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CHAPTER LXXXVn. 
THE fifth hour had passed away, when Ayesha 

said to me, " Lo! the circle is fading; the lamps 
grow dim. Look now without fear on the space 
beyond; the Eyes that appalled thee are again 
lost in air, as lightnings that fieet back into 
cloud." . 

1 looked up, and the spectres had vanished. 
The sky was tinged with sulphurous hues, the 
red and the black intermixed. 1 replenished the 
laraps and the ring in front, thriftily, heedfully; 
but when I came to the six.th lamp, not a drop 
ia the vessel that fed them was left. In a vague 
dismay, I now looked round the half of the wide 
circle in rear of the two bended figures intent on 
the caldron. AU along that disc the light was 
already broken, here aud there flickering up, 
here and there dying down; the six lamps m 
that half of the circle still twinkled, but faintly 
as stars shrinking fast from the dawn of day. 
But it was not the fading shine in that half of 
the magical ring which daunted my eye and 
quickened with terror the pulse of my heart; the 
Bosh-land beyond was on fire. Prom the back
ground of the forest rose the flame and the 
smoke; the smoke, there, still half smothering the 
flame. But along the width of the grasses and 
herbage, between the verge of the forest and 
the bed of the water creek just below the raised 
platform from which 1 beheld the dread confla
gration, the flre was advancing; wave upon wave, 
clear and red against the columns of rock be
hind; as the rush of a flood through the mists of 
some Alp crowned with lightnings. 

Roused frora my stun at the first sight 
of a danger not foreseen by the mind I had 
steeled against far rarer portents of nature, I 
cared no more for the lamps and the circle. 
Hurrying back to Ayesha, I exclaimed, "The 
phantoms have gone from the spaces in front; 
but what incantation or spell can arrest the red 
march of the foe, speeding on in the rear! While 
we gazed on the Caldron of Life, behind us, un
heeded, behold the Destroyer!" 

Ayeslia looked and made no reply, but, as 
by involuntary instinct, bowed her majestic 
head, then rearing it erect, placed herself yet 
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more immediately before the wasted form of the 
young magician (he, stiU bending over the 
caldron, and hearing me not in the absorption 
and hope of his watch): placed herself before 
him, as the bird whose first care is her fiedgliug. 

As we two there stood, fronting the delage of 
fire, we heard Margrave behind us, murmuring, 
low, " See the bubbles of light, how they sparkle 
and dance—1 shall Uve, I shall live!" And his 
words scarcely died in our ears before, crash 
upou crash, came the fall of the age-long trees in 
the forest; and nearer, all near us, through the 
blazing grasses, the hiss of the serpents, the 
scream of the birds, and the bellow and tramp 
of the herds plunging wUd through the billowy 
red of their pastures. 

Ayesha now wound her arms around Mar
grave, and wrenched him, reluctant and strug
gling, from his watch over the seething caldron. 
In rebuke of his angry exclamations, she pointed 
to the march of the fire, spoke in sorrowful 
tones a few words in her own language, and 
then, appealing to me in English, said: 

" I teU. him that, here, the Spirits who oppose 
us have summoned a foe that is deaf to my voice, 
and " 

" And," exclaimed Margrave, no longer with 
gasp and effort, but with the swell of a voice 
which drowned all the discords of terror and of 
agony sent forth from the Phlegethon burning 
below—" and this witch, whom I trusted, is a 
vile slave and impostor, more desiring my death 
than my life. She thinks that in life I should 
scorn and forsake her, that in death I should die 
iuher arms! Sorceress, avaunt! Art thou useless 
aad powerless now when 1 need thee most ? Go ! 
Let the world be one funeral pyi-e! What to me 
is the world if I perish ? My world is my life. 
Thou knowest that my last hope is here, that all 
the strength left me this night will die down, like 
the lamps in the circle, unless the elixir restore 
it. Bold friend, spurn that sorceress away. Hours 
yet ere those flames can assail us! A few 
minutes more, and life to your Lilian and me!" 

Thus having said. Margrave tumed from us, 
and cast into the caldron the last essence yet 
left in his emptied cofl̂ er. 

Ayesha silently drew her black veil over her 
face; and tumed, with the being she loved, from 
the terror he scorned, to share in the hope that 
llG cli6risii6d 

Thus left alone, with my reason disenthralled, 
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disenchanted, I surveyed more calmly the extent 
of the actual peril with which we were threat
ened, and the peril seemed less, so surveyed. 

It is true, all the Bu^-land. behind, aleaoet up 
to the bed of the creek, was on fire; btrt the 
grasses, through wMch the flame spread so 
rapidly, ceased at the opposite marge of the 
creek. Watery pools were still, at intervals, 
left in the bed of the creek, shining tremulous, 
like waves of fire, in the glare refiected from the 
buming land; and even, where the water failed, 
the stony course of the exhausted rivulet was a 
barrier agaiust the march of the conflagration. 
Thus,, unless the wind, now still, should rise, 
and waft some sparks to the parched combus
tible herbage immediately around us, we were 
saved from the fire, and our work might yet be 
achieved. 

J. whispered to Ayesha the conclusion to which 
I came. 

" Thinkest thou," she answered, without rais
ing her mournful head, " that tt^ Agencies of 
Nature are the movements of chance. The Spi
rits I invoked to his aid are leagued with the 
hosts that assail. A Mightier than I am has 
doomed him I" 

Scarcely had she uttered these words before 
Margrave exclaimed, " Behold how the Rose of 
the alchemist's dream enlarges its bloom from 
the folds of its petals ! I shall Hve, I shall live!" 

I boked, and the liquid which glowed in the 
caldron had now taken a splendour that mocked 
aU comparisons borrowed from the lustre of 
gems. In its prevalent colour it had, indeed, the 
dazzle and flash of the ruby; but, out from the 
mass of the molten red, broke corruscations of aU 
prismal hues, shooting, shifting, in a play that 
made the wavelets themselves seem living things 
sensible of their joy. No longer was there scum 
or film upon the surface; only ever aud anon a 
light rosy vapour floating up, and quick lost in 
the haggard, heavy, sulphurous air, hot with the 
conflagration, rushing towards us from behind. 
And these corruscations formed, on the surface 
of the molten ruby, literally the shape of a Rose, 
its leaves made distinct in their outliues by sparks 
of emerald, and diamond, and sapphire. 

Even while gazing on this animate liquid 
lustre, a buoyant delight seemed infused into 
my senses; all terrors, conceived before, were 
annulled; the phantoms, whose armies had filled 
the wide spaces in front, were forgotten; the 
crash of the forest belund was unheard. In the 
reflexion of that glory. Margrave's wan cheek 
seemed, already restored to the radiance it wore 
when I saw it first in the framework of blooms. 

As I gazed, thus enchanted, a cold hand 
touched my own. 

" Hush!" whispered Ayesha, from tbe black 
veil, against which the rays from the caldron 
fell blunt, and absorbed into Dark. "Be. 
hind us, the light of the circle is extinct, but, 
there, we are guarded from all save the bmtal 
and soulless destroyers. But, before!—but, be
fore!—see 1 two of the lamps have died out!-— 

see the blank of the gap in the ring! Guard 
that breach—there, the demons wiU enter." 
' " Not a drop i* there left in this vessel by 
wMch to replenish the lamps ou the ring." 
• ''Advance,then; tfeou hast still the light of 

theusoul, and the demons may recoil before a 
soul that is dauntless and guiltless. If uot, 
Three are lost!—as it is. One is doomed." 

Thus adjured, silently, involuntarily, I passed 
from the Veiled Woman's side, over the sere 
lines on the turf which had been traced by the 
trian^es of liglit long since extinguished, and 
towards the verge of the circle. As I advanced, 
overhead rushed a dark cloud of wings, birds 
dislodged from thie forest; on fire, and screaming, 
in dissonant terror, as they flew towards the 
furthermost mountains: close by my feet hissed 
and glided the snakes,-drives forth from their 
blazing coverts, and glancing tha'ough the ring, 
unscared by its waning lamps; all undulating by 
rae, bright-eyed and hissing; aU made innocuous 
by fear: even the terrible Death-adder, which 
I trampled on as I halted at the verge of the 
cincle, did not turn to bite, but crept harmless 
away. I halted at the gap between the two 
dead lamps, and bowed my head to look again 
into the crystal vessel. Were there, indeed, no 
lingering drops yet left, if but ia recruit the 
lamps for some priceless nmrntes more? As I 
thus stood, right into the gap between the two 
dead lamps, strode a gigantic, Poot. All the 
rest of the form was unseen;;, only, as volume 
after volume of smoke poured on from the 
burning laud behmd, it seemed as if one great 
column of vapour, eddying round, settled itself 
aloft from the circle, and; that out from that 
column strode the giant l o o t And, as strode 
the Poot, so with it came, like the sound of its 
tread, a roll of muttered thunder. 

I recoiled, with a crj that rang.loud through 
the. lurid air. 

"Courage!" said, the voice of Ayesha. 
"Trembling soul, yield not an inch to the 
demon!" 

At the charm, the wonderful charm, ia ths 
tone of the Veiled Woman's voice, my will 
seemed to take a force more sublime than its 
own. I folded my arms on my breast, and stood 
as if rooted to the spot, confronting the column 
of smoke and the stride of the giant Foot. Aad 
the Poot' halted, mute. 

Again, in the momentary hush of that sus
pense, I heard a voice—it was Margrave's. 

" The last hour expires— t̂he work is accom
plished ! Come! come!—aid me to take the 
caldron from the fire—and, quick! or a drop 
may be wBsted in vapQur,. the Elixir.of Life, 
from the caldron!" 

At that cry I receded, and. the Foot advanced. 
And at that moment, suddenly, unawares, from 

behind, I was strickrai down. Over mê  as I 
lay, swept a wliirlwind of trampling hoofs and 
glancing homs. The herds, in their flight from 
the bumingpastures, had rushed over the bed of 
the watercourses-scaled the slopes of the banks. 

^ 
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Snorting and bellowing, they plunged their blind 
way to the mountains. One cry alone more wild 
than their own savage blare pierced the reek 
through which the Brate Hurricane swept. At 
that cry of wrath and despair T straggled to rise, 
again dashed to earth by the hoofs and the horns. 
But was it the dream-like deceit of .my reeling 
senses, or did I see that giant Poot stride imst 
through the close-serried ranks of the maddeniag 
herds ? Did I hear, distinct tlirough all the huge 
uproar of animal terror, the roU of low thunder 
which followed the stride of that Foot ? 

CHAPTER LXXXVIII. 

WHEN my sense had recovered its shock, and 
;: my eyes looked dizzily round, the charge of the 
' beasts had swept by; and of aU the wild tribes 

which had invaded the magical circle, the only 
Ungerer was the brown Death-adder, coiled 
close by the spot where my head had rested. 
Beside the extinguished lamps which the hoofs 
had confusedly scattered, the fire, arrested by the 
watercourse, had consumed the grasses that fed 
it, and there the plains stretched black and desert 
as the Phlegraean field of the Poet's Hell. But 
the fire still raged in the forest beyond. White 
flames, soaring up from the trunks of the tallest 
trees, and fomiing, through the sullen dark of 
the smoke-reek, innumerable pillars of fire, like 
the halls in the City of Fiends. 

Gathering myself up, I turned my eyes from 
the terrible pomp of the lurid forest, and looked 
fearfully down on the hoof-trampled sward for 
my two companions. 

I saw the dark image of Ayesha still seated, 
still bending, as I had seen it last. I saw a pale 
hand feebly, grasping the rim of the magical 
caldron, which lay, hurled down from its tripod 
by the rush of the beasts, yards away from the 
dim fading embers of the scattered wood pyre, I 
saw the famt writhings of a frail wasted frame, 
over whicli the Veiled Woman was bending. I 
saw, as I moved with bruised limbs to the place, 
close by the lips of the dying magician, the flash 
of the ruby-like essence spilt on the sward, and, 
meteor-Uke, sparkling up from the tom tufts of 
herbage. 

I now reached Margrave's side; bending over 
him as the Veiled Woman bent; and as I sought 
gently to raise him, he tumed his face, flercely 
faltering out, " Touch me not, rob me not. You 
share with me! Never—never. These glorious 
drops are aU mine! Die all else! I will live—I 
will Uve!" Writhing himself from my pitying 
arms, he plunged his face amidst the beautiful, 
playful flame of the essence, as if to lap the 
elixir with lips scorched away from its intolerable 
buming. Suddenly, with a low shriek, he fell 
back, Ids face upturned to mine, and on that face 
unmistakably reigned Deatk 

Then Ayesha tenderly, silently drew the young 
head to her lap, and it vanished from my sight 
behmd her black veil. 

I kuelt beside her, murmuring some trite words 
of comfort; but she heeded me not, rocking her

self to and fro as the mother who cradles a child 
to sleep. Soon, the fast-flickering sparkles of the 
lost elixir died out on the grass, and with their 
last sportive diamond-like tremble of light, up, in 
all the suddenness of Australian day, rose the 
sun, lifting himself royally above the mountain-
tops and fronting the meaner blaze of the forest 
as a young king fronts his rebels. And as there, 
where the bush fires had ravaged, all was a desert, 
so there, where their fury had not spread, all was 
a garden. Afar, at the foot of the mountains, 
the fugitive herds were grazing; the cranes, 
flocking back to the pools, renewed the strange 
grace of their gambols; and the great kingfisher, 
whose laugh, half in mirth, half in mockery, leads 
the choir that welcome the mom — which in 
Europe is night—alighted bold on thereof of the 
cavem, whose floors were stiU white with the 
bones of races, extinct before, formed to " walk 
erect and to gaze upon the stars," rose—so help
less through instincts, so royal through Soul,— 
rose MAN ! 

