
Lake, is valued in the “Clergy List” at
487, together with a small parsonage, and
contains one hundred and seventy-one inha-
bitants. Poor as is the stipend it is by no
means the smallest in the district, some of
which are under 450 per annum, and do
not possess the luxury of a parsonage.

Small as these incomes appear they have
been enormously increased within the last
sixty or seventy years. A century ago the
curacy of Buttermere, now worth £56 per
annum without residence, was valued at £1.

The living of Wytheburn, which now
affords its vicar a stipend of £go a year,
had then no money value whatever, his
services being repaid by a sark, whittle-
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gate, and gusegate. This particular parish
of Martindale was even then valued at
A2 155. 44., with a small house and four
acres of land. The ancient custom of whit-
tlegate, just alluded to, consisted of going
from house to house in the parish, taking a
seat at the family board, and using one's
own knife, or ¢ whittle,” upon whatever food
happened to be served. Gusegate was the
right of pasturing a goose, or geese, anywhere
throughout the parish. Where these customs
existed the curate received either a very
small stipend or none at all. He was, there-
fore, annually supplied by his parishioners
with a suit of clothes, two pairs of shoes, a
pair of clogs and a limited number of
¢ sarks,” or shirts, and stockings.

Until the middle of George II.’s reign,
these curates were unordained and were
called “readers.” At that period this was
changed ; but the bishop granted deacon’s
orders to all existing readers, without exami-
nation.

The “reader” invariably added to his
means by following the trade of tailor, shoe-
maker, or clogger, or working at any other
handicraft or labour which could command
custom among his little flock.

Living in this primitive fashion, associating
with and working with, or for, the peasantry,
with whose daughters they intermarried, and
from which class, indeed, they usually them-
selves sprang, these readers were often men
of small education, uncultivated minds, and
far from examples to their panshloners
either in sobriety, honesty, or piety. Many
of them fell victims to drink, while not
a few by means of usury and extortion,
which their somewhat superior learning
enabled them to practise with success,
managed to amass considerable sums. By
such means one Richard Birkett left, at his
death in 1689, no less a sum than £1,200;
and Mattinson, incumbent of Patterdale,
who died in 1770, aged 96, left £1,000,
after having educated four children, one of
whom he sent to college.

In addition to the above-named methods
of making money, the curate was usually
the village publican, and it was not an un-
common sight to see the Reverend host play-
ing cards and drinking beer on a Sunday
morning with his customers, until the
church bell summoned them to perform the
different characters of minister and congre-
gation.

Such was the state of the clergy in the
Lake district a century ago.

But there were many and striking contrasts

to such sluggish shepherds in these remote
mountain parishes. There were men who
loved their sacred calling, and were really
‘““the guides, philosophers, and friends” of
their simple flocks; and foremost among
these stands the Reverend Robert Walker,
or, as he was generally called, in recognition
of his industry and determination, his talents
and virtues, his integrity and high moral
character, his manly piety and strict con-
scientiousness, ¢ The Wonderful Walker.”
The readers of Wordsworth’s noble sonnets
to the river Duddon may remember that ad-
dressed to Seathwaite Chapel, the last four
lines of which refer to this extraordinary
man :

“ A Gospel teacher . . .. .
‘Whose good works formed an endless retinue ;
A pastor such as Chaucer’s verse portrays,
Such as the heaven-taught skill of erbert drew,
And tender Gold d with deathless praise.”

The readers of these poems have doubtless
read the note upon these lines which gives a
brief memoir of Robert Walker; but to
many readers of Goop Worps his name
may be unknown. A short sketch of his
career may, therefore, prove not uninteresting
to those previously unacquainted with his
history. It was while taking a holiday
ramble, a short time back, down the romantic
valley of the Duddon, Wordsworth in hand,
that we came upon the tiny chapel of Sea-
thwaite, hidden away in a wild corner of this
unfrequented but beautiful vale, opposite
the humble little parsonage where Robert
Walker lived for sixty-seven years; and it
was from Wordsworth’s notes that we obtained
what little knowledge we possess of this
worthy of the past.

Robert Walker was born at Undercrag, in
the parish of Seathwaite, in the county of
Lancaster, in 1709. He was the youngest
of twelve children, and was a sickly child.
In the same building in which he afterwards
officiated for so many years as minister he
received the rudiments of his education.
At an early age he became schoolmaster at
Loweswater, where, by the assistance of a
neighbouring gentleman, he mastered the
classics or, at least, acquired some know-
ledge of them. He then took holy orders
and had the offer of two curacies, Torver, in
the vale of Coniston, and Seathwaite, in the
neighbouring vale of the Duddon, which
was his native parish. Each was valued at
45 per annum (the former is now worth
4120 and the latter £60); but as Sea-
thwaite possessed,in addition, a small parson-
age house he chose it, as he was about to b
married to a young woman, occupying the
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position of a domestic servant, for whom he
had formed an attachment, and who, for
sixty-five years, proved herself to be a tender,
loving wife, calculated in evety way to sup-
port and encourage her husband in his battle
through life. She had saved during her
‘period of service £40, by no means an in-
considerable sum in that time and place, and
upon this little capital the young couple
commenced housekeeping. Robert Walker
was twenty-six when he became curate of
Seathwaite, his wife being two years his
senior ; and he occupied that position till his
death in 1802, a period of nearly sixty-seven
years.

Such is the account of this uneventful life
given by Wordsworth. Another account
states that, at the age of seventeen, he be-
came schoolmaster at Gosforth, near Egre-
mont, in Cumberland, and that, after two or
three years, he removed to Buttermere,
where he entered deacon’s orders and acted
as curate as well as schoolmaster, living
according to the old custom of whittlegate.
It was at one of these Buttermere farmhouses,
according to this version of his history, that
he met and loved his future wife, whose
character and housewifely thrift and ability
he would have ample means of observing.
He is then said to have accepted the curacy
of Torver, and afterwards to have removed
to the neighbouring parish of Seathwaite.
Whichever of theseslightly different sketches
of his early life is correct matters little, as
all accounts agree regarding his life and
character from the time of his settling in his
parsonage house of Seathwaite, with which
place his name is indissolubly associated.
The following is the plan of his daily life.
Throughout his whole career he rose at three
in summer and at sunrise in winter. The
morning was devoted to hard manual labour,
for regular wages, on the small farms in his
parish. When at work on the mountains or
in the fields he never failed to collect the
wool which the sheep had lost in scrambling
through hedges or bushes. With this he
knitted and mended his own stockings. In
addition to this he tanned leather for his
shoes and those of his family, and spun, in
the winter time, linen and woollen thread.
The morning having been spent in this
manner he became, during the day, the vil-
lage schoolmaster, for which office his fine
temper, gentle manner, fair share of learning,
and beautifully clear and legible handwriting
eminently qualified him. He taught in
¢he church, using the communion table as a
desk, and working the spinning wheel the

while. He devoted no less than eight hours
a day to teaching, and, school over, he
adjourned to his house, where he continued
his spinning at a smaller wheel, or spent
the evening in writing out deeds of convey-
ance, wills, and other legal documents for his
humble clients ; for he was the self-elected
doctor and lawyer of the parish as well as
minister and schoolmaster. For this work
he received some moderate remuneration, and
never, probably, were lawyer's fees more
honestly earned, as, in addition to his exact-
ness and skill in drawing up wills and con-
veyances, he was always willing and anxious
to settle disputes, prevent quarrels, and in
every way to stop or prevent litigation. So
much were his services, in this particular, in
request, that between Christmas and Candle-
mas his legal work frequently occupied the
whole of the night. Whatever leisure he
could find was devoted to the composition
and preparation of his sermons, two of which
he preached every Sunday. The day finished
with family worship and reading the Bible, in
which all his children and the servant joined,
reading a verse alternately. In this way the
Bible was read and re-read several times.
Saturday afternoon was the only time he
allowed for recreation, when he indulged
himself by perusing a newspaper or a maga-
zine. Notwithstanding his multifarious em-
ployments he always recognised and enforced
the commandment respecting the Sabbath
and kept it strictly holy, not in a Puritanical
spirit, but setting it apart as a day of rest
and spiritual refreshment. He was a zealous
follower of, and believer in, the tenets of his
own Church. His sermons were simple,
earnest, tender, and sympathetic. He read
Scripture with such impassioned emphasis as
frequently to draw tears from the eyes of his
auditory. His pastoral duties were rigo-
rously attended to ; his love for his sacred
calling being proportionate to his zeal. He
was humbly and sensitively pious. For years
he deemed himself unfit to administer the
sacrament, and called in the assistance of a
neighbouring clergyman to perform that
sacred rite. His conversation was chaste
and pure, fervent and eloquent ; his written
style correct, simple, and animated; his
mind cultivated and intelligent ; his manners
pleasing and courteous. His character was
a bright and living example to his flock ; and
none, in listening to his fervent exhortations
to lead such a life here as would merit
eternal life in the world to come, could
doubt that he practised what he preached,
and that the precepts which he advocated
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were performed by him to the letter. His
clothes and those of his family were home-
spun and simple, but always decent. Their
diet was plain but sufficient. A sheep was
killed once a month; and every autumn a
cow was salted down for the winter’s con-
sumption, and its skin tanned for making
their shoes. With all his thrift Mr, Walker
was of a hospitable disposition. Every
Sunday his table was covered with a plen-
tiful supply of broth, for such of his scat-
tered parishioners as came from distant
dales across the rough mountain tracts to
worship in the little chapel of Seathwaite.
His assistance in material matters was, like
his advice in spiritual concerns, ever at the
service of his poorer neighbours. He loved
old customs and usages with that love so
strongly developed in the Saxon race, espe-
cially that portion of it which exists in the
County Palatine. He was a passionate ad-
mirer of nature, and possessed the sympathy
if not the execution of the poet. It was his
greatest delight to watch the rising sun. He
was a constant observer of the stars and
winds. He was learned in fossils and plants
and insects, and, by their means, instructed
and amused his children.

Although so industrious and thrifty he was
not avaricious. This is shown by the follow-
ing fact, The Bishop of Chester suggested
that the neighbouring parish of Ulpha should
be united to that of Seathwaite, and offered
Mr. Walker the united cure. He felt, how-
ever, that the extra duty would entail some
neglect of those already committed to his
care, and, with a rare conscientiousness,
declined the additional stipend, informing
the Bishop that the contemplated addition to
his labours “would be apt to cause a general
discontent among the inhabitants of both
places; by either thinking themselves slighted,
being only served alternately, or neglected in
the duty, or attributing it to covetousness in
me ; all which occasions of murmuring I
would willingly avoid, desiring, if it be
possible, as much as in me lieth, to live
peaceably with all men.” His stipend at
Seathwaite was eventually raised to £ 17 per
annum. The following letter, written by
himself about the time of his refusal of the
curacy of Ulpha, gives a graphic account of
Mr. Walker and his family at this period.
It is addressed to a Mr. C of Lancaster,
who seems to have rendered him some pecu-
niary service, and reads as follows :—

Sir,—Yours of the 26th inst. was com-
municated to me by Mr. C——, and Ishould

have returned an immediate answer, but the
hand of Providence, then laying heavy upon
an amiable pledge "of conjugal endearment,
hath since taken from me a promising glrl
which the disconsolate mother too pensively
laments the loss of ; though we have yet eight
living, all healthful hopeful children, whose
names and ages are as follows :—Zaccheus,
aged almost eighteen years; Elizabeth, six-
teen years and ten months; Mary, ﬁfteen H
Moses, thirteen years and "three” months ; R
Sarah, ten years and three months; Mabel,
eight years and three months; ' William
Tyson, three years and eight months; and
Anne Esther, one year and three months;
besides Anne, who died two years and six
months ago, aged between nine and ten;
and Eleanor, who died the 23rd inst., aged
six years and ten months.
eldest child, is now learning the trade of a
tanner, and has two years and a half of his
apprenticeship to serve. The annual income
of my chapel at present, as near as I can
compute it, is about £17, of which is paid
in cash, viz., /45 from the bounty of Queen
Anne, and 45 from W. P. Esq., of P—,
out of the annual rents, he being lord of the
manor, and £3 from the several inhabitants
of L——, settled upon the tenements as a
rent charge ; the house and garden I value
at £4 yearly, and not worth more; and I
believe the surplice fees and voluntary con-
tributions, one year with another, may be
worth _£3 ; but as the inhabitants are few in
number, and the fees very low, this last-
mentioned sum consists merely in free-will
offerings. I am situated greatly to my satis-
faction with regard to the conduct and
behaviour of my auditory, who not only live
in the happy ignorance of the follies and
vices of the age, but in mutual peace and
good-will with one another, and are seemingly
(I hope really, too) sincere Christians and
sound members of the Established Church,
not one dissenter of any denomination being
amongst them all. I got to the value of
440 to my wife’s fortune, but had no real
estate of my own, being the youngest son of
twelve children, born of obscure parents;
and, though my income has been but small,
and my family large, yet, by a providential
blessing upon my own diligent endeavours,
the kindness of friends, and a cheap country
to live in, we have always had the neces-
saries of life.

By what I have written (which is a true and
exact account, to the best of my knowledge),
I hope you w111 not think your favour to me,
out of the late worthy Dr. Strafford’s effects,

Zaccheus, the.
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quite misbestowed, for which I must ever
gratefully own myself,
“ Sir,
“Your much obliged and most
obedient humble servant,
“ROBERT WALKER,
¢ Curate of Seathwaite.
% To Mr. C—— of Lancaster.”

One passage in the above epistle is worthy
of notice, “not one dissenter of any denomi-
nation being amongst them all” Robert
Walker had a rooted and bigoted dislike to
dissenters, and this is one of the few blots
upon his character. When it is considered,
however, that he lived at a period when
dissenters were systematically denounced by
the dignitaries of the Church to which he
belonged, and to which he was so zealously
and devotedly attached, as enemies to that
Church and all true religion and order, we
may pardon this simple and unsophisticated
Dale parson of the last century for being,
in this one respect, as narrow-minded as
many of the prelates and beneficed clergy
of our own enlightened times.

