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THE UNTENANTED GRAVES.

CHAPTER-I.

Bri1aN PorceLy raised himself upon his elbow and yawned. His eyes
wandered lazily over a landscape which, though familiar from child-
bood, had not lost a single charm for him., It was a secluded valley,
with nothing grand or striking aboutit. But it was green aud peaceful,
suggestive of comfort, and quiet, and home; and it was Brian Purcell’s
native valley.

Having drowsed over the scene before him for some moments, Brian
Purcell glanced at his dogs, then at the sun, and then at his watch.
‘When he flung himself down among the fern on the mountain side, the
grayhounds flang themselves down too, panting violently, with their
tongues lolling out; the sun was struggling through the mist that
rested upon the opposite hill; and his watch pointed to half-past six.
Now, the grayhounds were coiled up at his feet, breathing as regularly
as if they were on the hearth-stone before the kitchen fire; the sun was
mounting high above the cloud-banks piled up around the horizon;
and the watch told that it was half-past eight. From which indica-
tions Brian Purcell very naturally came to the conclusion, that he
had slept two hours among the fern on the mountain side. On
leaping to his feet and looking round, he saw that he wags not alone.
A pair of bloodshot eyes, set in a large, yellow, stolid face, glared
at him. They belonged—the face and eyes—to a gentleman whom
we shall call Oliver Grindem, Esquire, a landlord, and one of her
gracions majesty’s justices of the peace. Brian Purcell stretched out
his arms and yawned again. Then taking up & brace of hares tied
together by the hind legs, he swung them over his shoulder, whistled
to his dogs, and bounded down the mountain. Having reached the foot
of the hill, after a moment’s hesitation, he turned to the right up a
narrow bye-road that led to a neat whitewashed thatched house, with
very tall hollyhocks growing up high above the eave at one end
of it.

¢ Is that the work you’re at, Connor ?” said the young man gaily as
he entered the house, “ rocking the cradle ?”

VOL. I, THIRD SERIES, 1
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THE UNTENANTED GRAVES.

CHAPTER-I.

Brian PourceLL raised himself upon his elbow and yawned. His eyes
wandered lazily over a landscape which, though familiar from child-
hood, had not lost a single charm for him. It was a secluded valley,
with nothing grand or striking about it. But it was green and peaceful,
suggestive of comfort, and quiet, and home; and it was Brian Purcell’s
native valley.

Having drowsed over the scene before him for some moments, Brian
Purcell glanced at his dogs, then at the sun, and then at his watch.
When he flung himself down among the fern on the mountain side, the
grayhounds flung themselves down too, panting violently, with their
tongues lolling out; the sun was struggling through the mist that
rested upon the opposite hill; and his watch pointed to half-past six.
Now, the grayhounds were coiled up at his feet, breathing as regularly
as if they were on the hearth-stone before the kitchen fire; the sun was
mounting high above the cloud-banks piled up around the horizon;
and the watch told that it was half-past eight. From which indica-
tions Brian Purcell very naturally came to the conclusion, that he
bad slept two hours among the fern on the mountain side. On
leaping to his feet and looking round, he saw that he was not alone.
A pair of bloodshot eyes, set in a large, yellow, stolid face, glared
at him. They belonged—the face and eyes—to & gentleman whom
we shall call Oliver Grindem, Esquire, a landlord, and one of her
gracious majesty’s justices of the peace. Brian Purcell stretched out
his arms and yawned again. Then taking up a brace of hares tied
together by the hind legs, he swung them over his shoulder, whistled
to his dogs, and bounded down the mountain. Having reached the foot
of the hill, after a moment’s hesitation, he tarned to the right up a
narrow bye-road that led to a neat whitewashed thatched house, with
v:ry tall hollyhocks growing up bigh above the eave at one end
of it. .

¢ Is that the work you're at, Connor ?” said the young man gaily as
he entered the house, * rocking the cradle ?”
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% Oh, Mr. Brian, is that you? Where were you this seven years ?
"T is then the work I’m at. Their mother is gone down to the cross for
something or other, an’ here I must stay to have an eye to number five
till she comes back”.

“ Your landlord is out shooting to-day”, remarked Brian.

¢ I wonder did he see you comin’ in ?” and Connor Shea’s look, as he
asked the question, betokened something like alarm.

“T dare say he did, for I left him standing above the well”. R

“Imay as well tell you the truth”, said Connor Shea ; ¢ he says I must
summons you”.

“ Why, what call has he to the mountain any more than I have 7

% We all know that; but where’s the use in talking? You know
he’s my landlord for the few acres I have, barrin’ the house and hag-
gart that happens to be on the commonage ; an’ though I have a lease,
the rint is so high I°d never be able to hould, on’y for what he allows
me for the caretakin’”.

“I’m glad you have explained this to me, Connor ; and when I have
the dogs with me I’ll keep as carefully out of your way as if you were
as great a rogue as himself”,

“That’s a bully hare”, said Connor Shea, after a pause; ‘“an’ for
all I'd bet a thrifle the little chap made a bitther run ?”.

“You may say that”, replied Brian; ¢Bran was dead beat, and,
after no less than a dozen turns single hand, the little chap, as you call
him, was just getting in among the rocks, when Gazelle took him”.

“ What did I tell you? And did’nt I always say, since she was a
month ould, that Gazelle ’d be all their daddies ?”

“I have her entered for the next coursing match”, said Brian. ’

¢ Well”, said Connor, as he eyed the graceful hound with a know-
ing look ; “’t will be a good one that ’ll bate her”.

“ Do you think so, Connor ?” asked the owner, evidently gratified.

Before replying, Connor Shea, with the air of a man who did not
wish to commit himself rashly, carefully passed his hand over Gazelle’s
points, then resuming his seat, he commenced rubbing his chin, with a
contemplative look :

¢¢ She takes it”, said he.

Having uttered this in a somewhat oracular tone, Connor Shea left
off rubbing his chin, and commenced to operate upon his poll, glancing
all the time from the corners of his half shut eyes at the grayhound
with that peculiar expression of countenance which (when seen in an
Irishman’s face), may be vernacularly translated, ¢ My darling you wor”.

At this moment a fair-haired girl, of about five years old, accom-
panied by two curly headed, rosy-cheeked urchins, of the respective
ages of three and four, came running into the house.

¢ Father”, said she, looking abashed on finding he was not alone:
¢ Father, the schoolmaster is after passing down, an’ we ’ll finish pick-
ing the stones in the evening”.

“ Very welll Get your books an’ be off; but first wash the black-
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berries off o’ that fellow’s face. Take your finger out o’ your mouth,
you young rascal”, and Connor shook his fist threateningly at one of
the curly-headed, rosy-cheeked urchins.

¢ You ought to be & happy man, Connor”, remarked Brian Purcell,
¢« with such a fine family ; and getting on so well in the world, too”.

¢ We ought to be thankful, Mr. Brian ; moreover, when we see so
much poverty around us. When I look down at all thim bare walls
below, an’ think ov ould times, an’ the dance an’ the hurlin match, an’
the ould neighbours that war hunted like wild bastes, ’t is enough to
break the heart in a man, so it is. But here’s the masther comin’ in,
an’ if he sees me talkin’ to you, an’ thim lads hangin’ on the back o’
the chair, there 's no knowin’ what the end of it might be”.

Connor took & peep at the cradle to see that number five was asleep,
and slipped into the bed-room.

Mr. Oliver Grindem, who was corpulent and unwieldy, came stamp-
ing and puffing into the house. ¢ Any one here?” he exclaimed,
rolling his red eyes around. Brian Purcell did not feel bound to reply
to the question, but taking from his pocket a volume (bis inseparable
companion in his mountain rambles), he began to read. Mr. Grindem
abstracted a flask (kis inseparable companion) from his pocket, and
taking a teacup from the dresser, nearly filled it from the flask,
and gulped down half a pint of whiskey at a draught. He was
about leaving the house when he caught a glimpse of Connor Shea's
wife approaching it. He drew a chair towards the fire and sat down.

Sally Cavanagh was a remarkably fine specimen of her class. Like
all her old acquaintances, we prefer calling her by her maiden name.
For Sally Cavanagh had been the belle of the “ mountain foot”; and
so great a favourite was she with gentle and simple, and so familiar
had her name become to old and young, that we doubt, if her own
husband heard any one talk of ¢ Mrs. Shea”, or even ¢ Sally Shea”,
whether he would not be under the impression that the person so
designated was outside the circle of his acquaintance.

The glow upon her cheek, and the joyous light in her expressive
brown eyes, told of mountain air and exercise, and of a heart untouched
by care or sorrow, and unsullied by even a thought at which the most
sensitive conscience might take alarm. Having smiled a welcome to
Brian Purcell, who looked up from his book, and returned the saluta-
tion without speaking, Sally Cavanagh bade ¢ Good morning, sir®, with
& low courtesy, to the landlord. Then swinging off her cloak with a
peculiarly graceful movement, and tucking up the sleeves of her gown,
thereby revealing a pair of exquisite}{ moulded arms, she commenced
to occupy herself with her household duties. Mr. Oliver Grindem fol-
lowed her movements with a stare of admiration which there was no mis-
taking. Sally Cavanagh was painfully conscious of it—for a truly mo-
dest woman never read admiration in the eyes of alibertine without pain,

Brian Purcell had only reached the corner of the house on his way
home when he was seized by the arm. .

B
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Purcell glanced at his dogs, then at the sun, and then at his watch.
When he flung himself down among the fern on the mountain side, the
grayhounds flung themselves down too, panting violently, with their
tongues lolling out; the sun was struggling through the mist that
rested upon the opposite hill; and his watch pointed to half-past six.
Now, the grayhounds were coiled up at his feet, breathing as regularly
as if they were on the hearth-stone before the kitchen fire; the sun was
mounting high above the cloud-banks piled up around the horizon ;
and the watch told that it was half-past eight. From which indica-
tions Brian Purcell very naturally came to the conclusion, that he
bad slept two hours among the fern on the mountsin side. On
leaping to his feet and looking round, he saw that he was not alone.
A pair of bloodshot eyes, set in a large, yellow, stolid face, glared
at him. They belonged—the face and eyes—to a gentleman whom
we shall call Oliver Grindem, Esquire, a landlord, and one of her
gracious majesty’s justices of the peace. Brian Purcell stretched out
his arms and yawned again. Then taking up & brace of hares tied
together by the hind legs, he swung them over his shoulder, whistled
to his dogs, and bounded down the mountain. Having reached the foot
of the hill, after & moment’s hesitation, he turned to the right up a
narrow bye-road that led to a neat whitewashed thatched house, with
:fery tall hollyhocks growing up high above the eave at one end

it.

¢ Is that the work you're at, Connor ?” said the young man gaily as
he entered the house, “ rocking the cradle ?”
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“ Well, 8ally, what s the matter ?”

“ Don't go, sir”.

“ Why? Is it anything you have to tell me ?”

% No, Mr. Brian; only come in an’ sit down for another start”.
And half embracing him, she tried to draw him towards the house.

Brian had known Sally Cavanagh since his boyhood. He danced
with her scores of times at the rustic merry-makings, of which she
was always the life and soul. She had been the confidant of his own
unhappy love ; and when she whom he loved with his whole heart had
proved unworthy, he knew that Sally Cavanagh shed tears of in-
dignation at the thought of what “ poor Mr. Brian” would suffer. He
knew that when he was a hunted outlaw, after the failure of ’48, his
escape from the ban-dogs of the law—set upon his track by Mr.
Oliver Grindem—was principally owing to Sally Cavanagh and her
husband. He slept many nights at their house, and when this became
unsafe, and he was obliged to keep higher up the mountain, Sally
Cavanagh was often by his side in the dead of night, with letters from
his friends or some necessaries of food or apparel. Devotedness like
this—free from all selfishness—is by no means uncommon among the
peasantry of Ireland. .

Brian knew all this. But the flutter of her bosom, and the look of
confusion which she strove in vain to conceal, contrasted so strongly
with her usual free and open manner, that, in spite of him, a half
formed thought of, to him, a very painful nature crossed his mind.
But it was instantly dissipated by a glimpse of Connor Shea’s honest
face, who was evidently enjoying the scene from a little window behind
the hollyhocks. '

“ And why are you so anxious that I should go in again ?” he asked.

The bloog rushed to her face, suffusing even her neck and fore-
head, as she dropped her eyes, evidently greatly embarrassed by
the question. After a moment's pause she raised her eyes with a
frightened look, and said, while the glow deepened upon her cheek :

I don’t like to be by myself while Rs is in the house”.

It would not be easy to analyze the emotions which this reply shot
a8 it were into the heait of Brian Purcell. Admiration and affection
for her were mingled with shame and remorse for having doubted her

ness and virtue even for an instant.

“ You know, Bally”, said he, ¢ that I would risk my life to save you
from insult or injury. But there is no danger of one or the other
now. There is one near enough to protect you. And, Sally, I will
confess to you that I wish to avoid a quarrel with this worthy landlord
of yours; you saw how he attempted to kick my dog a while ago”.

% That's true, sir”, said she. “1I forgot that; 't is better for you to
go away”. And she returned to the house with slow and reluctant
steps.

¢ Shame upon me”, exclaimed Brian Purcell as he wended his way
homewards. “Shame upon me for that unworthy thought. The rill
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that ripples over these rocks is not more pure than the heart within that
graceful form, nor are the rocks more firm than its virtue”.

Connor Shea saw his landlord pass the little window frowning
savagely. He heard him mutter to himself—“T1l see you tame
enough yet”.

When Sally Cavanagh saw her husband coming out of the little
rcom, she turned pale, and covered her face with her hands.

“ Why, Sally, what’s the matter now ?” said he, trying good-
humouredly to remove her hands. ¢ Don’t you know he goes on that
way with every woman he meets ?”

Oh! he did not know what a martyrdom she was enduring, and how
hard was the struggle to keep down that proud, true heart of hers. He
did not know that it was the dread of his discovering this, and felling
her tormentor to the earth on the instant, that made her cheek blanch
when she saw him coming out of the room.

¢ Sally”, said he, in a grave tone, “ maybe you think it was watching
you I was”.

“Oh, no, no, Connor”, she hastily replied; ‘“but what would
become of us an’ the childhre, if we did anything to turn him against
us ?”

But oh! the agony she suffered, trying to keep that proud, true
heart from openly revolting against the insulting persecution !

Connor gazed on her with a sort of admiring astonishment at her
forethought and anxiety for their welfare. ¢ The not & wan of me can
help laughin’ ”, said he,  when I remimber how they used to say to me,
¢ She ’s too wild and foolish for you, Connor ; take a friend’s advice an’
marry a studdy, sinsible girl’”.

% An’ 80 I was wild an’ foolish afore I met wid you”.