Btit there, on the ground where the dazzling 
elixir had wasted its virtues, there the herbage 
already had a freshness of verdure which, amid 
the duller sward round it, was like an oasis of 
green in a desert: And, there, wild flowers, whose 
chiE hues the eye would have scarcely distin
guished the day before, now glittered forth in 
blooms of uufamiliar beauty. Towards that spot 
were attracted myriads of happy insects, whose 
hum of intense joy was musically loud. But the 
form of the life-seeking sorcerer lay rigid and 
stark;—blind to the bloom of the wild flowers, 
deaf to the glee of the insects—one hand still rest
ing heavily on the rim of the emptied caldron, and 
the face still hid behind the Black Veil. What! 
the wondrous elixir, sought with such hope and 
well-nigh achieved through such dread, fleeting 
back to the earth from which its material was 
drawn, to give bloom, indeed,—but to herbs; joy, 
indeed,—^butto insects! 

And now in the flash of the sun, slowly wound 
up the slopes that led to the circle, the same 
barbaric procession which had sunk into the 
valley under the ray of the moon. The armed 
men came first, stalwart and tall, theu: vests 
brave with crimson and golden lace; their 
weapons gaily gleaming with holiday silver. 
After them, the Blaok Litter. As they came to 
the place, Ayesha, not raising her head, spoke to 
them iu theu: own Eastem tongue. A wail was 
their answer. The armed men bounded forward, 
and the bearers left the Utter. 

All gathered round the dead form with the 
face concealed under the black veil—aU knelt, 
and all wept. Far in the distance, at the foot of 
the blue mountams, a crowd of the savage natives 
had risen up as if from the earth; they stood mo
tionless, leaning on their clubs and spears, and 
looking towards the spot on which we were; 
strangely thus brought into the landscape, as if 
they, too, the wild dwellers on the verge which 
Humanity guards from the Brute, were among 
the mourners for the mysterious Child of mysteri. 
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OUS Nature! And still, in the herbage, hummed the 
small insects, and still, from the cavem, laughed 
the great kingfisher. I said to Ayesha, "Fare
well, your love mourns the dead, mine calls me 
to the living. You are now with your own 
people, they may console you—say if I can 
assist." 

"There is uo consolation for me! What 
mourner can be consoled if the dead die for 
ever ? Nothing for liim is left but a grave; that 
grave shall be in the land where the song of 
Ayesha first lulled him to sleep! Thou assist 
ME—thou—the wise man of Europe ! From me 
ask assistance. What road wilt thou take to 
thy home ?" 

"There is but one road known to me through 
the maze of the solitude; that which we took to 
this upland." 

" On that road Death lui"ks, and awaits thee ! 
BUnd dupe, couldst thou think that if the grand 
secret of life had been won, he whose head rests 
on my lap would have yielded thee one petty 
drop of the essence which had filched from his 
store of life but a moment ? Me, who so loved 
and so cherished him—me, he would have doomed 
to the pitiless cord of my servant, the Strangler, 
if my death could have lengthened a hairbreadth 
the span of his being. But what matters to me 
his crime or his madness ? I loved him—I loved 
him!" 

She bowed her veiled head lower and lower; 
perhaps, under the veil, her lips kissed the Ups of 
the dead. Then she said, whisperingly: 

" Juma, the Strangler, whose word never failed 
to his master, whose prey never slipped from his 
snare, waits thy step on the road to thy home ! 
But thy death cannot now profit the dead, the 
beloved. And thou hast had pity for him who 
took but thine aid to design thy destruction. 
His life is lost, thine is saved!" 

She spoke no more in the tongue that I could 
interpret. She spoke, in the language unknown, 
a few murmured words to her swarthy attendants; 
then the armed men, stiU weeping, rose, and made 
a dumb sign to me to go with them. I under
stood by the sign that Ayesha had told them to 
guard me on my way; but she gave no reply to 
my parting thanks. 

CHAPTER LXXXIX. 
I DESCENDED, iuto the Valley; the armed men 

followed. The path, on that side of the water
course not reached by the flames, wound through 
meadows still green, or amidst groves stiU un
scathed. As a tuming in the way brought in 
front of my sight the place I had left behind, I 
beheld the black Utter creeping down the de
scent, with its curtains closed, and the Veiled 
Woman walking by its side. But soon the 
funeral procession was lost to my eyes, and the 
thoughts that it roused were erased. The waves 
injnan's brain are Uke those of the sea, rushing 
on, rushing over the wrecks of the vessels that 
rode on their surface, to sink, after storm, in 
their deeps. One thought cast forth iuto the 

future now mastered aU in the past. "Was 
LiUan Uving stiU ?" Absorbed in the gloom of 
that thought, hurried on by the goad that my 
heart, in its tortured impatience, gave to my 
footstep, I outstripped the slow stride of the 
armed men, and, midway between the place I had 
left and the home which I sped to, came, far 
in advance of my guards, into the thicket m 
which the bushmeu had started up in my path 
on the night that LiUan had watched for my 
coming. The earth at my feet was rife with 
creeping plants and many-coloured flowers, the 
sky overhead was half-hid by motionless pines. 
Suddenly, whether crawling out from the herbage 
or dropping down from the trees, by my side 
stood the white-robed and skeleton form— 
Ayesha's attendant, the Strangler. 

I sprang from him in shuddering, then halted 
and faced him. The hideous creature crept to
wards me, cringing and fawning, making signs of 
humble good will and sei-rile obeisance. Again 
I recoiled—wrathfuUy, loathingly; tumed my face 
homeward, and fled on. I thought I had baffled 
his chase, when, just at the mouth of the thicket, 
he dropped from a bough in my path close behind 
me. Before I eould turn, some dark muffling sub
stance feU between my sight and the sun, and I 
felt a fierce strain at my throat. But the words 
of Ayesha had warned me; with one rapid hand 
I seized the noose before it could tighten too 
closely, with the other I tore the bandage away 
from my eyes, and, wheeling round ou the das
tardly foe, struck him down with one spurn of 
my foot. His hand, as he feU, relaxed its hold 
on the noose; I freed my throat from the knot, 
and sprang from the copse into the broad sunlit 
plain. I saw no more of the armed men or the 
Strangler. Panting and breathless, I paused at 
last before the fence, fragrant with blossoms, 
that divided my home from the solitude. 

Tbe windows of Lilian's room were darkened 
—aU within the house seemed stiU. 

Darkened and silenced Home! with the Ught 
and sounds of the jocund day all -iround it. 
Was there yet Hope in the Universe for me ? 
AU to which I had trusted Hope, had broken 
down; the anchors I had forged for her hold 
in the beds of the ocean, her stay from the drifts 
of the storm, had snapped like the reeds which 
pierce the side that leans on the barb of their 
points, and confides in the strength of their 
stems. No hope in the baffled resources of 
recognised knowledge! No hope iu the daring 
adventures of Mind into regions unknown; vain 
alike the calm lore of the practised physician, 
and the magical arts of the fated Enchanter. 
I had fied from the common-place teachings of 
Nature, to explore in her Shadow-land marvels 
at variance with reason. Made brave by the 
grandeur of love, I had opposed without quail-
iug the stride of the Demon, and my hope, when 
fraition seemed nearest, had been trodden into 
dust by the hoofs of the beast! And yet, aU the 
whUe, I had scorned, as a dream more wUd than 
the word of a sorcerer, the hope that the old mau 
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and chUd, the wise and the ignorant, took from 
their souls as in-born! Man and fiend had alike 
failed a mind, not ignoble, not skilless, uot ab
jectly craven; alike failed a heart not feeble and 
selfish, not dead to the hero's devotion, wUling 
to shed .every drop of its blood for a something 
more dear than an animal's life for itself! What 
remained—what remained for man's hope?— 
man's mind and man's heart thus exhausting 
their aU with no other result but despair ? What 
remained but the mystery of mysteries, so clear 
to the sunrise of childhood, the sunset of age, 
only dimmed by the clouds which collect round 
the noon of our manhood? Where yet was Hope 
found? In the soul; in its every-day impulse to 
supplicate comfort and Ught, from the Giver 
of soul, wherever the heart is afflicted, the mind 
is obscured. 

Then the words of Ayesha rushed over me: 
" What mourner can be consoled, if the Dead 
die for ever?" Through every pulse of my 
frame throbbed that dread question. All Natm-e 
aroxmd seemed to murmur it. And suddenly, as 
by a flash from Heaven, the grand truth in 
Faber's grand reasoning shone on me, and Ughted' 
up aU, within and without, Man alone, of all 
earthly creatures, asks, " Can the Dead die for 
ever ?" and the instinct that urges the question 
is God's answer to man! No instinct is given 
m vain. 

And, bom with the instinct of soul is the in
stinct that leads the soul from the seen to the 
unseen, from time to eternity, from the torrent 
that foams towards the Ocean of Death, to the 
source of its stream, far aloft from the Ocean. 

"Know thyself," said the Pythian of old. 
" That precept descended from Heaven." Know 
thyself! is that maxim wise? If so, know thy 
soul. But never yet did man come to the 
thorough conviction of soul, but what he ac
knowledged the sovereign necessity of prayer. 
In my awe, in my rapture, aU my thoughts 
seemed enlarged aud illumed and exalted. I 
prayed—all my soul seemed one prayer. All my 
past, with its pride and presumption and foUy, 
grew distinct as the form of a penitent, kneel
ing for pardon before setting forth on the pil
grimage, vowed to a shrine. And, sure now, in 
the deeps of a soul flrst revealed to myself, that 
the Dead do not die for ever, my human love 
soared beyond its brief trial of terror and sorrow. 
Daring not to ask from Heaven's wisdom that 
LiUan, for my sake, might not yet pass away 
from the eari;h, I prayed that my soul might be 
fitted to bear with submission whatever my 
Maker might ordain. And, if surviving her, 
without whom no beam from yon material sun 
could ever warm into joy a morrow in human 
life—so to guide my steps that they might rejoin 
her at last, and, in rejoining, regain for ever! 

How trivial now became the weird riddles that, 
a Uttle while before, had been clothed in so 
solemn an awe. What mattered it to the vast 
interests involved inthe clear recognition of Soul 
and Hereafter,—whether or not my bodily sense, 

for a moment, obscured the face of the Natm-e, 
I should one day behold as a spirit ? Doubtless 
the sights and the sounds which had haunted the 
last gloomy night, the calm reason of Faber 
would strip of their magical seemings;—the Eyes 
iu the space and the Foot in the circle might be 
those of no terrible Demons, but of the Wild's 
savage cluldren whom I had seen, halting, curious 
and mute, in the light of the moming. The 
tremour of the ground (if not, as heretofore, 
expUcable by the illusory impression of my own, 
treacherous senses) might he but the natural 
effect of elements straggling yet under a soil un
mistakably charred by volcanoes. The luminous 
atoms dissolved in the caldron might as Uttle 
be fraught with a vital eUxir as are the splendours 
of naphtha or phosphor. As it was, the weu-d 
rite had uo magic result. The magician was not 
rent limb from limb by the fiends. By causes as 
natural as ever extinguished Ufe's spark in the 
frail lamp of clay, he had died out of s ight -
under the black veil. 

What mattered henceforth to Faith, in its far 
grander questions and answers, whether Reason, 
in Faber, or Fancy, in me, suppUed the more pro
bable guess at a hieroglyph which, if construed 
aright, was but a word of small mark in the 
mystical language of Nature ? If all the arts of 
enchantment recorded by Fable were attested by 
facts which Sages were forced to acknowledge. 
Sages would sooner or later find some cause for 
such portents—not supernatural. But what 
Sage, without cause supernatural, both without 
and within him, can guess at the wonders he 
views in the growth of a blade of grass, or the 
tints on an insect's wing ? Whatever art Man 
can achieve in his progress through time, Man's 
reason, in time, can suffice to explain. But the 
wonders of God ? These belong to the Infinite; 
and these, O Immortal! will but develop new 
wonder ou wonder, though thy sight be a spirit's, 
and thy leisure to track and to solve, an eter
nity. 

As I raised my face from my clasped hands, 
my eyes feU full upon a form standing in the 
open doorway. There, where on the night in 
which Lilian's long straggle for reason and life 
had begun, the Luminous Shadow had been 
beheld in the doubtful Ught of a dying moon and 
a yet hazy dawn; there, on the threshold, gather
ing round her bright locks the auriole of the 
glorious sun, stood Amy, the blessed child! And 
as I gazed, drawing nearer and nearer to the 
silenced house, and that Image of Peace on its 
threshold, 1 felt that Hope met me at the door-
Hope in the child's steadfast eyes—Hope m the 
child's welcoming smile! 

" I was at watch for you," whispered Amy. 
"AU is well." ,n, 1 n J 

"She lives stUl—she hves! Thank G o d -
thank God!" „, . , ,̂ 

" She Uves—she will recover!" said another 
voice, as my head sunk on Faber's shoulder. 
" For some hours in the night her sleep was dis
turbed—convulsed, I feared, then, the worst. 
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Suddenly, just before the dawn, she caUed out 
aloud, still in sleep, 

" ' The cold ̂ nd dark shadow has passed away 
from me, and from AUen-^passed away from us 
both for ever!' 

" And from that moment the fever left her; the 
breathing became soft, the pulse steady, and the 
colour stole gradually back to her cheek. ' The 
crisis is past. Nature's benign Disposer has 
permitted Nature to restore your life's gentle 
partner, heart to heart, mind to mind " 

"And soul to soul," I cried, in my solemn joy. 
"Above as below, soul to soul!" Then, at a 
sign from Faber, the Child took me by the band 
and led me up the stairs into Lilian's room. 

Again those dear arms closed round me in 
wife-Uke and holy love, and those true Ups kissed 
away my tears;—even as now, at the distance of 
years from that happy mom, while I write the 
last words of this Strange Story, the same faith
ful arms close around me, the same tender lips 
kiss away my tears. 

