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NEVER FORGOTTEN. 
• 

PART THE SECOND. 

said Young Brett, " say about 

CHAPTEK XIX. YODNG BRETT DISCOVERS ALL. 

STILL under the impression that his office was 
a little " shabby," Young Brett had to reassure 
himself pretty often. All that Miss Manuel 
wished was to hear how a quiet lady died. 
He spoke to a waiter that night about Major 
Carter. An admirable gentleman, said the 
waiter, known and liked in the place. They 
were all sorry when he left. He was so gay 
and cheerful, and could tell such nice stories. 
And Mrs. Carter? A good womto too, but 
"soft" and quiet—by no means to come near 
the major. What did she die of? 0, ill for a long 
time; regular break up. Began with a cold. In 
fact, only for the major, who took such care and sat 
up and slaved himself night after night, she 
would have been dead months before. A good 
charitable man—gay and pleasant too. (As if 
the charitable were not usually gifted with these 
qualities.) Where did he live,, and the lady die ? 
At Griffiths's, in the main street. 

In the moming he saw the little dun town 
better, its tiny street, its house or two, whose 
second story projected over on pillars, and made 
a sort of summer-house below. He found that 
his hotel had one front which looked into the 
little main street, and another, heavy, massive, 
and of a chilling iron-grey, that made part of a 
terrace, and looked out across a little common 
upon the sea. This was now a cheerless prospect; 
and the iron-grey face was as rough and well 
scored with ill usage from the weather, as that 
of an old storm-beaten pilot. , , 

He set off to Griffiths's. There were minia
ture shops, where they seemed to sell nothing 
but glass blacking-bottles full of sweets- and 
lozenges, and in which articles a brisk trade 
must have been done. He found his way to 
a narrow yellow strip of a house, m the front 
bedroom of which Mrs. Carter had died. He 
knocked. It was opened by a talLbony woman. 
She stood with it half open, so that her figure, 
with the door, made up a perfect and satisfac
tory obstruction. Young Brett said cheerfully 
that he wished to see Mrs. Griffiths. 

"About what ?" said the other, sharply. 

VOL. XII. 

" Well," 
lodgings." 

" There are no lodgings to let here, nor won't 
be," said the woman, preparing to close the door. 

"But," said Young Brett, " I want to see 
Mrs. Griffiths." 

"Well, what o' that?" said the woman, yet 
more sharply. " I am her; and I tell you we let 
no lodgings, and won't let them." 

Brett, still good humoured and never to be 
put out of temper, said how provokmg this was, 
and that it couldn't be helped. That he was a 
stranger in the place, and could he—this he put 
at a venture—see Mr. Griffiths ? 

" No ye can't, no nor him neither," she said, 
not so sharply now. " We don't waste time in 
this place, and you, young man, don't waste 
yours." 

" You won't let me in, that's evident," said 
Young Brett, laughing. 

"What is it ?" said a voice behind the woman, 
and a hard-lined face, that had been in the world 
some sixty years, appeared on the shoulder of 
the woman. Said the woman: " He wants lodg-

Only think! Why, there's the hotel!" ings. — . — 
The sixty years' face had sharp eyes and ragged 

hair. The sharp eyes twmkled. "Lodgings," 
it said. "We might, you know. It ain't the 
custom. But if a good thing offered " 

The bony woman tumed on him. " Always for 
money," she said, wickedly. "You would sell 
your soul, and all our souls, for a Welsh tester. 
I tell you we won't." 

"You think money is to be picked up in the 
street," he said. " Here is a gentleman who will 
make us a good offer, I know he will. And it 
is hard, precious hard—in my own house, too." 

"Ah, go in," she said, with a rough good 
humour. "Don't let us be exposmg ourselves 
in the street. It can't be done," she said to 
Brett. "Very sorry not to have you, sir. But 
we don't like to put ourselves out. And I have 
a hundred things to do; so " She closed the 
door, making it finish what she was saying. 

Young Brett went his way a little gloomy. 
" I can do no more," he thought, "if they won't 
let me in, or tell me anything." But he felt a little 
ashamed of coming back to Miss Manuel so un-
successful. So he set off to take a walk in the 
"•rounds of the old castle next the town. 
° Some one " showed" it to hun; i.e. received a 
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shilling. And Brett was walking briskly about 
to warm himself, when he came suddenly on a 
woman with two children. He recollected the 
woman at once. 