¢ But I must finish cuttin’ that spot o’ hay. An’ as this is a half
day, when the childhre come from school, do ye all come out an’
give it a turn. I’d like to have it in grass-cocks, to-morrow being
Sunday”.

A few minutes after this Connor Shea’s voice might have been
beard, while he whetted his scythe, rolling up the mountain as he gave
melodious utterance to the history of a farmer’s daughter,

“ Whose parents died, and willed her five hundred pounds in goold”.

And in the evening it was a pleasant sight to see the manly peasant,
the week’s toil over, with his infant in his arms, followed by his
wife and his other children, slowly returning from the meadow to
their happy though humble home.
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CHAPTER II.

We feel prompted to begin this chapter with one or two anecdotes
which have little or no business in it. Yet they may help to illustrate
—better, perhaps, than a long description—the character of our humble
heroine. Perhaps, too, we wish to delay for a little while the sad, sad
story of the doom that befel her.

The Protestant clergyman, the Rev. Robert Stephens, was quite
an admirer of Sally Cavanagh’s. He was wont to tell how, the first
Sunday after his arrival in the parish, he was leisurely walking from
the glebe to the church, when a young countrywoman tripped lightly
by him. He quickened his pace in order to get into conversation
with her.

“ Grood morning”, said his reverence.

¢ Good morrow kindly, sir”, said the young woman.

“ What a musical voice”, thought Mr. Stephens; ‘and, by Jove,
that foot might serve as a model for a statuary.”

* Why are you in sach a hurry ?” he inquired aloud.

¢ Because I ’'m afraid I’ll be too late for Mass, sir”.

¢ Oh, don't fear that ; sure I’m the priest of the parish”.

I may take my time so, sir”, said she, but without slackening her pace.

As they went on in this way, Mr. Stephens called her attention
to a very ill-favoured old goat lying by the roadside.

¢ Now, look at that old rascal”, said he; ¢ hasn’t he the look of
arogue? Wouldn’t he remind you of the parson ?”

¢ O, sir”, said Sally Cavanagh, pushing back the hood of her cloak
from one side, and surveying her questioner from head to foot, while
a look of indescribable merriment lighted up her whole face—¢ Oh,
sir, don’t compare the blessed little baste to the ugly ould haythen”.

The flash of her white teeth, and the fun that danced in her dark,
lustrous eye gave such point to the repartee, that the good-humoured
parson went off in an uncontrollable fit of laughter, which exploded
again and again, as he attempted to repeat the story to his wife, who
overtook him before he reached the church. In fact, the Rev. Robert
Stephens had considerable difficulty in assuming a look of decorous
gravity as he presented himself for the first time befure his new con-
gregation. That was the way Sally Cavanagh first attracted the
notice of the parson. And we must say that few among those who
knew her were more shocked or more grieved at her misfortunes than
the Rev. Mr. Stephens and his kind-hearted lady. We believe, if
they had learned the circumstances of her case in time, they would
have endeavoured, as far as in them lay, to save her from a fate worse
than death. .

A widely different, but still characteristic incident won her the regard
of the priest, Father O’Gorman.

Connor Shea’s mother was a helpless invalid for several years before
his marriage.
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% Wisha, Connor”, she would say, “is it going to marry that mad
thing you are 7”

“ “;a.it till you know her betther, mother”.

“She ’s a droll crather, Connor, an’’d make any one get fond of
her”, the old woman would continue, brightening into good humour at
the recollection of Sally Cavanagh’s light-hearted disposition, and what
Connor used to call ¢ her ways of goin’ on”.

One morning, a short time after Connor Shea’s marriage, his mother
was sitting by the fire, propped up by pillows, which Sally’s careful
hands had placed around her. Sally noticed the old woman’s head fall
helplessly to one side, and on hurrying with a cry to her assistance, she
saw that the hand of death was upon her. The poor young woman
clasped her hands together in an agony of grief und terror. * Thank
God”, she exclaimed as a sudden thought struck her; “ the station is
at Mr. Reilly’s to-day, an’ maybe ’t is not too late yet”.

She hurried from the house, and was about ruuning down the
narrow bye-road when she caught sight of a horseman, who was just
after passing along the public road. She scrambled over the fence,
and crossing & field diagonally, with the speed of a frightened hare,
flung herself over another high fence, and stood panting before the
astonished horseman.

“ My mother-in-law is dyin’, sir”, she exclaimed, catching hold
of the bridle. :

% Well”, said Father O'Gorman, who knew from experience how
often the priest is hurried away at all hours of the day and night,
to attend ‘“sick calls”, when there is no danger of death—¢ Well”,
said he, * the other priest is over at Mr. Reilly’s, and it won’t take you
more than ten minutes to run over by the weir for him”.

It might be too late, sir”, she pleaded.

“But I can’t go with you; I’m going to celebrate Mass down
near the Clodagh, and I have not 4 moment to lose”.

The big tears stood in her eyes as she fixed them on the priest, and
though he had gathered up the reins with the intention of pursuing
his way to the Clodagh, he hesitated when he saw the effect his words
had upon her. She was so stunned that though her lips moved to
supplicate him, she could not utter a word.

“ Well, 1'll go with you”, said Father O°Gorman.

He was obliged to put his horse to a smart trot to keep up with her
till they reached the house.

¢ Where is the sick woman ?” asked the priest, as he crossed the
threshold. ‘

Sally Cavanagh pointed to her mother-in-law in mute amazement.
If the old lady was at that moment flying up the chimney, mounted
upon the broom, her daughter-in-law’s astonishment could scarcely be
greater. The priest looked angrily at poor Sally, who kept her eyes
steadily fixed upon the old woman all the time, and was hastily striding
out of the house, when she flung herself on her knees before him.
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¢ No matter, sir”, said she, ¢ what I told you is the truth”.

« Are you ill, ma’am ?” he inquired of the old woman,

¢ O-yah-wisha! no, your reverence”, was her reply ; * but that poor
fool 'd think I 'd be goin’ to be off if on’y a blast o’ wind got at me”.

% You 're a very bold woman”, exclaimed Father O’Gorman, turning
to Sally, and losing all patience. The fact was, old Mrs. Shea was
occupied in * mashing” a roasted potato upon a plate, while a ¢ print”
of butter on a smaller plate showed the priest that she was engaged in
making ¢ pandy”, with a view to breakfast. Sally Cavanagh drew her
breath hard, and clenched her teeth like one preparing for some
desperate struggle. Steadily, and almost noiselessly, she closed the
door, locked it, and put the key in her pocket. But when she turned
round and confronted the justly-offended clergyman, he saw by the
death-like paleness of her face how much the daring act had cost her.

“If you saw her a while ago, sir”, she said, * you ’d believe me”.

The intense earnestness of her voice, and the imploring anguish of
her look, subdued the good priest and led him captive again. On
looking more closely at the old woman he saw how really feeble che was.

% Well”, said he, ¢ get her into her bed, and in the name of God 1
will prepare her”.

Sally, lifting the poor old woman in her-arms tenderly, as if she were
an iofant, carried her to her room, and placed her in bed.

¢ Sally”, said Mrs. Shea throwing her withered arms round her
daughter-in-law’s neck, ¢ 1 believe, after all, I am going. God’s will
be done! Send Father Gorman in now; and my blessing, and the
blessing of Heaven, be with you, Sally, a vourneen-machree”.

While the priest was administering the last rites of the Church to
the old woman, Sally returned to the kitchen and remained upon her
knees praying. She hurried into the room the moment the priest
came out.

“ How do you feel now, mother 7"

There was no reply.

She looked closely into the worn features, placed her hand over the
open mouth, and, as if obeying some sudden impulse, hurried out and
laid her hand upon the priest’s arm. He was trying to open the door
which she had locked, and the good man appeared quite bewildered,
not to say frightened, at the idea that she was again going to make a
prisoner of him.

¢ She's dead, sir !” :

¢ What |—dead ?” exclaimed the priest, in astonishment. He has-
tened to the bed-side of the old woman, and saw that she had indeed
gone to a better world, apparently the very moment after he had ad-
ministered the last sacrament to her. It was now Father O'Gorman’s
turn to be agitated, while Sally was quite calm and collected. He
stared at her for a moment as if she were something supernatural, and
then holding her by both hands, he said, with visible emotion, * You

are & good woman : may God bless you”, She heard her husband’s -
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step approaching the house and hastened out to meet him. There was
something wonderfully expressive in Sally Cavanagh’s features. They
reflected her thoughts as a clear lake reflects the sky.

“ My mother is dead”, said Connor Shea, before she had time to
speak to bim.

The poor fellow’s heart became as heavy as lead as he sorrowfully re-
murkedl:‘:? Ax’ she went unknown to us as long as we wor watchin’ her”.

¢ She got the priest, Connor”, exclaimed his wife, throwing her arms
round his neck, and looking into his face, as if the sight of his grief
was agony to her. '

¢ Yes”, said Father O’Gorman, ‘ and she is to be thanked for that.
You have a good wife, Connor, and I hope you 'll always love and re-
spect her, for she deserves it. I ’ll come over and say Mass for you
to-morrow morning”,

Father O’Gorman had gone several yards away before Connor could
call out, ¢ Thank your reverence”, after him. Then as the dark thought
that his mother * died without the priest” was removed from his mind,
and his eye met the upturned face of his noble-hearted wife, so full of
love and trust and sympathy, Connor Shea’s broad chest heaved, and
his eyes moistened, as, tenderly pressing her head against his heart, he
said, “ Would I doubt you, Sally ?”

That was all Connor Shea said.

Would that we could linger over the happy years they spent under
the thatched roof of the little white house at the foot of the mountain.
But we must not shrink from the task we have undertaken, though

its execution will cost us many a sore pang. .

CHAPTER III

My heart is broke, Mr. Brian”, said Connor Shea.

He spoke in a hoarse, hollow voice, while his worn, haggard aspect
gave a fearful significance to his words.

% Good God, Connor, how changed you are ; and in so short a time !”

# No wonder for me to be changed. I worked like a galley slave. I
wore the flesh off my bones. I let my little family go in rags, ay, an’
half-starved ’em, but it was no use: I was back a few pounds in the rint”.

¢« And why did n’t you apply to me, Connor? Didn’t you know I 'd
lend you a few pounds, even if I was obliged to borrow it 7”.

% You done too much before for me”, said Connor Shea ; * an’ besides
I saw ne chance of paying it back. He was determined to hunt me
as well as the rest, an’ sure the wonder is why he spared me when he
was clearin’ ’em all off™.

1 ’m after bein’ down through the county Kerry”, he continued,
¢ jobbin’ on a few cows. I never went through such hardship as I did
for the last three weeks, travellin’ from wan fair to another, strivin’ to
make up what I was short in the rint. I have it now, and what I
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called in for before I go over to the hall, is to axe your advice, whether
I ought to give it to him”. .

I cannot venture to advise you, one way or the other”, replied
Brian.

¢ I know myself ’t is to America I ought to go, but I have n't the
courage to take them five young crathers to a strange counthry—not
knowing what might be afore ’em, an’ Sally isnt the stout able woman
she was either”.

T is a hard case, Connor, and I wish to Heaven it was in my power
to help you”.

“I’ll go and pay this gale any way”, said Connor Shea, after
some deliberation, ¢ though I 'm afeerd the poor-house ’ill be the end
of it”.

He went directly and presented himself in the landlord’s office.

“ Well, Shea, { hope my indulgence has not been thrown away on
you—have you the rent ?” asked Mr. Oliver Grindem.

¢ 1 have it, sir”, replied Connor Shea, and he sighed deeply as he
untwisted a faded calico bag and took a bundle of crumpled notes
from it.

¢ Four pounds more, Connor |”

¢ Why, sir, isn’t that the half-year’s rint to the penny ?”

¢ Yes, Connor, but the costs—four pounds to pay the bailiffs”.

“ What bailiffs ?” inquired Connor, looking aghast.

“ Why the bailiffs I‘}md taking care of your haggard while you were
from home”, and Mr. Oliver Grindem rubbed his huge yellow hand
over his flabby face, and turned his red eyes towards the ceiling.

Connor Shea was literally staggered by this unlooked-for blow. He
grasped the back of a chair for support with one hand, while he
stretched out the other, and, gasping for breath, exclaimed :

“ Give me back the money, an’ well give up, an’ go to America”.

Mzr. Grindem sneered coldly. ¢ Pray, Mr. Shea”, he said, ¢ do you
see any sign of a fool about me this morning ?”

“The pueates are blighted”, said Connor Shea, as if in soliloquy ;
“ we have nothing to live on but the oats, If that’s tuken, they’ll *
atarve—starve”, he repeated, while the muscles of his mouth wor{ed
convulsively as he fixed his gaze upon Grindem in a way which caused
the worthy magistrate to tap in a peculiar manner upon the desk. Im-
nl:edintely a ruffianly-looking member of the Crowbar Brigade entered
the office.

“ May God direct me what to do”, exclaimed Connor Shea, as he
moved towards the door. He paused for a moment, and struck his
hand vi olently against his forehead.

“ Give me back three pounds o’ the money”, said he, *“ and say you ’ll
lave ’em the couple uv stacks uv oats to get over the winther, an’ I'll
go myself to America, an’ thry an’ sind for ’em comin’ on spring”.

A smile—no it was not a smile—a grin of triumph agitated the
heavy, brutal features of Mr, Oliver Grindem as be handed the sum
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required to his victim, and said: ¢ Ve? well, Shea, let it be so; I
really think it is the best thing you can do, and I'll be glad to hear of
your success”.

CHAPTER IV.

% Oh! what harm if we were together—if we were all together, if it
was to the poorhouse or to the grave itself, I ’d be satisfied”, sobbed
Sally Cavanagh, as she clung to her husband.

“ Have courage, Sally; be brave as you always wor, an’ with God’s
blessin’ ’t will be all for the best. An’ now God be with you, Sally,
a gra gal mocroidhe /” and as he uttered the endearing phrase, he bent
fondly over her, while his voice assumed a tone of such melting soft-
ness that it fell upon her heart like an echo of their bridal day, for they
were the very words that thrilled her with a strange ecstasy when she
first entered his home & proud and happy bride. She hid her face in
his bosom while her heart swelled almost to bursting. The children
crowded round him crying piteously: “ Oh! father, father, are you
goin’ away from us?” O Sally, O childher, childher, will ye
break yer father's heart ?”” he sobbed, as he took them one by one in
his arms and kissed them ; and the strong man’s tears fell like rain
upon the faces of the little ones.

Some of the neighbours interposed and tore away the heart-broken
wife and weeping children by main force ; and Connor Shea staggered
like a drunken man out of the house, supported by the arm of Brian
Purcell.