THE END OP A STRANGE STORY. 

AN ENLIGHTENED CLERGYMAN. 

AT various places in Suffolk (as elsewhere) 
penny readings take place "for the instruction 
and amusement of the lower classes." There is 
a Uttle town in Suffolk called Eye, where the 
subject of one of these readings was a tale (by 
MR. WILKIE COLLINS) from the last Christmas 
Number of this Joumal, entitled "Picking up 
Waifs at Sea." It appears tliat the Eye gen-
tiUty was shocked by the introduction of this 
rude piece among the taste and musical glasses 
of that important town, on which the eyes of 
Europe are notoriously always fixed. In parti
cular, the feeUngs of the vicar's family were 
outraged; and a Local Organ (say, the Tattle-
snivel Bleater) consequently doomed the said 
piece to everlasting obUvion, as being of an 
" injurious tendency"! 

When this fearful fact came to the know
ledge of the unhappy writer of the doomed tale 
iu question, he covered his face with his robe, 
previous to dying decently under the sharp 
steel of the ecclesiastical gentiUty of the ter
rible town of Eye. But the discovery that he 
was not alone in his gloomy glory, revived him, 
and he still lives. 

For, at Stowmarket, inthe aforesaid county of 
Suffolk, at another of those penny readings, it 
was announced that a certain juvenile sketch, 
culled from a volume of sketches (by Boz) and 
entitled THE BLOOMSBURT CHRISTENING, would 
be read. Hereupon, the clergyman of that place 
took heart and pen, and addressed the foUowing 
terrific epistle to a gentleman bearing the very 
appropriate name of Gudgeon: 

Stowmarket Vicarage, Feb, 25, 1861. 
SIB,—My attention has been directed to a piece 

called the Bloomsbury Christening which you pro
pose to read this evening. Without presuming to 
claun any interference in the arrangement of the 
readings, I would suggest to you whether you have 

on this occasion sufficiently considered the cha
racter of the composition you have selected. I quite 
appreciate tbe laudable motive of the promoters of 
the readings to raise the moral tone amongst the 
working class of the town and to direct this taste 
in a familiar and pleasant manner. The Bloomsbury 
Christening cannot possibly do this. It trifles with 
a sacred ordinance, and the language and style, in
stead of improving the taste, has a direct tendency 
to lower it. 

I appeal to your right feeling whether it is de
sirable to give publicity to that which must shock 
several of your andience, and create a, snule amongst 
others, to be indulged in only by violating the con
scientious scruples of their neighbours. 

The ordinance which is h»e exposed to ridicule 
is one which is much misunderstood and neglected 
amongst many families belonging to 'the Church of 
England, and the mode in which it is treated in 
this chapter cannot fail to appear as giving a sanc
tion to, or at least excusing, such Bfsglect. 

Although you are pledged to the public to give 
this subject, yet I cannot but believe that they 
would fully justify yoiur substitution of it for 
another did they know the circumstances. An 
ataidgment would only lessen the evil in a degree, 
as it is not only thfr style of the writing but the 
subject: itself which is objectionable. 

Excuse me for troubling you, but I felt that, in 
common with yourself, I have a grave responsibility 
in the matter, and I am most truly vours, 

' T . S. COLES. 
To Mr. J. Gudgeon. 

It is really^ necessarJ to explain that this is 
not a bad joke. It is simply a. bad fact. 

ST. GEORGE AND THE DEAGOMAN. 

MY one-eyed Cairo dragoman, Abool Hoo-
sayn, calls himself thirty, but, from a certain 
snipyness of waist and cranyness of leg, I should 
have set him down as forty, at least. Certain 
white tufts in his spare beard would also have 
led me to the raore unfavourable supposition, 
had he not accounted for that peculiarity in a 
narration which I may here abridge, imitating as 
weU as I can Abool's rather imperfect English. 

He told me the story one evening, at Suez, 
coiled up in his wadded quilt, his capote over 
his head, his sceptre of power—a crooked jessa
mine chibouk-stick—in his signet hand; his 
Cairene merkhoob, or Turkish slippei-s, framed 
of leather ' dyed yellow* with the juice from 
the rind of pomegranates, on his feet; that 
glorious star, Canopus, or, as the Ai-abs caU it, 
"the uncle of the moon," sparlding above his 
red and yeUow bound turban. 

" AU this, effendi (rabbing the stunted beard 
on his yellow ohin), came sixteen year ago, when 
Arab ship went down-stairs in the Red Sea, two 
days joumey from Aden." 

" As how?" said L 
"El Arakee—Bedowee• village, two days' 

journey from Aden." 
Here I may observe that Abool Hoosayn's 

knowledge of EogUsh is of that peculiar kind 
that it never enables him to give a right answer 
to anything I ask him : while my knowledge of 
Arable is of that kind that, although I can utter 
an incredible number of questions, rebukes, 

^ j ^ 
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sneers, chidings, jokes, proverbial sajrings, vale
dictions, greetings, and other forms of speech, 
in the language of the Thousand and One 
Nights, I cannot always understand what the 
person who answers me says: more especially 
if the reply be couched in rhetorical language, 
or be much interlarded with quotations from the 
Koran. 

Abool Hoosayn went on: 
"One day, English officer come to my master 

and say, 'My son sick—he go to Bombay. Let 
this young man, Abool Hoosayn, who waiteth at 
thy table, go with my son to Bombay.' Several 
hundred rapees, I go. When I get Bombay, 
youne officer say, 'Go—steamer, bumboat, na
tive boat—any way, go back to Cairo!' Give 
me several hundred rupees—whatever way I 
Uke. I go to steamer and find i t ; one hundred 
rapee. I say, * No, I go native boat—own 
country boat—cotton boat, for thirty rapee.' 
(Here he laughs cunningly.) ' I pay shall for 
myself, and shall for my wife, and go back in 
my country boat.' One night in Red Sea, I go 
sleeps, and boat strike rock, and boat break. 
Captain, twenty men, go down-stairs—^aU kill; 
five men get into dinghy and beat all rest who 
try to get overboard. Beat me too, dam rascal 
—bad men! I see plank, and get shore." 
(Here Abool Hoosayn goes through a vigorous 
pantomime of swimming.) " All Gibbet desert— 
three days without food— t̂hen beard grow white; 
three days expect Bedouins meet and kill us ; 
third day come to Bedowee viUage— ĵust as 11 
was born was I then. Arab man not all bad 
meu. They give me bread—give me milk. If 
I been rich, they kill me and cut throat; now 1 
poor—strange man Bedowee—they put me ou 
camel, aud take me three days to Aden, Then 
I wait one year on English officer—earn one 
hundred rupee—then take own country boat, 
and come back Cairo, Two year after, young 
EngUsh officer—stout—well—^come to Cairo— 
hear how boat break, and box go down-stairs— 
give me five pound. That, effendi, is how 
come white beard,'" 

Abool Hoosayn is a little spare young-old 
man, with a lantern-jawed yeUow face, big black 
eyebrows, a wondering querulous manner, a 
cat-Uke sneeze, and a tormenting way of saying, 
with both hands raised, " What you think ?" 
He wears a cui-rycoloured jacket, with a hood 
in cold weather, an immense red and yellow 
Syrian sash which, unfolded, is some six yards 
long, fuU black breeches that swaddle down a 
foot below his knees, a red tarboosh bound with 
a red and rhubarb-yellow handkerchief; he has 
a manner at once fretful, impertracnt, self-im
portant, fussy, and fantastic. He is a great ad
viser of bragging guns being shot off at night
time, during desert encampment; but I see no 
signs of " flght" in his shabby vulturine fea
tures, though I cannot fail to detect some greed, 
much love of tyranny, and some blustering pol
troonery. With him, " directly" means that 
you must wait ten minutes ; and " all right," 
all right for the dragoman's interest. His one 
thought is his own profit. I never saw him 

wash, nor does he attend to any Mussulman 
rules of prayer. At noonday he is cleaning 
knives, and at sunset he is serving soup. He 
smiles on me till he gets my certificate; but 
woe to the miserable drudge who is in the 
power of Abool Hoosayn, whose hand is velvet 
to the rich, but iron to the poor. To see him in 
his grandeur, see him straddle his Uttle warped 
legs and abuse an Arab guide! The word 
" kelb " (dog) occurs every three seconds; and 
" son of a Jew," every two minutes. When 
a poor fellow dropped his saddle-b^s in the 
great oasis, I saw him with mine own eyes draw 
back Uke a specially vicious asp, and then spit 
in the poor Egyptian's eyes, who, with the 
sufferance that is the badge of aU his tribe, 
calmly bent forward his old shorn skull, and 
wiped, off the insult with the blue rag that he 
called his sleeve. 

Abool Hoosayn fervently beUeves in tlie truth 
of the Egyptian proverb, "The stick came 
down from heaven," and he has no wish that 
such a divine gift should be allowed to moulder 
away unused. I use the word stick meta-
phoricaUy for anything by which a blow may be 
given. 

I was at the Suee station, waitmg for my 
trunk and carpet-bag to appear under the care of 
Abool Hoosayn, who, presently arriving, left the 
luggage in the care of a poor old Arab, and ran 
to procure me my ticket and a draught of water. 
In five minutes he returned, and, to his utter 
wrath, observed four other fellahs carrying off 
my trunk between them in their peaceful way 
to the railway carriage. The old Arab still 
adhering with smiling obstinacy to his former 
cliarge, Abool's blood at once boiled over; he 
ran, and using his mildest form of argument 
with fellahs, lie hit the grave and reverend 
signior a dreadful punch on the head. I heard 
his head sound against the hard bag, and saw it 
bound from it. At once convinced of the infamy 
of his conduct, the old fellah bent Lis head, 
shouldered the bag, and trotted off quietly iu 
the right direction. Abool Hoosayn smiled at 
the force of his arguments. 

At another time, I was on a boat excur
sion of several weeks on the Nile. The second 
day, to Abool's infinite rage, our cook, Ibrahim, 
an old decrepit Mussulman, was taken iU. The 
first day, he coughed his life nearly out; the 
next day, fairly overcome by a cold north wind 
(for it can be cold, and can rain too, in Egypt), 
he laid down his favourite stewpan with a 
sigh, and rehearsing a smaU Cliarles-the-Fifth 
sort of abdication, crept down into the hold, 
closed the planks over him, and lay there twenty-
four liours. 

My friend Abool's face grew black as night 
wheu.he had that day with his own august 
hands to clean boots and scour pans; but wheu 
it came to the preparing of soup and the intri
cate fabrication of sweetmeats, his temper failed 
him altogether, and he burst forth a flagrant, 
intolerable, volcanic, fire-spitting old tyrant. 

I quietly asked him how Ibrahim was, and 
whether a cup of teu would do him good P 

• 
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" i'U cure Ibrahim!" said the wrathful dra
goman; and at it he went, tooth and nail. 

He roused him out of bed, he called him 
"dog!" three hundred times, he spat at the 
invalid, he asked him how he dared to catch 
inflammation of the lungs just after signing 
a contract with a dragoman, and that drago
man Abool Hoosayn; he swore by the beard of 
the Prophet that Ibrahim was sheklehan (hum
bug) for not, at least, delaying such an illness 
until we reached Thebes, ten days farther on. 
He stormed at him, he revilea at him as a 
cheating lazy old woman, referred again to 
the dog, until even the Arab captain had to 
rise, gravely shake his brown robes, and re
quest " Peace." The poor old cook feebly re
taliated, but could make no head at all against 
the storm. He drew his ragged zaboot around 
him, and, with tottering step, crawled to clean 
some dishes: groaning out, " I am very ill; 
truly, 0 Abool 1 thou art barbarous, 0 Abool!" 
and other gentle recriminations. But nothing 
moved the iron-hearted Abool, and, wonderful 
to relate, the scolding seemed to act as a tonic 
and counter-irritant upon the cook, for he got 
better after it, and resumed his cooking. It 
was a cruel, and yet, for the time, certainly an 
effectual remedy. 

Unhappy, indeed, the traveller who, entirely 
ignorant of the language of the country he 
travels in, wanders as a dumb man among deaf 
men, a child led about by a servant, compelled to 
witness the caprices, the insolence, the folly, the 
selfishness, the vulgarity, of an ignorant upstart, 
who, with the soul of a valet assumes a swagger 
which he thinks makes him pass for a gentleman, 
and who prejudices you against the honest, 
the_ well-meaning, and the no-flatterer, and 
praises those who do him court, who fee him, 
and who answer his ends; unhappy the traveller 
in the power of a man who secretly despises 
him as an infidel, who has no sympathy vrith 
him, who hates the work of shovring him " old 
buildings;" who is a formalist, yet without 
religion; whose only interest it is to finish the 
journey and get his money; who is probably 
a coward, possibly a thief, and certainly a cheat. 
Lose no time, travellers, in learning the language 
of the country you travel in, if only to frustrate 
the deceptions and plots, tricks frauds and rob
beries, of that nuisance of all nuisances, a drago
man. 