" 0 , sir," she said, " I came to look for you. 
I heard a gentleman had been at our house, and 
I was sure it was the same." 

"What, at Griffito^?" said Young Brett. 
" And this is the little woman that nearly fell 
into the water ? You must take care another 
time, little woman." He doted on children, 
and most children that he met were seen 
"toddling" to him with their little hands ex
tended. This little child of the red cloak he 
stooped down and kissed. The mother looked 
at him with beaming eyes. She was young and 
fresh, and had a soft interest in her face. 

" 0 , indeed, sir," she said, "we are so grate
ful to you. And you thought so little of it." 

"Nonsense," said Young Brett, colouring, as 
he always did at praise. " You make me un
comfortable. So you were at Griffiths's ?" 

" lam their daughter-in-law," said she, "and 
live with them. My husband is dead. That 
little one there was his favourite." 

" Nice little woman!" Brett took her up, and 
put her on his shoulder. " What does she like ? 
Go-carts and doUs, and that sort of thing ? I sup
pose they sell those sort of things somewhere ?" 

"O no, no, sir; you are too kind. But," she 
went on, with some hesitation, "you wanted 
lodgings, you said." 

"Why—er—no, not exactly," said Young 
Brett, setting the little girl down. " I wanted 
to—see somebody—or to hear something—you 
know—more than the lodgings. Wasn't there a 
Mrs. Carter sta.ying with you ?" 

The woman looked round with alarm. " Ah, I 
thought it was that," she said. 

" Why ?" said Young Brett, wondering. 
"You wished to hear about a^/that. And I 

have been expecting it this long time back." 
"Why, I dare say you know all about it," said 

he, eagerly; " that is, if there is anything to 
know." 

She shook her head. " Something—not much. 
It is a long story, and a sad story, and a curious 
story, sir. If you wish to leam it all, you should 
stay here sometime, and see people who ought to 
be seen. You should take our lodgings." 

Young Brett looked at her astonished. " This 
is all mysterious," he said. " I did want to take 
your lodgings, but they won't let me take them." 

" 0 , theywiU," she said. "He will. He is 
moaning over the loss of so much money at this 
very moment. If you come again, sir, in the 
moming " 

" But," said he, " this is all so odd; and if I 
were to go to your house, I don't Imow 1 
ought to be back in London." 

"Some one should look to it," the young 
woman said. 

" It ? What ?" echoed Young Brett. 
"Her illness," said she, mysteriously. " I t 

was very long, and very miserable, and " 

" How did she die ?" said Young Brett, eagerly. 
She shook her head. " I was kept away-

shut out. Poor gentle lady, she fancied me a 
little, and someway he took care always not to 
let me near her. He suspected me," 

" Suspected!" said Young Brett, a little be
wildered. " Suspected what ?—and why should 
he suspect ?" 

The young woman shook her head and looked 
round, " He himself has been here, at our house. 
He knew that some one was coming, and told 
them. He has great infiuence with Mrs. Griffiths, 
But I say," she went on, with greater vehemence, 
" some one should look after it! You should 
stay here some days. There are people to be 
seen that know a great deal, I can teU no
thing, because I know but Little; but you are 
clever, and can use your eyes and head," 

" Who am I to see ?" said Young Brett. 
They talked some time longer, and she told 

him—then went away. 
There was a dingy apothecary's shop there, 

languid as regards business; its bottles, medi
cines, and apparatus, appearing under a delicate 
film of blue mould. The dispenser himself, as seen 
through a dusty pane, seemed to be suffermg 
under the same powdery mite-eaten blight. 

Young Brett walked into the shop briskly, and 
asked to see Doctor Jones, A boy came out 
from behind the dusty glass door of a back par
lour, with hope in his face; but YoungBrett, fresh, 
clean, and fuU of bright health, quickly dissi
pated all illusion. The boy's face fell. Doctor 
Jones appeared presently, a stooping, grey-
haired, trembling old man, with a face of crushed 
and crumpled parchment. It was turned very 
shyly and suspiciously on the young officer. With 
his off-hand way. Young Brett said he wanted a 
box of cough lozenges. He did not say/or a 
cough. Some such old friable fossils were dis
covered in a pigeon-hole and given to him. Then 
he began to talk pleasantly with the old man 
about the place, and about those who lived there. 