Thus lived and laboured Robert Walker,
whom his fellow Dalesmen have dignified by
the cognomen “ Wonderful ;” and wonderful
indeed was his simple, honest, upright, God-
fearing life. It would be but scant justice to
an excellent woman were it to be omitted
from this brief sketch of his life that he
invariably, throughout their long union,
received the loving support and encourage-
ment of his faithful wife, who, without
possessing his talents and capacity, was his
equal in thrift, industry, self-denial, and con-
scientiousness. He never recovered from
the effects of her death, in her ninety-third
year. He followed her body to the grave
with trembling steps, and weeping eyes from
which sight—that sight which had been wont
to feast on nature in her wildest and not least
lovely aspect—had almost fled, holding a
handkerchief attached to her coffin so as to
constitute himself one of its bearers. Never
could he preach again with steadiness; his
voice faltered and he always looked towards
her vacant seat. He could not pass her

tomb without tears ; nor could aught fill the
place or replace the image of her who had
loved and cherished him, had helped to
console him through many troubles and
privations, and had now gone before him to
the throne of the heavenly grace. The
night before his death he gazed long and
pensively at the moonlit heavens, saying,
““How clear the moon shines to-night!” He
then sighed and lay down, and at six next
morning they found him a corpse! Never,
surely, had any traveller arriving at heaven’s
gate a truer right to receive the salutation,
“Well done, thou good and faithful servant ;
enter thou into the joy of thy Lord.”

We cannot better close this brief sketch
than by quoting from Wordsworth’s  Excur-
sion,” the lines which apply to him, in the
seventh book of that poem.

“In this one man is shown a temperance proof

Against all trials ; industry severe

And constant as the motion of the day;

Stern self-denial round him spread, with shade
That might be deemed forbidding, did not thero
All generous feclings flourish and rejoice ;
Forbearance, charity in deed and thought,
And resolution competent to take

Out of the bosom of simplicity

All that her holy customs recommena

And the best ages of the world prescribe.
Preaching, administering in every work

Of his sublime vocation, in the walks

" Of worldly intercourse ’tween man and man,

And in his humble dwelling, he appears

A labourer, with moral virtue girt,

‘With spiritual graces, like a glory, crowned.
......... The Great, the Good,
The Well-beloved, the Fortunate, the Wise,—
These titles emperors and chiefs have borne,
Honour assumed or given: and him the Wonderful
-Our simple shepherds, speaking from the heart,
Deservedly have styled. From his abode

In a dependent chapelry that lies

Behind yon hill, 2 poor and rugged wild,
‘Which in his soul he lovingly embraced,

And, having once espoused, would never quit,
Into its graveyard will ere long be borne

That lowly, great, good man., A simple stone
May cover him ; and by its help, perchance,

A century shall hear his name pronounced,
‘With images attendant on the sound;
i{Then shall the slowly-gathering twilight close
In utter night ; and of his course remain

No cognisable vestiges, no more

Than of this breath, which shapes itself in words
To speak of him, and instantly dissolves.”

HENRY NAIRN.

W
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A fOURNEY OF A DOG AND A MAN FROM CARIBOO
"TO CALIFORNIA.

By Major W, F. BUTLER, C.B.

II.

T HE first sixty miles lay down the rapid

rolling Frazer, now at the full tide of

its early summer volume. Swiftly along the

majestic river sped a small steamer, the cur-

rent doubling the rate of speed, until the

shores flitted past at railroad pace in the
shadows of the June twilight.

Deep down in a gigantic fissure the river
lay, 1,200 feet below the summit of the
rolling plateau on either. side; so steep the
western cliff that darkness began to gather
over the water, while yet the upper level
caught the sunset’s glow from across - the
wide Chilcotin plains, and pine-trees on the
edge stood clearly out against the sky—soli-
{ary sentinels, keeping watch over.the darken-
ing channel.

It was almost night when the little boat
drew underneath .the high overhanging
eastern shore, and made fast to a rude
wooden staging. A few wooden houses
stood on a narrow ledge of low ground be-
tween the.cliff and the -river—the stream
named the houses—and at Soda Creek that
night dog and man found lodging and enter-
tainment. .

The summer dawn was creeping down the
great hill to the east next morning as Mr.
Jack Hamilton took the reins of his six-horse
coach, and pulled his team together to begin
the long ascent that led from the .wooden
hotel up the east shore of the Frazer. An
hour’s slow work, and: the coach stood 1,200
feet above .the river on the summit of the
Pplateau. . .

A fresh, fair summer morning, with sum-
mer mists rising from dewy hollows, and
summer scents coming out from pine woods,
and summer flowers along the smooth un-
fenced road that wound away over hill and
valley, by glade and ridge, through wood
and open, away over the mountain plateau
of central British Columbia, 3,000 feet above
the sea level.

On the box seat sat the man, and in the
boot beneath the seat sat the dog. A free
pass or ticket had been presented to the dog
by the coach agent at Quesnelle, but the
provérb which bears testimony to the dif-
terence b_elwegn taking a horse to the water
a.n]c{i_I ;liak!l;xg him drink therein was strikingly

exemplified in the matter of this dog and the
boot of the box seat; it was one thing to
have a free pass for the boot, and another
thing to induce the dog to put a foot into
this boot. Many expedients were tried, but
they were all attended with difficulty. To
poise the bulky. form of the Esquimaux upon
the fore-wheel of the coach, preparatory
to lifting him still higher, was no easy
matter, but it was simple work compared to
that of lifting him six feet further into his
seat.

Fortunately Mr. Jack Hamilton proved a
stage driver of a most obliging disposition.
Ever ready to lend his neighbours a hand, he
did so on this occasion by hauling the dog
chain from above. Thus propelled from
below by his owner and hauled from above
by the driver, the dog was placed securely in
his seat by an intermediate process much
resembling hanging.

The American stage coach on the Pacific
slope is a long flat-roofed vehicle, carrying
outside passengers only on the box seat. At
the back of the coach there is a framework
for holding baggage which forms a kind of
intermediate step between the roof and the
ground. .Sometimes it became possible to
utilise this baggage platform as a means of
hauling the reluctant animal into his place ;
but whether the ascent was made through
Mr. Jack Hamilton kindly consenting to
play the part of Calcraft, or whether the end
was attained by other devices, the result was
the same, namely, a fixed dislike and per-
sistent reluctance on the part of the dog to
the occupation of the boot.

Ever from between his owner's legs he
looked ruefully down at the road, as though
he would infinitely have preferred toiling
along on his own account. No doubt his
look accurately told his thoughts; but six
horses, changing every twenty miles, would
soon have left him far behind ; and although,
given his own time, the seventy miles of the
coach’s daily run would have been covered
by the dog on foot, still he would have
taken all the day and half the night to
do it.

The great waggon road which connects
the mining regions of Cariboo with the
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navigable portion of the lower Frazer, is a
wonderful result of enterprise undertaken in
the early days of Columbian prosperity.
Throughout its long course of three hundred
miles 1t crosses a wild and rugged land,
pierces the great range of the Cascade Moun-
tains, is carried along the edge of immense
precipices overhanging the cafions of the
Frazer River, until, emerging at the village of
Yale, it lands its travellers at the gateway of
the Pacific.

Along this great road we now held our
way, froth the first streak of a still frosty
dawn until the sun was beginning to get low
over the hill tops to the west.

A vast region this British Columbia—hill,
lake, river, and mountain succeeding each
other day after day; pine forests full of
odour, and sighing with breezes that had
already waved through nameless regions of
forest. At times the coach wound slowly up
some curving incline through varied woods
of fir and maple, until gaining a ridge summit

bare of trees, the eye of the traveller on the |

box seat could roam over many a far away
mile of forest tops, and farther still catch the
jagged line of snowy peaks that marked the
mountain land where Frazer, and Columbia,
and Thompson had their close linked sources.
And once there opened out close to the road
a strange freak of nature—a great cleft in
the earth surface, a huge chasm as abrupt as
though a superhuman sword had buried itself
deep in the earth and cut asunder the crust
of the world. The coach road had to make
a sharp detour to avoid this fissure. Pulling
up at the south side, where the road ran
close to the edge of the chasm, Mr. Jack
Hamilton imformed his passengers that they
might alight from the coach for a closer
survey of this scene.

It was worthy of a halt. A few paces
from the roadway the earth dipped suddenly
down to a great depth, trees clustered close
to the chasm’s edge, but the sides were far
too steep for growth of any kind, and the
layers of red and dark rock a.lternated with

-each other in horizontal streaks that made
the farther side look as though it had been
painted with the favourite lines of some rude
Indian decoration.

As far as this great rent in the earth was
visible looking towards the east, it seemed
to widen and deepen as it went; but there
was little time for examination, for Mr. Jack
Hamilton and his six horses were impatient
to be moving, and the coach and its freight
were soon rolling swiftly south to the city of
Clinton.

Clinton stood in a broad valley under a
bright, June sun. An affluent of the Bona-
parte, here near its source, flowed through
the village city over beds of glistening
shingle ; but a recent flood had washed away
its gravelly banks and strewn the single
street with wreck of wooden house and
débris of stone and sand, making it no easy
matter for the coach to work its way to the
door of the hotel, over the great piles of
rubbish,

At last the heavy vehicle pulled up at the
door, which was literally packed with figures.
Two large mule trains had arrived at Clinton
on their way up country from the sea, and
mule drivers, packmen, freighters, and miners
thronged the little street. The dark-faced
Mexican with broad sombrero was there, the
yellow-skinned Chinaman with hair descend-
ing from the poll, the sallow Yankee with
hair tuft sproutmg from the chin; extremes
of old and new world craft and cunnmg here
met with the cordiality of a common hatred.
The miner, diffident and shy, but with the
diffidence of determination and the shyness
bred by long intervals of solitude, was here
too on his upward road to try his luck at
some northern digging. Eagerly this flood-
tide met the ebb-stream of our coach load
and asked for news of former friend or com-
rade now delving at Germansen or Omi-
nica, at Cariboo or Cottonwood. Every one
seemed to know everybody. The distances
might be vast, the country might be rugged,
the trails difficult to travel, but all the
same there was not a Pete or a Dave, a
Steve or a Bill, in farthest camp along the
affluents of the Peace River, whose name
was not a household word in the hotel at
Clinton.

Despite its vast area and its rugged sur-
face, British Columbia, so far as settlement
and civilisation were concerned, was nothing
but a long waggon road with a gold mine at
one end and a seaport at the other. One or
two smaller offshoots branching away to
mines more or less played out, had this great
waggon road, but they were at long intervals
apart, and were suitable only for the saddle
and the pack-horse.

Up and down this road travelled every
year the entire population; or if there re-
mained at Soda Creek or at Quesnelle a few
of the less fortunate gold-seekers whose finds
did not permit their wintering so far south
as Victoria, the capital, nevertheless their
more fortunate friends seemed still to hold
them in lively remembrance, and to have
known Pete at the Ominica was to have a
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«claim upon the acquaintance of Dave at
Clinton. “ The boys ain’t a bad lot,” re-
marked Mr. Hamilton to his box fare, as,
holding his horses well in hand, he rattled
briskly down the incline that led to Clinton.
“There’s some of ’em as wouldn’t wash two
<ents the bucket, an’ there’s more that has
the metal thick enough on the bed-rock of
their naturs.”

Mr. Hamilton was right. These “boys”
<alled gold-miners are the cream of the
working men. They are the natural suc-
«essors of that race of fur hunters and trap-
pers who, fifty years ago, made Missouri
their base for the exploration of that vast
region which then lay in pathless solitude to
the waves of the Pacific Ocean. Reckless in
their modes of hunting and trapping, these
men quickly destroyed or drove away the
wild animals that roved the plains ; but when
the furs were gone the gold came in, and
where one had tried the wild life of the
trapper, a hundred flocked to work the pick
and shovel in the wild glens and valleys of
the Pacific slope.

In the barroom of the hotel at Clinton,
the box-fare traveller and the dog sat and
watched the coming and going of all these
anits of Western life. The long June even-
ing was beginning to grow monotonous ; the
stove, the many spittoons, the bar-keeper,
the brightly-coloured stimulants, had been
studied individually and collectively ; the art
decorations had been closely examined, and
had ceased to afford gratification to the eye.
An engraving of the Federal General Hooker,
< Fighting Joe,” as he was affectionately
termed, whose brief term of command was
<hiefly made illustrious by an order of the
day in which he congratulated himself upon
being called to the head of “the finest army
on the planet,” an order which was almost im-
mediately followed by a most ignominious
defeat—*‘ Fighting Joe ” now looked fiercely
from above the bar, in close proximity to
another print in which a dog was represented
stretched upon his back, while beneath an
inscription informed the drinking public that
¢ poor Trust” was not only dead, but that
bad pay had killed him.

Deeper in the glasses and the lemons and
the juleps, there was observable to a closer
scrutiny a photograph of a frightened-looking
volunteer soldier, who mournfully regarded
a large sabre to which fate had apparently
hopelessly secured him. All these things
had been duly conned over and apathetically
dismissed, when an event occurred which
gave 1mmediate relief to the ennui of the

community. The figure of a man appeared
suddenly at the open doorway. ¢ Bismarck
has got out!” he exclaimed in hasty accents;
and then in more forcible language than it is
possible to repeat, he continued, “Gone,
clane gone, I tell ye!” Had it been possi-
ble for any of those lately arrived by the
coach to have accepted in quiescence this
announcement of the great chancellor’s flight
or freedom, such equanimity must have soon
disappeared before the fierce excitement
which at once became manifest in the per-
sons of the older inhabitants. The bar-
keeper instantly suspended his operations in
manipulating the coloured stimulants, and
acting either by virtue of his high office as
bar-keeper, or of some collateral right of
special constable and justice of the peace,
he exclaimed, “Bismarck is out, boys!
Twenty-five dollars to the man who catches
him !”

This liberal offer, following closely on the
heels of the exciting news just received,
caused a wild rush of the assembled citizens
to the doorway, and the dog and man follow-
ing in the wake of the throng, soon found
themselves taking a keen interest in the pur-
suit of the chancellor.