The moment the camels set down your 
luggage at the door of an Eastern hotel, 
and you have obtained the key of your cool 
stone-floored room — looking out, maybe, on 
flowering sont-trees, or a stubby palm-tree 
and an indigo-bush, or a great lavish-leaved 
castor-oil plant, or a lai-ge sycamore strung 
with flesh-coloured fruit—the dragoman plague 
begins. You have washed, aud are loos
ening the buckles of jour trunk, hoping to 
be able to arrange your clotlies beiore the 
second dinner gong sounds. Suddenly a low 
knock comes at your door—such a knock as 
Edgar Poe's raven gave ; you open it, aud find 
it is a dragoman, who hears you are going to 

Jerusalem, or Damascus, or Second Cataract, 
or anywhere, and comes to show you his testi
monials. Five other similar vultures are wait-
ing for you on benches in the passage. Achnied 
DoodelC with the Eirst Cataract in his eye-
Abdallali Bumba, with the Second; Osmau 
Saffra, with the Third ; the wretch at the door, 
who is fumbling for forged certificates in 
an embroidered bag, is that notorious rascal, 
Mahommed Kammoonee, a Maltese, better 
known as Giovanni Balducchi: a great thief who 
was last year tied to the mast at Assonam by 
his employers, three American gentlemen, and 
there left, some hundreds of miles from Cairo, to 
find his way back as he could. He has an irre
sistible weakness for gold watches. The fourth 
is Ghorab, a Christian — that is, a Copt — a 
greater rascal than Kammoonee, for he takes his 
travellers cheap, and then half starves them. 
The sixth is that notorious liar, the long-nosed 
Hoosan Aswed, a man who, in the days of the 
severe Mohammed AU, could have saved his 
nose and ears, only by angeUc interference. His 
father died rather pubUcly in a certain sandy 
square under the walls of the citadel. 

There is a great variety inthe manner of these 
vultures who feed on travellers. Doodeh is a 
shellabee, or dandy (the Arabic word means 
UteraUy "an effeminate person"). His beard is 
a scented sable, his sash is of the daintiest 
colours, his tarboosh of the most blooming 
crimson, his under cap of the purest white. 
I tremble to think what it costs to keep up 
that style of dressing. Bumba is, on the con
trary, careless, slovenly, and repeats the words 
"my master" before every sentence. Ghorab 
is very old and shaky, and is ready to take 
anything, being, indeed, wom out, and of no 
use to any traveller. Aswed is preposterous in 
his prices. Safl'ra is a sanguine man, who treats 
you at once as his own, and requests you to 
abandon dinner and come at once and look at a 
boat. 

The testimonials, generally forged, or bor
rowed, or inherited, are of most unquaUfied 
kidd. The bad and genuine testimonials are all 
at the bottom of the NUe, or blowing about the 
giant dust-heaps that environ Cairo. The pro
duced testimonials are generaUy dated three or 
four years back, and run somewhat in this way: 

"Mr. and Mrs. Hushman having travelled 
tlirough Syria and up the NUe with Mohammed 
Kammoonee as their dragoman, beg to say that 
they found him intelligent, well informed, low 
in his charges, untiring, and particularly atten
tive to the cooking and supply of food, and 
cordially and unhesitatingly recommend him to 
all English travellers contemplating a similar 
tour. Tliey beg to add, that Mohammed is a 
most sincere and devoted Christian. He is 
cleanly and obliging, and leaves nothing to be 
desired." 

Now, from the formal and mannered tone of 
all these testimonials, one may be tolerably cer
tain that they have generally been written as mere 
matters of course, like servants' testimonials in 
our own country. Who in the flush of travel 
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would refuse a certificate to a dragoman, unless 
he had attempted homicide, theft, or arson ? The 
man pleased with a journey, or glad that it is 
over, is equaUy in a good humour and is equally 
in a certificate-giving humour. If Mr. H. is 
angry, then Mrs. H. pleads for the " poor fellow," 
and the mischievous certificate is given. How 
much better if a book were kept by the English 
consul—who by-the-by, charges a very heavy 
fee for protecting his countrymen—in which 
aU the dragomans' names were entered, with 
a line of comment on each voyage, written by 
their employers for the guidance of future 
travellers. Then we might find such serviceable 
landmarks, as " drinks," " Ues," " steals," 
" impertinent," " lazy," " speaks bad English," 
"plots with the men," "coward," "keeps no 
promises;" or, on the other hand, " cheerful," 
"active," "sensible," "speaks good French," 
"is fond of antiquities," "attentive," "good 
cook," and the like. 

The fact is, the dragoman originaUy was 
nothing but a valet, who could speak English 
and the language of the country in which his 
employer was travelUng; but foolish rich people, 
from spoiling him, overpaying him, and doing 
nothing for themselves, nave let him grow into 
the great man, and the tyrant who rules you, 
and who himself wants servants to wait on him. 
He drives, he bullies, he swaggers, he looks big; 
he is, in fact, " a regular Turk." 

No smile in the world can equal the smile of 
a dragoman who smiles at the mention of a low 
price. I t is at once contemptuous, servile, and 
deprecating. He gently pinches youi- hand in a 
coaxing way, and lays the matter before you: 

" But, my master, jrou no want stmky b o a t -
rat boat—you want nice boat, quick boat—you 
want meals as hotel, you want go' 'tendance— 
you want good camel, good donkey." 

" Go away! I amjust going down to dinner." 
"Very well, my master—any time—to-mor

row morning, six o'clock—very weU,̂  my master 
—salamat—good night, my master!" 

" TeU aU the other dragomans to come to me 
to-morrow moming." 

" Very well, my master—God bless you, my 
master—good night—remember my name—Mo-
bammed Kammoonee." 

" Mo-hammed Kam-moon-ee." 
"All right, my master." ,., .1 
Forgetting the somewhat tedious etiquette 

of a Moslem country, I (in my ovra case) 
banged the door on Mohammed, by the same 
act neariy flattening the nose of the too ob
trusive and watchful Achmed Doodeh, who, 
though much injured, shouted an unavailmg 
assurance that he would take me to Mount 
Sinai for ten pounds less than would pay him, 
because he was a young man wishing to become 
a dragoman, as his father had been. 

After aU, I took neither Doodeh, nor Kam
moonee, nor Bumba, but the lean imperious 
Abool Hoosavn, recommended to me by a 
Cairo wine-seller, who knew the keeper of a 
curiosity-shop, who knew an Alexandria com
mission agent, who knew me. 1 found him the 

ignorant, conceited, strutting, sallow Uttle tyrant 
I have already mentioned. 

I hear him now (I write on board a Nile 
boat), in a gale of wind, storming at and insult
ing the Arab captain for allowing one of my 
shirts to blow off the line on the quarter-deck. 
The captain says, with fierce stolidity, and some 
justice, " WuUali! 0 dragoman! I did not blow 
it over. Speak to the sailors, 0 dragoman! 
Am I the son of a dog that thou thus speakest 
to me ? Curses on thee, and on the kaffir, thy 
master, and may his face be blackened in the 
day of doom!" 

As I am supposed not to understand this, I 
am not in the least angry, and smoke away at my 
leisure at my cabin window : attending more or 
less to the welfare of a long line baited for the 
sluggish NUe fish. 

We have just bumped on an earth-bank, or 
grated over a s'and reef, and now six of our men 
are poling us off. 

Hear their semi-religious chorus, which the 
reis, or captain, leads. I do not translate it 
word for word, but give the tenor of it. The 
reis calls out some attribute of Allah, to which 
his boatmen answer, "God is great!" The 
chorus runs thus : 

" The Omnipotent!" 
" God is great 1" 
"The All-merciful!" 
" God is great!" 
"The Bountiful!" 
"God is great!" 
"The Omnipresent!" 
" God is great!" 
" The Gracious!" 
" God is great!" 
" The Just!" 
" God is great!" 
" The Lord of Paradise!" 
" God is great!" 
And so on for some two hours, until the palms 

on the NUe-bank become mere black tufts, and 
the moon blazons her crescent of white fire 
against a golden cloud, gorgeous as a caliph's 
banner of conquest. 

SELECT COMMITTEE ON FRENCH 
SONGS. 

TWO SITTINGS. SITTING THE SECOND. 

THERE is a very curious account of a custom 
and a song handei down from 1586 in the town 
of Castellane, in the Basses Alpes. Castellane 
in that year was besieged by the Protestants, 
and repulsed the aggressors, much assisted by 
the exploit of a woman, who is traditionaUy 
named Brave Judith. She placed herself above 
one of the gates of the town at the time of the 
siege, and threw down a tub, plastered over 
witli burning pitch, on the assailants, who were 
tryin"- to break through the gate by means of a 
petard. The leader of the men was crushed 
under this tub. The song to commemorate this 
event is called La Chanson du Petard. Until 
1825 the anniversary of this deed of "dernnf;-
do" was kept up by various ceremomes m 
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the city of CasteUane. A procession walked 
all round the town, the town council, the 
singers whom they appointed, foUowing the 
procession at a distance, and chanting loudly 
the verses of the Song of the Petard. Every 
counciUor had at his button-hole a kind of 
nosegay made of dry wood with grains of maize 
tied to it. This maize had been sweUed over 
hot ashes, and made an. explosive sound when 
heated, which served to remind the inhabitants 
of CasteUane of the explosion of the petard 
averted by the device of the Brave Judith. 

The famous song of Malbrook is supposed by 
the commissioiL to be of a much earlier date 
than the battle of Blenheim, and to have been 
adapted to the Duke of Marlborough at that 
epoch. They base this opinion on internal 
evidence, as much in it bears reference to feudal 
and chivalrous times. The original mediseval 
words (to the same air) had prefiously been 
arranged, so as to bear reference to the Due de 
Guise, who took part in the massacre of St. 
Bartholomew. It is also sung to this day by 
the Breton peasants, who have Uttle idea how 
many traces of former thougbt, and customs 
their rude ditty embalms. 

Qui veut ouir chanson ? (bis) 
C'est du grand Due de Guise, 
Doub, dan, doub, dans, don, don, 

Don, don, don, 
Qui est mort et enterre ; 
Qui est mort et enterr^. (bis) 
Aux quatr' coins de sa tombe, 

Doub, &c. 
Quatr' gentilshom' y avoit, (fer") 
Dont I'un portoit le casque 
L'autre les pistolets, (bis) 
Et l'autre son epee, 
Qui tant d'Hugu'nots a tues. (bis) 
Venoit le quatrieme, 
C'etoit le plus dolottt, 
Apres venoient les pages 
Et les valets de pied. 
Qui portaient de grands crepes, 
Et des souliers cires; 
Et de biaux bas d'estame, 
Et des culott's de piau: 
Apres venoit la femme, 
Et touts les biaux enfants. 
La c^emonie fait* 
Chacun s'allit coucher, 
Les uns avec leurs femmes, 
Et les autres touts seuls. 

[Who will hear a song about the great Duke of 
Guise, who is dead and buried? At the four corners 
of his tomb stood four gentlemen: one bore his 
helmet, another his pistols, another the sword which 
has slain so many Huguenots; the fourth came, he 
was tbe moat doleful of all. After him came the 
pages and the footmen, wearing much crape, and 
waxed shoes, and fine worsted stockings, and leather 
breeches. After them came the wife and all the 
pretty children. When the ceremony was ended 
they all went home to bed, some with their wives, 
and the others all alone.] 

The last couplet is the same as the last in Mal
brook. 

One can hardly help feeling as if historical 
secrets were impressed more deeply upon the^ 
popular mind of France than uponasimikr class 

of intelligence in England. At any rate, few 
traditions existii^ now amongst us extend fur
ther back than to wars of the Commonwealth. 
In Yorkshire, where Cromwell protected the ma
nufacture of woollen cloths, good times are still 
occasionaUy spoken of as " Oliver's days ;" but 
in many other places he is spoken of as a kind 
of ogre. It is not long since a friend of mine 
was looking over an old house which had once 
for a short time been inhabited by Cromwell, 
and he was shown a great old-fashioned brick 
oven, into which (his companion told him) OUver 
used to throw his cooks to be burnt, whenever 
they sent him up a dinner that displeased him. 
I myself went over an old house in the north of 
England, not long ago, and tried in vain to 
convince the housekeeper tbat the portrait 
of the Duchess of Portsmouth was not that 
of" Oliver's miss." She listened with civil, 
unbelieving silence, till I ventured to say that 
Louise de Querouaille was better acquainted 
with King Charles the Second than with the 
stern Cromwell " Nay," quoth the woman, in
dignantly—(tbe picture of Charles the Second 
hung in the same room as that of the Duchess 
of Portsmouth)—"he were the real king, it were 
Oliver as did all the mischief." But the French 
have ballads stUl extant on historical and national 
events (not merely local, like our Chevy Chase), 
as far back as the captivity of Francis the First; 
and the tragical end of the Due de Biron (in 
our Queen Elizabeth's days) is variously looked 
upon in different French ballads, some taking 
Biron's part against Henry the Fourth and the 
court; another, still current in the depart
ment of the Vosges—^where Biron governed for 
a time as deputy of the king—mocks his sor
rowful death. But in Brittany he is treated 
more teaderly: 

I ^ MARUCHAL BIBON. 

Le roi fut averti par un de ses gendarmes, 
" Donnez. vous bien de garde du Marechal Biron, 
II vous frait dea afiaijes qui vous eo&teraient bon. 

— Quelle entreprise a-t-il? die-le moi, capitaine. 
— Faire mourir la reine et monsieur le dauphin, 
Et de votre couronne il vent avoir le fin." 

Dessns ce propos-Ii, voilSt Biron qui entre, 
Le chapeau k la main au roi fait reverence: 
" Bon jour, aimable prince; vous plalnat-il jouer 
Double million d'Espagne que vous ni'allez gsgner?" 

Le roi il lui repond, rougissant de colore: 
" Va-t-en trouverla reine, au' elk tn joueras^— 
Dfes.plaisirs de ce monde longtempa tu ne jouiras." 

Biron n'a pas manqu^, s'en va trouver la reine: 
" Bonjour, aimable reine, vons plairait-il jouer 
Double million d'Espagne que vous m'allez gagner?" 

La reine lui repond, rougissant de colore, 
" J e no joue point au'princes k tant qn'ils sont 

arm^s; 
Mettez k bas vos armes, avec vons je jouerai." 
Biron n'a paa manqu^, il a mis bas ses armes; 
S()n ep^e si brillante, et son poignard joli, 
Les a mis par bravade droit au chevet du lit. 

N'ont pas trois coups joud, les sergents ils arrivent: 
" Bonjour, aimable prince; sans vouloir vous facher, 
Ce soir k la Bastille il vous faudra coucher." 