There was a fire in the back parlour, and 
Doctor Jones, shivering a good deal, asked 
"would he come in and sit down?" Brett 
went in gladly, and had soon, with his old charm, 
recommended himself, GraduaUy he came to 
the subject that was in his mind, and cautiously 
mentioned the name of Major Carter, 

The old man started back, and looked at him 
steadfastly, with his hands clasping the knobs of 
his chau:. " Why do you mention him ? " he said, 
quickly, " What do you want to know ?" 

" I ?" said Young Brett. " I know him akeady 
—have known him ever so long. I knew his 
wife, too, poor lady!" 

Old Doctor Jones squeezed up his eyes to look 
yet more suspiciously at his visitor, " Why do 
you talk to me about her ?" he said, " It is all so 
long ago; it is better to let the whole thing be 
forgotten, I don't want to think of it. That is— 
if I was to be thinking of all the people I have 
attended, and what they suffered, what pleasant 
thoughts and pleasant dreams I should have!" 

J 
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"So you attended Mrs. Carter?" said Young 
Brett, with blunt interest. " I want to hear 
about that illness. I am most anxious to know 
all about poor Mrs. Carter, and how she " 

Suddenly the dirty glass door was opened by a 
fresh pink-looking red-haired young man, with 
quick eyes, who stood with his hand on the door 
looking from one to the other. " Mrs. Carter's 
illness!" he said. " Well, what about it ? She was 
ill, and she died, and was buried, like a thousand 
other people. Who is this gentleman, father ?" 

Young Brett answered promptly that they were 
merely talking over the town and the people who 
had lived there. 

" 0 !" said the young man, with a half smile; 
"that was all, was it ? How singular! I am 
Doctor Watkyn Jones. I carry on the business. 
He is not able to go about and do the visiting. 
Eather, you had better go up-stairs; there is a 
better fire there." He held the door with a 
quiet look that seemed to amount to an order. 
Trembling aud looking on the ground with his 
parchment face, the old man tottered away. As 
soon as he was gone, the other sat down at the 
table, and began to talk with great frankness. " I 
know what this is about, sir," he said," perfectly 
well. The insurance people had persons dovra 
here poking and prying about, trying to get up 
suspicions against honest people. It is always 
their game. It is shameful! As far as 1 am con
cerned, I am determmed they shall have no help; 
nor from any one belonging to me. Every honest 
man must set his face against such proceedings." 

He spoke this so warmly, that Young Brett 
felt with him. " I assure you," he said," I have 
nothing to do with insurance people of any kind 
—never heard of them, in fact." 

" I hope you did not understand me so ?" said 
the other. " I have known Major Carter a long 
time. He is an honourable man, not rich, but 
wishing to do what is right and respectable. You 
will hear nothing but good of him in this place," 

" Well, certainly," said Young Brett, " so far 
I have indeed " 

" But he has enemies," continued the other. 
" I know he has. There is one powerful family 
up in London whom he has offended, and who are 
hterally hunting him, for some fancied injury that 
they think he did to them. I know, sir, on good 
authority, instances of this persecution that 
would amaze you!" 

Young Brett, a little confused and guilty, felt 
himself colouring all over, 

" I know this myself. This insurance busi
ness was all got up by them. The company 
were going to pay, and a lady of this family went 
to the manager, and put it all into their heads. 
Only conceive such a thing, sir!" 

Young Brett was indeed a little shocked and 
ashamed. Miss Manuel's inquiries about the 
Irrefragable all flashed upon him. 

"No, sir," said Doctor Watkyn Jones, confi
dentially drawing his chair closer, "you are a 
gentleman, and I shall make no secrets with yoif. 
When these insurance people came with their 

mean sneaking hole-and-comer inquiries, we met 
them openly, and sent them back to their London 
office without a scrap of information. If you 
care, I shall tell you the whole thing." 