‘It may have been that the capture was
regarded by the citizens as a public duty, or
it may have been that in the minds of many
a lingering hope yet dwelt that twenty-five
dollars would go some little way towards
reanimating the prostrate form of Trust, so
far as that faithful creature had reference
to their individual accounts for drink and
stimulants supplied in the bar-keeper’s ledger.
Such hypothesis would at least be doubtful.

At any rate, volunteers for the office of
“running in” the chancellor were as nu-
merous as though the score had been in
Southern Germany or in Hanover, and the
absconding native had been the chancellor
himself ; for alas ! the fugitive was the great
conspirator only in name.

The Clinton Bismarck was in fact a
Chilcotin Indian, who, for some infraction of
Columbian law, had been incarcerated in a
neighbouring log-hut.

It appeared that the conditions of prison
discipline had been of a cheap and novel
kind. Bismarck was allowed to take exer-
cise and air upon one stipulation, that he
would perform the duties of jailer and turn-
key upon himself, and that, moreover, he
would employ his hours of exercise in repair-
ing the public roads of Clinton. For some
time he had regularly responded to this
arrangement by letting himselt out, watching
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himself when he was out, and ceasing to
superintend himself only when he had locked
himself in again. But unfortunately for the
permanent success of this simple and inex-
pensive mode of prison discipline, Bismarck,
as we have seen, failed to comply with the
latter portion of the programme, and on the
day of the arrival of the coach he turned his
face to his native hills and his back upon
Clinton.

The wide semicircle of hills surrounding
Clinton to the north and west looked very
beautiful as the long shadows of the June
evening fell from the lofty “sugar” pines
that dotted their swelling sides and marked
lengthening lines upon many a mile of silent
peaceful landscape.

“Poor Bismarck ! ” said the box seat pas-
senger to himself, as he looked from the
motley group of citizens to the lonely hills.
“ May the pine-brush be thy bed to-night.”

When the coach rolled away a little after
day-break next morning, leaving Clinton lying
in the mists of the Bonaparte, the Chilcotin’s
cage was yet empty, and the dog Trust lay
still upon his back.

Rolling along a high ridge of land which
overlooked the valley of the Bonaparte River,
the coach held its southern way towards the
great mountain mass through whose centre
the Frazer River cleaves its course to the sea.
No height of hill top, no depth of valley
seemed able to set at rest in the brain of the
dog the idea that his proper function was to
haul and not to be hauled; indeed, judging
from the persistent manner in which he con-
tinued to regard the road and not the country
through which it led, it might have been
apparent that he meditated a descent from
the boot whenever opportunity might offer;
but unfortunately, a word of prohibition
was deemed sufficient preventive in view of
the distance that intervened between the
boot and the ground.

All at once, however, without any pre-
monitory symptoms, he thrust himself sud-
denly from the boot and precipitated his
great body outward into space. So far as
the mere fact of getting out of the boot was
concerned, the success of this attempt was
complete. In very much less time than the
narrative of this exploit has taken, the dog
had reached the ground, but countermarching
his body in the descent, his head, when that
descent was accomplished, was where his
tail should have been—next the wheels. The
coach was a heavy one, it carriec! its full com-
plement of passengers. To suppose that one
of its wheels could roll over any portion of

the dog’s body, and leave that portion intact
would have been to suppose an apparent
impossibility. Mr. Hamilton, handling his
six horses with dexterity, stopped the ecoach
ere it had run its length, but not before the
near fore wheel had jerked over the out-
stretched paw of the lately landed dog. But
the stout leg that had tramped through the
long journey of the past winter had in it
sinews and muscles able to bear without
breaking the ponderous load that had now
rolled over its wrist, and when the man had
reached the ground and taken hold of the
damaged leg, which the dog held high in air,
the loud howl of agony sank quickly to a
lower key. So it is with all true-natured dogs
when hurt has come to them, if the maimed
or broken limb be but held by a humar
hand; the cry soon sinks to a whimper
under the touch that tells him that human
sympathy has joined hands with him in his
suffering.

Reinstated in the boot, and made secure

from a repetition of sensation headers, the |

dog passed through the remainder of his
Columbian coach journey without incident of
danger ; but the great canons of the Thomp-
son and Frazer rivers which the waggon road
pierces in the last seventy miles of its course,
and the stupendous masses of rock frowning
over the narrow ledge upon which the track
is carried, apparently failed to remove from
his mind the sense of injustice under which
he deemed himself suffering in not being
allowed to add his dog might to the locomo-
tion of the coach, and still with mournful eye
he looked steadily out from his coach upon
the letter bags, a wiser, a sadder, but an un-
convinced animal.

In a deep and narrow valley, close to the
junction of the Thompson with the Frazer
River, stands the little town of Lytton, once a
famous point when the big sand-bars of the
Frazer held their thousands of miners, now
“brooding in the ruins of its life,” a dreary
wooden village fast relapsing into decay ; for
the sand-bars have long ceased to yield gold,
and Mariner’s and Forster's and Fargo and
Boston bars no more hold their camps and
shanties.

Melancholy enough looked Lytton as the
coach drew up by the hotel door, having run
its eighty-three miles in ten hours. The
hotel had some peculiarities of construction
that made it different from any hostelry which
the box fare had ever sojourned at. It was
a long, low, wooden building, containing many
small dens built over a clear rushing stream
of water. The wooden floor was old and In
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places broken, and through the shrivelled
planks the water could be seen as it rippled
along, filling the den with pleasant murmur ;
but these peculiarities were only observable
to the box fare, when, late in the evening, he
had returned from a ramble, to find all his
fellow-passengers retired for the night and
the hotel-keeper waiting his arrival with a
light in one hand and a large black bottle
in the other. A steady flow of language
more or less irreverent, and an unsteady
method of pursuing a line as he walked in
front of the box fare along the occupied dens,
clearly indicated that the hotel proprietor had
at least taken the cork out of his bottle; but
it was only upon arrival in the den which
was to hold the dog and the man until
morning that the proprietor allowed his
feelings their fullest flow, and evinced a
desire to carry a spirit of animated discussion
far into the night. Questions connected with
the division of political power in Lytton
(about twelve houses showed signs of per-
manent occupation), matters bearing upon
finance, Indian statistics, and consolidation
of the colony with the United States, were
touched upon in such a thoroughly exhaus-
tive manner that the dog was soon sound
asleep and the box fare looked drowsily from
his trestle bed at the garrulous proprietor,
who, seated on a vacant bed, continued to
pour forth stimulants for himself and statis-
tics for his sleepy guest. At length the black
bottle became silent, the hotel-keeper shuffled
off to his den, and nothing broke the still-
ness of the night save the ripple of running
water under the thin pine boards of the crazy
building, and the long-drawn respirations of
the dog under the trestle-bed.

Soon again the daylight broke. In the
matter of getting up dogs have decidedly the
better of their masters. Look at a man at the
moment of his waking, and nine times out of
ten you see a poor creature gaping, puzzled,
and perplexed—not quite certain whether he
is in the middle of last week or the beginning
of the next; but a dog rises from sleep,
stretches himself on the points of his toes,
wags his tail, and is instantly at home with
the new morning. Out from underneath the
trestle-bed, fresh and ready for the road,
stepped the dog as daybreak struggled in
through the tiny den window, while with
many a lingering wish for one hour more,
the master prepared himself for the journey.
This day was to be the last of the coach
travel, for at the village of Yale steam would
again take up the running and carry the

j coach load to the sea.

So the coach rolled away from Lytton,
and winding up a curving ascent, entered
the cafions of the Cascades.

Gloomy spots are these cafions of the Cas-
cades on the coach road to the sea. A
narrow ledge cut out of the rock, smooth as
a table edge, holds in mid-air the heavy
coach and its six-horse team; no fence, no
parapet breaks the sheer descent into the
horrid chasm ; six hundred feet beneath, the
river roars in unseen tumult, and above the
rugged mountain looks black against the
sky.

No creeping pace is this at which these
horses round these dizzy ledges, no hugging of
the rock, but full and free the leaders gallop
at the curves, facing boldly to the very verge
of the precipice ere they sweep round these
yawning “points.” Eight miles in the hour
along the smooth rock cuttings Mr. Jack
Hamilton steers his team, with foot hard set
on brake as the big coach thunders down
some slope, and the pine tops beneath seem
to be flying along the cafion edge. The box
fare feels inclined to lean away from the edge,
so close at hand, but he feels too that Mr.
Hamilton has aneye on him as well as on
his team, and he takes it as naturally as
though a lifetime of nightmares had made
him thoroughly conversant with the whole
science of ledge galloping. Mr. Hamilton
even finds time to enlarge upon the past
history of the road, and among his anecdotes
there figures one which tells how once a
coach did go over the precipice. “ And there
wasn’t,” he adds, “no, there wasn't,” he
continues, “as much of horse, or driver, or
passenger, or coach, ever picked up as a
coroner could get a fee on.”

But if it was nervous work driving when
the coast was clear, much worse did it seem
when a waggon with eight or ten pairs of
mules had to be passed on the narrow
ledge.

At such times the law of the road gave
Mr. Hamilton the outside place, and from
the tire of his outer wheels to the edge
of the cliff scarce eight inches would inter-
vene, yet was there no leading of leaders
by men on foot. Gently by the perilous
edge the coach would move until clear of
the obstacle, and then away along the ledge
ggain.

The bad places had all been safely passed,
Yale lay but a few miles distant, Mr, Hamil-
ton’s foot was pressing firmly against the
lever of the brake as the coach rolled swiftly
down a long incline, one of the last ere the
level river valley was finally reached. All
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at once the iron bar broke from the driver’s
foot, the heavy vehicle, released from con-
trol, drove forward upon the wheelers, and
Mr. Hamilton with difficulty retained his
seat in the shock of the unlooked-for catas-
trophe. But he was equal to the emergency:
he pulled himself and his team together in
an instant ; then he whipped his leaders, and
held on down the long incline; the pace
grew faster and faster ; the inside passengers,
knowing nothing of the accident, and deem-

ing that the usual “ trot for the avenue”
had been changed into a wild gallop to that
destination, cheered lustily.

At the foot of the hill the coach was
pulled up. Mr. Hamilton handed the rib-
bons to the box fare, and, descending, sur-
veyed the brake. ¢ Clean gone,” he said, re-
mounting. “ Guess we’d 'ave bin clean gone
too, if it ’ad happened back at Chinaman’s
Bluff or Jackass Mountain.” Then he drove
into Yale. W. F. BUTLER.

NECESSITY.
By Mgs. DAY.

THE more usual signification of the word
“necessity” is perhaps in these dayswant,
poverty. Nine persons out of ten would so
define it. This is, however, but a secondary
form, arising naturally enough—intense need
and desire, as of hunger, compelling a man
to seek food.

The primary meaning of the word appears
to have been need, inevitableness, implying
a sense of obligation, of compulsion. It is
in this form we would speak of necessity.

In the civil polity of the ancients the dis-
tinctions of poor and rich were not analogous
to those now existing. The Greek and Roman
citizen had his greater or less wealth, at any
rate his competency, and he had dependent
upon him his slaves. These slaves corre-
sponded in no degree with our poor, our
paupers. They were often miserable enough,
witness many descriptions in classic authors,
and a forcible expression used by Mr. Morris
in his “ Jason,” where an old slave woman
describes herself as being “a slave wishing
for death,” and adds that she is on her “road
from nothing unto hell.” But they formed a
recognised class, with acknowledged claims
for maintenance and protection upon their
owners.

The master held the power of life and
death over his slave, and as is the case with
unlimited authority, he often abused it, though
there are many notable and well-known
records of generous confidence, even of friend-
ship, existing between them. The slave being
somewhat in the position of a domestic
animal, the better he was nourished, clothed®
and cared for, the more valuable he became.
The master found his own advantage in his
well-being. Obedience was the law of the
slave’s life, it was enforced upon him, was a
necessity; in want he usuallywas not. Beggars,

as we know them now, were not numerous ;
as in some modern communities, the richer
members provided towards the support of
the poorer and prevented abject want.

Ideal necessity was personified by the
Romans as the goddess Necessitas, having the
attributes of a Fate. She was unerring in her
steps, unwavering in pursuit, not to be eluded
by any means, and requiring submission to
her authority.

The writings of the ancients are full of re-
ferences to this ideal Fatality ; amongst others
there is a magnificent passage in the Pro-
metheus of Aschylus, which rivets itself upon
the memory by the beauty of its phrases—
notably xuudrwy dvapifpov yéhaopa (the count-
less smiles of ocean)—illustrating the ancient
ideal Necessity. Observe how upon Prome-
theus the immortal weighs the sense of an op-
pressive inevitable Fate, which he endured, and
must endure, without hope of redress at the
hands of the gods. How full of woe and
pathos is the whole soliloquy ! how tersely the
Greek expresses the unconquerable might of
Necessity ! how full of poetic fire is the whole
play! With what power the dramatist seizes
upon our imagination, and makes us stand
at once in presence of a cruel, terrible deity,
not to be propitiated, to whose might we
must yield slavish obedience, with bowed
heads, and hands upon our mouths!

In the month of November of the year
1783, occurred the first reading of Fox's
India Bill. Fox, having made some power-
ful speeches on behalf of his bill, urged, in
defence of the violation of the charters of
the East India Company, in merely general
terms, the plea of necessity.

“ Necessity !” exclaimed Pitt when he
rose to reply. “ Necessity is the argument
of tyrants ; it is the creed of slaves.”
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Pitt, deeply versed as he was in classic
lore, here evidently has in mind the not-to-
be-contended-against force so constantly
referred to, so deeply felt, by the ancient
writers, and designated by them with such
epithets as dire, grim, terrible. The states-
man, proud of his free birth, and desiring
nothing so much as the glorious freedom
of his country, rebels against the bugbear
Necessity.