T^ 
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II y fut bien six mois, six mois et davantage, 
Messieurs de la justice faisant les ignorants, 
Qui demandaient, " Beau prince, qui vous 3 mis 

c^ns? 

— Celui qui m'y a mis en aura repentance, 
Car c'est le roi de France que j 'ai si bien servi, 
Qui pour ma recompense la mort me fait sonflfrir. 

Je Tois mon cheval blanc errer k I'aventure, 
A un autre qne moi servira de montnre. 
Adieu, toutes mes troupes, mai menees ell' seront, 
On regrett'ra en France le Marechal Biron." 

[TheKingwas cautioned by one of his men-at-arms. 
" Take good heed of the Mar&hal Biron; he will 
play yon a trick which will cost yon dear." " What 
work has he on hand ? tell me, my captain ?" " To 
cause the death of the Queen, and Monsieur the 
Daupliin, and to make an end of your crown." 
Eight in the middle of this talk, here is Biron^ 
entering in; with his hat in his hand he makes 
reverence to the king: " Good daj-, my lord the 
King! Will it please you to play ? You shall gain 
a thousand Spanish doubloons from, me this day." 

The king to him replied, crimsoning with angei, 
" Go find the Queen, with her I bid thee play (of 
earthly games and pleasures thou hast well-nigh 
ta'en thy fill)." Biron failed not to go and seek 
the Queen: " Good day, my gracious Queen, will 
it please you to play ? You shall gain a thousand 
Spanish doubloons from me this day." The Queen 
to him replied, with anger crimsoning o'er, " I never 
play with princes as long as they are armed: put 
down your arms, and I will play with you." Biron 
failed not to obey; his weapons laid aside; and his 
glittering shining sword, his pretty dagger; and in 
bravado stuck them in the bolster of the bed. Not 
three throws have they thrown when the sergeants 
entered in: "Good day, my gracious Prince, we do 
not wish to vex you, but this night you must sleep 
at the Bastille," He was there six months, six 
tedious months and more; my lords, the j udges, pre
tending ignorance, asked of him, "My fine Prince, 
who placed you here?" " He who placed me here 
wiU bitterly repent it, for 'iis the King of France, 
whom I so well have served; but who, for my 
reward, will make me suffer death. I see my white 
charger roaming wild; he will serve to mount to 
another man than I. Farewell my gallant troops, 
ill-guided will they be, and sorrow will be in France 
for the loss of the Marechal Biron."] 

But popular songs are not merely historical 
when they recapitulate or refer to the fa3ts of 
history; they deserve the name when they re
produce the manners of an age. The time of 
Henry the Fourth, so picturesque in the distance, 
vras troubled in the extreme by the many causes 
of differences of opmion existmg between the 
provincial gentry, who hardly met on any public 
occasion without forming themselves into parties 
and fighting—much in the same way as the 
lower class of Irish do now, when they break 
out into "faction-fights;" and a good deal for 
the same reasons—the remembrance of old in
juries, difference of reUgious opinions, and an 
exaggerated spirit of clannishness, which made 
it a duty to take up arms in the quarrel of any 
relation, be he ri^ht or wrong. It is curious to 
observe how revisions of the code of morals 
begin among the more enlarged and educated, 
and percolate downwards; probably the Irish of 
the west have now very nearly the same standard 

of right and wrong, as the French gentlemen 
who fought under the white plume of Henry of 
Navarre, There are parts at the end of the 
fallowing ballad, written about the time of 
which I speak, which remind one of simUar 
touches of nature in the old Scottish ballads: 

Ce fut h la male heure 
Un jour de vendredi 
Que Monsieur de Bois-Gille, 

La, la, sol, fa, 
Prit conge de Paris, 

La, sol, fa mi. 
Qne Monsieur de Bois-Gille. 
Prit cong^ de Paris, 
Pour conveyer deux dames, (5/*) 

La, etc. 
Jusque dans leur logis. (bis) 

La, sol, etc. 
La conduite finie, (bis) 

La, etc. 
Etant pour reparti', (bis) 

La, sol, etc. 
" Restez, restez, Bois-Gille, 
Eestez, Bois-Gille, ici, etc. 
— Xon ma dame m'espere 
A coucher cette nuit." 
Quand il fut dans la plaine, 
Voit grande compagnie. 
II appela son page: 
" Petit-Jean, mon ami, 
Dis-moi, dis-moi, mon page, 
Qui sont tous ces gens-ci ? 
— C'est Monsieur de Vendome, 
Votre grand ennemi; 
Piquez, piquez, mon maitre, 
Et tirez a couri'." 
— Courir! un De Bois-Gille! 
Page, tu perds I'esprit 1" 
Auprfes de la grand' bome 
La rencontre se fit, 
Comme entre gentilshommes 
Le bon jour se donnit: 
" Bon jour, bon jour, Bois-Gille! 
— A toi, Veudome, aussi! 
— Te souviens-tu, Bois-Gille, 
L'affront que tu me fis? 
Devant la jeune reyne 
Trois fois rae dementis, 
Devant la reyne mfere 
Un soufflet me donnis?" 
Achavant ces paroles, 
Le combat s'engagit. 
Bois-Gille.en tua trente, 
Mais son ep^' faillit. 
II appela son page: 
" Petit Jean, mon ami! 
Va-t-en dire a ma femme 
Qu'eir n'a plus de marL 
Va dire k la nourrice 
Qu'elle ait soin du petit, 
Et qu'il tire vengeance 
Un jour de ces gens-cL" 
Achevant ces paroles, 
Bois-Gill' rendit I'esprit. 

[It was an evil hour on an accursed day that 
Monsieur de Bois-Gille took his leave of Paris to 
convey two ladies unto their home. When he had 
taken them home, and was on the point of leaving, 
" Stay, stay, 0 Bois-Gille—stay here!" " No, my 
lady looks for me at sunset this night." Riding 
across the plain there was a great company to be 
seen. He called to his page: "Johnnie, my boy, 
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tell me, tell me, my page, whose colours do these 
people bear ?" " It is the Due de Vendome, your 
great enemv. Spur, spur, my master, and draw 
bridle for flight." " F l y ! a Bois-Gille! Page! 
thou art losing thy wits." They met near the great 
landmark, and gave each other good-day, like gen
tlemen. " Good-day, good-day, Bois-Gille." " And 
good-day to thee, Vendome!" " Dost thou remember, 
Bois-Gille, the affront thou didst offer me? Before the 
young queen three times thou gavedst me the lie? 
Before the queen-mother thou didst strike me a 
blow ?" When these words were ended, the com
bat began. Bois-Gille slew thirty, but his good 
sword gave way. He called to his page: " 0 
Johnnie, my boy, go quick, tell my wife that she is a 
widow. Go quick, tell the nurse to cherish my boy, 
that one day he avenge me on these people here." 
And when he had spoken, Bois-Gille was no 
more.] 

The following is a Breton ballad : 
En chevauchant me.'S chevaux rouges, 

Laire, laire, laire, loure ma lan laire. 
.En chevauchant mes chevaux rouges, 
J'entends le rossignol chanter, (bi^) 
Qui me disait dans son langage, 

Laire, &c., 
" Tu ris quand tu devras pleurer 
De la mort de ta pauvr' Jeanne, 
Qu 'on est k c't' lieure k enterrer. 
—T'en as menti, maudite langue; 
Car j 'etas hier au sa' au' 14, 
Oil c' qu'al' filait sa quenouillette 
Su' r billot dans le coin du fouyer." 
La, quand je fus dedans les landes, 
J'sentis les cloches hober; 
Et quand je fus dans le cemm'tarre, 
J'entendis les pretres hucher; 
Et quand je fus dedans I'eglise, 
Je vis un corps qui repensait. 
Je daubis du pied dans la chasse: 
" Eevieir ous, Jeanne, s' ous donnez ? 
—Non, je ne dors ni ne souineille 
Je sis dans I'enfer U briiler. 
Anprfes de moi reste nne place, 
C'est pour vous, Piar', qu'on I'a gard^e. 
—Ha! dites-moi plutot, ma Jeanne, 
Comment fair' pour n'y point aller. 
—II faut aller k la grand-messe, 
Et aux vepres sans y manquer; 
Faut point aller aux fileries 
Comm' vous aviez d'accoutum^." 

[Harnessing my chesnut horses, thus I heard the 
nightingale sing. Her song was words to me, and 
thus I heard: " Thou smilest when thou shouldst be 
weeping, for the death of thy poor Jeanie; at this 
moment they are burying her." " Thou liest, ac
cursed tongue! I was with her but last night; she 
was spinning with her distaff, on the settle in the 
chimney-corner. There when I was on the heath, 1 
heard the church-bells toll; and when I came to the 
gravej'ard I heard the priests' loud tones; and when 
I went into the church I saw a corpse laid there. 
I hurt my foot in hunting. Wak'st thou or sleep'st 
thou, Jeanie?" " I neither slumber nor sleep, I am 
buming in hell-fire. By me there is a place, a place 
kept well for thee." " Ha! Jeanie, tell me rather 
how must I save me from it ? To high mass must 
thou go, nor vespers must thou shirk, nor must thou 
go, as is thy wont, to the ungodly spinnings."] 

Villemarque says that the gatherings called 
FUeries, or Spinnings, where the women meet to 
spin, the men to make love, or gossip, with now 

and then the professional story-teUer or ballad-
singer coming in with their amusements for an 
interlude, are very common to this day in Brit-
tany, and are net favoured by the priests, as they 
are supposed to lead to immorality. It is curious 
to trace similar customs in countries widely 
apart. The peasants of the Black Forest meet in 
a somewhat similar way of winter evenings, the 
women to spin, the men to sing songs or tell 
tales ; and an especial class of literature has 
been provided for them in late years to take the 
place of tales and songs that were deemed ob
jectionable by the clergy of the province. And in 
the volume of Miscellanies pubUshed by Southey's 
executors after his death, and purporting to be 
the collection which he had made for his con
tinuation of The Doctor, there is a pathetic 
little narrative caUed "Th' terrible Knitters 
o' Dent," from which we may gather that the 
inhabitants of the Yorkshire dales met in the 
same manner not many years ago; only their 
purpose was knitting, not spinning. 

The following is a ballad of Auvergne, and 
allows a tragical sentiment to appear through 
the small trivial details : 

DE DION ET DE LA FILLE DU EOI. 

Le roi est Ik-haut sur ses ponts 
Qui tient sa fille en son giron. 

. . . . 
C'est en lui parlant de Dion : 

"Ma fille, n'aimez-pas Dion, 
Car c'est un chevalier felon, 
C'est le plus pauvre chevalier 
Qui n'a pas cheval pour monter. 

— J'aime Dion, je I'aimerai; 
Plus que la mfer' qui m' a portee, 
Plus que vous, pere, qui parlez, 
J'aime Dion, je I'aimerai." 

Le roi appelle ses geoliers : 
" Vile ! ma fille emprisonnez 
Dans la plus haute de mes tours; 
Qu'eir n'y voye ni soleil ni jour." 

Elle y fut bien sept ans passes 
Sans qu' son pbr' vint la visiter; 
Et quand il y eut sept ans passes, 
Son p^re fut la visiter. 

" Eh bien ! ma fill', comment qu' ?a va? 
— Helas ! mon per' 9a va for mai. 
J'ai un cote dedans les fers, 
Et I'autr' qu'est rong^ des vers. 

— Ma fille, n'aiinez pas Dion, 
Car c'est un chevalier fdon; 
C'est le plus pauvre chevalier. 
Qui n'a pas cheval pour monter. 

— J'aime Dion, je I'aimerai; 
Plus que la m^r' qui m'a portee, 
Plus que vous, pere, qui parlez, 
J'aime Dion, je I'aimerai," 

Le roi rappelle ses geoliers : 
" Vitc! ma fille emprisonnez 
Dans la plus haute de mes tours, 
Qu'elle n'y voye ni soleil ni jourl" 

Le beau Dion passa par-Ik, 
Un mot de lettre lui jeta, 
Oil il y a dessus ecrit: 
" Faites-vous morte enseveli'!" 

71 
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La belle n'y a pas manqu^, 
S'est fait morte en terre porter. 
Les prSt's vont devant en chantant, 
Son fhie derrifere en pleurant. 

" Le beau Dion passa par-Ik, 
— ArrStez, pret's! arr§tez-lk! 
Encore une fois je verrai 
M'amie que j 'ai tant aim^e, 

II tira ses ciseaux d'or fin 
Et decousit le drap de lin. 
La belle un soupir k pouss€, 
Un doux rire lui a jete. 

_,, —Mariez, pret's, mariez-les! 
Ut^ii't. Car jamais ne se quitteraient. 

Et quand ils furent mari^s 
Tous les deux ils s'en sont all^s. 

• Us y fur'nt bien cinq ou six lieues, 
" Sans s'Stre dit un mot ou deux, 

Sinon qu' la belle lui a dit: 
" Mon Dieu, Dion, que j'ai grand' faim! 

Mon Dieu, Dion, que j'ai grand' faim ! 
J'y mangerais volontiers mon poing! 
—Mangez-y, belle, votre poing, 
Car plus ne mangerez de pain !" 
lis y fur'nt bien six ou sept lieues, 
Sans s'etre dit un mot ou deux, 

• Sinon qu' la belle lui a dit: 
"Mon Dieu, Dion, que j ' a i grand' solf I 

Mon Dieu, Dion, que j 'ai grand'soif! 
J'y boirais volontiers mon sang! 
—Buvez-y, belle, votre sang, 
Car plus ne boirez de vin blanc. 

II y a Ik-bas un vivier 
Ou quinze dam's se sont baigne'es, 
Oil quinze dam's se sont noyees, 
Et vous la seizieme ferez." 
Et quand ils furent au vivier, 
Lui dit de se deshabiller. 
•' C n'est pas 1'honneur des chevaliers 
D' voir les dam's s'de'shabiller. 