Young Brett said eagerly that he would like 
nothing so much; and for nearly two hours— 
during which time not a single patient disturbed 
them—Doctor Watkyn Jones told him the story 
of Mrs. Carter's happy end, without pain, and in 
perfect peace. On Young Brett it left an im
pression of a very touching and impressing scene, 
and completely satisfied his honest heart. He 
had done the duty he had undertaken, and was 
delighted to find that it was to be a very small 
duty after all. Coming away light hearted, and 
with general esteem for the local practitioner, he 
gaUy passed to his hotel, then wrote a long letter 
to Miss Manuel, and took an evening train across 
country to his regiment. 

" I think," he wrote, " it has all tumed out 
very well, and I begm to think myself quite a 
clever diplomatist. Do you not feel for poor Mrs. 
Carter ? She was a good creature, and I am glad 
to think died so happily and with such comforts 
round her. Old Carter, you see, ia not so bad, and 
with more heart than we fancied." 

Young Brett, however, did not see the incon
sistency between his earlier letters, describing 
what he had gathered from the young woman in 
the castle grounds, and his last. Miss Manuel 
did, and smiled to herself. " Poor honest boy!" 
she said; "he is too trusting and open to deal 
with people of this sort. I ought to have fore
seen this from the beginning." 

CHAPTER XX. MISS MANUEL ON THB TRACK. 

SEEN in the Park, waiting on his Mrs, Wrig
ley, Major Carter's face seemed to have recovered 
its old clear brilliance. There was triumph in 
liis eye. At last he was walking on the mosses 
of life, and he found it very grateful for his feet, 
a good deal blistered with stony travel- Things 
were going well with him. He had suffered 
friendly and complhnentary delving in the ribs 
from cheerful acquamtances, together with the sly 
wink of encouragement, and the knowing " /see. 
Carter, my boy!" Mrs. Wrigley's face, too, wore 
the fat bovine sinile of conquest. At her time of 
life such victories are welcome. Punsher Hill and 
Hoblush found themselves drifting away further 
and yet further every day, and made desperate 
efforts. Major Carter, too, had triumphed in 
another recent affair, and knew for certain that 
Young Brett's expedition had failed — failed 
hopelessly. It was indeed likely that, in a con
test with a sunple child, he should prevail. 
"Poor Miss Manuel!" he said, at the window 
of Mrs. Wrigley's ancient chariot, playing all 
his veteran coquetries, "she is recovering 
slowly, I hear; we shall not see her for 
weeks yet. Between ourselves, my dear Mrs. 
Wrigley, she tries too much—far too much. I 
don't like your manly women, ha, ha! No; 
when you are soft, and gentle, and feminine, and 
tender, and even helpless, my dear Mrs, Wrig-
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ley," and here the ancient chariot swung heavily 
with a sort of jerk, in acknowledgment of the 
compliment, "you make us your slaves." The 
voice of the major dropped suddenly into a low, 
sweet, and meaning key. Prom the chariot 
window full gelatine eyes swam and languished. 

" Come and dine with me to-day," she said, 
"You must." 

"Too happy," said the major, with grateful 
humility; "but may I ask a favour? Would 
you send invitations," he was fond of this 
old - fashioned expression, " to Hill and Ho
blush?" 

" Those odious clerical creatures!" said she, 
striving hard to recollect the mechanism of a 
"pout," but failing in the attempt. "How can 
you ask. Major Carter ?" 

"Dear Mrs. Wrigley," he said, "you don't 
know how wicked the world is, and how envious 

• some natures are. Oblige me in this, will 
you?" 

And she did oblige him. There was a pleasant 
little meeting that night, when the two clergy
men came, and the major was " delightful" and 
in spirits, and enjoyed Mrs. Wrigley's old claret, 
which she knew he liked, and which she " spilled" 
profusely for him. After dinner, in the drawing-
room, the major sat upon his chair, stirring 
his coffee, and profanely thought he was a sort 
of social Providence well able to control the 
little events and little worlds about him. And 
before that night was over, he—still holding his 
cup—had whispered some words to Mrs. Wrig
ley, which had suffused her bowl-shaped cheeks 
with the ghosts of ancient blushes, and she had 
lisped a faltering answer of delighted acqui
escence. 