We were struck, in reading this passage
in Earl Stanhope’s Life of Pitt, with the
contrast offered by it to the tragedy of
Aschylus. :

Listen to the tones that pervade all the
writings of the ancients. How full of hope-
lessness they are ! how dark the shadow that
broods over them! To the more thoughtful
minds, how painful is life, how mysterious
its arrangement and its possible issues!
how gloomy is the contemplation of death;
how sad the dead are! Except in the
presence of the natural world, pleasing the
senses with beauty and sunlight, and the
abundant fruits of the earth, regardful only
of the earthly Paradise, considering only the
present hour and nought beyond, sporting
like the animals, steeping their senses in for-
getfulness of the time to come, how sad they
all are |

The greatest philosophers alone had any
notion of peace and joy in immortality. They
were not content to be downtrodden and
driven by the grim Fates, nor to worship the
base unworthy gods of their pleasure-loving
countrymen. They realised the soul as being
greater than the body ; for that soul they be-
lieve there must have been some Author who
was best and greatest ; for Him they groped
darkling, feeling after if haply they might
find Him. In the fulness of time He re-
vealed Himself.

Out of what a depth of darkness and
misery we have come into how marvellous a
light ! How the breast swells, and the eyes
look up with a noble confidence from the
removal of this grievous burden of necessity.
How involuntarily we exclaim with Paul,
““ I was free born,” and rejoice in our glorious
liberty as children of God.

We say this advisedly. It is too common
nowadays to speak as if civilisation and in-
tellectual development would have ensued of
themselves, and have brought with them li-
berty and peace. What greater intellect, what
nobler aspirations, than those of Socrates? But
the mass of the people were sunk in idleness,
carelessness, degradation, misery. It needed
the Evangel of peace and good-will to put

down false pride and brutish instincts—to
teach men to live as brethren, to be kind to
one another. Man out of his unaided inner
consciousness could never have evolved the
doctrine of true liberty. It needed Chris-
tianity to teach the new doctrine of Love.
We all benefit under this new order, whether
we believe it or not. Christ came to bring
“ gifts to men even, to His enemies.”

The older books of our sacred writings are
full of contrasts drawn between bond and
free, but in the New Testament all men,
whether bond or free, are bidden to be of
good cheer; the spiritual life has begun;
temporal distinctions are ended ; the burden
is lifted from all shoulders, the yoke from all
necks ; in Christ all are free. Grim necessity
shall no longer dog man’s footsteps, whether
he be master or servant. No man shall say
any more, “It is fate, and must be, whether I
willor no.” The master can still kill his ser-
vant ; might may triumph over right; but
right remains right, and the soul is free
although the body may die. There is an
appeal against injustice toa tribunal at which
all appeals are heard—where wrong shall be
righted, though not always when and where
the appellant would have it.

“ Necessity,” cried Pitt, “is the argument
of tyrants—the creed of slaves.” Adapting
the French adage, may we not say, “ Oh,
Nécessité, que de crimes se commettent en
ton nom” ?

In spite of the new Evangel, for Chris-
tianity is often a mere profession, how often
has not the plea of necessity been urged as
an excuse for the grossest acts of injustice !
how often urged by the base and servile for
submitting to wrong and contumely! Where-
ever necessity is pleaded in excuse for arbi-
trary measures, there, in some form, tyranny
is rife ; wherever alleged as the cause for
baseness and cowardice, there dwells slavery.
By such as these the grim goddess Neces-
sitas is still worshipped.

Hence follow naturally the sayings, Neces-
sity has no law; Necessity is the mother of
invention, No law, for tyrants recognise no
law but their own will and brute force to
insure obedience. Cheerful voluntary duty,
“ reasonable service,” cannot be rendered to
tyrannic arguments; only servility follows;
only dogged, grudging submission in the
stronger minds, with the certainty of rebellion
whenever time and opportunity serve ; and
the stupid attitude of “ dumb driven cattle”
in the weaker order, with an equal certainty of
lying and subterfuge, any zzvention whereby
to escape a grinding yoke.
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Tyranny, with its unbridled passions and
unrestrained licence, as surely degrades and
ruins a man’s character as does its opposite,
extorted submission, with abject, cringing
fear.

The truly noble and generous man desires
not licence but liberty ; he abhors equally the
idea of coercing or of being coerced. Whilst
demanding his own rights and privileges, he
admits and respects those of others. He
does not desire to be bound by no law, or
that each man should be a law to himself,
which state would be but the tyranny of many
instead of that of one; but the law must be
one he can understand, to which he can yield
rational and willing obedience, a law which
will not weigh him down, but will give room
for mental and moral faculties to expand.

He desires liberty for himself and for his
fellows, above all things liberty of conscience,
that each may act, think, be, according to his
own individuality, both in temporal and
spiritual matters, for thus only is a man
capable of doing good service.

The law has no false terrors for the upright
man: “If thou do that which is evil be
afraid,” says the apostle to the Roman con-
verts. For not in temporal or political
matters alone ; yet more in spiritual matters,
should we hear the cry of our great states-
man and make a stand against the grim
necessity. The Zeus of the Greeks demanded
unqualified submission; our God, whom we
believe to be all good, as well as all wise and
all powerful, will have no ignorant worship,
but the freewill offering of the heart. His
ways are above our ways, His thoughts past

finding out, but He desires that we should
inquire of Him, and though we cannot
understand we love.

There is no fetish, no devil-worship, for
those who have learned the true law of
liberty. God may try us long, but we look
up free children to the Father who pities us,
and who will, in His own good time, give
us more than we have desired or deserved.

It is this attitude of trust and hope that so
pathetically contrasts with the sad hopeless-
ness of the ancients.

There seems to be an innate love of free-
dom and fair play in Englishmen, whether
they have taken a stronger hold upon the
spirit of Christianity or from whatever cause.
Even the pleasure-loving, self-indulgent,
cowardly Falstaff exclaims, “What, upon
compulsion? I would give no man a reason
upon compulsion ;” and we endorse the
sentiment with a smile. It was because the
heart of the nation would respond to him
that Pitt felt he did not exclaim in vain. He
had set before himself, in all single-minded-
ness, the glory and prosperity of his country;
he desired nothing for himself; he died a
poor man. In the very outset of his career
he gave utterance like a clear trumpet blast
to that sentiment of lofty freedom upon
which all his subsequent course turned, upon
which he based the grandeur of this kingdom;
knowing, with his far-sightedness, that upon
the faithful carrying out of this principle in
its noblest and most spiritual sense could
alone be maintained that grandeur and
stability upon which he founded his own
undying fame.

YOUTH’S GLORY.

THE bud is fairer than the full-blown flower,
For it doth hold within its closéd leaves
Something mysterious, which our fancy weaves
Into a fairer than the fairest dower
Of blossom-beauty in perfection’s hour ;
Like as the dawn, in mystery seems to hold
A glory greater than the sunset gold.
So, howsoever wise or good or great
Age is in its most honourable end,

Yet do we see it all ; no wonderings lend

The charm which hovers round an unknown fate—
The bloom which makes the future roseate.
Thus Youth is fairer with its leaves still bound,
And with the glamour of what zay be crowned !

HELEN K. WILSON.
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CHAPTER XII.—WHITE HEATHER.

AND now behold ! the red flag flying from

the summit of Castle Dare—a spot of
brilliant colour in this world of whirling mist
and flashing sunlight. For there is half a
gale blowing in'from the Atlantic; and gusty
clouds come sweeping over the islands, so
that now the Dutchman, and now Fladda,
and now Ulva disappears from sight, and
then emerges into the sunlight again, drip-
ping and shining after the bath; while ever
and anon the huge promontory of Ru-Tresh-
anish shows a gloomy purple far in the
north. But the wind and the weather may
do what they like to-day; for has not the
word just come down from the hill that the
smoke of the steamer has been made out in
the south? and old Hamish is flying this
way and that, fairly at his wits’ end with ex-
citement ; and Janet Macleod has cast a last
look at the decorations of heather and juniper
in the great hall; while Lady Macleod,
dressed in the most stately fashion, has de-
clared that she is as able as the youngest of
them to walk down to the point, to welcome
home her son.

“ Ay, your leddyship, it is very bad,” com-
plains the distracted Hamish, “that it will
be so rough a day this day, and Sir Keith
not to come ashore in his own gig, but in a
fishing-boat, and to come ashore at the fish-
ing-quay, too! but it is his own men will go
out for him, and not the fishermen at all,
though I am sure they will hef a dram what-
ever, when Sir Keith comes ashore. And
will you not tek the pony, your leddyship?
for it is a long road to the quay.”

“No, I will not take the pony, Hamish,”
said the tall white-haired dame; “and it is
not of much consequence what boat Sir
Keith has, so long as he comes back to us.
And now I think you had better go down to
the quay yourself, and see that the cart is
waiting and the boat ready.”

But how could old Hamish go down to
the quay? He was in his own person skipper,
head-keeper, steward, butler, and general
major-domo, and ought on such a day as
this to have been in half-a-dozen places at
once. From the earliest morning he had
been hurrying hither and thither, in his im-
patience making use of much voluble Gaelic,
He had seen the yacht’s crew in their new
jerseys. He had been round the kennels.

* The right of translation is reserved.

He had got out a couple of bottles of the
best claret that Castle Dare could afford.
He had his master’s letters arranged on the
library-table ; and had given a final rub to
the guns and rifles on the rack. He had
even been down to the quay, swearing at
the salmon-fishers for having so much lumber
lying about the place where Sir Keith Mac-
leod was to land. And if he was to go down
to the quay now, how could he be sure that
the ancient Christina, who was mistress of
the kitchen as far as her husband Hamish
would allow her to be, would remember all
his instructions? And then the little grand-
daughter Christina—would she remember
her part in the ceremony?

However, as Hamish could not be in six
places at once, he decided to obey his mis-
tress’s directions, and went hurriedly off to
the quay, overtaking on his way Donald the
piper-lad, who was appareled in all his pro-
fessional finery.

“ And if ever you put wind in your pipes,
you will put wind in your pipes this day,
Donald,” said he to the red-haired lad.
“ And I will tell you now what you will play
when you come ashore from the steamer—it
is the Farewell to Chubralter you will play.”

“The Farewell to Gibralter /" said Donald
peevishly, for he was bound in honour to let
no man interfere with his proper business.
“It is a better march than that I will play,
Hamish. It is the Heights of Alma, that was
made by Mr. Ross, the Queen’s own piper;
and will you tell me that the Heights of
Alma is not a better march than the Farewel
to Gibralter1”

Hamish pretended to pay no heed to this
impertinent boy. His eye was fixed on a
distant black speck that was becoming more
and more pronounced out there amid the
greys and greens of the windy and sunlit
sea. Occasionally it disappeared altogether,
as a cloud of rain swept across towards the
giant cliffs of Mull; and then again it would
appear, sharper and blacker than ever, while
the masts and funnel were now visible as
well as the hull. When Donald and his
companion got down to the quay, they found
the men already in the big boat, getting
ready to hoist the huge brown lug-sail; and
there wasa good deal of laughing and talking
going on, perhaps in anticipation of the dram
they were sure to get when their master re-

turned to Castle Dare. Donald jumped
XIX—16
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his way up to the bow; Ha.mlsh who re-
mained on shore, helped to shove her off;
then the heavy lug-sail was quickly hoxsted
the sheet hauled tight, and presently the
broad-beamed boat was ploughing its way
through the rushing seas, with an occasional
cloud of spray coming right over her from
stem to stern., “ Flir a bhata,” the men
sung ; until Donald struck in with his pipes,
and the wild skirl of Z/e Barren Rocks of
Aden was a fitter sort of music to go with
these sweeping winds and plunging seas.

And now we will board the steamer, where
Keith Macleod is up on the bridge, occa-
sionally using a glass, and again talking to
the captain, who is beside him. First of all
on board he had caught sight of the red flag
floating over:Castle Dare ; and his heart had
leaped up at that sign of welcome. Then he
could make out the dark figures on the quay ;
and the hoisting of the lug-sail; and the
putting off of the boat. It was not a good
day for observing things; for heavy clouds
were quickly passing over, followed by be-
wildering gleams of a sort of watery sunlight ;
but, as it happened, one of these sudden
flashes chanced to light up a small plateau
on the side of the hill above the quay, justas
the glass was directed on that point. Surely
—surely—these two figures ?

“Why, it is the mother—and Janet!” he
cried.

He hastily gave the glass to his com-
panion.

“Look!” said he. “Don’t you think that
is Lady Macleod and my cousin? What
could have tempted the old lady to come
away down there on such a squally day?”

“ Oh yes, I think it is the ladies,” said the
captain; and then he added, with a friendly
smile, “and I think it is to see you all the
sooner, Sir Keith, that they have come down
to the shore.”

“Then,” said he, “I must go down and
get my gillie, and show him his future home.”

He went below the hurricane-deck to a
corner in which Oscar was chained up. Beside
the dog, sitting on a camp-stool and wrapped
round with a tartan plaid, was the person
whom Macleod had doubtless referred to as
his gillie. He was not a distinguished-look-
ing attendant to be travelling with a High-
land chieftain.

‘“ Johnny, my man, come on deck now,
and I will show you where you are gomg to
live. You're all right, now, aren’t you?
And you will be on the solid land again in
about ten minutes.”

|

1
down on the rude stone ballast, and made ;

Macleod’s gillie rose—or rather, got down
—from the camp-stool, and showed himself
to be a miserable, emaciated child of ten
or eleven, with a perfectly colourless face,
frightened grey eyes, and starved white
hands. The contrast between the bronzed
and bearded sailors—who were now hurrying
about to receive the boat from Dare—and
this pallid and shrunken scrap of humanity
was striking; and when Macleod took his
hand, and half led and half carried him up
on deck, the look of terror that he directed
on the plunging waters all around showed
that he had not had much experience of the
sea. Involuntarily he had grasped hold of
Macleod’s coat as if for protection.

“Now, Johnny, look right ahead. Do you
see the big house on the cliffs over yonder?”

The child, still clinging on to his protector,
looked all round with the dull pale eyes, and
at length said—

[ No.”

“Can’t you see that house, poor chap?
Well, do you see that boat over there? You
must be able to see that.”

“VYes, sir.”

“ That boat is to take you ashore. You
needn’t be afraid. If you don’t like to look
at the sea, get down into the bottom of the
boat, and take Oscar with you; and you'll
see nothing until you are ashore. Do you
understand ?”