Mettez votre epee sous vos pieds, 
Votre manteau devant vot' nez, 
Et tournez-vous vers le vivier, 
Alors je me deshabillerai." 
II mit son ^p^e sous ses pieds, 
Et son manteau devant son nez, 
Et s'est tourne vers le vivier; 
La bell' par derri^r' I'a pouss^. 
" Tenez, ma belle, voici les clefs 
De mes chateaux, de mes contrtes. 
—Je n'ai que faire de vos clefs, 
J'y trouverai des serruriers, 

—La bell', que diront vos amis 
D'avoir noye votre mari?_ 
—Je dirai k tous mes amis, 
C qu'il a voulu m' fair' je lui»fls," 

[The king is there upon his bridge, his daughter 
on his knee, Of Dion they are speaking, 
" Do not love Dion, daughter mine! He is a felon 
knight; a beggar knight is he who hath not horse 
to ride," " I love Dion, and I will love-he s more 
to me than the mother who bore me, or, father, than 
thou who speakest. I love Dion, and I will love! 
The king calls his jailers. "Quick! shut up my 
daughter in the highest of my towers, where she can 
see neither sun nor day." Full seven years passed 
away, and her father came not near her. When 
seven years had come and gone her father came to 

see her. "Well, daughter, howfarest thou?" "But 
evil do I fare; one side is pierced with iron, the 
worms have gnawn the other." " Do not love Dion, 
daughter mine! He is a felon knight, a beggar 
knight is he, who hath not horse to ride." " I love Dion, 
and I will love; he's more to me than the mother 
who bore me, or the father who speaks to me. I love 
Dion, and I will love." The king recals his jailers. 
" Quick! shut up my daughter in the highest of my 
towers, where she can see neither sun nor day." 
Handsome Dion passed thereby; a letter short he 
threw her, wherein these words were writ: " Cause 
yourself to be dead and buried." The beauty failed 
not to obey; she caused herself to die and be borne 
to earth ; the priests went before, singing; her father 
followed after, weeping. Handsome Dion passed 
thereby. "Stay, priests, I bid thee stay; and 
then once again I can see my love, whom I have 
held so dear." He took his golden scissors, and 
cut the shroud open ; the beauty softly sighed, and 
then she smiled on him, " Marry them, priests, 
marry them, for never shall they part!" And 
when they were married, they took their distant 
way. When five leagues were travelled o'er, and ne'er 
a word been spoken, the beauty said to him: " Good 
lack, Dion, 1 hunger sore. Good lack, Dion, I hunger 
sore, I could eat this little hand." " Eat, my beauty,-
eat thine hand, for bread thou wUt never eat more." 
And when six leagues were travelled o'er, and ne'er 
a word been spoken, the beauty said to him: " Good 
lack, Dion, I suffer drought! Good lack, Dion, I 
suffer drought, I could drink my own red blood!" 
" Drink, my beauty, drink thy blood, for white wine 
thou shalt drink no more. Down by there there is 
a fish-pond; fifteen ladies there have bathed; fifteen 
ladies there are drowned. Thou, my love, shalt 
make the sixteenth." When they came unto the 
fish-pond, he commanded her to undress. " No true 
knight did ever stand by to behold a maid undress
ing. Put your sW|Prd beneath your feet, and your 
cloak before your eyes, and turn your face unto the 
fish-pond, then, Dion, I will undress." He put his 
sword beneath his feet, his cloak before his eyes, and 
turned his face unto the fish-pond. Quickly from 
behind she pushed him. " Here, my darling, are the 
keys of all my castles, all my lands." " What care 
I for all your keys, locksmiths I can find in plenty i 
"What, my beauty, will your friends say when 
vour husband you have drowned?" " I shall say 
to all my friends, that what he would have done to 
me I did to him.""| 

When the Prince of Wales was in Canada, he 
was everywhere greeted by the national air La 
claire Fontame, an air carried over by the 
French emigrants who first colonised Canada. 
On this account I wUl give the words sung to 
the tune; both are stUl popular in France: 

En revenant des noces, dondaine, 
Bien las, bien fatigu^, dondd, 
Bien las, bien fatigu^, (bis) 
Prfes de la claire fontaine, dondaine, &c. 
Je me suis repos^ (&c., with repetition). 
A la claire fontaine 
Les mains me suis lav^, 
A la feuille d'un chSne 
Me les suis essuy^, 
A la plus haute branche 
Le rossignol, chantait; 
Chante, rossignol, chante, 
Puisqu' tu as le coeur gai. 
Le mien n'est pas de mcine, 
Car il est a£9ige; 

:i 



^ 

566 [MarchS, 186J.] ALL I THE* YEAR IDOUND. [Condnctca bJ 

C'est mon ami Pierre 
Qu' avec moi s'est bronille'^ 
C'est pour une rose 
Que je lui xefusai. 
Je voudrais que la rose 
Fiit encore au rosier, 
Et qu' mon ami Pierre 
Fiit encore k m'aimer. 

[Coming home from the wedding, weary and tired, 
I rested myself by the clear water-spring. In the 
clear water-spring my hands I washed; on an oak-
leaf I dried them; on the highest branch a nightin
gale sang. Sing, nightingale, sing! Thy heart is 
merry, mine is not so; alas! mine is heavy thinking 
of my sweetheart Pierre, who has quarrelled with 
me. It was about a rose I would not give him. I 
wish that the rose grew again on the rose-tree, and 
that my sweetheart Pierre would love me once 
more.] 

There are also popular songs which are sung 
at country weddings, aU over France; but more 
especially in Brittany, of which mention is made 
in Madame de Sevigne's letters. There are cer
tain traditional ways of singing this bridal song 
with action almost amounting to pantomime. 
The following song was sung -at a weckling 
among the vintagers, the bride sittm^ on a seat 
apart, and a young girl advancing before the 
other guests, and addressing her in these cou
plets : 
Bossignolet des bois, rossignolet sauvage, 
Eossignolet d'amour, qui chante nuit et jour. 
II dit dans son jargon, dans son joli langage, 
"Filles, mariez-vous, lemariage est doux. 
Nous sommes v'nus ce soir du fond de nos bocages 
Vous faire compliment <le votre mariage, 
A monsieur votre epoux aussi bien comme k vous. 
Vous voila done, madame la mariee, 
Avec un lien d'or qui ne deiie qu'k la mort. 
Avez-vous bien compris c' qu'a dit le pretre ? 
A dit la v^rite ce qu'il vous fallait etre: 
Fiddle k votre ^poux et I'aimer comme vous. 
Quand on dit son epoux, souvent on dit son maitre ; 
lis ne sont pas toujours doux comme ils ont promis 

d'etre, 
Car doux ils ont promis d'etre toute leur vie. 
Vous n'irez plus au bal, madame la mariee, 
Vous n'irez plus au bal, k nos jeux d'assemble, 
Vous gard'rez la maison tandis que IKIUS irons. 
Quand vous aurez chez vous des boeufs, aussi des 

vaches, 
Des brebis, des moutons, du lait et du fromage, 
II faut soir et matin veiller k tout ce train; 
Quand vous aurez chez vous des enfans k conduire, 
II faut bien leur montrer, et bien souvent leur dire, 
Car vous seriez tous deux coupables devant Dieu 
Si vous avez chez vous des gens k conduire. 
Vous veillerez surtout qu'ils aillent a confesse, 
Car un jour devant Dieu vous repondrez pour eux. 
Recevez ce gS,teau que ma main vous pr^sente, 
II est fait de fa^on k vous faire comprendre 
Qu'il faut, pour se nourrir, travailler et souffrir. 
Recevez ce bouquet que ma main vous preseote, 
II est fait de fa9on k vous faire comprendre 
Que tous les vains honneurs passent comme les 

fleurs." 
[Nightingale of the woods, wild nightingale, night

ingale, thou bird of love, that singest night and day! 
He says in his warbling, in his pretty jargon: "Mai
dens, get married, for marriage is sweet. We have 
come this evening all across the thickets to pay you 

compliments on your marriage, and to your husband 
as well as to you. You are now bound, my lady the 
bride, with a goMen bond which nothing but death 
can undo. Have you fully understood what the 
priest said to yon ? He told the tmth, that you must 
be faithful to your husband, and love him like 
yourself. When we say your husband, we often say 
your master. For they are not always what they 
have promised to be; for they promise to be gentle 
all their lives. You will no longer go to balls, my 
lady the bride; you will no longer go to balls nor 
to merry-makings; you will keep the house while 
we go. When you have oxen and cows, sheep and 
ewes, milk and cheese, every morning, every even
ing, you must look after all these things. When 
you have children in the house you must set a good 
example, and often chide them well; for you will 
both be guilty before God if you neglect them. If 
you have at home serving-men and maids you must 
take good care tbat they go to confession, for one 
day you will have to answer for their souls before 
God. Take this cake which is offered by my hand. 
It is made in such a fashion that from it }ou may 
learn that in order to eat you must toil and suffer. 
Take this nosegay which is offered by my hand. It 
is made in such a fashion that from it you may learn 
that vain earthly honours pass away like flowers,"] 

It would almost seem fitter if this poetical 
address on the duties and sacrifices of married 
Ufe were made to the bride before she had 
assumed her golden bond, which can only be un
done by death; and it certainly gives a new 
signification to the wedding-cake and bridal 
bouquet, Oue would like to know of what 
articles the French peasant's cake is composed, 
or how it is made, thus to be interpreted into so 
grave a lesson. 

In the south of France, and also in Corsica, 
extempore songs in honour of the dead are com
posed and addressed to the corpse by the nearest 
relation. This custom is always prevalent 
among the Irish under the name of Keene; in 
Scotland, where it is termed a Coronach; and 
in Greece, where they are called Myriologues, 
The foUowing is a Corsican vocero, addressed by 
a mother to her dead daughter • 

Or voici ma fille, 
Jeune fille de seize ans, 
La voici sur la tala, 
Apres tant de soufirance, 
La voici vetue, 
De ses plus beaux habits; 
Avec ses plus beaux habits, 
Elle veut partir k present, 
Parce que le Seigneur 
Ne veut plus la laisser ici. 

Oh! comfaden k present le pacadis, 
Sera plus beau! 

Mais aussi, pour moi, comme 
Le monde sera plein de tourments. 
•Un jour sera- mille ans 
En peasant k toi, 
Demandant toujours k tous, 
" Quest ma fille? 
0 mort! pourquoi arracher 
JVIa fille de mon sein, 
Et pourquoi me laisser 
Ici-bas pour pleurer toute seule ? 
Que veux-tu que je fasse ici 
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Si elle n'est plus Ik pour me consoler? 
Au milieu de voisins sans amour, 
Si je tombe malade au lit. 
Qui est-ce qui essuiera ma sueur ? 
Qui est-ce qui me donnera une goutte d'eau ? 
Qui est-ce qui ne.me laissera pas mourir? 

• • • • 

[Here is my daughter, a girl of sixteen, lying 
on the tala (mortuary-stable) after so much suf
fering. She is lying here, dressed in her best 
clothes. In her best clothes she is leaving us now, 
because the Lord will no longer leave her here. . . . 
Oh, how much more lovely will heaven itself be 
now! Bnt for me, alas! earth will be full of agony. 
One day will be like a thousand years thinking on 
thee! asking always of each one. Where ia my 
daughter ? Oh, death, wherefore flidst thou tear my 
child from my breast; wherefore leave me alone here 
below to weep ? What wilt thou that I should do 
on earth when she is no longer here to comfort me ? 
In the midst of relations without affection, neigh
bours without love, if I fall ill in bed, who will 
wipe the sweat from my brow ? Who will give me 
a drop of water? Who will take care lest I 
die?] . . . . 

One of the most curious things of aU dis
covered by the researches of those interested 
in the proposed commission is, that they have 
traced some of the burdens or choruses in use 
at this day at the south of France up to the 
ancient Greeks, brought to France, doubtless, by 
the Phoenician colony that settled there; and 
one of these refrains has been discovered to be 
identical in meaning with a couplet in hiero
glyphics addressed by an Egyptian labourer to 
his oxen three thousand years ago, and inter
preted by ChampoUion: 

Battez pour vous (6M) 
O boeufs! 

Battez pour vous, 
Des boisseaux pour vos maitres. (fiis.) 

[Thrash for yourselves, 0 oxen! Thrash fijr 
yourselves; and bushels for your masters.] 

And the hieroglvphic wliich is interpreted by 
the monosyUable'" bis," shows that repetitions 
of a line were familiar to the Egyptians, The 
huntsmen, the fishermen, and the shepherds, 
have also their especial ditties, which _almost in
variably turn upon one subject, A knight meets 
a shepherdess, and offers her his love; frequently 
she rejects, sometimes she yields, to the tempta
tion. , There is one song of a much more modern 
date in which a rustic beauty rejects the offers of 
a wealthy burgess, saying she prefers her sweet
heart, Nicholas. The subject, as weU as the 
style of this last, shows that it has been com
posed since the land was sufficiently peaceful to 
allow the inhabitants of towns to do sometimes 
miore than pass as rapidly as possible from place 
to place. 

AU sorts of burlesque or drinking songs, pro-
riided they do not outrage decency, are to be 
coUeoted; «nd under this head are ineluded the 
songs they chant m dancing the dances of their 
province, whatever that may be—bouree in tbe 
south of France, for instance; rondes in the 
north. In the chants with which these latter 
are accompanied, there are many traces of the 

heroic poetry of the middle ages; for instance, 
the refrain of one of the rohdes preserve the 
memory of Ogier the Dane, the enemy, and 
afterwards the prisoner, of Charlemagne, as told 
in the romances of that date. WhUe Ogier was 
in captivity, Charlemagne decreed that any one 
who pronounced his name should be put to a 
cruel death. But three hundred faithful squires 
braved death; and came around tlie palace of 
Charlemagne, crying aloud as if with one voice, 
Ogier ! Ogier! Ogier! and Charlemagne un
willing to lose the flower of his future knights, 
had to yield and pardon 0»ier the Dane. This 
tradition is evidently the oasis of the Breton 
chorus of the nineteenth century: 
Qui est dans ce chateau? 