But, at that very moment of success and hap
piness, there was another scene going on down at 
the little Welsh town, which, had he known 
of, would have tumed the major's weU-trained 
cheeks quite pale. 

Miss Manuel had decided on her course 
promptly. She took up the thread where good 
foolish Young Brett had dropped it. The gloomy 
brother wondered why she was getting her things 
together, and where she could be thinking of 
going to at that rough season. He looked on 
suspiciously, and with roving eyes. " You are 
gettmg tired of the work," he said. " In good 
time you wiU forget her." 

Miss Manuel's face flushed up with an intelli
gent look. "Ah, Louis," she said, " how little 
you know me. I am Hving but for that. And it 
is for this, and this only, that I go upon this 
journey to-night." That strange, moody, and 
injured manner was growing more and more upon 
him, and he was only half satisfied. 

She was to go with her maid, and on that 
night. AU during her iUness, Permor had been 
at the door, restlessly coming to and fro. He 
was never aUowed to enter. Day by day he had 
heard welcome news of her gradual mending. 
Soon he heard of her being out, and of her 
driving about, and came hurriedly. He found 

a cab at the door, and luggage was being placed 
on the top. What did this mean ? 

Miss Manuel met him on the steps, "What 
does this mean ?" he repeated, " Going away! 
Why, you are not fit to travel." 

He was stmck by the change, and was almost 
pleased with himself for the romantic and quasi-
patemal interest he was showing. She was 
gay, and in spirits, and laughed. 

"What am I going for?" she said; "for a 
hundred reasons. Perhaps I want change of a i r -
perhaps it is a mere whim—or perhaps I feel that 
I dare not trast myself here any longer, and that 
a woman's resolution is growing weaker every 
day. Is not the only course to fly ? Adieu!" 

This speech, had it been written, would have 
thrown Permor into a tumult of conceit. But as 
it was spoken, something scoffing underlaid it. 
He looked at her with doubt and trouble. 

" Don't go," he said; " I want to speak to you. 
They would not let me in during your illness; 
and I came day after day. I saw others let in. 
You should not treat me in this way. Don't 
go yet; I have a thousand things to say to 
you." 

Again Miss Manuel laughed. " A thousand 
things to say to me at a cab door! You should 
leam to be more practical in these days of rail
ways. Good-by." 

" But," he said, eagerly, " how long do 
you stay? TeU me—do. Where shaU I write 
to " 

"Drive on," said she to the servant. " Every
thing is in, I beheve." Then to Permor: "Well, 
I beUeve a month, or sk months—or perhaps 
only a week. It depends. Good-by." 

Permor stood looking after the cab. This 
strange treatment chafed him; yet there was 
something pleasing under all. 

Early the next moming, a lady's maid was ask
ing at the mouldy dispensary where the maid's 
lady would be likely to find genteel and decent 
apartments, by the week. A deUcate lady, 
newly recovered from sickness, who had been 
recommended bracing air. This was spoken to 
a boy behind the counter, who went in with the 
request to a back parlour, and came out again 
with an old man. The old man shaded his eyes 
with his hand, to look well at her. 

" I don't know," he said, in a trembling voice. 
" My son Watkyn is away, and he would not 
like it, perhaps. StiU, my dear, Watkyn likes a 
Uttle money." 

"But perhaps you know of some place?" said 
the lady's maid. 

The boy said eagerly that their rooms were 
about the nicest in the place, and that the best qua
Uty came and stayed there. The maid then went 
away, and said she would report to her mis
tress. 

Later in the day a deUcate lady, whose face 
looked as if it could be very briUiant when in the 
fuU colour and flush of health, came into the 
shop, and the old man came out to her. He 

\ 
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shaded his eyes as before, but looked longer and 
harder than before. Into that dusty powdery 
region she seemed to bring light, and fragrance, 
and brUUance, The boy stood helpless with his 
mouth open. The old man kept muttering, 
" Good gracious, good gracious!" 

" They told me," said Pauline, in her sweet 
voice, " that you had rooms. If yours are not to 
let, you might, perhaps, know of others. There 
would be an advantage, I confess, being only 
just recovered, in having medical assistance so 
near." 