“YVes, sir.”

“ Come along then,”

For now the wild skirl of Donald’s pipes
was plainlyaudible ; and the various packages
—the new rifle, the wooden case containing
the wonderful dresses for Lady Macleod and
her niece, and what not—were all ranged
ready ; tosay nothing of some loaves of white
bread that the steward was sending ashore at
Hamish’s request. And then the heaving
boat came close to, her sail hauled down,
and a rope was thrown and caught ; and then
there was a hazardous scrambling down the
dripping iron steps, and a notable spring on
the part of Oscar, who had escaped from the
hands of the sailors. As for the new gillie,
he resembled nothing so much as a limp
bunch of clothesas Macleod’s men, wondering
not a little, caught him up and passed him
astern. Then the rope was thrown off, the
steamer steamed slowly ahead, the lug-sail
was run up again, and away the boat plunged,
with Donald playing the Heights of Alma as
though he would rend the skies.

“Hold your noise, Donald !” his master
called to him. “You will have plenty of
time to play the pipes in the evening.”
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For he was greatly delighted to be among
his own people again; and he was eager in
his questions of the men as to all that had
happened in his absence; and it was no
small thing to them that Sir Keith Macleod
should remember their affairs, too, and ask
after their families and friends. Donald’s
loyalty was stronger than his professional
pride. He was not offended that he had
been silenced ; he only bottled up his musical
fervour all the more ; and at length, as he
neared the land, and knew that Lady Macleod
and Miss Macleod were within hearing, he
took it that he knew better than any one
else what was proper to the occasion, and
once more the proud and stirring march
strove with the sound of the hurrying waves.
Nor was that all. The piper-lad was doing
his best. Never before had he put such fire
into his work; but as they got close in
shore the joy in his heart got altogether the
mastery of him, and away he broke into the
mad delight of Zady Mary Ramsay’s Reel.
Hamish on the quay heard, and he strutted
about as if he were himself playing, and that
before the Queen. And then he heard another
sound—that of Macleod’s voice.

“ Stand by, lads! . . . Down with ker!”
—and the flapping sail, with its swinging
gaff, rattled down into the boat. At the
same moment Oscar made a clean spring
into the water, gained the landing-steps,
and dashed upwards—dripping as he was—
to two ladies who were standing on the quay
above. And Janet Macleod so far forgot
what was due to her best gown that she
caught his head in her arms, as he pawed
and whined with delight.

That was a glad enough party that started
off and up the hillside for Castle Dare.
Janet Macleod did not care to conceal that
she had been crying a little bit; and there
were proud tears in the eyes of the
stately old dame who walked with her; but
the most excited of all was Hamish, who
could by no means be got to understand
that his master did not all at once want to
hear about the trial of the young setters,
and the price of the sheep sold the week
before at Tobermory, and the stag that was
chased by the Carsaig men on Tuesday.

“ Confound it! Hamish,” Macleod said,
laughing, ¢ leave all those things till after
dinner.”

“Oh ay, oh ay, Sir Keith, we will hef
plenty of time after dinner,” said Hamish,
just as if he were one of the party, but
very nervously working with the ends of his
thumbs all the time; * and I will tell you of

the fine big stag that has been coming down
gvery night—every night, as I am a living
man—to Mrs. Murdoch’s corn ; and I wass
saying to her, ¢ Just hold your tongue, Mrs.
Murdoch,” that wass what I will say to her,
¢ just hold your tongue, Mrs, Murdoch, and
be a civil woman, for a day or two days, and
when Sir Keith comes home, it iss no more
at all the stag will trouble you—oh no, no
more at all—there will be no more trouble
about the stag when Sir Keith comes home.””

And old Hamish laughed at his own wit—
but it was in a sort of excited way.

“ Look here, Hamish—I want you to do
this for me,” Macleod said ; and instantly
the face of the old man—it was a fine face,
too, with its aquiline nose, and grizzled hair,
and keen, hawk-like eyes—was full of an
eager attention. “ Go back and fetch that
little boy I left with Donald. You had
better look after him yourself. I don’t think
any water came over him ; but give him dry
clothes if he is wet at all. And feed him
up : the little beggar will take a lot of fat-
tening without any harm.”

“Where is he to go?” said Hamish,
doubtfully.

“ You are to make a keeper of him. When
you have fattened him up a bit, teach him to
feed the dogs. When he gets bigger, he can
clean the guns.” )

“J will let no man or boy clean the guns
for you but myself, Sir Keith,” the old man
said, quite simply, and without a shadow of
disrespect. “ I will hef no risk of the kind.”

“ Very well, then ; but go and get the boy,
and make him at home as much as you can.
Feed him up.”

“ Who is it, Keith,” his cousin said, ¢ that
you are speaking of as if he was a sheep or
a calf?”

“ Faith,” said he, laughing, “if the philan-
thropists heard of it, they would prosecute
me for slave-stealing. I bought the boy—for
a sovereign,” :

“1 think you have made a bad bargain,
Keith,” his mother said; but she was quite
prepared to hear of some absurd whim of his.

“Well,” said he, “I was going into Tra-
falgar Square, where the National Gallery of
pictures is, mother, and there is a cab-stand
in the street, and there was a cabman stand-
ing there, munching at a lump of dry bread,
that he cut with a jack-knife. I never saw
a cabman do that before ; I should have
been less surprised if he had been having a
chicken and a bottle of port. However, in
front of this big cabman, this little chap I
have brought with me was standing ; quite
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in rags; no shoes on his feet; no cap on his
wild hair ; and he was looking fixedly at the
big lump of bread. I never saw any animal
look so starved and so hungry; his eyes
were quite glazed with the fascination of
secing the man ploughing away at this lump
of loaf. And I never saw any child so thin.
His hands were like the claws of a bird ; and
his trousers were short and torn, so that you
could see his legs were like two pipe-stems.
At last the cabman saw him. ‘Get out 0’
the way,” says he. The little chap slunk
off, frightened, I suppose. Then the man
changed his mind. ‘Come here,’ says he.
But the little chap was frightened, and
wouldn’t come back ; so he went after him,
and thrust the loaf into his hand, and bade
him be off. I can tell you the way he went
into that loaf was very fine to sce. It was
like a weasel at the neck of a rabbit; it
was like an otter at the back of a salmon.
And that was how I made his acquaintance,”
Macleod added carelessly.

¢ But you have not told us why you brought
him up here,” his mother said.

“Oh,” said he, with a sort of laugh, “I
was looking at him, and I wondered whether
Highland mutton and Highland air would
make any difference in the wretched little
skeleton ; and so I made his acquaintance.
I went home with him to a fearful place—I
have got the address, but I did not know
there were such quarters in London—and I
saw his mother. The poor woman was very
ill; and she had a lot of children; and she
seemed quite glad when I offered to take
this one and make a herd or a gamekeeper
of him. I promised he should go to visit
her once a year, that she might see whether
there was any difference. And I gave her a
sovereign,”

“You were quite right, Keith,” his cousin
said gravely; ‘“you run a great risk. Do
they hang slavers ?”

“ Mother,” said he, for by this time the
ladies were standing still, so that Hamish
and the new gillie should overtake them,
“you mustn’t laugh at the little chap when
you see him with the plaid taken off. The
fact is, I took him to a shop in the neighbour-
hood to get some clothes for him, but I
couldn’t get anything small enough. He

.does look ridiculous ; but you mustn’t laugh
.at him, for he is like a girl for sensitiveness.

But when he has been fed up a bit, and got
some Highland air into his lungs, his own
mother won't know him. And you will get
him some other clothes, Janet—a kilt maybe
—when his legs get stronger.”

Whatever Keith Macleod did was sure to
be right in his mother’s eyes ; and she only
said, with a laugh—

“Well, Keith, you are not like your
brothers. When they brought me home
presents, it was pretty things; but all your
curiosities, wherever you go, are the halt and
the lame and the blind, so that the people
laugh at you and say that Castle Dare is
becoming the hospital of Mull.”

“ Mother, I don’t care what the people
say.”

“ And indeed I know that,” she answered.

Their waiting had allowed Hamish and
the new gillie to overtake them, and certainly
the latter—deprived of his plaid—presented
a sufficiently ridiculous appearance in the
trousers and jacket that were obviously too
big for him. But neither Lady Macleod nor
Janet laughed at all when they saw this
starved London waif before them.

“ Johnny,” said Macleod, “here are two
ladies who will be very kind to you, so you
needn’t be afraid to live here.”

But Johnny did look mortally afraid, and
instinctively once more took hold of Mac-
leod’s coat. Then he seemed to have some
notion of his duty. He drew back one foot,
and made a sort of curtsey. Probably he
had seen girls do this, in mock-heroic fashion,
in some London court.

“ And are you very tired?” said Janet
Macleod, in that soft voice of hers that all
children loved.

“Yes,” said the child.

“Kott bless me!” cried Hamish, “I did
not know that!”—and therewith the old
man caught up Johnny Wickes as if he had
been a bit of ribbon, and flung him on
to his shoulder, and marched off to Castle
Dare.

Then the three Macleods continued on
their way—through the damp-smelling fir-
wood ; over the bridge that spanned the
brawling brook ; again through the fir-wood ;
until they reached the open space surround-
ing the big stone house. They stood for a
minute there—high over the great plain of
the sea, that was beautiful with a thousand
tints of light. And there was the green
island of Ulva, and there the darker
rocks of Colonsay, and farther out, amid
the windy vapour and sunlight, Lunga, and
Fladda, and the Dutchman’s Cap, changing
in their hue every minute as the clouds
came driving over the seca.

“ Mother,” said he, “I have not tasted
fresh air since 1 left. I am not sorry to get
back to Dare.”
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“And I don’t think we are sorry to see
you back, Keith,” his cousin said modestly.

And yet the manner of his welcome was
not imposing; they are not very good at
grand ceremonies on the western shores of
Mull. It is true that Donald, relieved of
the care of Johnny Wickes, had sped by a
short-cut through the fir-wood, and was now
standing in the gravelled space outside the
house, playing the Heights of Alma with a
spirit worthy of all the Mac Cruimins that
ever lived. But as for the ceremony of
welcome, this was all there was of it. When
Keith Macleod went up to the hall-door, he
found a small girl of five or six standing
quite by herself at the open entrance. This
was Christina, the grand-daughter of Hamish,
a pretty little girl with wide blue eyes and
yellow hair.

¢ Hallo, Christina,” said Macleod, “won’t
you let me into the house ?”

“This is for you, Sir Keith,” said she in
the Gaelic, and she presented him with a
beautiful bunch of white heather. Now
white heather, in that part of the country, is
known to bring great good fortune to the
possessor of it. .

“ And it is a good omen,” said he lightly,
as he took the child up and kissed her.
And that was the manner of his welcome to
Castle Dare.

CHAPTER XIIL.—AT HOME.

THE two women-folk with whom he was
most nearly brought into contact, were quite
convinced that his stay in London had in no
wise altered the buoyant humour and brisk
activity of Keith Macleod. Castle Dare
awoke into a new life on his return. He was
all about and over the place, accompanied
by the faithful Hamish ; and he had a friendly
word and smile for every one he met. He
was a good master : perhaps he was none the
less liked because it was pretty well under-
stood that he meant to be master. His good-
nature had nothing of weakness in it. “If
you love me, I love you,” says the Gaelic pro-
verb ; “ otherwise do not come near me.” There
was not a man or lad about the place who
would not have adventured his life for
Macleod ; but all the same. they were well
awdre that the handsome young master, who
seemed to go through life with a merry laugh
on his face, was not one to be trifled with.
This John Fraser, an Aberdeen man, dis-
covered on the second night after Macleod’s
return to Castle Dare.

Macleod had the salmon-fishing on this
part of the coast, and had a boat's crew ot

four men engaged in the work. One of
these having fallen sick, Hamish had to hire
a new hand, an Aberdeenshire man, who
joined the crew just before Macleod’s de-
parture from London. This Fraser turned
out to be a “ dour” man ; and his discontent
and grumbling seemed to be affecting the
others, so that the domestic peace of Dare
was threatened. On the night in question,
old Hamish came into Macleod’s conjoint
library and gun-room.

“The fishermen hef been asking me again,
sir,” observed Hamish, with his cap in his
hand. ‘What will I say to them?”

“ Oh, about the wages?” Macleod said,
turning round.

“ Ay, sir.”

“Well, Hamish, I don’t object. Tell them
that what they say is right. This year has
been a very good year ; we have made some
money ; I will give them the two shillings a
week more if they like. But then, look here,
Hamish : if they have their wages raised in
a good year, they must have them lowered in
a bad year. They cannot expect to share
the profit without sharing the loss too. Do
you understand that, Hamish ?”

“ Yes, Sir Keith, I think I do.”

“ Do you think you could put it into good
Gaelic for them ?”

“ Oh ay.”

““ Then tell them to choose for themselves.
But make it clear.”

“ Ay, Sir Keith,” said Hamish ; “and if it
was not for that man, John Fraser,
there would be no word of this thing. And
there is another thing I will hef to speak to
you about, Sir Keith; and it is John Fraser,
too, who is at the bottom of this, I will know
that fine. It is more than two or three times
that you will warn the men not to bathe in
the bay below the Castle ; and not for many
a day will any one do that, for the Cave bay,
it is not more as half a mile away. And
when you were inLondon, Sir Keith, it was this
man John Fraser, he would bathe in the bay
below the Castle in the morning, and he got
one or two of the others to join him; and
when I bade him go away, he will say that
the sea belongs to no man. And this morn-
ing, too——"

“This morning ! ” Macleod said, jumping
to his feet. There was an angry flash in his
eyes.

“ Ay, sir, this very morning I saw two of
them myself—and John Fraser he was one of
them—and I went down and said to them,
It will be a bad day for you,” says I to them,
“if Sir Keith will find you in this bay.’”
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“ Are they down at the quay now?”
Macleod said.

“ Ay, they will be in the house now.”

“ Come along with me, Hamish. I think
we will put this right.”