Their way lay round a wood that skirted part of the mountain. When
they reached the corner of the wood which was to shut out the last
glimpee of the valley, Connor Shea paused. * Yes, there it is”, he
said, looking towards his own hcuse, ‘ lonesome enough now, though
there was & day, and I wouldn ’t change it for a palace; an’ there’s a
black heart in it that was a bright heart wance”. He gazed in silence
for some minutes, the working of his face telling too plainly the agony
be suffered. He knelt down with his face against a rock and prayed.
He rose from his knees with a look of calm resignation. For one
moment a dark frown gathered on his brow as his eye caught the
glimmer of carriage lamps which went flashing through the trees along
the avenue of Grindem Hall

% There ’s a great ball there to-night”, he muttered.

¢ Come, Connor, let us be moving”, said Brian.

He made no reply. He was wrestling with a dark thought which
he fancied he had for ever driven from his heart, but which at that
moment came back to renew the assault with the strength of a legion
of fiends. He thrust his hand into his breast as if in search of some-
thing. “’T is all right”, said he at last, * all right. 1 was afeard I lost
the Agnus Dei Mrs. James gave me. We may as well be goin’ now, Mr.
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Brian”, and giving one more look at the little white house, they turned
the corner of the wood and proceeded on their way in silence. They
soon came up with a crowd of other emigrants and their friends who
were awaiting Connor Shea’s arrival at the finger-post which was the
place of rendezvous agreed upon.

¢ Farewell | old friend”, said Brian Purcell, holding out his hand with
a full heart. Connor Shea did not take the proffered hand ; but fling-
ing his arm round the young man’s shoulders, he strained him to his
breast. Brian stood alone in the mild moonlight leaning against the
finger-post. Though winter, the night was calm and even warm. The
road, which led through a gap in the mountain, was overhung on one
side by large rocks which rose up abruptly, as if nature intended them
to keep the wood from sliding from its place, and tumbling down the
precipice at the opposite side into the valley. We need hardly say
that the finger-post stood where two roads met at an acute angle, one
¢ the mail-coach road”, skirting the mountain towards the east, and the
other leading directly from the heart of the secluded valley. Here
Brian Purcell stood, watching the cars laden with the outcast children
of Erin as they toiled wearily up the hill through the gap ; and wail
after wail of agony, as if hearts were rent asunder, was borne upon the
breeze, as friend after friend turned back after bidding a last farewell.

At this moment the last vehicle in the melancholy procession stopped
opposite the finger-post. It was a donkey’s cart in which were an old
woman and two young children, her grandchildren, whose father had
¢ sent for them”. Donkeys are not proverbially quick in obeying the
rein. The little boy who guided this one, though he pulled with might
and main and with both hands, was not able to get out of the middle
of the road fast enough. A carriage whirled up the road ; there was
a crash; a wheel rolled away from the donkey’s cart, and the poor old
woman and her grandchildren tumbled after it.

% Why don’t you go on ?” was the impatient exclamation heard from
the carriage in a clear and even musical voice, but totally void of that
sweetness of tone which is such an ¢ excellent thing in a woman”., The
coachman, seeing the mischief he had done, hesitated, and wished to
help in remedying it. The glass of the carriage was pulled down by a
jewelled hand, and a young lady with shoulders and arms bare leant
forward.

“ You horrid old woman”, exclaimed the clear, but not sweet voice,
“ why didn’t you keep your nasty old cart out of the way ?”

Brian advanced from the shadow of the finger-post, with the inten-
tion of assisting the poor wayfarers. He stood ¢o close to the lady
that she might have touched him with her hand. Their eyes met, and
the stare of astonishment with which she at first regarded him, gave
place to one partly of shame and partly of pain, as she drew back and
leant her head against the soft lining of the carriage.

Brian set about putting the donkey's cart to rights with his own
hands. But as he did so he breathed hard and mentally exclaimed,
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¢ Good heavens | how a woman’s nature can be changed! Ihaveseen
those eyes fill with tears at the sight of distress. I have heard that
voice become tremulous as it whispered kindly words into the ear of
wretchedness”. He was cut short by the old woman who had just
found the linchpin which she had been groping for. ¢ The Lord bless
you, Mr. Purcell”, she exclaimed, ¢ sure’t is to lose our passage we
would on’y for you. An’ He will bless you an’ reward you, for you
wor always ready wud a helpin’ hand for the poor”.

Here Brian noticed for the first time a little boy who quite in a manly
way was helping to ¢ tackle” the ass, and who had just inquired of
the boy who was driving ‘“how many links he was to hang in the
draught ?” Brian could not help smiling at the figure the little fellow
cut. His outer garment was a man’s waistcoat which reached to the
calves of his sturdy little legs. A huge felt hat hung crosswise on his
poll, and seemed every moment to threaten to fall down over his face
and extinguish him. He held a formidable ¢ blackthorn” under his
arm, which, having completed the ¢ tackling” process, he was about
applying to the donkey’s back to make him pull out of the way for the

iage to pass, when Brian laid hold of him by the shoulders.

“ lg”eddy", said he, in astonishment, ¢ what on earth brought you
here

¢ Goin’ to America, sir”, replied the boy, half frightened, but reso-
lutely.

 But Ned, my man, what will your poor mother do ?”

The boy’s lip trembled as he replied : * Hasn't she Norah, an’ Tom,
an’ Corney, an’ Willie ?” ’

¢ But you 're the biggest, Ned”.

“1’ll go to America wid my daddy”, exclaimed the buy, retreating
backwards as if he feared Brian thought of compelling him to return
by force. Brian understood the whole case at once. Here was Con-
nor Shea’s eldest son, after stealing away from his mother, resolved to
follow the father that loved him and was so proud of him, and away
from whom the boy thought he could not live even for a month. The
waistcoat and the hat and the formidable blackthorn illustrated poor
Neddy’s notions of equipment for a voyage across the Atlantic. After
a moment’s reflection Brian put his finger to his lips and whistled. In
an instant another whistle as loud and piercing replied from the upper
end of the “gap”. Brian whistled a second time and many mi-
nutes did not elapse when Connor Shea was seen hurrying down the

 What’s the matter ?” he asked, in some anxiety.

Brian pointed to the little boy who stood bolt upright before him.
The father's heart swelled as he looked at him, and turning away his
head he dashed the tears repeatedly from his eyes before he was able
to speak.

“ Now, Neddy”, said he, “ like a good fellow go back with Mr. Pur-
cell. Would n’t you rather stay at home and mind the rest of ’em for
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me till I'm sendin’ for the whole of ye together—when I’ll have the
grand new house built an’ ready an’ all for ye 7”

The boy looked at him in silence for a moment, his face swollen with
the intensity of his emotion. He then rushed to his father, and lock-
ing his arms round his knees, uttered a shriek, so shrill, so piercing,
so fraught with the agony of the young creature’s heart, that both
Brian and his father stood for a moment petrified, not knowing what
to do.

The boy clung convulsively to his father’s legs. The lady in the
carriage forgot the impassiveness upon which she prided herself, and
alighted and stood by Brian Purcell’s side.

“ What am I to do ?” eaid Connor Shea.

¢“Bring him with you”, replied Brian, “and I’ll send over and let
his mother know what has happened the moment I reach home”.

*¢ Come, Neddy”, said Connor, ‘1’1l take Mr. Purcell’s advice, and
let you come with me”. The boy let go his hold, and stood by his side,
sobbing tremulously, but making great efforts to suppress his emotion.

“Do you know me ?” inquired the lady, stooping low, and speaking
into his ear.

¢“No, mam”.

“Do you know that Mr. Purcell is your godfather ?”

¢“T do, mam”.

% And did you never hear who was your godmother ?”

“No, mam”, said the boy, taking courage to look into her face.

The lady remained lost in thought for a while. ¢ Poor Sally”, said
she, half aloud; she never could forgive me”.

When Sally Cavanagh lived with her father, she was a near neigh-
bour and a great favourite of this young lady’s family. And the ad-
miration of the warm-hearted peasant girl was divided between her
and Brian Purcell, who, in her mind, was the flower, the ne plus ultra
of creation. She got them to “stand” for her first child. But when
she discovered that Miss Evans’s extraordinary beauty, together with
a fortunate windfall in the shape of a legacy, had lifted her quite above
the sphere of her young lover, and that, in fact, to speak mildly, she
had given him up, the unsophisticated heart of Sally Cavanagh revolted
against the whole proceeding. It was so opposed to all her precon-.
ceived notions, and to her very nature, that the fickle beauty’s name—
which before was the theme of her praises morning, noon, and night

—was never heard to pass her lips. Which shows how wofully in the

rough poor Sally Cavanagh was, and how sadly ignorant of the world
and its ways.

Miss Evans took out her purse, but recollecting that there was only
a few shillings in it, she put it back again. She drew a ring from her
finger, and placing it in the boy’s hand, she whispered to him to keep
it safe, and when they reached W—— to give it to his father. There
was another hurried leave-taking with Brian; and Connor Shea and
his little son trudged briskly up the hill to overtake the melancholy
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stream, which slowly, but surely, was creeping on to the sea, and grow-
ing as it crept on—for, ever and anon, little tributaries of bruised and
bleeding hearts flowed into and on with it, on to the sea!

The collision with the donkey-cart had broken a bolt of one of the

-springs. What was to be done? The nearest smithy was two
miles off. And it was “ 20 dreadful” to remain in that lonely place till
the smith should arrive. Brian could not do less than suggest that she
could walk to his house, and wait there for the carriage.

“ But, at such an unseasonable hour”, said Miss Evans.

“That consideration need not influence your decision, Miss Evans”,
said Brian, ¢as it happens, our people are stirring by this time ; my
father and sister are going with a visitor to K——, where she must be
before six o’clock to meet the first train”

This decided Miss Evans; she had a great desire to see the visitor.

¢ s your friend, Miss O’Gorman, handsome ?” she inquired.

%1 scarcely can say—but she is very amiable”.

She linked her arm in his, but seeing his lip curl as she did so, with-
drew it quickly, and bowing her head, walked on in silence. He did
her injustice then. It was not coquetry that prompted the act. In
fact, the incidents of the last hour had roused her to feel; and just then
her better nature almost predominated over the calculating worldliness
which was the ruling characteristic of her disposition. At this par-
ticular time she wavered between two suitors. One was the son of a
wealthy tallow-chandler, who had purchased an estate in the neigh-
bourhood, and was ¢ doing” the fox-hunting squire in great style. The
other was a young officer, who would be the heir-at-law of the Grindem
Hall property, if Mr. Oliver Grindem should not marry. That *if”
made Miss Evans pause. If it were not for it, the young officer’s victory
over his rival would be easy.

But certain chords in her heart, which she thought she could control
at will, began to vibrate unbidden, as she walked along that well-
remembered mountain-road, with Brian Purcell for her escort. She
almost feared that if he wooed at that moment he would win. And
were there no chords vibrating unbidden in his heart? If not, why
the compressed lip, and the fixed look, betokening resolution? And
when her shawl slipped from her shoulder, and he essayed to adjust
it, and when she turned round and looked into his eyes, what did she
see in them that caused her pale cheek to flush, and made her press
ber gloved hand over her lips to hide the smile of pleasure and triumph
with which they trembled ?

The family evinced considerable astonishment on seeing Brian at
that hour of the morning, accompanied by one with whom they knew
be had not been familiar for years. His sister, Kate, looked troubled
too; but his quiet manner of explaining the matter set her at rest.
Miss O’Gorman felt quite agitated, and shrank before the penetrating
look which the cold, haughty beauty fixed upon her.

“ How lonely we’ll all be after you, Fanny”, said Brian, regarding
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the graceful little figure, cosily wrapped up for travelling, with a look
of affectionate regret.

Fanny’s soft eyes filled with tears, as she tried to say cheerfully:
“You know I’m to come soon again”. But little Fanny’s tears fell
down her rounded cheeks for all that.

Miss Evans glanced quickly from one to the other. She moved her
chair with an impatient jerk as she fancied that Brian had observed
ber ; and nathless the scornful curl of her lip, disclosing the ivory-
white teeth, there was a shadow on her brow as she gazed into the
crackling wood fire with that peculiar look betokening deep thought.
8o absorbed was she that Fanny and Miss Purcell had left the room to
see to a refractory travelling-bag that would not shut, without her being
aware of their absence. On discovering that she was alone with Brian
Purcell, Miss Evans cast one hurried glance around, and rose to her
feet. Brian had been standing all the time, with his arms folded.

* Brian |”

He started ; for the voice, and the look that accompanied it, were
exactly what they used to be. 8he needed no verbal assurance that he
was attending to her. '

¢“Am I forgiven ?” she asked.

¢ Yes”, he replied, * of course—that is, if there was anything to for-
give”.

¢ But—but—may we not meet as we used to do ?—as in old times ?*

Oh! that rosy smile, and the fond look, quickly veiled by the
drooping lids! And, oh! the plaintive music, in which she uttered
the heart-swelling words, “old times”! Brian wavered irresolutely ;
but just then the door opened, and he answered “ No”. Miss Evans
turned quickly towards the door, and the tearful eyes of Fanny O’Gor-
man met her’s. At that moment it was announced that the i
was ready, and Miss Evans was hastily leaving without saying  Good
bye” to any one. Fanny moved aside to let her pass, but she stopped,
and held out her hand, Fanny placed her’sin it, and the queenly beauty
drew the shrinking little maiden towards her, and stooping, kissed her
cheek. Before Fanny had recovered from her surprise the carriage
was whirling at a rapid pace along the avenue.

¢ Good bye, Brian"..

% Good bye, dear little Fanny, and don’t forget Christmas”.

He pressed her hand, and was securing the rug about her feet when
his father jerked the reins impatiently, touched the horse with the
whip, and they were gone. Brian did feel lonely; but after which
vehicle did his thoughts go ashe watched the moon going down behind
the mountain # Fortunately, he just then remembered his promise to
Connor Shea, and ordered his horse to be saddled at daybreak that no
time might be lost. He would ride over himself and inform Sally
Cavanagh of little Neddy’s departure for America, and endeavour
to assure her (as Connor begged he would) that, ¢ with the help of
God, it was all for the best”.



1864.) CROSSING THE SPANISH FRONTIRR. 17

Reflecting upon this changed the current of his thoughts. They
turned neither to the right nor to the left of the finger-post to follow
the faithless idol of his youth or the gentle little maiden whom, some-
thing whispered to him, he had not prized at her real worth, but up
the Gap, and on with that sorrowful cavalcade, on to the sea. He
pondered over the dismal theme—the Exodus of the Gael—deeply and
long. And nothing but trust in an all-wise Providence enabled Brian
Purecell to avoid the conclusion that we were a doomed race.

[To BE coNTINUED.]

———————

CROSSING THE SPANISH FRONTIER.