Ogier! Ogier! Ogier! 
Qui est dans ce chateau ? 

Beau chevalier. 

Who is in this castle ? 
Ogier! Ogier! Ogier! 

Who is in this castie ? 
A gallant knight 

Even the games of children reveal traces of a 
time wheu a different state of manners existed 
to the present. When boys and girls at play 
caU out 
La tour, prends garde 
De te laisser abattre— 

[Tower, take care, lestthou 
art taken—] 

it is a relic of feudal times. When they sing 
Nous n'irons pina au bois, 
lies lauriers sont coupes— 

[We shall no longer go to 
the wood, the lauielsarecat 
down—] 

we perceive that the words have been composed 
in some warmer climate than that of Paris, as 
no laurels grow wUd in the woods so far north. 

Two specimens of nursing songs or lullabies 
wiU close this paper. The first is extremely 
popular: 

Le roi a un' nourrice 
Belle comme le jour, 
Le roi a un' nourrice, 
Grand dieu d'amour, 
Belle comme le jour. 
Elle s'est endormie, 
Le dauphin dans ses bras, 
Elle s'est endormie. 
Grand Dieu! h61as! 
Le dauphin dans ses bras. 
Quand ell' s'est reveillee, 
L'a trouve etouff .̂ 
Eir le prend, Temmaillotte, 
Ell' dit qu'eir va laver. 
Le roi est k la f'netre, 
Le roi l'a vue passer. 
" Oil allez-vous, nourrice ? 
Le dauphin pleurera— 
—N'ayez pas peur qu'il pleurera, 
J ' I'ai bien emmaillotte." 
Eir va fair' dire im' messe 
A notr' Dame-de-Piti^. 

, Au premier ^vangile 
L'enfant a soupire, 
Au dernier ^vangile 

.L'enfant s'est releve 

[Th6 King has a nurse as fair as day (6/«). She 
fell asleep, tbe dauphin in her arms. When she 
awakened, she found him smothered. She took him 
and swaddled him, and said ehe waa going to wash. 
The King is at the window. The King saw her go 
past. Where are you going, nnrse? the dwphin 
will cry. Do not fear he will cry, I have swaddled 
him well. She causes a mass to be said at Our 
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Lady of Pity. At the first gospel, the baby sighed. 
At the second gospel, the baby rose up.] 

The last is a verse out of a Corsican luUaby ; 
there is a soft, monotonous burden to the cradle 
song: 

Quand enfin vous naqnites •> 
On vous fit baptiser: 
La lune fut la marraine 
Et le soleil le parrain. 
Les ^toiles qui etaient dans le ciel 
Avaient des colliers d'or. 

[When at length you were born, they had you 
baptised. The moon stood godmother, the sun was 
godfather, and all the stars in heaven had golden 
necklaces.] 

TAPE AT T H E H O R S E GUARDS, 

No country pays more liberally than England 
for the clothing of its soldiers, but although the 
English infantry soldier of to-day is, as to 
clothing, twice the man he was only ten years 
ago, stiU ours is, in that respect, nearly the least 
effective army left in Europe. This may seem 
the more extraordinary when we observe that, 
with very few exceptions, our volunteer corps 
have adopted uniforms perfectly suitable for 
campaigning work; so that the spirit of per
sistence in old blunders is certainly not national, 
but is of the Horse Guards, local, and only of 
the old school military. 

We have but to visit Paris and see at what 
distance Napoleon the Third has left us behind, 
by the* improvements he has lately made in the 
dress of his infantry. In Italy, the same altera
tions for the better are visible in the equip
ment of the troops of every arm, whUst even 
in Prussia and Austria, wlierever it is foimd 
that any change in clothing increases either 
the comfort or the efficiency of tlie soldier, such 
change is immediately adopted. In England 
alone, the military authorities as a body—in 
spite even of better enlightenment in their 
highest chiefs—resist a full reform of soldiers' 
dress. 

I twas my lot to serve—in an English regi
ment—some sixteen years in India, and al
though I went through four campaigns and 
was many times in action, I saw more men in
jured and kiUed by bad and unsuitable clothing, 
than by the buUets of the enemy. No weapon 
of Affghan, Sikh, Burmese, or Pandy, has caused 
the death of half so many men as that most 
detestable instrument of destrucrion, the leather 
stock has; nor, have the worst climates of the 
East, caused half the amount of fever that has 
been engendered by the wretched garments 
called great-coats, which were until very lately 
issued to the army, and which, being of about 
as much use as cloaks of brown paper, afforded 
no protection whatever against the deadly night 
dews of tropical countries. Let any man, even 
in the best of health and the prime of Ufe, try 
one day's shooting, fishing, hunting, or walking 
over plam ground, clad in a stiff shako with a 
glazed top; a stock—no matter how soft the 
material—round his neck; a tight fitting tunic 

such as our troops now wear; sixty rounds of 
ammunition slung over his shoulder and ahvays 
weighing, hanging, dangling, on the same spot 
of his body, and he wiU have some idea of 
the difficulties with which an EngUsh soldier 
has to contend, even during a common field-day, 
to say nothing of what he has to go through 
during a campaign. Would any man in his 
senses assume such a dress when about to 
undergo physical exertion? I don't speak of 
tlie_ colour or cut of the garments, but of 
their ill-fitting, free-motion-hinderin^ qualities, 
even for the every-day business of life. Why, 
then, should our troops be obliged to do their 
work in such senseless and preposterous uni
forms ? I am very far from advocating that mili
tary clothing should be fashioned like the gar
ments of civU life, but I maintain that while 
it is quite " soldierlike," it may be at the same 
time easy to wear, and that the more it is made 
with a view to giving the wearer free use of his 
limbs, the more it will have of that "workman
like" character which every true soldier rejoices 
to behold. The French have proved the trutli 
of this. The dress of their troops is easj 
and comfortable: consequently their officers and 
men look at all times as if they were ready to 
take the field at a moment's notice. In the 
English army our uniforms are so ungainly, stiff', 
and uncomfortable, that our troops always give 
one the idea of having 'only been got up for a 
parade. With our neighbours the uniform is 
made for the men; with us the men are deUvered 
over to the uniforms. A French officer finds his 
dress so comfortable that he always wears it; 
ill the English armj an officer discards it on 
every possible occasion. Before our troops had 
been a month in the Crimea, it became almost 
impossible to know by his dress to what corps 
—often to what branch of the serrice—an ofBcer 
belonged, so numerous were the make-shifts sub
stituted for parts of the regular uniform. I^ie 
reason for this was, that nearly every article of 
regulation dress was found to be so utterly un
suited to active service, that whatever au officer 
could discard, he at once discarded, adopting as 
a substitute the first thing that might come to 
hand. 

To begin with the head-dresses of our army. 
Is there one of them, from the showy helmet of 
the Life Guards to the hideous shako of the 
line, which is in any way suited for campaigning, 
or for active service ? They are one and aU too 
high, too cumbersome, and far too easy to be 
spoilt when knocked about in camp. Surely our 
military hat-makers might invent some modifi
cation of the cloth forage cap with peak, which 
would serve all the required purposes of dress 
and undress—something between the infantry 
officer's cap as now wora, and the French weU-
known " kepi." Elderly generals and colonels 
might object to the change as not being 
"dressy" enough, but the first real requisites 
for soloiers' dress are that it shall be useful and 
workmanlike. With these qualifications, and 
perfect uniformity, a corps cannot help looking 
soldierUke. A mUitary cap should nave two 
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covers, one of oilskin with curtain behind, for 
wet weather; the other—like that worn in 
India — of white Unen or cotton, for hot 
cUmates. 

Next in importance to a serviceable' head
dress, is, that the soldier should be aUowed to 
wear his beard. Since the Crimean war, we 
have advanced a step in the way of common 
sense, by authorising the moustache throughout 
the army: thus giving to all a wholesome privi
lege formerly only accorded to the Horse 
Artillery and Cavalry. The order for the in
fantry to grow even this morsel of their beards 
met with disfavour from nearly all the senior 
officers of our army. I myself saw an elderly 
colonel, in command of a regiment, shed tears 
of vexation at what he termed " the un-English 
appearance" his men would have when each 
wore his moustache. In all parts of the East a 
sliaved upper lip is looked upon as positive dis-

r grace, and yet, until within the last ten years, 
the English officers of our Sepoy regiments were 
obliged to shave. The moustache is but a por
tion of that provision of nature for the health 
of man labouring much in heat and frost, in 
wind and rain, for which soldiers should be 
allowed to thank God iu the use. As to the 
miseries of shaving, even with the best razors, 
the finest of Naples soap, the softest of badger-
hair brushes, the hottest of hot water, and the 
most comfortable of dressing-rooms, "Shaving is 
a nuisance to which no man would submit 
unless " custom" required it. But what must 
the operation be when performed with one of the 
cheap razors wherewith soldiers have to attack 
their chins, on a dark morning, with cold water 
and hard soap, in a comfortless barrack-room ? 
In the matter of military shaving, the French 
are behind us. Except in the Zouaves and 
Chasseurs d'Afrique, they make the soldier 
shave his cheeks and throat: the very parts for 

; which nature especially has given the protection 
of the beard, in the Crimea, our troops wore 
their beards, and found the use of them, as every 
man must who wears his beard, whether under 
exposure to great heat or to severe cold. Shav
ing brings in its train sore-throats, toothaches, 
suu-burnmg, and other Uls. An English soldier 
has to encounter all cUmates, from the cold of 
Canada to tropical heat. And I have no doubt 
whatever that ten years hence our soldiers' knap
sacks vrill no more contain the materials for 
shaving than they now contain the angredients 
for making up pigtails. 

Having clothed the soldier's face and throat 
with what he would find to be his greatest com
fort, I would next, at once, entirely and for ever, 
abolish that infinitely worse than useless instru
ment of torture—the leather stock. It is true 
that of late years the stock has been somewhat 
modided both as to material and size, but why 
should it be worn at all ? Would any man, not 
a maniac, wear such a thin^ wiUingly at any 
time, more especially when about to undergo as 
much physical exertion as a soldier has even on 
a common flield-day P Why should our troops 
be the only men ia England or the Colonies 

whose vrindpipes must be compressed before 
they are considered fit for duty ? Have we not 
the written testimony of the best writers on 
nulitary surgery, and the verbal opinion of 
nearly every medical man who has done duty 
with soldiers, that the stock has caused or aggra
vated innumerable diseases, and is answerable 
for a number of deaths iu the ranks ? What is the 
last article of dress every soldier puts on when 
getting ready for parade, and the first he takes 
off when parade is over? The stock. When 
a man falls out of the ranks sick or faint, what 
is the first—the only—part of his dress of 
which his comrades reUeve him ? The stock. 
Or, when too iU to speak, to what does lus 
hand move mechanicaUy, if it be stiU griping 
bis neck? Always the stock! I have seen 
again and again, both in England and India, 
men faU out from the ranks during the manoeu
vres, looking deadly pale, and almost as if about 
to die; but when their stocks were removed 
they at once revived. Yet to this abominable 
relic of stiff Prussian dress, which Frederick the 
Great considered soldierUke, our mUitary autho
rities adhere with a tenacity that would be abso
lutely incredible, if it were uot within our posi
tive knowledge. 

Every sportsman and every good walker knows 
that only when a man's neck is left free and 
unfettered is he able to go through bodily exer
tion and fatigue. The French miUtary doctors 
say—and my ovm experience as a sportsman in 
India confirms the statement—tbat any one who 
is very much exposed to the sun and wants to 
avoid sunstroke, should wear nothing whatever 
on his neck, but leave the circulation to and 
from the brain perfectly free. Thus the Zouaves, 
who although in the field they wear no other 
protection for the head but a fez or skull-cap 
(winding the turban about it in Algeria only 
on Sundays), suffer much less than any other 
troops fi-om the effects of the sun, and this is 
supposed to be owing to their necks being en
tirely uncovered. In the French army, however, 
experience is allowed to teach more quickly than 
in our service. The Emperor is now aboUshing 
the stock and substituting for it a black necker
chief Surely if the soldier's neck must be kept 
warm, it were better done by means of a neck
cloth than a stock. If the coat or tunic have a 
stand-up collar, how can it matter what is worn 
under that coUar ? I look upon the stock—no 
matter of what it is made—as a murderous 
means of inducing all kinds of diseases of the 
brain and eyes, and as a ceriain means of 
reducing the amount of work to be got out 
of four-fifths of our men. I have, in India, 
often seen soldiers who could not go through 
either a march or a field-day unless they 
slipped their stocks off " ou the sly," and then 
they could do their work as well as any one, 
I never yet asked a soldier—and I have ques
tioned very many on the subject—what he 
thought of the stock, who did not say that 
he hated it. Aud yet what follies, what 
cruelties, have I known committed on soldiers 
by commandmg officers, for the sake of main-
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taining the fuU rigours of this instrument of 
torture! I have known more than one regi
ment stationed in India of which the men were 
not allowed to sit down to dinner, even in the 
hottest of the hot weather, with the thermio-
meter at a hundred and fifteen degrees in their 
barrack-rooms, unless they had their white 
jackets buttoned up and their stocks oiu I, 
who write, when a subaltern, was more than 
once severely reprimanded by the captain of my 
troop because, when inspecting my division 
before parade or field-day, I had overlooked the 
fact that one or two of the men had not their 
stocks on. I have seen a dragoon ordered seven 
days' confinement to barracks by the colonel, 
because, during divine servioe, in a crowded 
church, on a very hot day in India, he had slipped 
his stock off. I have seen a whole corps of 
officers shirk dining at mess, and therefore 
form private parties at their own houses, which 
ended in cards, quarrels, duels,, and what not, 
because, although during the hot months.—this 
was in India—they were aUowed to dme in 
white waistcoats and open jackets, yet the 
colonel obliged them to wear stocks. In short, 
had there been half the pains and trouble taken 
to make om- soldiers good cooks, and to teach 
them to shift for themselves on occasion, that 
has been taken to make them compress their 
windpipes and suffocate themselves, we should 
not have lost half as many men as we did from 
want of good management iu the Crimean war. 