" Yes, yes," said the old man, hastUy; "that is 
aU trae. Watkyn is considered clever aU round 
the country, oh, for mUes. I am sure he would 
not mind ; he ought to like it, indeed he ought. 
It would be a surprise for him when he comes 
back. Heaven send we may aU die in our beds!" 
Which odd speech, muttered to himself in a 
reverie, made Miss Manuel and the boy start. 
He started himself, and looked round ner
vously. 

The rooms were taken. Before the day was 
out it went through the town, where there was a 
perfect drought of news, that a " fine" lady had 
come down, and was staying at" th' old doctor's," 
Later, too, the fine lady was seen herself, walking 
about, in the Green especially; and she spoke 
to the chUdreu playing there, and found out a 
little girl in a red cloak. Por the Uttle girl in 
the red cloak soon came a fresh and handsome 
young woman, and with the fresh and hand
some young woman Miss Manuel began to 
taUc. 

The doctor's lodgings were clean and bright 
enough. They had a bow-window, and muslin 
curtains in the bow-window, and would have 
been very bright and encouraging apartments, 
but for a dreadful male portrait or two, done 
in rich teaboard colouring, which, clad in in
flexible coats, with high coUars apparently cut 
out of the hardest wood, and suggesting horrible 
associations of discomfort for the wearer, looked 
down with a mournful ferocity on the tenants 
as they sat at tea. 

That night the doctor's son came home, and 
started as he saw a great box of Miss Manuel's 
in the hall. She heard his voice below, putting 
aU manner of inquiries, half angrUy, half suspici
ously. Very soon he was up in the drawing-
room, on the pretext of seeing that all was com
fortable. 

This pink Welshman, so free of speech, talked 
gaUy with Miss Manuel, who presently set him 
quite at ease. One of her charms, wliich she 
could assume when she pleased, was a help
lessness of manner, with a sense of finding 
strength and support in the person she was talk
ing with. He was at first half curious, hinting 
as to where she came from, and how long was 
she going to stay, and why, of aU places in the 
world, she selected that cold bleak corner to 
repair her health in, Pauline scorned a falsehood, 
or even a semblance of one; but someway a misty 
idea was left in his mind that some one, say some 

visitor, had spoken of the superior medical advice 
to be found in the little town. He told her by-
and-by all about himself, for she showed great 
interest in such personal details; how his prac
tice was increasing, how he soon expected to 
have the whole business of the place, and of 
the country round. He was making great 
way. 

Said Miss Manuel, quickly: "And you have 
not long succeeded your father ? He was prac
tising last year, was he not ?" 

The other looked at her suspiciously. " WeU, 
yes," he said, "But how did you know ? That 
news did not fly up to London." 

" Oh, I have heard a good deal since I came— 
even already," said Miss Manuel, smiUng; but 
he had become doubtful and sUent, and as he 
left the room, cast back a sharp quick searching 
look at her. 

During these days Miss Manuel often went up 
and down, often went in and out, often looked 
wistfuUy at the glass door; but the son was 
always on quick sharp duty. She never saw 
that strange nervous old man who sat in the 
parlour over the fire—that is, could not see him 
alone, for when she met Mm, and tried to talk to 
him, the son stood by and watched jealously with 
his eye fixed on him. Under which eye old 
Doctor Jones always grew uneasy. 

CHAPTER XXI. A STORMY NIGHT. 

IT went on, in this fashion, for a week, then 
for ten days, then for a fortnight. It was a jail
like existence. The lady who visited the water
ing place out of the season, and at a cheerless 
season out of the season, was an inexhaustible 
source of wonder and speculation to the inhabi
tants. The town maid, cut off from her circle 
of friends and acquaintances (when her season, 
too, was rife), began to murmur at heart, to grow 
reserved, and, later, became charged vrith lemons 
and vinegar about her face. Pauline herself was 
fretting and growing impatient. At last, on the 
night of a cold miserable day, whose tone had 
been blue as steel, the sea tumbling sharply and 
bitterly up the straits, and sharp icy east winds 
gashing at human chests and human eyes like 
cruel razors, an express came in from a neigh
bouring squire for young Doctor Watkyn Jones. 
Doctor Watkyn Jones's stories to Miss Manuel 
were, indeed, pure fables; he was not often sent 
for, and a Welshman of grim humour said his 
patients were aU of the " God reward ye" class. 
The express from the squire was for the squire's 
lady—the great country doctor was away, and 
Watkyn was the nearest medical man. With 
the squire's express came a gig to take away 
Watkyn Jones. 