In the afternoon of a certain day, in the early part of the month of
February, 1860, I took my seat in the diligence which leaves Bayonne
for San Sebastian. The place which I occupied was a corner one in
the front coupé, which, as the reader may know, is the most comfortable"
he can get in these huge coaches. These seats, of which there are but
two, are greatly prized, and even the French, who are the most polite
people in the world, will not scruple to give you a little push aside in
order to get before you, muttering the word * pardon”. However, I
obtained the cherished seat, neither by a scramble, nor even by a
maneuvre on this occasion, but simply because there were no other
passengers intending to travel in the coupé. My fellow travellers all
preferred, and no doubt very wisely, a little domestic economy, at the
expense of having their neighbour’s knees run into theirs, and serving
at the same time as a great bulwark to prevent their own extension.

I was alone, as I have said, and could at my ease loll, and change
from one corner to the other, just asIliked. I did not, as I sometimes
do when travelling, sleep, but I remained awake, and my mind went
busy with thoughts—thoughts which I can still recall with the same
freshness as if they had been but yesterday.

I remember the day well. It was one of those beantiful days which
are not uncommon during the winter in the South of France. It had
frozen the night before, and a hard frost still lay on the ground. The
sky was cloudless, and presented one vast canopy of blue without even
a speck of white. Yet, notwithstanding the cold of the air, for it was
cold, the sun made me feel very warm when I came in immediate con-
tact with his rays. It sent a thrill of heat through me, which I
would have considered hot, had it been a summer sun in Ireland. .

One of the earliest and fondest wishes of my yocuth was about to be
realized. I was to see Spain, I was to tread its soil, I was to mingle
with its peoples I had often built castles in the air about visiting
Spain. They had faded away and come again so frequently, that 1
could hardly believe the fact that my visit to Spain was now to be a
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reality. I had always entertained for the Spaniards feelings unlike
those I entertain for any other European people. The French, the
Italians, the Germans, all belong to our day. Theirideas are moulded
in the groove of our present European thought ; but Spain, the country
which I was on the verge of entering, how different sheis ; how unlike
the other nations of Europe !

Washington Irving, in one of those charming and beautiful pencil-
lings which have made his Sketch Book so much admired, graphically
describes the sea voyage from America to Europe, as affording time
for reflecting on the dissimilar condition and history of the new world
from the old. ¢ It was like”, he says, *closing one volume, and you
had time to reflect on what you had read before opening the second”.

But in passing from France to Spain, thisis not co. The boundaries
which separate the two countries are not the work of nature. They
have been sought for and set up by man. In a geographical sense is it
not the same? Geologically speaking, is it not the same creation, the
same mountains and woods, the same climate; yet one step over a
little river, and even in most places not even that—a stick or a stone
must suffice where they bave nothing better—one step, and you are in
a different country.

Whilst rolling along in the diligence, getting nearer and nearer the
frontier, the different character, history, and destiny of these two coun-
tries rose up visibly to my mind. ’ghere was France, from which I
was hurrying away as fast as the horses would carry me, erect and
strong in her second empire—foremost in thought, and leader of the new
democracy, which, as the Count de Montalembert says, exists in half
Europe to-day, and will exist in the other half to-morrow. Her
modern history has not only been illustrated by the greatest political
events of our time, but it is adorned by some of the greatest geniuses

_the world has ever seen. Original thinkers, philosophers, historians,
poets, statesmen, painters, sculptors, composers, all are there. The
members of the Institute of France passed through my mind’s eye,
and I pictured to myself the varied talents and geniuses brought to-
gether in one great valhalla,

As each of these great men passed before my mind’s eye, from
M. Frangois Guizot to the then latest elected member of the Academy,
the Dominican friar Lacordaire, the image of each was associated with
what he had done and what he had achieved in the path of knowledge.
What a picture these venerable heads would make! I could hardly
help from exclaiming, “The pencil of Raphael or of Michael Angelo
shall not hand their names down to us; but they have given to us, by
their own intellects, treasures of far greater value—treasures of wisdom,
which speak to thousands of hearts and minds, which are circulated
among the nations of the Earth, and which shall be read with profit
and delight by generations yet unborn”. '

The beautiful cultivation of the country and the comfortable look
of the peasantry, greeted my eye as I passed along. “There”, said
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I, ¢ this country is not like Normandy or Touraine. The people do not
resemble the Normans or the Tourainese in features or even in com-
plexion, yet the country looks tilled like those of the northern provinces,
and the peasants look happy like them, busy and gay, cheerful and
occupied ; and there is a true French air about them and their country.
‘What is the reason of all this? Are they not different races and dif-
ferent people? Yes they are, but I thought of a reason. The Great
Revolution passed before me—not the horrors or the massacres, but the
changes which it brought about in France.

France is the only European nation in which the separate laws of a
heterogeneous people have passed away and are forgotten. If they
recollect them at all, they look upon them in the same light as the
geologist looks on the fossils of the mammoth and the megatherium.
“These animals”, say the geologists, ¢ were well in their generation.
They answered wise purposes, no doubt, before the flood went over this
planet and banished them from off its face. But if, after man hud made
his appearance on this world, they were to have cropped up again,
poor mankind would not be so far advanced as he now is, for how could
he have progressed as he has done, had he to contend with such fright-
ful montrosities ?”” In like manner, say our modern Frenchmen, the
different laws and traditional prejudices peculiar to each province, were
very well in the old time ; but it is well for us that the storm has gone
over our country, and torn up by the roots these old prejudices and
traditions; for had the deluge been less great, they would have found
some resting-place, and when the waters had abated, they would have
all come out again fresher than ever, to attack with renewed vigour the
newly forming opinion of the French mind. The flood had gone over
France, and she has emerged out of it, a new people with a new destiny.
The great code which the genius of the first Napoleon had built up,
has reached from Flanders to the Pyrenees, from Brittany to Marseilles,
and is respected by the various races which compose France. The
universal character of her institutions, the same government, the same
education, all in activity throughout the great empire, tend to bring
together the various tints and hues of her people, and combine them in
one harmonious whole.

What a contrast all this was, from the condition of the country I was
entering! In Spain there exists not alone the shadow, but the real life
of the middle ages. She has decayed and fallen away from the splendid
place she once held in Europe ; her nume, which was once great and
respected among the nations of the world, no longer heard. The geniuses
who illustrated her glory in literature,in the arts, in the talent of
government and science of war, have left no successors. While other
nations have advanced in legislation, she retains the same cumbrous
machinery of government which she possessed centuries ago. Each
province is possessed of its peculiar character and its old laws, its jea-
lousies, and its absurd notions of things without. An unhealthy chill,

that some have thought the forerunner of death, has gathered about her
23
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faculties, notwithstanding the exertions and energies of many able
men to arvuse her into consciousness of her life and strength.

My thoughts were brought to an abrupt conclusion, the diligence
having entered Irun. Irun is a frontier town; part of it belongs to
Spain, the other part to France. It is remarkable for no architectural
beauty, or for anything I could see. We stopped at the French side
of the bridge over the little stream which divides the two countries,
when a French gendarme opened the door of the diligence and exa-
mined my passport. We passed slowly over to the other side of the
river, when two Spanish gendarmes looked at it again, and having
ascertained it was all right, allowed us to proceed. We did not go
more than a few paces when we came to a halt at the custom-house.
Here I bad to go through the interesting ordeal of opening my port-
manteau, and becoming a spectator to a custom-house officer rummaging
and tossing my clothes upside down. There was no help for this, so
I bore it all with the patience of a philosopher.

When at length we were permitted to proceed on our journey, and
the diligence had left the straggling frontier town, I took a coup d’oeil
of the country which lay before me. I was forcibly struck by the dif-
ference it presented from that of the country on the French side of the
river. The natural features were, as I have said, the same; but I
was no longer in a highly-cultivated region. I saw no longer the
neatness and cleanliness which accompany husbandry in France, and
which make one feel so pleased with himself and his neighbour when
travelling. Everything I saw seemed old-fashioned and out of date,
and wore such an untidy appearance, that there would be no difficulty
in imagining that the people had neither interest nor taste in impro-
ving, but were satisfied with what nature had bestowed and what their
ancestors had established.

The scenery, had I not seen the more beautifal parts of the Pyre-
nees, I might have considered very handsome, and as it was, I could
not help being struck by the multitude and variety of hills, which
seemed to be endless. They presented, as in nature abounds, various
shapes and characters. Some were all wooded up to the top; others
were all covered with grass; and others again were of a barren and
rocky description. :

I passed through several little villages, and I felt curious to remark
their peculiarities as well as I could in the hurried glance which the
speed of the diligence allowed me. Some dozen houses composed them,
of which the greater part were very small, inhabited, I supposed, by
the farm labourers; others, large square stone houses, of one story, in
which the comfortable farmers, and perhaps small landowers lived.
There is not so much accommodation in them as might be imagined
from their exterior, for a foreigner would never suppose that the
ground floor is used as stabling for horses and mules, and as housing
for goats and cattle. But so they are, and this custom is not only
general in the country, but even is of no uncommon existence in the
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handsome residences in the city, where some of the oldest nobility
reside.

The inhabitants are the same race as the people on the other side of
the river. They speak the Basque language in common—that strange
tongue which is not akin to any in Europe, the origin of which has,
as well as the people, puzzled so many antiquariuns.

The Spanish Basques have, of course, peculiarities which have arisen
from the different civilization under which they have lived, and which
have imbued them with opposite feelings and sentiments, but their
general characteristics are the same.

As we passed on through the different villages, on to San Sebastian,
the villagers crowded out to see us—the men in their flaming red shirts
and blue caps, the women with their black tressés, woven into a long
plait behind. Evening closed round us as we journeyed on through the
mountains, I could hear the song of the herd and the tinkling bell of
his flock, on their way homewards. It was a sound suggestive of peace
and rest ; so, muffling myself up in my travelling cloak, I endeavoured
to combat the fatigue of travelling by sleep.

—_————
A VISIT FROM MY MUSE.

As I sate in a mournful muse of care
By the moonlit door one autumn night,
Who should I see in the ivy there
But the delicate shape of a friendly Sprite,
‘Who, laughing mellowly, hopped anear,
And said, as she gently pulled my ear,
*What ! dreaming still on griefs and wrongs,
‘When you should be shaping autumn sungs
And moulding many a theme sublime ?—
Come in with me,
And let me see
‘What you have been doing this long, long time”.

Then into the dusky room we went,
‘Where, near the casement glimmering blue,
The leafy fire dozed low, and sent
Its perfumed pillar up into the flue.
Scarcely then was the old lamp lit,
Amid the volumes of thought and wit,
When: ¢ Yes, ’t is just as I feared”, she cried,
As she sate on & poem by my side,
¢ Though time has traced in the orchard near
The golden hours
On fruit and flowers, )
You ’ve idled away the good bright year”.



22

A VISIT FROM MY MUSE. (July,

Then first with a gleamy hand she oped
A roll of manuscript written clear,
Scann’d it, and cried, T is more than I hoped:
You ’ve turned your heart to music here ;
In twenty love songs breathing bliss
In lines that rhyme like kiss to kiss,—
Some gay, some glowed with passion’s heat,
And vibrating like pulses sweet.
Thanks, thanks for this labour of love, my son,
But say, whose the eyes
That waked those sighs?
Come, tell me the name of the darling one”.

Laughing, I pointed through the pane
To the rose-roofed cot in the little vale,
Where an August drift of moonlit rain
Tenderly passed on the perfumed gale.
¢ Muse, to paint beauty, one must love,
And the bard must be moved, if he would move.
That well thou deemest of this wine
It glads me, but, for the lovely vine
From which my fancy drew delight”—
Here archly wild,
The little muse smiled,
And carolled, “I ’°ll visit her dreams to-night,

And murmur mellowly in her ear
The lines in which her lip and cheek,
With its dimple ripple, are painted clear
As the pouting cherry or scarlet streak
In the daisy’s heart, and the young blue day
Of her gentle eyes. But say, bard, say
‘Whether thou ’st lived in darling dreams
Alone, or risen to grander themes ?”
% That I in storm no less can sail,
Than sunshine, muse,
This scroll peruse
And say how runs my chivalric tale”.

Then turned she over a page or two
Of tournament gay and combat dread,
Glanced at my knights in armour blue,
My love bowers, banquets, and fields of dead —
When a distant sound of music rare
Came streaming along the starry air.
¢ Hark | knowest thou not”, she cried, “ yon strain?
'T is the shaping dream of a poet brain,
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Who thus evokes my sovereign aid,
Now adieu till day”—
And swift away
She flew to her task o’er the dusky glade.

SONG.

Make my tomb beneath a vine,

On it place a cup of wine,

That the pilgrim passing there,

With me still a cup may s

When the vale is hushed in rest,

And baccant purple glows the west ;

Grave a verse upon the stone,

Ere with leaves ’t is overgrown,

¢ All he loved beneath the sky

Was mirth, and song, and liberty”.

But let no companion mourn

Q’er the poet’s silent heart,

While on the earth of which his part
The grape shall glow, the stars shall burn.

Mistress mine, come in the morn,

Thy jet locks crowned with golden corn,

And musing o’er our love’s sweet years,

Shed a few last radiant tears ;

One for the night beside the sea

When first I met with love and thee;

One for old songs that many an hour

I sang thee in some sunset bower;

And all for love of one that o’er

This old green star shall chaunt no more :—
Then, lest grief thy bosom ache,

Pluck from the bough that o’er me sings

The last glad grape the autumn brings,
And kiss it for a lost lip’s sake.



24 TRAITS OF RICHARD STEELE, KNT. ) [July,

TRAITS OF RICHARD STEELE, KNT.

ThERe is no such being as a thorough ¢ Bohemian” to be found now-
a-days, The species is utterly extinct. It has fallen victim to the
Moloch of modern civilization —to telegraphs, and steam-engines, and
other such scientific inventions.

If we wish for the palmy days of * Bohemianism”, we must go back to
Noll Goldsmith and the ¢ Three Jolly Pigeons” ; we must look at the
“ Gooseberry Fool”, as the bitter Carlyle—taking him at his word—
called him, smoking his yard of clay and drinking small beer at the
Red Lion with gruff Dr. Johnson, and Bozzy, and the rest of them ;
or we must spend a short time with Sterne—not Sterne the ¢ moun-
tebank” and “ sniveller”, as Thackeray has painted him, but as it
appears by an able and accomplished writer of the present day,—Sterne,
the eccentric, whimsical lover of fun and pathos, who could laugh
80, or weep, as the humour moved him, and revel in all manner of
odd pranks and fancies.

The literary men of the present day are staid, sober individuals
—the better for themselves and their belongings. They never get
tipsy over night—never fight with sharp-edged rapiers—never owe bills
—never pink bailiffs—never write love-letters —never dine with noble
lords, who shout out in presence of all the company : ¢ Hang saving,
bring us a ha’porth of cheese”. Those days are gone long since: all
their men are shadows, and all their manners matters of history.