He lifted his cap and went out into the
cool night air, followed by Hamish. They
passed through the dark fir-wood until they
came in sight of the Atlantic again, which
was smooth enough to show the troubled
reflection of the bigger stars. They went
down the hill-side until they were close to
the shore ; and then they followed the rough
path to the quay. The door of the square
stonc building was open; the men were
seated on rude stools or on spare coils of
rope, smoking. Macleod called them out,
and they came to the door.

“ Now look here, lads,” said he: “you
know I will not allow any man to bathe in
the bay before the house. Itold you before;
I tell you now for the last time. They that
want to bathe can go along to the Cave bay ;
and the end of it is this—and there will be
no more words about it—that the first man I
catch in the bay before the house, I will take
a horsewhip to him, and he will have as good
a run as ever he had in his life!”

With that he was turning away, when he
heard one of the men mutter, ¢ 7 would like
10 see you do it.” He wheeled round instantly
—and if some of his London friends could
have seen the look of his face at this moment,
they might have altered their opinion about
the obliteration of certain qualities from the
temperament of the Highlanders of our own
day.

“ Who said that ?” he exclaimed.

There was no answer.

“Come out here, you four men!” he
said. “Stand in a line there. Now let
the man who said that step out and face
me. I will show him who is to be master
here. If he thinks he can master me, well:
but it is one or the other of us who will be
master ! ”

There was not a sound or a motion ; but
Macleod suddenly sprang forward, caught the
man Fraser by the throat, and shook him
thrice—as he might have shaken a reed.

“Youscoundrel !” he said ; “you coward !
+—are you afraid to own it was you? There
has been nothing but bad feeling since ever
you brought your ugly face among us—well,
we've had enough of you ! ”

He flung him back.

“ Hamish,” said he, “you will pay this
man his month’s wages to-night. Pack him
off with the Gometra men in the morning;

they will take him out to the Pioneer. And
look you here, sir,” he added, turning to
Fraser, “it will be a bad day for you the
day that I see your face again anywhere
about Castle Dare.”

He walked off and up to the house again,
followed by the reluctant Hamish. Hamish
had spoken of this matter only that Macleod
should give the men a renewed warning; he
had no notion that this act of vengeance
would be the result. And where were they
to get a man to put in Fraser's place ?

It was about an hour later that Hamish
again came into the room.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” said he, “but
the men are outside.”

“T cannot see them.”

“They are ferry sorry, sir, about the whole
matter, and there will be no more bathing in
the front of the house, and the man Fraser
they hef brought him up to say he is ferry
sorry too.”

“They have brought him up?”

“ Ay, sir,” said Hamish, with a gravesmile.
¢ It was for fighting him they werc one after
the other, because he will make a bad speech
to you; and he could not fight three men,
one after the other; and so they hef made
him come up to say he is ferry sorry too; and
will you let him stay on to the end of the
season?”

“No. Tell the men that if they will
behave themselves, we can go on as we did
before, in peace and friendliness ; but I mean
to be master in this place. And I will not
have a sulky fellow like this Fraser stirring up
quarrels. He must pack and be off.”

« It will not be easy to get another man,
Sir Keith,” old Hamish ventured to say.

“ Get Sandy over from the Umpire.”

“But surely you will want the yacht, sir,
when Mr. Ogilvie comes to Dare?”

“] tell you, Hamish, that I will not have
that fellow about the place—that is an end
of it. Did you think it was only a threat
that I meant? And have you not heard the
old saying that ‘one does not apply plaster
to a threat’? You will send him to Gometra
in the morning in time for the boat.”

And so the sentence of banishment was
confirmed ; and Hamish got a young fellow
from Ulva to take the place of Fraser; and
from that time to the end of the fishing
season perfect peace and harmony prevailed
between master and men.

But if Lady Maclecod and Janet saw no
change whatever in Macleod’s manner after
his return from the south, Hamish, who was
more alone with the young man, did. Why
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this strange indifference to the very occupa-
tions that used to be the chief interest of his
life? He would not go out after the deer:
the velvet would be on their horns yet. He
would not go out after the grouse : what was
the use of disturbing them before Mr. Ogilvie
<came up?

“T am in no hurry,” he said, almost petu-
fantly. “Shall I not have to be here the
whole winter for the shooting ?”—and Hamish
was amazed to hear him talk of the winter
shooting as some compulsory duty, whereas
in these parts it far exceeds in variety and
interest the very limited low-ground shooting
of the autumn. TUntil young Ogilvie came
up, Macleod never had a gun in his hand.
He had gone fishing two or three days; but
‘had generally ended by surrendering his rod
to Hamish, and going for a walk up the glen,
alone. The only thing he seemed to care
about, in the way of out-of-door occupation,
was the procuring of otter-skins; and every
man and boy in his service was ordered to
keep a sharp look-out on that stormy coast
for the prince of fur-bearing animals. Years
before he had got enough skins together for
a jacket for his cousin Janet; and that gar-
ment of beautiful, thick, black fur—dyed
black, of course—was as silken and rich as
when it was made. Why should he forget
his own theory of letting all animals have a
chance in urging a war of extermination
against the otter?

This pre-occupation of mind, of which
Hamish was alone observant, was nearly in-
flicting a cruel injury on Hamish himself.
On the morning of the day on which Norman
Ogilvie was expected to arrive, Hamish went
in to his master’s library. Macleod had been
reading a book ; but he had pushed it aside;
and now both his elbows were on the table,
and he was leaning his head on his hands,
apparently in deep meditation of some kind
or other.

“Will I tek the bandage off Nell’s foot
now, sir?”

“Oh yes, if you like. You know as much
as I do about 1t.”

“Qh, I am quite sure,” said Hamish
brightly, “that she will do ferry well to-
morrow. I will tek her whatever; and I
«can send her home if it is too much for her.”

Macleod took up his book again.

“Very well, Hamish. But you have plenty
to do about the house. Duncan and Sandy
can go with us to-morrow.”

The old man started, and looked at his
master for a second. Then he said “ Ferry
well, sir,” in a low voice, and left the room.

But for the hurt, and the wounded, and
the sorrowful, there was always one refuge of
consolation in Castle Dare. Hamish went
straight to Janet Macleod; and she was
astonished to sec the emotion of which the
keen, hard, handsome face of the old man was
capable. Who before had ever seen tears in
the eyes of Hamish MacIntyre?

“ And perhaps it is so,” said Hamish, with
his head hanging down, “and perhaps it is
that I am an old man now, and not able any
more to go up to the hills; but if I am not
able for that, I am not able for anything;
and I will not ask Sir Keith to keep me about
the house or about the yacht. It is younger
men will do better as me; and I can go
away to Greenock ; and if it is an old man I
am, maybe I will find a place in a smack,
for all that i

“ Oh nonsense, Hamish,” Janct Macleod
said, with her kindly eyes bent on him. “You
may be sure Sir Keith did not mean any-
thing like that——"

“Ay, mem,” said the old man proudly,
“and who wass it that first put a gun into
his hand ; and who wass it skinned the ferry
first seal that he shot in Loch Scridain ; and
who wass it told him the name of every spar
and sheet of the Umpire, and showed him
how to hold a tiller? And if there is any
man knows more as me about the birds, and
the deer, that is right—let him go out; but
it is the first day I hef not been out with Sir
Keith since ever I wass at Castle Dare; and
now it is time that I am going away; for I
am an old man, and the younger men they
will be better on the hills and in the yacht
too. But I can make my living whatever.”

“ Hamish, you are speaking like a foolish
man,” said Janet Macleod to him. “You
will wait here now till I go to Sir Keith.”

She went to him.

¢“XKeith,” said she, “do you know that
you have nearly broken old Hamish's
heart?”

“What is the matter?” said he, looking
up in wonder.

¢ He says you have told him he is not to
go out to the shooting with you to-morrow ;
and that is the first time he has been super-
seded ; and he takes it that you think he is
an old man; and he talks of going away to
Greenock to join a smack.”

¢ Oh, nonsense,” Macleod said. “I was
not thinking when I told him. He may
come with us if he likes. At the same time,
Janet, I should think Norman Ogilvie will
laugh at seeing the butler come out as a
keeper.”
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“You know quite well, Keith,” said his
cousin, “that Hamish is no more a butler
than he is captain of the Umpire or clerk of
the accounts. Hamish is simply everybody
and everything at Castle Dare. And if you
speak of Norman Ogilvie—well, I think it
would be more like yourself, Keith, to con-
sult the feelings of an old man rather than
the opinions of a young one.”

“You are always on the right side, Janet.
Tell Hamish I am very sorry. I meant him
no disrespect. And he may call me at one
in the morning if he likes. He never looked
on me but as a bit of his various machinery
for killing things.”

“That is not fair of you, Keith. Old
Hamish would give his right hand to save
you the scratch of a thorn.”

She went off to cheer the old man; and he
turned to his book. But it was not to read
it; it was only to stare at the outside of it,
in an absent sort of way. The factis, he
had found in it the story of a young aide-de-
camp who was entrusted with a message to
a distant part of the field while a battle was
going forward, and who in mere bravado
rode across a part of the ground open to the
enemy’s fire. He came back laughing. He
had been hit, he confessed; but he had
escaped ; and he carelessly shook a drop or
two of blood from a flesh-wound on his hand.
Suddenly, however, he turned pale, wavered
a little, and then fell forward on his horse’s
neck, a corpse.

Macleod was thinking about this story
rather gloomily. But at last he got up with
a more cheerful air, and seized his cap.

¢« And if it is my death-wound I have got,”
he was thinking to himself, as he set out for
the boat that was waiting for him at the
shore, “I will not cry out too soon.”

CHAPTER XIV.—A FRIEND.

His death-wound! There was but little
suggestion of any death-wound about the
manner or speech of this light-hearted and
frank-spoken fellow who now welcomed his
old friend Ogilvie ashore. He swung the
gun-case into the cart as if it had been a bit
of thread. He himself would carry Ogilvie’s
top-coat over his arm.

*“ And why have you not come in your
hunting tartan ? ” said he, observing the very
precise and correct shooting costume of the
young man.

“Not likely,” said Mr. Ogilvie, laughing.
“I don’t like walking through clouds with
bare knees, with a chance of sitting down on
an adder or two. And I'll tell you what it

is, Macleod : if the morning is wet I will not
go out stalking, if all the stags in Christendom
were there. I know what it is, I have had
enough of it in my younger days”

“ My dear fellow,” Macleod said seriously,
“ you must not talk here as if you could do
what you liked. It is not what you wish to-
do, or what you don’t wish to do; it is what
Hamish orders to have done. Do you think
I would dare to tell Hamish what we must
do to-morrow ? ”

“Very well, then, I will see Hamish
myself ; I dare say he remembers me.”

And he did see Hamish that evening, and
it was arranged between them that if the
moming looked threatening they would leave:
the deer alone, and would merely take the
lower lying moors in the immediate neigh-
bourhood of Castle Dare. And Hamish
took great care to impress on the young man
that Macleod had not yet taken a gun in his
hand, merely that there should be a decent
bit of shooting when his guest arrived.

“ And he will say to me, only yesterday,” |

observed Hamish confidentially, “it was yes-
terday itself he wass saying to me, ¢ Hamish,
when Mr. Ogilvie comes here, it will only
be six days or seven days he will be able
to stop, and you will try to get him two or
three stags. And Hamish,’ this is what he

will say to me, ¢ you will pay no heed to me, |
for I hef plenty of the shooting whatever, ||
from the one year’s end to the other year’s |
end, and it is Mr. Ogilvie you will look after.’ ||

And you do not mind the rain, sir? Itis
fine warm clothes you have got on—fine
woollen clothes you have, and what harm will
a shower do?”

“Oh, I don’t mind the rain, so long as 1 :

can keep moving—that’s the fact, Hamish,”

replied Mr. Ogilvie, “but I don't like lying |.

in wet heather for an hour at a stretch. And
I don’t care how few birds there are, there
will be plenty to keep us walking. So you
remember me after all, Hamish.”

“Oh ay, sir,” said Hamish, with a demure
twinkle in his eye. “I mind fine the time
you will fall into the water off the rock in
Loch na Keal.”

“There now,” exclaimed Mr. Ogilvie,
“that is precisely what I don’t see the fur
of doing, now that I have got to man’s estate,
and have a wholesome fear of killing myself.
Do you think I would lie down now on wet
seaweed, and get slowly soaked through with
the rain for a whole hour, on the chance of a
seal coming on the other side of the rock?
Of course, when I tried to getup I was as
stiff as a stone. I could not have lifted the
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rifle if a hundred seals had been there. And
it was-no wonder at all I slipped down into
the water.”

“ But the sea-water,” said Hamish gravely,
“ there will no harm come to you of the sea-
water.”

“I want to have as little as possible of

" either sea-water or rain-water,” said Mr.

Ogilvie, with decision. “I believe Macleod
is half an otter himself.”

Hamish did not like this, but he only said
respectfully—

“T do not think Sir Keith is afraid of a
shower of rain whatever.”

These gloomy anticipations were surely
uncalled for; for during the whole of the
past week the Western Isles had basked in
uninterrupted sunlight, with blue skies over the
fair blue seas, and a resinous warmth exhal-
ing from the lonely moors. But all the same,
next morning broke as if Mr. Ogilvie’s fore-
bodings were only too likely to be realised.
The sea was leaden-hued, and apparently
still, though the booming of the Atlantic
swell into the great caverns could be heard;
Staffa, and Lunga, and the Dutchman were
of a dismal black; the brighter colours of
Ulva and Colonsay seemed coldly grey and
green ; and heavy banks of cloud lay along
the land, running out to Ru-treshanish. The
noise of the stream rushing down through
the fir-wood close to the castle seemed
louder than usual, as if rain had fallen during
the night. It was rather cold, too; all that
Lady Macleod and Janet could say failed to
raise the spirits of their guest.

But when Macleod—dressed in his home-
spun tartan of yellow and black—came round
from the kennels with the dogs and Hamish,
and the tall red-headed lad, Sandy, it ap-
peared that they considered this to be rather
a fine day than otherwise, and were eager to
be off.