At first he was dazzled and triumphant, and 
rushed to tell the London maid, who had been 
scornfuUy indifferent to him as an admirer, and 
who doubted his professional standing. "He 
was an imposture," she often said to Miss 
Manuel (thinking she was usmg the word im-
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poster"). Then his pink face became overcast. 
But it was late, ten o'clock, and he asked the 
London maid had her mistress gone to bed? 
The London maid, with a toss of her head, said 
she would be in bed in ten minutes. The triumph 
of the moment soon shut out every other thought, 
and he took his place in the gig with pride, 
" Go to bed, father," he said, sternly, fixing him 
with his eye; " you sit up too late. It is not 
good for you. If I had a moment, I should 
see you in bed before I left." 

"Indeed I wiU," said the old man. "But 
what a night for me to be left alone. Do you 
hear the wind ? Lord have mercy on us. That 
we may all die in our beds!" 

The son did not wait to hear the last of this 
speech, but grumbled as he took his place in the 
gig. " He does not think of me out here," he 
said. The razors were indeed darting about 
wUdly. Miss Manuel up in her room, and just 
about going to bed, heard the gig wheels and 
the voices below, and the news of Squire Mor
gan's vrife being iU. She heard, too, the winds 
growUng up the straits sulkily and sourly, as 
if they were coming up a tunnel. The London 
maid came in and told her all the details—with 
great zest, too, for she had now, like other 
prisoners, begun to take interest in things like 
social prison spiders or Picciolas. Her mistress 
listened eagerly. 

"Is it far away?" she asked. 
" 0," the maid answered, " he wiU be away 

the whole night." 
" I shan't go to bed yet," said Miss Manuel. 

"Don't wait up." 
It was an old house, built when the little dun 

town was straggling out of being a mere vUlage. 
The wooden bow-window rattled, as if the wind 
wanted to get in, and was in a fury at being kept 
waiting. Every one was keeping close, even to 
the old watchman who managed the " curfew" 
—for they had their curfew in the dun town—and 
he was snugly sitting in the public-house. Miss 
Manuel, wrapping a shawl about her, came down 
stairs, and saw a Ught through the glass door of 
the parlour. She opened it softly. 

The old man was looking nervously at the 
clattering windows, shrinking away from each 
gust. He did not hear or see Miss Manuel's 
entrance. He was saying to himself, in his old 
formula, " Lord have mercy on us! That we 
may aU die in our beds!" when he looked round 
suddenly and saw his visitor—that is, a taU flash
ing woman with a light in her hand—a spirit 
surely, or an angel. Por a moment he was terror-
struck. Miss Manuel began to speak cheerfully 
to him and with encouragement. But he was 
scarcely to be reassured. 

"What a night!" said she. " I t makes one 
feel quite uncomfortable." 

" Ay! what a night," he said. " God Almighty 
be with us." 

"Not a night," said she, "to be sitting alone. 
We want company, and not to be left to our own 
thoughts." 

"No, indeed," said the old man, looking at 
her strangely, " and it was odd, wasn't it, that 
he should have been sent for to-night, when— 
when " 

" When we would like the house to have aU 
its tenants. Yes," she said, " it is odd. Yet it 
has happened fortunately for me. I wished to 
speak to you." 

" To me!" said the other, starting up. " Why 
to me ? What do you want to know ?" 

Miss Manuel smiled. " How odd, now!" she 
said. " I never said I wished to know anything. 
That would be accepted as suspicious else
where." 

" Suspicious I Who is talking of suspicions ?" 
said the old man, now very agitated. 

She fixed her eyes on him. " Why," said she, 
suddenly— " why is it that your son always 
watches you so ?" 

" Watches me ? No—he does not." 
"Yes he does," said she, quickly. " I have 

remarked it. It seems as if you had some 
secret which he was afraid you would dis
close." 

The look of stupid wonder and confusion the 
old man gave her, she recoUected long afterwards. 
He could not answer. 