One of the most agreeable writers, and wildest spirits, in those days
of which we write, was “ Dick Steele”, as he was popularly known.

Like Goldsmith, he had many faults of the head, and of the heart so
many virtues that even his errors endeared him to those about him.
He was always sinning and repenting ; getting tipsy over night in a
tavern, and doing penance afterwards in a virtuous essay, wherein he
beats his breast and weeps dismally over the frailties of human nature.
A rigid moralist would deem such a person contemptible ; a charitable
man would separate the dross from the pure ore—think of what was
good and gentle and manly in him, and judge of him accordingly.

The charming pages of the Tatler and Spectator, and the letters pub-
lished in Nichols’ Literary Anecdotes, reveal him as clearly as if his
character had been drawn with a pencil of light. We see him in the
¢ Tennis-court Coffee-house”, and in the % White Chockolate Coffee-
house”, inditing love-letters over his pint of wine, and growing ardent
in his protestations of affection as the night wanes; he begs pardon
that his ¢ paper is not finer, but”, he says, * I am forced to write from
a coffee-house, where I am attending about business!” And at another
time the scene changes, and he appears in the light of a divine enthu-
siasm over his Christian Hero, chanting ¢ Sursum corda” with all his
might to his fellow-sinners.

There were two Steeles—Dick Steele, the rollicking, boisterous
habitue of the tavern, with the long jack boots and the slashing sabre,
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and Sir Richard Steele, the proper moral knight, who abhorred vice in
all its shapes, and discoursed so truly and beautifully of all that was
good and virtuous.

Let us glance briefly at some of the lineaments of this man, who
flourished & century and a half ago. There is a caricature of him
by one Denis, who was remarkable for being a savage fellow and
hating everybody, which, although coarse and exaggerated, bears some
resemblance to the original. ¢Sir John Edgar”, he says, “of the
county of , in Ireland, is of a middle stature, broad shoulders,
thick legs—a shape like the picture of somebody over a farmer’s
chiney—a short chin, a short nose, a short forehead, a broad, flat
face, and a dusky countenance. Yet, with such a face and such a shape,
he discovered at sixty that he took himself for a beauty, and appeared
to be more mortified at being told that he was ugly than he was by
any reflection made upon his honour or understanding.

‘¢ He is a gentleman born, witness himself, of very honourable family,
certainly of a very ancient one, for his ancestors flourished in Tip-
perary long before the English ever set foot in Ireland. He has testi-
mony of this, more authentic than the Herald’s office, or any human
testimony. For God has marked him more abundantly than he did
Cain, and stamped his native country on his face, his understanding,
his writings, his actions, his passions, and above all his vanity. The
Hibernian brogue is still upon all these, though long habit and length
of days have worn it off his tongue”.

Steele replied to this satire, in a pamphlet which contains a vast
deal of humour and biting sarcasm. After describing his opponent in
his best strain of ridicule, he says: “You see I can give your exact
measure as well as if I had taken your dimensions with a good cudgel,
which I promise you to do as soun as ever I have the good fortune to
meet you”.

There is abundant testimony to prove that Steele was not alone
Irish by birth but also by blood. We may sufely assert this without
any fear of the imputation about borrowed plumes, which has been so
frequently made against us. He was born in Dublin in 1671, and was
the son of & lawyer. Dr. Chalmers, in his biographical preface to The
Tatler, mentions that his father was of English extraction. There are
many Irishmen of English extraction, but Irish nevertheless in every
way, in sentiment and manner, and even in blood. Time has eliminated
every feature of their origin, and left nothing unless, perhaps, the name.
Buch was the case with Steele—his failings and his virtues, his genial
humour and keen sympathies, were all Irish. At an early age he was
left an orphan. His description of his father’s death is in his happiest
vein; thereisa sweet simplicity in it, and a tone of deep hearty pathos,
which reminds one of some of Washington Irving’s exquisite
Irving was an attentive student of the writers of that period, to which,
no doubt, may be attributed that purity of style which is his chief cha-
racteristic. In this passage, which we shall quote, the bright side of
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Steele’s character is truly reflected; he takes you gently by the hand,
and leads you to the side of his father’s coffin. And what a picture is
here presented !—the beautiful young mother, the child, and the dead
father. Then in the back-ground is the melancholy fact that he died
penniless, leaving them with nothing to depend upon save public
benefaction. Here is the passage :

s The first sense of sorrow I ever knew was upon the death of my
father, at which time I was not quite five years of age; but was
rather amazed at what all the house meant, than possessed with a real
understanding why nobody was willing to play with me. I remember,
I went into the room where his body lay, and my mother sat weeping
alone by it. I had my battledoor in my hand, and fell a beating the
coffin and calling papa; for, I knew not how, I had some slight idea
that he was locked up there. My mother catched me in her arms,
and, transported be{ond all patience of the silent grief she was before
in, she almost smothered me in her embrace, and told me in a flood
of tears, ¢ papa could not hear me, and would play with me no more,
for they were going to put him under ground whence he could never
come to us again’. She was a very beautiful woman, of a noble spirit,
and there was a dignity in her grief amidst all the wildness of her
transport, which methought struck me with an instinct of sorrow,
which, before I was sensible of what it was to grieve, seized my very
soul, and has made pity the weakness of my heart ever since. The
mind in infancy is, methinks, like the body in embryo, and receives
impressions so forcible that they are as hard to be removed by reason
as any mark with which a child is born is to be taken away by any
future application. Hence it is that good nature in me is no merit,
but having been so frequently overwhelmed with her tears, before I
knew the cause of any affliction, or could draw defences from my own
judgment, I imbibed commiseration, remorse, and an unmanly gentle-
ness of mind, which has since ensnared me into ten thousand calamities,
and from whence I can reap no advantage, except it be that in such a
humour as I am now in, I can the better indulge myself in the softness
of humanity, and enjoy that sweet anxiety which arises from the
memory of past afflictions”.

Stecle was in the ¢ yellow leaf” of life when he wrote this. He had
jollified and sentimentalized, and run the gauntlet of innumerable
sponging houses; he had tasted of all the sweets and bitters, and now
he pauses to glance backwards into his early years. He was writing
of death, and he brings to his aid a personal reminiscence of a most
touching character. This is always the way with Steele’s writings.
They are not very polished nor profound, nor remarkable for extraor-
dinary stretches of thought or any great brilliancy of execution. He
says whatever he has to say, quietly and unostentatiously, and writes
like a man of natural feeling without much regard to effect. It is with
Dick Steele you are conversing, and not with the essayist who weaves
his ideas into words, and reasons deeply but coldly. Still can he wake
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an echo or touch a chord which comes home to the human heart in
sweetest vibrations. The man who does this, and does it without
any straining of art, is perhaps, after all, the greatest artist.

To judge from the lecture on Steele in Thackeray’s Humourists, he
was a wild youth in his schoolboy days. He was deep in a tart-
woman’s books, and .loved lollipops out of all bounds, besides he had a
precocious facility for getting into debt whenever and wheresoever he
could. He was idle too, and, as a matter of consequence, got more
whippings than any boy in the school. Thackeray, with all the can-
dour of a veracious historian, admits that he has no authority for these
interesting statements, but he reasons it out by a process of induction
perfectly satisfactory to us, and we hope to everybody else. He says
if the child is father of the man, little Dickey Steele with the black-eyes
and the brown curly head, shounld be all he makes him. At all events,
whether Steele was a naughty boy or the contrary, or a stupid or
clever, or an idle or industrious, one thing is certain, that he was placed
at Charter House School by the first Duke of Ormond, where he knew
Addison. He was then a very little boy, and Addison was one of the
head pupils. Steele afterwards spoke of the reverence with which
Addison inspired him on their first meeting, a feeling which he ever
after retained. At Oxford he met Addison again, but Addison was
then “ one of the best men” in the University. He had written Latin
essays and Greek hexameters, and had won innumerable prizes. Poor
Steele was a raw fellow, without any thirst for academical honours, or
any great love for work. When he did read, it was in fits and starts,
but there was no regularity or order in his efforts. The result of this
was that he was but an indifferent scholar.

There are agreeable traces left of the early friendship which existed
between Steele and Addison. Addison’s father was Dean of Lichfield,
and Steele used to spend some of his vacations with him. He was
very popular there, and used to tell in his later years, with a feeling
of pleasure, how the good old man loved him, and how he brought
away with him, from those pleasant vacations, back to his college, im-
pressions which gave their cast to whatever he afterwards thought or
wrote. For Steele was essentially a moral writer. He was wayward
and reckless—Aumanum est errare; but he was, at the same time, the
humble philosopher and guide, who traced out the way of rectitude for
his fellow-man, and made it cheerful to tread on by his easy wit and
his quiet unobtrusive humour. No one knew the secret springs of the
human heart more thoroughly, and no one could move them with a
more skilful hand.

In those pathetic little pictures which he is so constantly drawing,
and those little trivial details which he passes over with so light a
touch, there is a deep moral purpose, which is the more effectually
attained because of the familiar, pleasant way in which it is urged. The
age in which he wrote was by no means remarkable for refinement or
morality. On the contrary, with all its claims to being the Augustan
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period of England’s history, it was a coarse vulgar age. The women
of it were uneducated flirts, without manners or morals, and the men
were a fighting, drinking lot of rowdies, who led tavern lives, and spent
as little of their time as they could in their own homes.

Steele sought to reform this, and he succeeded to a great extent.
He did not try to make himself look better than his fellows; for as far
at least as his outward conduct was concerned, he was no more free
from the spirit of the time than anybody else. It might indeed be
said that in his case it was Satan reproving sin; but certain it is that
he did reprove it, and that he did leave his mark on the manners of
the age in which he lived.

After scrambling through college, Steele conceived the idea of
becoming a soldier. There was, however, a bar to his ambition in
this respect. A rich aunt had named him heir to a considerable pro-
perty in the Coumg Wexford. She was a peaceably inclined lady,
and hated arms, and battles, and soldiers; and so she vowed, if Dick
mounted a cockade, that she would cut him off. He did join the army
as a private soldier, and lost the property. Later on in life, when
time had brought with it experience, he discovered that when he joined
under the Duke of Ormond’s command, he was not acquainted with
his own parts, and did not know that he could handle a pen better
than a sword.* Through the influence of the Duke of Ormond, he
obtained a cornetcy in the Guards, and a short time afterwards was
promoted to a captaincy in Lucas’s Fusiliers. While serving in
this regiment he produced his Christiun Hero, which was dedicated
to his colonel, Lord Cutts, to whom he had acted as private secre-
tary. For this devotional work, which it is said he wrote in penance
for his sins, he got heartily laughed at. There was an apparent
incongruity about such a performance on his part that made the
matter look extremely ludicrous. Imagine Dick Steele rising up
from the mess-table, tumbling off to his quarters, and sitting down
decorously with the solemnity of a half-screwed theologian, to write
a pious work! This was the idea which delighted Steele’s wild
companions, and exposed him to such shafts of ridicule; yet there is
nothing at all wonderful in his writing a work of the kind. There is
no cant or stiff-necked religion in it; it is an humble work in which
there is a moral strain, and in itself it is an exposition of the fact that
a man’s thoughts may be better than his acts. Some time after the
publication of the Christian Hero, The Funeral, or Grief a la Mode,
appeared. This work, which has some of the rarest strokes of hu-
mour, was written, as Steele informs us, from ‘“a necessity of en-
enlivening his character”. He suffered by his last, and now he comes
to retrieve himself. The undertaker reviews his employees, and hits
upon one who happened not to have the proper funeral look. .

Sable—* Ha you }—A little more upon the dismal (forming their
countenances) ; this fellow has a good mortal look—place him near the

* The Theatrs, No. XI.
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corpse : that wainscot face must be o’ top of the stairs; that fellow
almost in a fright (that looks as if he were full of some strange misery),
at the end of the hall. So.—But I'll fix you all myself. Let ’s have
no laughing now on any provocation. Look yonder—that hale well-
looking puppy! You ungrateful scoundrel, did not I pity you, take
you out of a great man’s service, and show you the pleasure of re-
ceiving wages? Did not I give you ten, then fifteen, and twenty
shillings a week to be sorrowful? and the more I give you, I think the
gladder you are!”

The Tender Husband was Steele’s next effort in the dramatic line.
Of this play Steele said in after life, that there were “many ap-
plauded strokes” from the hand of Addison. The social history of
the literary men of that period is fraught with a peculiar interest.
Amongst men who are struggling in the same road to fame, the spirit
of bitterness and petty jealousy too frequently makes its appearance;
but in reading about Steele’s time we get pleasant glimpses of their
social reunions, and, except at rare intervals, there appears to have
been a very agreeable and frequent intercourse kept up amongst the
wits of the day.

Swift’s first introduction to Steele and Addison is highly character-
istic of the eccentric Dean of St. Patrick’s. It was at the St. James's
Coffee House, then a great resort of the Whig writers. A remarkable-
looking man, with a pair of piercing black eyes scowling out from
under a pair of shaggy black eye-brows, walked to and fro across the
floor without uttering a sentence to anybody. A ¢ gentleman in boots”
just come out of the country entered the door at the time. On
msking his appearance, the man of the shaggy eye-brows stalked
straight up to him, and looking him full in the face, asked this question
aloud, * Pray, sir, do you remember any good weather in the world 7"
The country gentleman was of course rather taken aback at such an
extraordinary question, and replied, ¢ Yes, sir, I thank God I remem-
ber a great deal of good weather in my time”. To which the other
said, “That is more than I can say; I never remember any weather
that was not too hot or too cold, too wet or too dry; but however God
Almighty contrives it, at the end of the year ’t is all very well”, and
taking up his hat he walked direct out of the Coffee House, leaving those
inside to form their own opinion regarding the author of such strange
conduct. This was Steele’s and Addison’s first meeting with Switt,
They were afterwards most intimate friends, and when Lord Halifax
used to give his Noctes Coenaque Desrum, we tind mentioned as the
pink of the company ‘Mr. Swift, Mr. Addison, Mr. Congreve, and
the Gazsetteer”.

With all Steele’s writing and dining out, he managed to find time to
fall in love. The letters written during his courtship and married
life are so comio in their way that we are tempted to give some of
them. We see Steele through them in every shape and mood, and
they are written in so careless a way that there can be no doubt they
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were intended not for posterity, as in many instances such letters are,
but for the fair *Mrs. Scurlock”. His courtship was a very brief one.
Let us see how he deports himself whilst passing through that ordeal.

¢T0 MRS. SCURLOCK.
Aug. 80, 1707.