“ Come along, Ogilvie,” Macleod cried, as
he gave his friend’s gun to Sandy, but
shouldered his own. “Sorry we haven’t a
dog-cart to drive you to the moor, but it is
not far off.”

“I think a cigar in the library would be
the best thing for a morning like this,” said
Ogilvie, rather gloomily, as he put up the
collar of his shooting jacket, for a drop or
two of rain had fallen.

“ Nonsense, man; the first bird you kill
will cheer you up.”

Macleod was right ; they had just passed
through the wood of young larches close to
Castle Dare, and were ascending a rough
stone road that led by the side of a deep

glen, when a sudden whirr, close by them,
startled the silence of this gloomy morning.
In an instant Macleod had whlpped his gun
from his shoulder and thrust it into Ogilvie’s
hands. By the time the young man had full
cocked the right barrel and taken a quick
aim, the bird was half-way across the valley ;
but all the same he fired. For another
second the bird continued its flight, but in a
slightly irregular fashion; then down it went
like a stone into the heather, on the opposite
side of the chasm.

“Well done, sir ! " cried old Hamish.

“Bravo ! ” called out Macleod.

“It was a grand long shot!” said Sandy,
as he unslipped the sagacious old retriever,
and sent her down into the glen.

They had scarcely spoken when another
dark object, looking to the startled eye as it
it were the size of a house, sprang from the
heather close by and went off like an arrow,
uttering a succession of sharp crowings.
Why did not he fire? Then they saw him
in wild despair whip down the gun, full-cock
the left barrel, and put it up again. The
bird was just disappearing over a crest of
rising ground, and as Ogilvie fired he dis-
appeared altogether.

“He’s down, sir! ” cried Hamish, in great
excitement.

“T don’t think so,” Ogilvie answered, with
a doubtful air on his face, but with a bright
gladness in his eyes all the same.

“He’s down, sir,” Hamish re-asserted.
“Come away, Sandy, with the dog!” he
shouted to the red-headed lad, who had gone
down into the glen to help Nell in her re-
searches. By this time they saw that Sandy
was re-crossing the burn with the grouse in
his hand, Nell following him contentedly.
They whistled, and again whistled ; but Nell
considered that her task had been accom-
plished, and alternately looked at them and
up at her immediate master. However, the
tall lad, probably considering that the
whistling was meant as much for him as for
the retriever, sprang up the side of the glen
in a miraculous fashion, catching here and
there by a bunch of heather or the stump of
a young larch, and presently he had rejoined
the party.

“Take time, sir,” said he; “take time.
Maybe there is more of them about here.
And the other one, I marked him down
from the other side. We will get him ferry
well.”

They found nothing, however, until they
had got to the other side of the hill, where
Nell speedily made herself mistress of the
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other bird—a fine young cock grouse, plump,
and in splendid plumage.

““And what do you think of the morning
now, Ogilvie?” Macleod asked.

¢ Oh, I dare say it will clear,” said he,
shyly ; and he endeavoured to make light of
Hamish’s assertions that they were ¢ ferry
pretty shots—ferry good shots; and it was
always a right thing to put cartridges in the
barrels at the door of a house, for no one
could tell what might be close to the house;
and he was sure that Mr. Ogilvie had not
forgotten the use of a gun since he went
away from the hills to live in England.”

“But look here, Macleod,” Mr. Ogilvie
said : “ why did not you fire yourself?”—
and he was very properly surprised ; for the
most generous and self-denying of men are
apt to claim their rights when a grouse gets
up to their side.

“Oh,” said Macleod simply, “I wanted
you to have a shot.”

And indeed all through the day he was
obviously far more concerned about Ogilvie’s
shooting than his own. He took all the
hardest work on himself—taking the outside
beat, for example, if there was a bit of un-
promising ground to be got over. When
one or other of the dogs suddenly showed
by its uplifted fore-paw, its rigid tail, and its
slow, cautious, timid look round for help
and encouragement, that there was some-
thing ahead of more importance than a lark,
Macleod would run all the risks of waiting
to give Ogilvie time to come up. If a hare
ran across with any chance of coming within
shot of Ogilvie, Macleod let her go by un-
scathed. And the young gentleman from
the south knew enough about shooting to
understand how he was being favoured both
by his host and—what was a more unlikely
thing—by Hamish.

He was shooting very well, too ; and his
spirits rose and rose until the lowering day
was forgotten altogether.

“We are in for a soaker this time,” he
cried quite cheerfully, looking around at
one moment.

All this lonely world of olive greens and
browns had grown strangely dark. Even the
hum of the flies—the only sound audible in
these high solitudes away from the sea—
seemed stilled; and a cold wind began to
blow over from Ben-an-Sloich. The plain
of the valley in front of them began to fade
from view ; then they found themselves en-
veloped in a clammy fog that settled on their
clothes and hung about their eyelids and
beard ; while water began to run down the

barrels of their guns. The wind blew harder
and harder ; presently they seemed to spring
out of the darkness; and, turning, they
found that the cloud had swept onward to-
wards the sea, leaving the rocks on the
nearest hill-side all glittering wet in the brief
burst of sunlight. It was but a glimmer.
Heavier clouds came sweeping over ; down-
right rain began to pour. But Ogilvie kept
manfully to his work. He climbed over the
stone walls, gripping on with his wet hands.
He splashed through the boggy land, paying
no attention to his footsteps. And at last he
got to tollowing Macleod’s plan of crossing
a bum, which was merely to wade through
the foaming brown water instead of looking
out for big stones. By this time the letters
in his breast-pocket were a mass of pulp.

“Look here, Macleod,” said he, with the
rain running down his face, “I can't tell the
difference between one bird and another.
If I shoot a partridge it isn’t my fault.”

“ All right,” said Macleod. “Ifa partridge
is fool enough to be up here, it deserves it.”

Just at this moment Mr. Ogilvie suddenly
threw up his hands and his gun, as if to pro-
tect his face. An extraordinary object,—a
winged object, apparently without a tail—
a whirring bunch of loose grey feathers
—a creature resembling no known fowl—had
been put up by one of the dogs, and it had
flown direct at Ogilvie’s head. It passed
him at about half-a-yard’s distance.

““What in all the world is that? "’ he cried,
jumping round to have a look at it.

“ Why,” said Macleod, who was roaring
with laughter, “it is a baby black-cock, just
out of the shell, I should think !”

A sudden noise behind him caused him to
wheel round, and instinctively he put up his
gun. He took it down again.

“That is the old hen,” said he, “we’ll
leave her to look after her chicks. Hamish,
get in the dogs, or they'll be for eating
some of those young ones. And you, Sandy,
where was it you left the basket? We will
go for our splendid banquet now, Ogilvie.”

That was an odd-looking party that by-
and-by might have been seen crouching
under the lee of a stone wall, with a small
brook running by their feet. They had taken
down wet stones for seats; and these were
somewhat insecurely fixed on the steep bank.
But neither the rain, nor the gloom, nor the
loneliness of the silent moors, seemed to have
damped their spirits much.

“ It really is awfully kind of you, Ogilvie,”
Macleod said, as he threw half a sandwich to
the old black retriever, “to take pity on a
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solitary fellow like myself. You can’t tell
how glad I was to see you on the bridge of
the steamer. And now that you have taken
all the trouble to come to this place—and
have taken your chance of our poor shooting
—this is the sort of day you get !”

“ My dear fellow,” said Mr. Ogilvie, who
did not refuse to have his tumbler reple-
nished by the attentive Hamish, ““it is quite
the other way. I consider myself precious
lucky. I consider the shooting first-rate ;
and it isn’t every fellow would deliberately
hand the whole thing over to his friend—as
you have been doingall day. And I suppose
bad weather is as bad elsewhere as it is
here?”

Macleod was carelessly filling his pipe—
and obviously thinking of something very
different.

¢ Man, Ogilvie,” he said, in a burst of con-
fidence, “I never knew before how fearfully
lonely a life we lead here. If we were out
on one of the Treshnish Islands, with nothing
round us but skarts and gulls, we could
scarcely be lonelier. And I have been
thinking all the morning what this must look
like to you.”

He glanced round—at the sombre browns
and greens of the solitary moorland—at the
black rocks jutting out here and there from
the scant grass—at the silent and gloomy
hills, and the overhanging clouds.

“1 have been thinking of the beantiful
places we saw in London—and the crowds
of people—the constant change, and amuse-
ment, and life. And I shouldn’t wonder if
you packed up your traps to-morrow morn-
ing, and fled.”

“My dear boy,” observed Mr. Ogilvie,
confidentially, “ you are giving me credit for
a vast amount of sentiment. I haven't got
it. I don’t know what it is, But I know
when I am jolly well off. I know when I
am in good quarters, with good shooting, and
with a good sort of chap to go about with.
As for London—bah! I rather think you got
your eyes dazzled for.a minute, Macleod.
You weren’t long enough there to find it out.
And wouldn’t you get precious tired of big
dinners, and garden parties, and all that
stuff, after a time? Macleod, do you mean to
tell me you ever saw anything at Lady Beau-
regard’s as fine as at?”

And he pointed to a goodly show of birds,
with a hare or two, that Sandy had taken out
of the bag, so as to count them.

“Of course,” said this wise young man,
“there is one case in which that London life
is all very well. If a man is awful spoons on

a girl, then of course he can trot after her
from house to house, and walk his feet off in
the Park. I remember a fellow saying a very
clever thing about the reasons that took a
man into society. What was it now? Let
me see—it was either to look out for a wife
—Or—oOr: "

Mr. Ogilvie was trying to recollect the
epigram and to light a wax match at the
same time ; and he failed in both.

“Well,” said he, “I won'’t spoil it; but
don’t you believe that any one you met in
London wouldn’t be precious glad to change
places with us at this moment.”

Any one? What was the situation?
Pouring rain, leaden skies, the gloomy soli-
tude of the high moors, the sound of roaring
waters. And here they were crouching
under a stone wall, with their dripping fingers
lighting match after match for their damp
pipes, with not a few midges in the moist
and clammy air, and with a faint halo of
steam plainly arising from the leather of their
boots. When Fionaghal the Fair Stranger
came from over the blue seas to her new
home, was this the picture of Highland life
that was presented to her?

“Lady Beauregard, for example?” said
Macleod. :

“Oh, I am not talking about women,”
observed the sagacious boy; “ I never could
make out a woman’s notions about anything.
I dare say they like London life well enough ;
for there they can show off their shoulders
and their diamonds.”

“ Ogilvie,” Macleod said, with a sudden
earnestness, “ I am fretting my heart out here
—that is the fact. If it were not for the poor
old mother—and Janet—but I will tell you
another time.”

He got up on his feet, and took his gun
from Sandy. His companion—wondering
not a little, but saying nothing—did likewise.
Was this the man who had always seemed
rather proud of his hard life on the hills?
who had regarded the idleness and effemi-
nacy of town-life with something of an unex-
pressed scorn? A young fellow in robust
health and splendid spirits—an eager sports-
man and an accurate shot—out for his first
shooting-day of the year: was it intelligible
that he should be visited by sentimental
regrets for London drawing-rooms and vapid
talk? The getting up of a snipe interrupted
these speculations; Ogilvie blazed away,
missing with both barrels; Macleod, who
had been waiting to see the effect of the
shots, then put up his gun, and presently the
bird tumbled down some fifty yards off.
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“You haven’t warmed to it yet,” Macleod
said, charitably, “The first half-hour after
luncheon a man always shoots badly.”

¢ Especially when his clothes are glued to
his skin, from head to foot,” said Ogilvie.

“You will soon walk some heat into your-
self.”

And again they went on, Macleod pursu-
ing the same tactics, so that his companion
had the cream of the shooting. Despite the
continual soaking rain, Ogilvie’s spirits seemed
to become more and more buoyant. He was
shooting capitally ; one very long shot he
made, bringing down an old black-cock with
a thump on the heather, causing Hamish to
exclaim—

“Well done, sir! Itisa glass of whisky
you will deserve for that shot.”

Whereupon Mr. Ogilvie stopped and
modestly hinted that he would accept of at
least a moiety of the proffered reward.

“Do you know, Hamish,” said he, “ that
it is the greatest comfort in the world to get
wet right through, for you know you can’t be
worse, and it gives you no trouble? ”

“ And a whole glass will do you no harm,
sir,” shrewdly observed Hamish.

“ Not in the clouds.”

“ The what, sir?”

“ The clouds. Don’t you consider we are
going shooting through clouds ?”

“ There will be a snipe or two down here,
sir,” said Hamish, moving on; for he could
not understand conundrums—especially co-
nundrums in English.

The day remained of this moist character
to the end; but they had plenty of sport;
and they had a heavy bag on their return to
Castle Dare. Macleod was rather silent on
the way home. Ogilvie was still at a loss to
know why his friend should have taken this
sudden dislike to living in a place he had
lived in all his life. Nor could he under-
stand why Macleod should have delibe-
rately surrendered to him the chance of
bagging the brace of grouse that got up by
the side of the road. It was scarcely, he
considered, within the possibilities of human
nature,

CHAPTER XV.—A CONFESSION.

AND once again the big dining-hall of
Castle Dare was ablaze with candles; and
Janet was there, gravely listening to the
garrulous talk of the boy-officer; and Keith

acleod, in his dress tartan ; and the noble-
looking old lady at the head of the table,
who more than once expressed to her guest,
in that sweetly-modulated and gracious voice

of hers, how sorry she was he had had so
bad a day for the first day of his visit.

“ It is different with Keith,” said she, “for
be is used to be out in all weathers. He has
been brought up to live out-of-doors.”

“ But you know, auntie,” said Janet Mac-
leod, “ a soldier is much of the same thing.
Did you ever hear of a soldier with an um-
brella?”

“All T know is,” remarked Mr. Ogilvie—
who, in his smart evening dress, and with
his face flushed into a rosy warmth after the
cold and the wet, did not look particularly
miserable—* that I don’t remember ever
enjoying myself so much in one day. But
the fact is, Lady Macleod, your son gave
me all the shooting ; and Hamish was sound-
ing my praises all day long, so that I almost
got to think I could shoot the birds without
putting up the gun at all ; and when I made
a frightful bad miss, everybody declared the
bird was dead round the other side of the
hill.”