The tunic as at present worn in the English 
army is, perhaps, tke least objectionable of the 
soldiers' garments; but it has the prevailing 
fault of English military dress—it is too sraall, 
too tight, too scrimp, in every way. Why could 
not the regular army take a leaf out of the 
great volunteer book in this matter ? We 
seldom, if ever—certainly not among the various 
London corpse—see a volunteer with his coat too 
tight for him. Surely even the present style of 
civiUans' dress has done away with the old-
fashioned idea that to look well a man must; feel 
uneasy in his dress-coat. But it is manifest 
that soldiers, of all men, should have their arms, 
chests, shoulders, and loins, as free as pos
sible from anything Uke restraint; aud for this 
reason I am of opinion that if instead of a 
tunic the upper garment were fashioned like a 
blouse, perfectly loose, and only confined at 
the waist by a belt, it would be a far more 
useful form of clothing than that now worn in 
the service. Moreover, it would have another 
very great and real advantage: that of aUowing 
the soldier to wear under it a waistcoat or other 
under garment, if he felt it requisite. The tight 
uniform we have so long patronised makes no 
allowance for individual differences of consti
tution. Whatever the season, whether the sol
dier be in good or indifferent health, just out 
of hospital, or never sick in his Ufe, aU soldiers 
must, according to the present fashion, have 
just tbe same amount of clothing on their bodies, 
because there is no room for more under the 
tight-fittmg regulation garment. Now, for out
ward uniformity of dress I am as strong an ad

vocate as any, but I don't think that the secret 
of making all men sensitive in the same degree 

; to cold or heat has yet been discovered. The 
evil arising from the present system is very 
great indeed, more particularly in tropical 
cUmates, where fevers are common, and where 
a man.may be weU enough to leave the hos-
pital, but wUl nevertheless require for a time 
warmer clothing and more care of his health 
than a stronger comrade. I have often seen a 
man just out of hospital shivering in the ranks 
on a cold raw morning, whUe right and left of 
hiim his robust companions were pictures of 
health. It is the want of additional under
clothing that sends so many men back again 
and again to the doctor, and ends by their 
having to leave the service whUe yet young. 

There is another matter, in which the Horse 
Guards authorifles might with advantage take 
a. lesson from the volunteers: namely, the 
bayonet and pouch belts. Throughout the 
EngUsh infantry, we used to wear the white 
cross-belts, so manifestly cumbersome and in
convenient that they have been aboUshed, I 
believe, by every army in Europe. We have 
moved in the right direction in this matter, but 
have got only half way. We have abolished 
one of the two cross-belts, substituting a waist-
belt for the bayonet; but we stUl leave the 
heavy pouch of the old pattern, most inconve
niently hung, and we still retain the old white 
belt, which requires to be daily cleaned with the 
filth called pipeclay. Nothing can be more in
convenient than this way of sUnging the pouch, 
to say nothing of its requiring more than twice 
the quantity of leather used for the belt worn 
by the French troops and by most of our volun
teers : namely, the single black waist belt, on 
which pouch and bayonet cau both be slung, 
and which the wearer can slip round to any 
part of his body: thus enabling him to sleep 
or lie in comparative comfort, even when fully 
accoutred. I believe that ours is the only 
army in Europe which has not discarded the 
white belts, tnat require to be daUy smudged 
over with a thick mess of pipeclay, in favour 
of the neat black belts that a damp sponge 
readily cleans. Even the Turkish troops have 
seen the advantage of the black belts, and have 
adopted them. The French army discarded 
wliite belts about thirteen years ago. When 
the present emperor first formed the Imperial 
Guard, he restored as far as possible the uni
form worn in the days of his uncle, and among 
other things the old-fashioned white cross-belts 
again came to light. But they were very soon 
aboUshed. In our service, I beUeve more men 
are punished for " dii-ty belts," than for any 
other of our minor nulitary offences, and that 
pipeclay is the stupid occasion of great injustice 
bemg done to the soldier. In India I have often 
seen a sudden puff of wind raise dust about a 
barrack-room, and cover with dii-t the stUl wet 
belts of a whole troop or company, after the 
men had been busy for two hours in cleaning 
thera. Or, a mau may come off guard at eleven 
A.M..—when, as a matter of coui'se, his belts are 



X 
Charle* Dickens.] 

:z 
TAPE AT THE HORSE GUARDS. [March f, 1862.] 5 7 1 

soiled vrith a night spent in the guard-room— 
he wiU have to attend to his stable or other duties, 
and wUl be obUged to attend a parade at two or 
three P.M. He has barely time to clean every
thing else belonging to him if he look sharp about 
it, but what timeto clean and dry his belts? 
On parade the meu right and left of him have 
clean belts, as they have not beenion guard, and 
this makes his look the more dhrtyw Yet for 
" dirty belts" there is no' excuse admitted, 
and his captain orders him three.days' con
finement to barracks ;—to the damage of his 
temper, and the probable destruction of his true 
soldierly feeUng. 

Within the last three years there has been 
a general adoption of knickerbockers by most of 
our volunteer corps and by men taking much 
exercise on foot. Even iu the French army, 
long trousers hare, within the last fifteen 
months, been gradually abolished, and a modi
fication of the wide. Zouave dress (in fact, 
only a red imitation of the British knicker-
bocker) has become the universal wear of the 
French infantry. Not so in our service. The 
old shape of trouseris still the only one aUowed, 
and the old ammunition boot—perhaps the worst 
ever invented for a pedestrian—stUl is the " re
gulation," although by EngUsh volunteers and 
French infantry the " Balmoral" lace boot is 
accepted as the best for work. A French officer 
told me not long ago, that the new pattern of 
short loose trousers and lace-up boots, which 
has lately been adop^d for their infantry, was 
copied from the knickerbockers worn by the 
English volunteers; and he expressed his wonder 
that so excellent a walking-dress had not found 
favour in the regular English army. I consider 
that if two equally strong and healthy men were 
put to walk a given distance, the one dressed 
from his waist downward according to the 
French infantry regulation, the other according 
to the English, one would be good for a dis
tance of at least five miles more in the day than 
the other. The short white gaiter over the boot, 
which also forms part of the new French regu
lation dress, is an excellent mode of keeping the 
feet cool during a long hot march, and it is the 
more wonderful that it has not been adopted in 
our service, from its good quaUties having been 
for many years proved in our Highland regit 
ments. As with the dress of our troops, so 
with their' arms. I am only forty years of age, 
yet I held a commisMou in the service when 
there was hardly au officer above the rank 
of major, .throughout tbe army, who did not 
strongly object to percussion taking the place 
of flint muskets. Then, again, when Brown 
Bess gave way to the rifled fire-arms, what a 
storm it raised amongst aU the seniors of the 
service! 

Some years ago, when our troops and those of 
France were on their way to the Crimea, I saw 
at Malta a couple of French soldiers who had 
landed from a transport, and were fraternising 
with some of our men inthe Fiorianna Barracks. 

'When I passed through the barrack-room in 
which the Frenchmen, more than half-seas over, 

were entertaining themselves, they were busy 
upon an inspecrion of each article of dress be
longing to theu- hosts, and under pretence of 
getting a Ught for my cigar, I remained near 
them. They did not much approve of anything 
that was shown them, but when they came to look 
at the British great-coats, their wonder passed 
aU bounds. One thing is certain, that both in 
make and material no great-coat, cloak, top-coat, 
or wrapper, ever was invented more simply and 
completely an encumbrance to those who are 
obliged to carry it about. And this in a country 
where the best of cloth is made, and wherem the 
art of rendering various textures waterproof, is 
better understood than in any part of the world! 
In most garrisons or regular standing camps, 
the soldier on sentry has a cover called a sentry-
box to get under in bad weather, but in the field 
he must stand or walk about for two hours, ex
posed to rain, wind, or snow, after which he is 
reUeved and goes to sleep for two hours, again 
f,o take his turn in the open air. For such work 
surely he ought to have an outer covering im
pervious to weather, or which would at any 
rate keep him as dry as possible. The English 
soldier is provided with a long-skirted garment, 
of a cloth so thin, that, when held up to the 
light, it looks more like green baize tnan any
thing else. This coat is so far from turning 
off vrater, that it becomes soaked through and 
through in half an hour. For his head, ears, 
or neck, the English soldier has no protection 
whatever, and the glazed leather of Ms shako 
serves as a water-pipe to convey all the rain 
that falls upon it down his back. The inevitable 
consequences are, that no sooner does one of our 
regiments or brigades go on active service, than 
the men who have to do night duty, fall sick, and 
our hospitals are full. Not so the Frenchman. 
He of the line regiments has a compact well-
fitting great-coat of stout warm cloth, which in 
cold weather he wears over his vest, or fatigue 
jacket, and which, when he mai-ches in summer, 
he wears by itself. As for the Zouaves and Chas
seurs, they have a large cape of very stout water
proof cloth, vrith an ample hood that comes up 
over the cap, and keeps all dry and warm about 
the head and neck. Moreover, besides these 
garments, there is provided for every man on 
sentry, and handed over to each man as he re
lieves his companion, a large Arab cloak with 
arms and hood,—a waterproof coat that can be 
put off and on in a moment, and that covers the 
soldier from head to foot, keeping him warm, 
and keeping his rifle as well as his knapsack and 
accoutrements dry. Something of this sort 
should be introduced into our service, only it 
would be preferable that every man should have 
one to himself, and that they were made of stout 
oil-cloth, so that in camp the men could use them 
to spread under their bedding. These cloaks 
should be in addition to good stout watch coats, 
of a thick warm cloth, coming weU down to the 
knees, and with large hoods which, in very cold 
weather, or daring rain, the soldier could draw 
over his head. Such an outfit of top clothing 
might at first be expensive, but the better the 
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quality the longer it would last. Moreover, the 
formed British soldier costs the state a con
siderable amount of money, and for that, if 
for no other reason, he ought to be well taken 
care of 

Next after the British soldier's great-coat, 
the knapsack is, perhaps, the most useless thing 
he possesses, and is certainly the most useless 
thing of its kind to be found in any European 
army. With all other troops, the knapsack, or 
pack, is a small, handy cover, in which an in
fantry soldier carries what is absolutely neces
sary for his comfort and health ou the march. 
What he can want with more than a change of 
shirt, socks, and shoes, a brush, a piece of soap, 
and a towel, has only been discovered in the 
English service. In our army the soldiers are 
made to carry small portmanteaus on their 
backs, and so awkwardly is the encumbrance 
fastened on them, that after a few years' ser
vice few men are free from chest complaints. 
What with razors, pipeclay, brushes, cotton 
shirts, cotton socks, and a number of things 
which look very well at " inspection of kits," 
but are utterly useless on service, our infantry 
have to carry on their backs at least one-fourth 
more weight than there is really any need for, 
and when even the minimum quantity of clotlies, 
ammunition, pack, provisions, and haversack, is 
taken into consideration, the reduction of only 
a pound of this would be au act of miercy. By 
substituting for the present absurdly large 
knapsack, a small, convenient pack, like that 
worn by the ItaUan Bersigliere (rifle corps); 
by doing away with all that is not positively 
necessary in a soldier's k i t ; by aboUshing 
pipeclay, razors, and all such absurdities; by 
substituting one flannel shirt off and one on, 
for three cotton shirts, the same number of 
worsted socks for three pairs of cotton; the 
weight carried by the soldier could be reduced, 
not by a fourth, but by a half j and I feel con
vinced that the wear and tear of human life 
would be reduced in no trifling proportion. 
When General Nott's army advanced from 
Candahar to Cabool, the only two European 
coras with this force—her Majesty's Fortieth 
andForty-first Regiments—carried noknapsacks, 
nor could the commissariat department provide 
more camels than were enough to carry the 
men's bedding. Every soldier had his great
coat folded square and strapped on his oack, 
and in it carried a single change of each 
article of clothing. With this outfit the troops 
went through several months of very hard 
work, and, when they reached British India, at 
the end of the campaign, had a remarkably 
small number of men in hospital. If such an 
outfit be enough for Affghanistan, it is enough 
for England. 

There is one article of dress I would strongly 
recommend for infantry, cavalry, and everv 
branch of the service : that is, the large sash', 
or shawl, with which all men in Eastern lands 
"gird up their loins," and which is gene
rally worn even by Western traveUers in those 
countries. This sash is about two feet'broad, 
aud long enough to go three or four times round 
the body. Nearly all our officers who spent 
that fearful winter of 1854-55 before Sebas
topol, must have grateful recoUections of the 
comfort of the Eastern sash; and many an 
attack of cholera, or of scarcely less fatal chills 
of _ stomach, did it prevent. Few who have 
sojourned in Egypt, Syria, or any other part 
of the Levant, can be ignorant of the great 
support to be derived Irom wearing this sash. 
In the French army it has been introduced for 
aU troops going on service, and is, I believe, 
universaUy worn by regiments stationed in 
Algeria. Last year, I observed that aU the meu 
of the Syrian expedition wore i t ; it was made 
of blue merino, very vride, and long enough to 
go several times round the waist.. I have more 
than once seen strong symptoms of cholera 
dispersed, and a sick man restored to health, by 
the mere winding of this warm sash round and 
round his loins. 
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