Mapaue,~I beg pardon that my paper is not finer, but I am forced
to write from a coffee-house, where I am attending about business.
There is a dirty crowd of busy faces all around me, talking of money,
while all my ambition, all my wealth is love! Love, which animates
my heart, sweetens my humour, enlarges my soul, and affects every
action of my life. It is to my lovely charmer I owe that many noble
ideas are continually affixed to my words and actions; it is the
natural effect of that generous passion to create in the admirer some
similitude to the object admired. Thus, my dear, am I every day to
tmprove from such a companion. Look up, my fair one, to that Heaven
which made thee such, and join with me to implore its influence on
our tender, innocent hours, and beseech the Author of Love to bless
the rites He has ordained, and mingle with our happiness a just sense
of our transient condition, and a resignation to His will, which only can
regulate our minds to a steady endeavour to please Him and each
other.—I am for ever your faithful servant,—RICHARD STEELE”.

A few hours later, when Steele’s affections were enlivened by a not
unusual process, he writes again :—

“Saturday Night, Aug. 30, 1707.

DeaR, LovELY Mes. ScurLock,—I have been in very good company,
where your health, under the character of the woman I loved best, has
been often drunk; so that I may say that I am dead drunk for your
sake, which is more than I die for you.—RicHarp STEELE”.

Here are some of his letters, when the charming Mr#. Scurlock had
been transformed into Mrs. Steele:

“Dearest Being oN EartH,—Pardon me if you do not see me till
eleven o’clock, having met a school-fellow from India by whom I am
to be informed on things this night which expressly concern your
obedient husband, RicHARD STEELE”,

“My DEar WiFg,—I write to let you know I do not come home to
dinner, being obliged to attend some business abroad, of which I shall
give you an account (when I see you in the evening) as becomes your
dutiful and obedient husband”.

There are dozens of letters of the same character, on all conceivable
subjects, from his Gazette down to a saucepan.

“T enclose to you (dear Prue) a receipt for the saucepan and spoon,
and a note of £23 of Lewis’s, which will make up the £50 I promised
for your ensuing occasion. I know no happiness in this life in any
degree comparable to the pleasure I have in your society. I only beg
of you to add to your other charms a fearfulness to see a man that
loves you in pain and uneasiness, to make me as happy as it is possible
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to be in this life. Rising a little in & morning, and being disposed to
cheerfulness, would not be amiss”.

In another letter, excusing his absence from home, he says: ¢ Dear
Prue, do not send after me, for I shall be ridiculous”.

Although Mrs. Steele, according to her husband’s account, was the
¢ delightfullest creature on Earth”, it appears rather prominently in
the curious records which have been so carefully preserved of Steele’s
inner life, that she was not deficient in her share of faults, and that
she contributed in a very sensible degree to the ruinous extravagance
which brought so much misery to poor Steele. She had a town house
in Bury Street, St. James's, and a country residence at Hampton-
court. Here she lived perfectly en régle. She had her chariot and
four, Richard the footman, and Watts the gardener, and Will the boy,
and her “own” women, and a boy who can speak Welsh when she
goes to Carmarthen. With this grandeur they were constantly re-
ceiving annoyances in the shape of butchers’ bills and grocers’ bills.
There are notes of those trifles which show pretty clearly that there
was a vast deal of hollow display in keeping up such an establishment.
We find Steele sending her a guinea and half for some immediate want;
and another day, when he is going to dine with ‘“some great men of
the state”, he sends her a *quarter of a pound of black tea and the
same quantity of green”. This looks rather shady for a grand lady
with chariots and footmen and *“ own women”. But soit was., Steele
was too much engaged with dining out, and politics and literature, to
mind mere domestic matters, and Mrs. Steele loved to shine even at the
expense of being miserable and poor. ‘

Let us turn from those dull common places of Steele’s life, and look
at the better part of him, and indeed the only portion with which we
are interested—his thoughts, There is scarcely a phase of human life
from which he has not drawn striking instances, or a peculiarity which
he has not illustrated. There are the wealthy ways for example, Sir
Tristram, Harry Coppersmith and Giles Twoshoes, who gave one another
credit in their discourse according to their purses—who made jests by
the pound, and made answers as they honour bills. Steele drank a
‘* quart” upon a time with these worthies, and thought himself the
¢ prettiest fellow of the company”; but all his jokes were dull, and
although they smirked at every word spoken by each other, he had no
power over the muscles of their faces. They did not know his banker’s
balance—(Tatler, No. 57).

There was the eminent story-teller and sagacious politician, who
is indebted to his snuff-box for the regularity and fluency of his dull-
ness—(Tatler, No. 35).

There is the young man of the morbid disposition, who desires to be
thought worse than he really is, and thinks it intellectual to affect
atheism, though it can be proved upon him that he says his prayers
regularly every morning and evening—(No. 77).

There is Flyblow, who is received in all the families in town, through
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the degeneracy and iniquity of their manners; he cannot listen to
praise without whispering detraction, and has by rote and at second-
hand all that can be said of any man of figure and virtue in town.
“Name a man of worth”, says Mrs. Jenny Distaff, in that graphic
portraiture of this pest of society, who unfortunately still lives to
testify to the truth of the picture—%“and this creature tells you the
worst passages of his life. Speak of a beautifal woman, and this
puppy will whisper the next to him, though he has nothing to say of
her. He is a fly that feeds on the sore part, and would bave nothing
to live on if the body were in health. You may know him by the
frequency of pronouncing the particle but; for which reason I never
hear him spoke of with common charity without using my but against
him, for a friend of mine, saying the other day, ¢ Mra. Distaff has wit,
good humour, virtue, and friendship’, this oaf added. ¢But she is
not handsome’. Coxcomb! the gentleman was saying what I was,
not what I was not”—(Tatler, No. 88).

There is Will Courtly, who never spoke but what was said before,
and yet who can converse with the wittiest men without appearing ridi-
culous. He possesses that natural subtility of mind which discovers
itself rather in forbearing to declare his thoughts on any occasion than
in any visible way of exerting himself in discourse. This Steele holds
to be a highly useful quality, and acknowledges, as long as Will Courtly
can observe such prudence of demeanour, that, if ceremony is the inven-
tion of wise men to keep fools at a distance, good breeding must be
its opposite expedient of putting wise men and less wise on an equality
~(7atler, No. 30).

There is Jack Dimple, who practises positions before a looking-glass,
and is so anxious to wear a careless manner ; he meditates half an hour
in the ante-room to get up a proper look, and is continually running
back to the mirror to recollect his forgetfulness—(Tatler, No. 21). i

These are but a few out of the many instances which gave such life
and spirit to the pages of the Tatler.

We must give one more, ¢ There are several persons”, says Steele,
in that delightful paper in the Tatler, No. 98, “ who have many plea-
sures and entertainments in their possession which they do not enjoy.
It is, therefore a kind and good office to acquaint them with their own
happiness, and turn their attention to such instances of their good
fortune as they are apt to overlook. Persons in the married state
often want such a monitor, and pine away their days by looking upon
the same condition in anguish and murmur, which carries with it, in
the opinions of others, a complication of all the pleasures of life, and
a retreat from its inquietudes”. And then he goes on to illustrate it
by a story, which for truthfulness and beautiful simplicity has never
been surpassed. It is a quiet home picture which Goldsmith or Dickens
might have drawn. Had Steele lived a hundred years later, he would
have been a great novelist, for he exhibits in an eminent degree that
correct appreciation of character, and that faculty of detecting and
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describing peculiarities, which are the chief qualitics for a writer of
fiction. But in his day the only approach to a novel was some inter-
minable story of mayhap an unhappy knight crossed in love, who goes
to the wars, and breathes out his soul in a pathetic address to his
false one. Steele laughs heartily at one of these dreary attempts in
his Tender Husband. In this little story to which we have alluded,
Mr. Bickerstaff visits an old married friend who had been his school-
fellow and his college companion, and with whom, when the family
come to town, he is expected to dine as a matter of course. They
always have genial memories to wander over, and the past is brought
back in a thousand anecdotes of their youth. The opening scene is
prettily described. ¢ I cannot, indeed, express the pleasure it is to be
met by the children with so much joy as I am when I go thither.
The boys and girls strive who shall come first when they think that it
is I that am knocking at the door; and that child that loses the race
to me, runs back again to tell the father that it is Mr. Bickerstaff.
This day I was led in by a pretty girl that we all thought must have
forgot me, for the family has been out of town these two years. Her
knowing me again was a mighty subject with us, and took up our dis-
course at the first entrance”.

Then Mr. Bickerstaff, who is a benevolent old bachelor, and is a
welcome guest wherever he makes his appearance, is taken to task
about the reports which are going the rounds of him in the country,
his marriage with a young lady there, the hope that he will yet give
the preference to our eldest daughter, Mrs. Mary, now only sixteen;
and the father tells pleasant anecdotes about Mr. B.’s old love affairs,
and the verses he wrote to Teraminta. After dinner the friends are
alone, and Mr. Bickerstaff learns with feelings of pain the husband’s
fears for his wife’s health. The children are playing in the next room,
and he thinks sorrowfully what the poor things shall do when she is
gone. Then the wife reénters the room, and suspecting the nature of
their conversation, declares she is determined to have Mr. Bickerstaff
for her next husband unless this first will take greater care of himself.
The children are again brought in, of whom the noisiest is Mr. Bicker-
staff’s god-son Dick. He has made deep plunges into the lives and
adventures of Guy of Warwick, the Seven Champions, and other his-
torical works of the day, and he has actually attained to such a degree
of proficiency as to be sceptical about the truth of ZEsop’s Fables.
But the mother, who thinks that little Dick is curﬁing off too much
attention, is somewhat jealous, and she will have her friend admire
little Mrs. Betty’s accomplishments, which are fully described. And
so Mr. Bickerstaff spends a happy evening, and goes home to ponder
over the dissimilar condition of a bachelor and a married man, and to
enjog the society of his dog and his cat and his maid, who only can
be the better or worse for what happens to him.

Two months have passed over—it is the last dav of the year, and
Mr. Bickerstaff is walking about his room cheerfully, when a coach
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stops at his door and a youth of fifteen alights. The pleasant thought
occurs to his mind as he sees the son of his friend enter the door, that
his acquaintance with the father began when he was just such a
stripling. The boy seizes him by the hand and sobs out ¢ my mother!”
but could go no further for weeping. Mr. Bickerstaff inferred from
this that the forebodings of his friend were realized, and hurries off to
bring consolation and sympathy. He then describes the scene of
anguish which presented itself on his entering the sick room. The
only one who seemed resigned and comforted was the dying woman.
%This is kindly done”, she murmured feebly. ¢Take care of your
friend—do not go from him!” and she closed her eyes in death.

The calm grave reflections which follow this description are supposed
to have been written by Addison.

We avail ourselves of that very useful though very ancient apology
about space not permitting us to go further—inexorable space |

The story of Steele’s life has nothing in it but incidents of the most
commonplace character. He was a simple unaffected fellow, who never
dreamed that posterity would take any interest in his name, and he
never acted a part with an eye to pleasing posterity. Still there are
few authors with whom we can get on terms of personal friendship so
easily. He is like Goldsmith in that way, who is everybody’s favou-
rite—everybody’s * poor Goldsmith!” And poor Steele is as sure
to win our sympathy and regard, if we only study him and learn to
KXOW him as well.

e
WHAT I SEE IN THE FACES ROUND ME.

Quier people don’t much fancy being caught, up in the whirlgig of
society, and borne hither and thither without the power of pausing to
take breath. They love better to be allowed to wander * at their own
sweet will” in shady nooks and corners; to be rather spectators than
actars, in the crowded theatre of life. They have their own enjoy -
ments, in which they indulge soberly and ta.Ke much delight. I am
one of those retiring individuals, and my chief amusement is to watch
the continued play of feature in the faces round me.

From my very childhood, the study of ¢ the human face divine” has
had the greatest attraction for me. Every fresh face is a new and
interesting book, wherein I read strange matter. Yet I don’t profess
to know anything of the science of physiognomy; I never read
Lavater or any of his followers; and, though I am never weary of
perusing the living books from which they drew their theories, I do so
solely for pleasure. ’T'is my choicest diversion, and has this advantage
over most others, that one can pursue it at all times, in all seasons,
tﬂg volume is always open, and even “ those who run may read” some-
thing.
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But, not being made up on the subject, of what value can niy
opinions be? DIrobably very little; but “out of the fulness of the
heart the mouth speaketh”; besides, I fancy that this being a subject
of universal interest, every body likes to hear what every other body
thinks on it.

“ When a poet sings of love,

Excuse exaggeration,

Blank poesy’s half made up
Of imagination;

But when a simple rhymer tries
His hand at love-sick stanzas,

Never meaning poetry,
Believe extravaganzas”.

So, when one whose knowledge has come upon him unawares, now
flashing on him like a gleam of sunlight, now stealing in by slow
degrees, steadily but imperceptibly imprinting itself on his mind,
desires to impart that knowledge, he, like the rliymer, deserves a
hearing, even when he seems to talk at random.

What has always struck me most forcibly is, that there is no face,
however hideous, which has not at least one good expression. I have
often watched and waited for that look with the feeling that I was
about to discover a hidden gem, which less patient eyes than mine
would never have discerned. Surely there is a green spot in all hearts,
as there is in all faces something which bears the impress of the Maker’s
hand. The ugliest or most repulsive countenance, which we shrink
from with instinctive repugnance, may once have gladdened a mother’s
eye or softened a father’s heart. That frightful leer was once a smile
of innocence ; those hard sturing eyes, so dead to every feeling now, may
have shed a flood of tears over the ruins of a house of cards.

A portrait painter once said to me, that he thought there wus a certain
amount of beauty in extreme ugliness—that he longed to see some one
who was irredeemably ugly. I think he added too, that the sight
would please him better than to gaze on the handsomest face. I was
naturally very much shocked, believing that ¢ a thing of beauty” should
be indeed a “joy for ever” to an artist, and wondered at the strange
perversity of taste which could make him, of all men, gloat over images
of deformity. He seemed to be looking at the matter from an artistic
point of view, and considering what a fine picture might be made out
of the most hideous monster that the world ever saw. This was an
explanation of the paradox. That same painter’s face was better worth
studying than his pictures ; all the features were regular and hand-
some, but the prevailing expression hard and cynical ; the world was
cruel and unsympathising to him, and he paid back its scorn with
imterest. But whenever he met with kindness and consideration, his
better natare would at once assert itself. The glorious eyes, which
usually shot forth such sharp keen glances, then melted in tenderness ;
the cold ungenial mouth grew soft and flexible, and a smile of rare

3B
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sweetness played round the well cut lips. I have watched him when
his admiring gaze rested lovingly on the manly face of a friend, who had
been true to him in his need, and no woman could look softer or more
tender. I never saw such eyes as his ; they were intensely dark and
glowing, and had at times such an earnest, far-away look, as though
they strove with might and main to penetrate beyond our mortal ken.
Peace be with him ! he is gone where ¢ the wicked cease from troubling
and the weary are at rest”. He died, and left little proof of what he
was capable of—nothing by which the world might judge fairly of him.