“ And indeed you were not making many
misses,” Macleod said. “ But we will try
your nerve, Ogilvie, with a stag or two, I
hope.”

“J am on for anything. What with
Hamish’s flattery and the luck I had to-day,
I begin to believe I could bag a brace of
tigers if they were coming at me fifty miles
an hour.”

Dinner over, and Donald having played
his best (no doubt he had learned that the
stranger was an officer in the g3rd), the
ladies left the dining-hall, and presently
Macleod proposed to his friend that they
should go into the library and have a smoke.
Ogilvie was nothing loth. They went into
the odd little room, with its guns, and rods,
and stuffed birds, and, lying prominently on
the writing-table, a valuable little heap of
dressed otter-skins. Although the night was
scarcely cold enough to demand it, there
was a log of wood burning in the fireplace;
there were two easy-chairs, low and roomy ;
and on the mantelpiece were some glasses
and a big, black, broad-bottomed bottle,
such as used to carry the still vintages of
Champagne even into the remote wilds of
the Highlands, before the art of making
sparkling wines had been discovered. Mr.
Ogilvie lit a cigar; stretched out his feet
towards the blazing log; and rubbed his
hands—which were not as white as usual.

“You are a lucky fellow, Macleod,” said
he, “and you don’t know it. You have
everything about you here to make life en-
joyable.”
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“ And I feel like a slave tied to a galley-
oar,” said he quickly. “I try to hide it from
the mother—for it would break her heart—
and from Janet, too; but every morning I
rise, the dismalness of being alone here—of
being caged up alone—eats more and more
into my heart. When I look at you, Ogilvie—
to-morrow morning you could go spinning
off to any quarter you liked—to see any one
you wanted to see——"

““Macleod,” said his companion, looking
up, and yet speaking rather slowly and
timidly, “if I were to say what would natu-
rally occur to any one—you won't be
offended? What you have been telling me
is absurd, unnatural, impossible, unless there
is a woman in the case.”

“ And what then ?” Macleod said quickly,
as he regarded his friend with a watchful
look. “You have guessed?”

“Yes,” said the other—* Gertrude White.”

Macleod was silent for a second or two.
Then he sate down.

“I scarcely care who knows it now,” said
he absently, “so long as I can't fight it out
of my own mind. T tried not to know it. I
tried not to believe it. Iargued with myself—
laughed at myself—invented a hundred ex-
planations of this cruel thing that was gnaw-
ing away at my heart and giving me no
peace, night or day. Why, man, Ogilvie, I
have read ‘Pendennis’! Would you think
it possible that any one who has read ¢ Pen-
dennis’ could ever fall in love with an
actress ?”

He jumped to his feet again—walked up
and down for a second or two—twisting the
while a bit of a casting-line round his finger
so that it threatened to cut into the flesh.

“But I will tell you now, Ogilvie—now
that I am speaking to any one about it,”
said he—and he spoke in a rapid, deep,
earnest voice, obviously not caring much
what his companion might think, so that he
could relieve his overburdened mind —
“that it was not any actress I fell in love
with. I never saw her in a theatre but that
once. I hated the theatre whenever I
thought of her in it. I dared scarcely open
a newspaper, lest I should see her name. I
turned away from the posters in the streets:
when I happened by some accident to see
her publicly paraded that way, I shuddered
all through—with shame, I think ; and I got
to look on her father as a sort of devil, that
had been allowed to drive about that beauti-
ful creature in vile chains. Oh! I cannot
tell you. When I have heard him talking
away in that infernal, cold, precise way

about her duties to her art—and insisting
that she should have no sentiments or feel-
ings of her own, and that she should simply
use every emotion as a bit of something to
impose on the public—a bit of her trade—
an exposure of her own feelings to make
people clap their hands — I have sat still
and wondered at myself that I did not jump
up and catch him by the throat and shake
the life out of his miserable body.”

““You have cut your hand, Macleod.”

He shook a drop or two of blood off.

“Why, Ogilvie, when I saw you on the
bridge of the steamer, I nearly went mad
with delight. I said to myself, ‘Here is
some one who has seen her, and spoken to
her; who will know when I tell him.” Anl
now that I am telling you of it, Ogilvie, you
will see—you will understand—that it is not -
any actress I have fallen in love with—it was
not the fascination of an actress at all—but
the fascination of the woman herself; the
fascination of her voice, and her sweet ways,
and the very way she walked, too, and the
tenderness of her heart. There was a sort
of wonder about her; whatever she did, or
said, was so beautiful, and simple, and
sweet! And day after day I said to myself
that my interest in this beautiful woman was
nothing. Some one told me there had been
rumours : I laughed. Could any one suppose
I was going to play ¢ Pendennis’ over again ?
And then as the time came for me to leave,
I was glad and I was miserable at the same
time. I despised myself for being miserable.
And then I said to myself, ¢ This stupid
misery is only the fancy of a boy. Wait till
you get back to Castle Dare, and the rough
seas, and the hard work of the stalking.
There is no sickness and sentiment on the
side of Ben-an-Sloich.’ And so I was glad
to come to Castle Dare ; and to see the old
mother, and Janet, and Hamish; and the
sound- of the pipes, Ogilvie, when I heard
them away in the steamer, that brouzht tears
to my eyes ; and I said to myself, ¢ Now you
are at home again, and there will be no more
nonsense of ddle thinking.’ And what has it
come to? I would give everything I possess
in the world to see her face once more—ay,
to be in the same town where she is. I read
the papers, trying to find out where she is.
Morning and night it is the same—a fire,
burning and burning—of impatience, and
misery, and a craving just to see her face
and hear her speak.”

Ogilvie did not know what to say. There
was something in this passionate confession
—in the cry wrung from a strong man—and
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in the rude eloquence that here and there
burst from him—that altogether drove ordi-
nary words of counsel or consolation out of
the young man’s mind.

“You have been hard hit, Macleod,” he
said, with some earnestness.

“'That is just it,” Macleod said a.lmost
bitterly. * You fire atabird. You think you
have missed him. He sails away as if there
was nothing the matter, and the rest of the
covey no doubt think he is as well as any
one of them. But suddenly you see there is
something wrong. He gets apart from the
others; he towers; then down he comes, as
dead as a stone. You did not guess any-
thing of this in London?”

¢« Well,” said Ogilvie, rather inclined to beat
about the bush, “I thought you were paying
her a good deal of attention. But then—
she is very popular, you know—and receives
a good deal of attention—and, and, the fact
is, she is an uncommonly pretty girl, and I
thought you were flirting a bit with her, but
nothing more than that. I had no idea it
was something more serious than that.”

“Ay,” Macleod said, “if I myself had
only known ! If it was a plunge—as people
talk about falling in love with a woman—
why the next morning 1 would have shaken
myself free of it, as a Newfoundland dog
shakes himself free of the water. But a fever
—a madness—that slowly gains on you
—and you look around and say it is nothing
—but day after day, it burns more and more.
And it is no longer something that you can
look at apart from yourself—it is your very
self; and sometimes, Ogilvie, I wonder whe-
ther it is all true, or whether it is mad I am
altogether. Newcastle—do you know New-
castle?” ’

“1I have passed through it, of course,” his
companion said, more and more amazed at
the vehemence of his speech,

“It is there she is now—1I have seen it in
the papers ; and it is Newcastle—Newcastle
—Newcastle—I am thinking of from morning
till night; and if I could only see one of the
streets of it I should be glad. They say it
is smoky and grimy ; I should be breathing
sunlight if I lived in the most squalid of all
its houses! And they say she is going to
Liverpool, and to Manchester, and to Leeds ;
and it is as if my very life were being drawn
away from me. I try to think what people
may be around her; I try to imagine what
she is doing at a particular hour of the day;
and I feel as if I were shut away in an island
in the middle of the Atlantic, with nothing
but the sound of the waves around my ears.

Ogilvie, it is enough to drive a man out of
his senses.”

“But look here, Macleod,” said Ogilvie,
pulling himself together ; for it was hard to
resist the influence of this vehement and un-
controllable passion—*look here, man : why
don’t you think of it in cold blood? Do you
expect me to sympathize with you, as a
friend? Or would you like to know what
any ordinary man of the world would think
of the whole case?”

“Don't give me your advice, Ogilvie,” said
he, untwining and throwing away the bit of
casting-line that had cut into his finger. “It
is far beyond that. Let me talk to you—
that is all. I should have gone mad in
another week, if I had had no one to speak
to; and as it is, what better am I than
mad ? It is notanything to be analyzed and
cured : it is my very self; and what have I
become?”

“ But look here, Maclecod—I want to ask
you a question : would you marry her ?”

The common-sense of the younger man
was re-asserting itself. This was what any
one—Tlooking at the whole situation from the
Aldershot point of view—would at the out-
set demand? But if Macleod had known all
that was implied in the question, it is pro-
bable that a friendship that had existed from
boyhood would then and there have been
severed. He took it that Ogilvie was merely
referring to the thousand and one obstacles
that lay between him and that obvious and
natural goal.

“ Marryher ! ” he exclaimed. ¢ Yes—you
are right to look at it in that way—to think
of what it will all lead to. When I look
forward, I see nothing but a maze of impos-
sibilities and trouble. One might as well
have fallen in love with one of the Roman
maidens in the temple of Vesta. She is a
white slave. She is a sacrifice to the mon-
strous theorics of that bloodless old Pagan,
her father. And then she is courted and
flattered on all sides; she lives in a smoke of
incense: do you think, even supposing that
all other difficulties were removed—that she
cared for no one else, that she were to care
for me, that the influence of her father was
gone—do you think she would surrender all
the admiration she provokes and the excite-
ment of the life she leads to come and live
in a dungeon in the Highlands? A single
day like to-day would kill her—she is so fine,
and delicate—like a rose-leaf, I have often
thought. No, no, Ogilvie, I have thought
of it every way. It is like a riddle that
you twist and twist about, to try and get
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the answer; and I can get no answer at
all, unless wishing that I had never been
born. And perhaps that would have been
better.”

“You take too gloomy a view of it,
Macleod,” said Ogilvie. ‘ For one thing,
look at the common-sense of the matter.
Suppose that she is very ambitious to succeed
in her profession, that is all very well; but
mind you, it is a very hard life. And if you
put before her the chance of being styled
Lady Macleod—well, I may be wrong, but
I should say that would count for some-
thing. I haven’t known many actresses
myself—-"

“That is idle talk,” Macleod said; and
then he added proudly, ¢ You do not know
this woman as I know her.”

He put aside his pipe ; but in truth he had
never lit it.

“ Come,” said he, with a tired look, ¢
have bored you enough. You won’t mind,

Ogilvie? The whole of the day I was
saying to myself that I would keep all this
thing to myself, if my heart burst over it;
but you see I could not do it; and I have
made you the victim after all. And we will
go into the drawing-room now; and we will
have a song. And that was a very good
song you sung one night in London, Ogilvie
—it was about ‘Death’s black wine ’—and
do you think you could sing us that song to-
night?”

Ogilvie looked at him.

““I don’t know what you mean by the way
you are talking, Macleod,” said he.

¢ Oh,” said he, with a laugh that did not
sound qulte natural, “ have you forgotten it ?
Well, then, Janet will sing us another song—
that is, ¢ Farewell, Manchester.” And we will
go to bed soon to-night ; for I have not been
having much sleep lately. But it is a good
I |song—it isa song you do not easily forget
—-tha.t about ¢ Death’s black wine,’”

THE FARMER’S DAUGHTER.

PRING ruled in earth and air;

The breeze was soft and scented with the flowers;
¢« Come, let us walk, ere day away doth wear,”
—My friend said suddenly *mid studious hours—

¢« Whither, I do not ca}el ”

Together forth we set :
He led me far along the river way
All blue with flowers that whisper ‘“ ne'er forget,”
And, when I spoke of turning', answered ¢ Nay,
A little farther yet.”

Amid the meadows green

«’Tis not very far ”—

My friend persuaded—*¢¢if you have not been,

D’l] take you; on a farm the chances are
There’s something to be seen.”

‘A farm-house nestled :

Once there, my friend delayed ;
And T, half piqued, could see his glance go round
Until it rested on a lingering maid,
Who looked at him, and then upon the ground,
And then retreat essayed.
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MONG the points referred to in the last

. paper there are one or two which, on
the principle of reculer pour mieux saulter, it
will be well to consider in somewhat greater
detail before we proceed further. I shall first
deal with the chemical constitution of the
earth, on which I shall have a good deal to
say in the sequel.

In the first place we know that we have sixty-
four so-called chemical elements; and alto-
gether separating ourselves from the physical
foundation, we know that some of them, under
terrestrial conditions, are solids, some of
them are liquids, and some of them are gases.
I say terrestrial conditions, because there is
nothing absolute about these states; they
depend merely upon pressure and tempera-
ture, which- may vary from world to world.
One of the experimental results obtained last
yedr, and which will make it ever memorable
in the annals of science, was to solidify
hydrogen and make it hail and crackle on the
Hoor of the:laboratory in which the glorious
work was done. I have next to point out
with regard to the chemical behaviour of
these elements that they are divided into
two great groups ; some of them, those like
iron, gold, and silver, are called metals; and
others, such as carbon, oxygen, sulphur and
so forth, are called metalloids.

It'is a very significant fact that of the very
small number of gases, two of them exist
mechanically mixed in the air, and two also
«exist chemically combined in water, one gas,

1| oxygen, being common to both. So that

ibefore reaching, as it were, the earth’s crust at
all, we become acquainted with the majority
<f the so-called “permanent gases” which
are known to chemists.

_We may also conveniently, if artificially,
divide the metals into two classes—I do
0ot mean to say very sharp classes ; namely,
those which form stable compounds with
one of the gases—oxygen, and those again
which do not form such stable compounds.

ome may ask, what do I mean by forming
I wil
answer that question by another. Why
lo we have our coins made of gold and
silver? Because gold and silver are unal-
tered by the atmosphere, or rather by the
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oxygen, one of the component gases of
that atmosphere. If we were to leave
gold a