Mais revenons a nos mouton. Whatever one may think of the beauty
of ugliness, there can be little doubt of the truth of what Bacon says,
“there is no beauty without some strangeness in the proportions™.
Those faces which linger longest in the memory are not those of
regular beauties. T is all very well to say such a face must be beau-
tiful. Where you have classical features, a clear colour, perfect har-
mony in all its parts, what more do you require ? If the soul be want-
ing, if there is neither intellect nor goodness, it gives no pleasure—’t is
not beautiful :—

¢ hate the face, however fair,
That carries an affected air”;

and those breathing statues whose featares are as if cast in marble, not
made of flesh and blood, however finely shaped, ¢ have no charm for me”.
The face which refreshes me like a breeze from the sweet south, is one
capable of much variety of expression, which beautifully reflects each
thought and feeling. I care not whether it be plain or comely, so it
shines with the spirit’s light or glows with the heart’s affection. 1don’t
like faces which are ever changing ; though full of expression, they are
not the most pleasing; the rapid changes, the workings of a hundred
different emotions in a minute, betray a restless unstable mind ; they
remind one of the continual shifting of scenes in a panorama, where you
have hardly time to get a glimpse of one picture when another suc-
ceeds it.

Some ingenious friends of mine decide on the characters of their
acquaintances the moment they see them. They allow their judg-
ments to be ruled by instinct. I am far too timid to attempt taking
in a character at a glance; but I know from experience that, without
thinking of it, the moment I see a new face, it leaves some impression,
which 1 unconsciously retain and am influenced by. I suppose many
others retain their first impressions also, but most people, unless the
face be a very striking one, quickly forget what they thought in the
beginning, and often totally change their opinion on becoming inti-
mately acquainted with the individual. I agree with Hauzlitt in think-
ing that the first impression is likely to be the truest. One is taken
unawares, and of course nature has set her seal upon every face, and
’t is only the thoughtless who see nothing, or refuse altogether to be
guided by what they see. ¢ The eye cannot see more than it brings with
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it the faculty of seeing”, some writer says, and there is a great deal
contained in those words. Some natures are in such direct antipathy,
that ’t is impossible for them to judge each other without prejudice.
Others judge correctly enough ; they see the leading traits of character
as depicted in the countenance; but the finer shades, which make the
whole beauty of the face, which make the person interesting—to these
they are blind, because there is nothing in themselves, no correspond-
ing delicacy of feeling or refinement of mind, which could teach them
to admire. ¢ The eye cannot see more than it brings with it the facultty
of seeing”. Of some people it might be said, *They have eyes but
see not”; they re so unobservant they cannot understand what is
written plainest on the face. Tell them they should not trust such a
one, and they wonder at you; and if after events prove you right, they
only wonder on, and ask, who could have thought it? I have known
many such people, and they were not very dull either.

Everyone pins his faith upon a particular feature. With some, eyes
are everything ; others think the mouth more expressive ; the nose also
has its advocates—no face can be worth anything without a good one,
say these. Many people will tell you that the whole strength or
weakness of a character is in the chin; and a great number regard
every female face as handsome, where the cheeks are nicely rounded,
and the colour fresh and clear. Of course the forehead, the throne of
intellect, is also highly regarded. Where doctors differ, ’t is hard to
come to a decision, but my weakness is for the eye. To me, one of the
finest objects in nature is a beautiful eye. What do I look for in an
eye? what I expect to see in a good painting—depth, strength, and
colouring. But there are various degrees of loveliness; all may not
charm alike, but still all give real pleasure. There are eyes into which
I could gaze for ever, * deeply, darkly, beautifully blue”, in which such
depth of passion sleeps, so much thought and feeling are concentrated,
those eyes are not easily read, for the natures to which they belong are
hard to fathom. I love those kind, honest, affectionate eyes, dark and
almond-shaped, which remind one of the Newfoundland dog’s. ‘Their
possessors have the same good qualities for which we value the inferior
animal—kindness of disposition, fidelity in friendship, and honesty
of purpose. The quick, keen, intelligent eye which flashes you back
thought for thought with the rapidity of lightning, is indicative of an
acute, discerning intellect, uneriing in its calculations up to a certain
point, but of no great depth or power. T is wonderful what attraction
even very matter-of-fact people often find in those large gray dreamy
orbs which seem constantly floating in seas of imagination. Like a soft
summer sky, they fill the soul with an undefinable longing. Black
eyes are usually the most subtle and cunning. Clear light brown eyes
are handsome to look at, but you tire of them: they are like clear
waters—shallow. There are certain brown eyes which have a great
deal of softness, are beautiful in colour, and, at the first cursory glance,
scem to contain everything you desire; but, on looking closer, one
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sees they have no soul really in them. Those green, grayish blue eyes,
so like a cat’s, are dangerous. Beware of them, do not trust them, or
rather trast to your .instinct, which bids you avoid them. The open
candid eye which meets yours so boldly, and shrinks not before the
most penetrating glance, but returns it frankly, is generally met with
in a -hearted truthful boy, who conceals nothing, and expects
to find everyone as ingenuous himself.

Baut I could never tire of describing eyes, yet I do not say they are
everything. The forehead, where lordly reason sits enthroned, must
come in for a share of my attention. A wide, square forebead, even
though it be not over-high, is the most indicative of intellect. Those
broad, lofty foreheads which are so much admired, are not always
worthy of all the admiration they inspire. My idea is, 't is the width,
not the height, of the forehead that is of any importance. A narrow
forebead certainly shows mental incapacity ; a low forehead does not..
We all know the story of Coleridge’s immense interest in the man with
the magnificently developed forehead whom he met at some hotel ; how
he listened in breathless expectation for his first words, expecting that,
like the princess in the fairy tale, nothing but pearls and diamonds
could drop from his mouth ; and his extreme disappointment when the
stranger exclaimed, looking lovingly at a dish of peas: ¢ Them’s the
jockeys for my money”.

The mouth is doubtless very expressive, but I confess I am often
at sea regarding it. One, in whose judgment and powers of observa-
tion I have implicit reliance, sometimes says to me, *Look at the
sensual month ; or, do you see what a cold, cruel mouth ?” I am blind
and cannot see. Well cut lips denote much decision of character ; and
straight lines across a face, where the ripe lips ought to be, must
impress one unfavourably. I dislike gaping mouths extremely, and
yet they are found often enough in faces called handsome. Little
bird-mouths are pretty, but show insignificance of character. My
chief idea about mouths is, that many human beings are like horses—
their mouths require training. They are not always flexible; they
don’t harmonize with the other features. When one smiles, sometimes
the mouth relaxes too much ; there is,a want of breeding about it. A
well bred mouth is agreeable——a mouth that knows what ’t is doing,
that does not fall about loosely as if 't were never going to shut again. I
suppose there is a good deal in the formation ; but where a mouth is at
variance with the rest of the features, I imagine it might be educated
into good behaviour. I was extremely vexed to find the want of pro-
per training in a mouth some short time since, for it belonged to a face
in which I felt great interest. The mouth, when in repose, was sweet
and placid, quite in keeping with the rest of the countenance; but
when its owner began to smile with a languid sort of amusement at
something, it parted too much. There was a loose flabby look, accom-
panying the indolent sense of enjoyment, .that despoiled it of all its
sweetness. I have not got.over that expression in that mouth yet. It
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was such a blot on the face, whigh I'had begun to fancy had no lgok but
what was pleasant.. I was told once, that the eyes and mouth have
the same expression.. I can hardly believe this, for I think I have
often seen lips swile, while the eyes never softened ; and at times, too,
you ’ll see a sudden light kindle in the eye, while all the other
features remaip immoveable, Scornful mouths have always an air of
breeding about them, as though scorn was an aristocratic passion.

But enough. No theory, however subtle, can ever assign a definite
meaning to any peculiar cast of features. The science of physiognomy,
if indeed it can be called & science, may lay down arbitrary rules to
guide our judgments; but it is human instinct alone which draws our
hearts to this or that person. Love or hate is a mere sentiment, beyond
the influence of conventional rule. We see, and feel, and think, and
thatisall can be said of it. I am sure my readers will agree with me that
I have occupied their time long enough on this subject. It is told by
Banim, that he was in the habit of standing at the corner of a street,
to watch the faces of the different passers-by. There can be no earthly
barm in my indulging a similar humonr, and telling ¢ what I see in
the faces round me”.

—_—
AN ADVENTURE.

‘BY THOMAS IRWIN,

CHAPTER 1.

ONE summer evening at the commencement of this century, a group of
passengers collected on the deck of a large barque, whose crowded
canvas wooed the light eastern wind which bore them through the
azure levels of the Indian Ocean, across which they had voyaged
many days from Bombay, on their course to the Red Sea, Egypt, and
England. Among others who were wiling the tedium of the long sea
hours—some stretched on the deck in the shadow of an awning, smoking,
reading, conversing—might have been seen an old man, whose ‘dusky
face indicated a long residence beneath the burning skies of Hindostan,
and a youth of some twenty years of age, whose handsome countenance,
full of manly candour and courage, proved a striking contrast to that
of his companion, in which the lines of age, and the keen, viper-like
eyes at times grew vivid with an inner light of passion and an expression
of triumphant avarice. '

They had been leaning over the bulwark in the prow of the vessel
for some time, the youth glancing at the gambols of the fish, whose
shoals could be seen diving at a great depth through the transparent
blue waters ; now gazing with hand-shaded eyes toward the fiery globe
of the sun, rapidly sinking beneath the rugged hills of the island of
Socotra, which they were approaching, the wgile putting an occasional
question, he listened to his aged companion, as, with senile garrulity,
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Le narrated his adventurous life in India, his travels, eto., in a voice
which rose strong with the passion of pride, the series of occurrences
which enabled him, after many years, to accumulate one of those vast
fortunes which not unfrequently in those days were acquired in the
peninsula.

¢ Yes”, he said, after a long pause had occurred in their conversa-
tion, “ yes, my young friend, it is just fifty lylears this very month
since I first crossed the ocean, a lad poor as a church mouse, sir, with-
out a friend in the east except one to whom I carried letters of recom-
mendation, and who, as it happened, proved the reverse of one, having
no interest to assist me. Favoured by fortune and the circumstances
of the country, however, I soon attained a position which I sedulously
improved. Again, after an absence of half a century, I revisit my
native shores, wealthy enough, thank fate, to compete with all but the
wealthiest, and bearing with me the proud satisfaction that, independent
of mankind, I will pass my declining years in happy enjoyment of the
power which has resulted from my own unaided exertions”.

“ Have you many friends in England, sir 7 asked the young man.

I can ste as many as I wish”, returned the other, after a pause,
and in a curt, evasive tone,

¢ And doubtless”, said his companion, ¢ many relatives, who will
hail ﬂonr arrival with delight after so long an absence”.

¢ Many! None!” exclaimed the old man, in a tone of indifference.
Then, after a pause, during which the only sounds audible were the
monotonous beat of the billows against the vessel’s side, suddenly
changing the subject of conversation, he was resuming with—¢ The
government, sir, who recognize my services in the council”—when he
was interrupted by a couple of sailors suddenly hurrying forward, one
of whom, immediately busying himself with one of the ropes near hand,
said, ¢ By your leave, gentlemen, a gale of wind is brewing, and we are
going to take in sail”.

As he spoke, and swiftly clambered up the ladders, the crew, sud-
denly put in motion by the boatswain’s pipe and the voice of the cap-
tain, hurried about the decks and up the rigging. The upper sails
already flapped in the prefatory gust of the tempest; nothing was
heard but the trampling of feet, and the voices of the men calling to
each other while engaged in their hasty occupation.

“ Well, it will be something to have experienced a tornado, at least
to me, for you, doubtless, have witnessed hundreds of them”, said the
young man.

¢ Yes, but not at sea, Alfred”, returned his companion, taking his
arm, and as they walked to the quarter-deck he became conscious that
his old friend trembled violently.

Arrived at the poop, they for some time observed in silence the
advance of the storm, and the changing phenomena of the heavens and
ocean,

‘To the west a pale lemon-coloured streak still marked the spot be-

4
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neath which the sun had disappeared. The superincumbent sky,
hitherto of the deepest and clearest ultramarine, though as yet un-
stained by vapour, seemed filled with a strange dry darkmess, quite
unlike the ordinary result of twilight, through whose still, sombre, and
wrathful cope none but the largest stars struggled faintly, while upon
the eastern horizon, still remote, appeared a solitary cloud, whose
wreathy crests were indurated by lightnings fierce and jagged, and
from whose white and ghastly womb a spectral darkness, heralded by
sudden gusts of air, which changed the sea to the hue of ink as they
driftingly approached and swept past, began to overspread the immense
solitude. Then, just as the hurrying gloom had filled the circuit
of air and ncean, swift and unexpected, a tremendous wind smote the
vessel, hurling her on her side, tearing into shreds a couple of the
upper sails as yet unreefed, and ‘snapping and wafting into the void
some of the smaller spars, like leaves in a gust of autumn.

At this moment, as the captain came aft to give sume directions to the
helmsman, old Mr. Nowrath, in whose wrinkled face might be traced
an expression of anxiety, which one would say had its origin less in any
fear for his personal safety than for that of the treasure chests in his
cabin, advancing with tottering footsteps, said:

% What think you, captain 7—are we in for a capfull of wind or a
tornado ?”

“ We will have a great storm”, the other answered, * and one, I fear,
which will last longer than agreeable”.

% You think, then, the ship may be in danger 7"

“No immediate danger”, the captain returned, ¢ except the wind
veers, as our present course is twenty miles, at least, north of Socotra
yonder”, and he pointed to the long line of rugged coast to the south
which they were passing, whose mountain ridges were faintly distin-
guishable against a low gleam of dead mysterious light in the sky.

Old Mr. Nowrath uttered an exclamation of thankfuluess, and, invi-
gorated by the assurance of the captain, was making his way to rejoin’
Alfred, who, leaning over the bulwark, was observing how fearfully
level the sea had become, pressed down by the great force of the now
incessant storm, when he stopped a moment to listen to the chat of two
sailors, who, after descending from the rigging, spoke in a low tone
together, behind a pile of bales, where, in the thick darkness, they be-
lieved themselves unobserved.

“Thousands! aye, hundreds of thousands!” said one of them,
¢ those chests he has in his cabin are full of gold”.

¢ Then should anything happen the ship, Bill—and if the wind has
us at its mercy a couple of hours hence among the Babelmandel shouls
and rocks yonder, there are ten chances to one she ’ll go by the board—
we may make our fortune. You recollect when you and I were cast
ashore in the year *82 on the Mexican coast. Oh! what a time we had
in Valparaiso, to be sure, as long as the box of doubloons lasted”.

Here the boatswain’s whistle once more set them on the alert, and
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old Mr. Nowrath, whose terrors were not diminished by this fragment
of gossip, making bis way to the captain, was heard to make him a
large promise, if he carried the ship safely through the storm, and if in
the event of any disaster occurring, he saved his properties, Then he
descended to the cabin. ¢ He offers me ten thousand pounds to keep
the men from rifling his treasure chest”, muttered the captain, as he
passed aft, holding one of the bulwarks: ¢should we drift to land on
this coast, my control over the crew would be of liitle effect”.

Alfred stood on deck for an hour or so, watching the increasing
violence of the tempest, and the re-assured faces of the sailors, that, as
the ship had plenty of sea-room, she would ride out the gale, descended
to the cabin, where the roaring of the winds and the monotonous din
presently lulled his wearied mind and senses into forgetfulness.

CHAPTER II

Alfred had passed perhaps a couple of hours in an uneasy slumber,
crossed by terrible fragmentary dreams, when he was suddenly awakened
as by a blow, and when he recovered his consciousness, he found him-
self lying in a corner of the dark cabin, whither he bad been thrown.
Around and above reigned a chaotic tumult of sounds. Feeling his
way to the companion ladder, amid a deluge of spray, he hastily ascen-
ded to the deck, when a single glance sufficed to show the catastrophe
which had befallen the ship, which lay on her beam ends, the yards of
the only remaining mast touching the sea. The sky was still black with
night, through whose wild and dismal clouds the hurricane raged with
increasing violence, propelling enormous masses of waves over her
starboard side. Clinging to the solitary mast, it was some time before
his eyes could penetrate through the tempest of spray and foam with
which he was encompassed, and when at length an interval of a few
seconds occurred between the breaking of the billows, looking forward,
he perceived a long white drift, like a mass of snow on the black sea,
at a little distance from the prow of the vessel, and was instantly
aware that she had struck on a reef, and was rapidly sinking. Amid
the roar of winds and waves, he presently distinguished the voices of
some of the sailors, who were engaged in lowering one of the boats,
and with much difficulty made his way towards them.

« All ’s over, master”, cried one, as he approached; “the ship, as
you see, has drifted on one of the dam’d rocks in this here straight ;
there are twenty feet of water in the hold, and half an hour hence
she’ll be in pieces. Come, bear a hand here; the boats are our only
chance now”.

¢ Where is the captain ?” inquired Albert.

«In the cabin. If you have anything you want to save, make to it,
and be quick, d ’ye hear, for just now ‘every man for himself’ is the
word”.
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Just then, a man appeared carrying a torch, by whose light. Alfred
managed, clinging to the bulwarks, to retrace his steps to the stairs of
the chief cabin, into which he descended, when, seeing a light in that,
which Mr. Nowrath had secured for the voyage, he hastily entered.
Here he found the captain and a couple of the sailors, standing beside
the old man, who, pointing to a chest, in which he appeared to have
stored his money and jewels, was appealing to them, in accents of de-
spair, to save his property. ;

¢ Yes, I promise you a thousand pounds a man”, he screamed, ¢ if
you succeed in bringing this chest and myself to any shore—any place
of safety; yes, a thousand bright guineas. Come, carry it on deck,
and seize one of the boats; haste, in the name of Heaven”.

* Bear a hand, men”, said the captain, gloomily; then, turning to
Mr. Nowrath, he said: *“ We will at least make a trial, and if we find
the boat endangered, we can heave the chest over”.

% No, no, no1” cried the old man, who appeared half maddened at
the suggestion—* that must be a last resource. What ! castaway the
precious wealth I have passed my life in aocumulating! No; it weuld
be a crime, a crime. I will submit to death first. But come”, he
added, ¢ the danger may not, nay, I am sure it is not, so great as you
deem”. .The men hoisted the heavy chest on their shoulders, and,
ascending the stairs, the captain, Mr. Nowrath, and Alfred following,
and throwing it on the deck, commenced, under the captain’s directions,
to launch the largest of the ship’s boats, assisted by several of their
comrades. The moment it reached the water, several threw themselves
into it. Alfred assisted the two sailors, to whom the promise had been
made, to rope and lower the chest, and by bhis aid the old man finally
found himself beside his treasure; then the captain leaped in, and
Alfred was- just preparing to follow, when a huge wave, rushing with
irresistible violence along, swept the barge a considerable distance
from the side of the vessel. . For a little, he stood, expecting the men
would pull back; but scon finding, from the fury of the sea, that
their return wae impossible, he hurried to the other boat, in which the
men were just on the point of striking -off, and, jumping into her, soon
found himself mounting the mighty waves, and bearing away from the
reef and vessel. . .

They had rowed about a couple of miles, possibly, when the wind
appeared to lull, and a faint line of dawn, edging the eastern horizon,
cast a ghastly light upon the scene. Hitherto they had proceeded in
complete darkness, and naw, for the first time, Alfred perceived that
the boat was so crowded, that it seemed little less than a miracle it had
lived so long amid the raging waters. The partial lull in the tempest,
however, he hailed as a favourable omen, and said as much to ane
of the sailors beside him, all of whom had hastened aboard in despair-
ing silence.

“Aye, the wind is lulling”, replied the man, ‘“‘and so much the
worse ; when it Llew strong it kept down the sea, which will now rise
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rapidly. In a boat so over-crowded, the chances of being swamped
will increase every minute”. A brief interval, indeed, proved the
truth of the man’s remark ; for now the sea, whose power, while re-
pressed, had been but augmented by the tempest, began, on its cessa-
tion, to manifest, as it were, its compressed rage, swelling in monstrous
billows, now burying the trembling boat in the awful chasm of the
ocean—now, lifting it on their crests, scemed threatening to hurl it, light
as a leaf|, into the void. Ever and anon as they rose on each mountain
of water, the increasing light disclosed a shore still at a considerable
distance, with here and there near hand a scattered reef, recognized b
the masses of boiling foam with which it was crowned—a sight at whic{
the sailors grew suddenly pale, as from the height and power of the
billows, such deadly spots on the adjacent sea, were hardly visible
uantil under the very bows of the deeply laden and y water
logged boat.

Fluctuating between hope and despair, the men still pulled vigorously
forward—the shore which they approached was already so distinct that
they could perceive the trees with which it was shadowed, when
suddenly, as it descended the slope of a mighty wave, there was a shock
—a terrible shriek, and Alfred found himself smothered in the deeps,
then on the surface swimming with the strength of despair. For a
while a cry here and there broke on his ears, then nothing but the
surfy roar and hiss of the great waters through which he smote his way
towards a clustre of black rocks, whose crests remained constantly
visible among the waves, and which after a desperate and long sus-
tained effort he reached. Clambering to the highest of these, he looked
across the watery waste, in the hope of hailing some of his late cora -
rades; a glance, however, showed him that he alone of the boat'’s crew
survived. The shore of the island, as it appeared, was still a mile
distant, and the chances of reaching it seemed well nigh hopeless. He
was debating with himself whether he should remain on the desolate
reef, in the hope of signalling a ship, or adventure once more across
the dread interval between him and land, when he perceived a plank
floating at a little distance, and once more plunging into the sea, he was
fortunate enough to reach it, and soon, supported by its buoyancy,
found himself, slowly, ah! how slowly, but surely approaching the
wished-for shore.

Already assured of safety, he was swimming forward, gallantly
mounting each great wave, and not more than a hundred yards from
the beach on which he heard the thunder of the surge, when suddenly
a mountain of water overwhelmed him, wafting away the plank on
which he had rested. Again, for a time, he found himself swimming
for life ; then wave after wave, in rapid succession, rolled over him,
smothering him in spray. The sun disappeared ; and, a helpless prey
to the remorseless waters, he sunk into unconsciousness,
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CHAPTER IIL

How long this trance lasted he never could determine; but when
returning consciousness visited his brain, and he opened his eyes, he
found himself lying high up the beach of a bay serrating a rocky
shore, under a ridge of high cliffs covered with trees and draping
foliage. A feeling of dead numbness still pervaded his frame; his
thoughts wandered ; an intense light—that of the sun rising over the
eastern waters—dazzled his vision; and, as yet uncertain whether bis
confused impressions were not still those of a dream, he once more
closed his eyes. After a little, he was aroused by a sound near, like
the plaintive cry of some wild animal, and gazing upwards for some
moments, believed himself still in a vision. A girl knelt on the sand
beside him, earnestly gazing on his countenance the while she felt at
his heart for signs of returning life. On the yellow sand, at a little
distance, stood a small gazelle, whose cry he had just recognized.
Slowly he raised himself on his arm, and gazed at his strange new
friend with mingled feelings of wonder and admiration. Her face—of
the most perfect oval, and black as eboni was illuminated with an ex-
pression of suspense, tenderness, and delight, which enhanced its beauty ;
her eyes, soft as summer night, beamed with a tropical brilliancy ; and
as, retreated a step or two, she stood looking on him, her smiling
mouth disclosed a row of teeth dazzlingly white. A deluge of dark
tresses flowed over her shoulders, almost concealing her bosom; on
her head she wore a chaplet of flowers; her small feet were bare, and
ber only garb consisted of a robe of cotton stuff much worn, which,
tightened about her lithe waist by a girdle of silken grasses, descended
to her ankles.

Alfred sprang upon his feet, and poured forth an incoherent rhap-
sody of gratitude and admiration, which a second’s reflection showed
him she could not comprehend; when, however, he took her hand
gently and kissed it, she thanked him with a charming smile, allowing
him to retain it, while her head declined in side-long, modest grace on
her shoulder; then, after a pause, entered with voluble liveliness
into a conversation, of whose langnage he comprehended nothing but
the music, but which was rendered partially intelligible by ber gestures,
from which he gathered that she had heard the cries of men in a ship-
wrecked vessel in the previous storm, had remained wandering on the
beach all night, and, when the sun rose, had come to the spot where
he had lain, washed in by the waves on the spar to which he had
clung, which, as it stood where she had lifted it against a rock near,
she then approached, and, with innocent grace, impressed her lips on
it, as though to express her gratitude for its being the means of his pre-
servation. Presently Alfred pointed inland, and in pantomime made
her understand that he wished to learn if the country was inhabited.
She understood him at once ; and standing a little apart, and making
a circle round her in the sand, stood alone, raising her arm to the sun,
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then springing forward, with a countenance beaming with joy, seized
his hand once more in token of companionship, and forthwith com-
menced to lead him along the sands to a spot where, between two
high wooded cliffs, a path opened into the green tree-covered interior
of the hilly island.

While in India, Alfred had learned a little Arabic, and, as they
travelled along, it was not without a strange delight that, as he pointed
to this and that object, which she immediately named, he recognized,
in an occasional word, a resemblance to several in that tongue, and
that their representative meaning was verified by the objects indicated.
Such words, however, were very few, and he afterwards found that,
though a proportion of her vocabulary belonged to the Ethiopian dia-
lect, that the greater number of sounds she uttered were a natural
language of her own. Arrived at the summit of a rock, which com-
manded the round of the sea, he endeavoured to inquire whence she
had come to the island, pointing towards the west and north, in the
direction of Africa and Arabia, and how long she had, as he gathered,
remained alone in this solitary region; upon which, quickly under-
standing him, she pointed to the west, made a sign asif rowing a boat,
and then bent, so as to lessen her stature to that of a child. After
which, throwing out her arms, as if to embrace the circuit of the
island, she made him understand it was hers; and taking his hand
again, made & similar motion to indicate that they were its joint pos-
sedsors.

As they wandered along, his dark young guide plucked a beautiful
flower, which grew in a cleft of one of the grassy cliffs, and presented
it to him with a smile full of childish grace; and as, in the expressive
pantomime of natural language in which they had already learned to
express their thoughts, he inquired its name, she answered, Anulie ;
upon which, enwreathing it in the rich tresses which flowed from
her small brow, he called her Anulie, pointing to her, and his own name
pointing to himself'; and this basis of recognition being established, they
proceeded.

The island, which appeared to be some five miles in circumference,
was & beautiful region, surrounded by a wall of high cliffs, some gaunt
and bare, some covered with verdure, in the centre of which appeared
a valley, partly covered by grass and flowers, partly shaded by clusters
of trees and stretches of dark woodland, through which several streams
wound to the valley regions, centring in a small lake, whose waters, as
he found, were B0 transparent, that its rocky floor, overspread with
aquatic flowery plants, was as visible as those on its border. Not a
sound rippled the sunny air, save that of some rivulet singing along its
steep insilient path from rock to rock, as it hastened to its transparent
reservoir; or that of the arbourage on the heights, massed with cedar,
sycamore, olive, and other tropical trees, through which the soft sea
wind floating wave after wave, evoked a music of endless whispers,
and bore at intervals to the plains bencath a hundred scents of
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ripening lime and orange, or white acacia blossom exhaling in the sun.
Standing by the clear lake, and looking now upon the delightful
prospect which on all sides met the eye, and now on his strange and
beautiful companion, who stood smiling beside him, while the perfumed
airs murmured of love and plenteousness, and the golden sun looked
down upon them like the benignant god of the clime, Alfred for a
space almost believed himself still under the power of some dream
or spell, which, within a brief interval, had transported him from the
horrors of a watery death to this solitary and beauteous Eden of the
sea. The reverie into which he had fallen was presently broken by
Anulie, who, pointing to a shady cavern which opened in a steep pile
of rocks at some distance, shaded by trees of gigantic growth, and
draped with a thick coverture of parasitical plants, led the way thither,
ever and anon turning her head over her shoulder, and beckoning him
to follow. Arrived at the opening, which was narrow and low, the
girl motioned him to enter, and then disappeared for a few moments,
during which he had time to inspect the interior of|, as he concluded,
Anulie’s island home. The roof, which was covered with emerald
moss and trailers, here and there gave forth a sparry sparkle in the
glare of light reflected from without. In one place was spread
a couch of leaves and dry flowers, in another a few cups and vessels
formed of gourds; at one side of the entrance appeared a natural well
of coolest water enshrined in the rock; and at the other, leaning
against the side of the cavern, a sort of door, rudely formed of inter-
woven branches. A delightful .coolness pervaded the cavern, from
whose mouth through the boughs of the great trees with which it was
hooded, a pleasant vista opéned of the green mead descending to the
lake, and the pleasant valley with its varied clusters of trees, backed by
the sheltering steeps beyond. .

Hardly had he inspected the place when Anulie laughing joyously

came bounding in, her arms heaped with abundant fruits, dates,
and pomegranates, covered with the huge leaves of some
tropical plant, which, when she had arranged them on the floor of
the cave, she signalled him to breakfast, an invitation with which he