"Another question," said Miss Manuel. " Good 
gracious! what a gale. Did you feel the house 
rock then? What is the reason that you are 
always talking of dying in our beds ? I have 
heard you say so many times." 

He looked at her now quite scared. " Why 
do you come to me in this way ?" he said, toss
ing his hands, " when there is no one in the 
house ? When he is away ? And on such a night. 
Lord deliver us! What do you want ? You 
have some dreadful thing in your mind. And 
I have said nothing and done nothing." 

She soothed him. " Don't be alarmed," she 
said. " I am very soUtary up-stairs. The wind 
always frightens me. No wonder I should Uke 
a little company. You talk of dying in our beds, 
but think of any poor soul departing on such a 
night as this—rushing from the world in a 
storm! Are there any now in Beaumaris, I 
wonder ? I passed a house this very day where 
there was a lady dying not so very long ago. 
Griffiths's they told me it was called," 

The old man was now standing up. " My son 
was right," he said; " he told me so. He warned 
me. He knew it. Ah! you have watched for this 
opportunity. You have got me here alone and 
helpless. It is unfair; it is " 

" Hush ! hush!" said PauUne, drawing her
self up. " You wiU betray yourself. Suppose 
that I have ? Suppose I have come down to 
seek and to discover and to bring the guUty to 
justice—to track out a foul crime ? Suppose I 
have watched for, and found an opportunity? 
Suppose I have found you here alone and help
less, as you say; you may bless your stars for it! 
Por it is the only chance that offers to save you 
from what you dread, and from what I can see 
is preying on your soul and on your conscience. 
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And that chance is—I teU you openly and plainly 
—confession!" 

He was speechless with terror and astonish
ment. 

"Take care, take care," she went on, quickly. 
"You don't know what is hanging over you. 
The net is drawing closer every day. There is 
danger and ruin coming, and coming fast. You 
can save yourself by helping me. I know more 
than you think I know. Do you refuse or hesi
tate? If you dare to tell your son when he 
returns, I shall go away at once, and let every
thing take its course. ShaU I go now ?" 

She took up her Ught, and stayed a moment 
with her hand on the door. 

At last he found speech. " But I have done 
nothing. I know nothing, I am so old. I 
have " 

" No, no," said she, coming back with a reas
suring smile. " Who thinks so ? No one. But 
stiU you know much, and know much that you 
can teU. Shall I sit down, or " And again 
she laid her hand on the candle. 

" But—but—my son—my son," said he, shak
ing his hands despairingly; "what wiU he 
say?" 

"What wUl he say when I go away—when 
the whole becomes public—when you are both 
dragged away as accompUces—when this town, 
and this principality, and this kingdom are ring
ing with the news of the cruel business that was 
done down here ?" 

" Who are you ?" he said, full of terror. 
"What do you want with me? I am a poor 
miserable old man, and must die soon. It is 
cruel. I have no strength. My son would 
protect me if he were here. I am a miserable 
creature that would not hurt a fly, and must die 
soon," 

Pauline started up, and.stood before him like 
a destroying angel. " You are old," she said, 
" and miserable, and have the long long days of 
a long life to count up. You must die soon. 
Yes, but how ? There are other ways than that 
dying in your bed you are so anxious for. Por 
all your years and all your misery, you may yet 
be dragged to a shameful end. He who looks on 
is as guUty as he who does the work." 

The old doctor shrank away from her, and 
tried to hide himself behind his hands. "Don't, 
don't speak so awfuUy," he said, trembUng. " I 
am an old miserable creature who would harm 
no one." 

Pauline looked down on him for a moment. 
" Very weU," she said. "Be miserable, then; I 
have done. On your own head be it. Do as you 
Uke; and I leave you now " 

She turned to go. At that moment the wind 
came with a fresh howl and fresh fury down the 
street: a crash only a few houses away, as of a 
chimney hurled do\vn into ruins. Then sUence; 
and the old man crouched and cowered into his 
ann-cliair, as if it were a cave where he could 
hide his head. She had her hand on the door, 
and it opened noisUy. 

"Don't—don't leave me," he said, piteously. 
" I shaU be destroyed if I am left alone. There, 
I wiU teU yon aU—that is, aU I know," 

EGYPTIAN REMINISCENCES. 

I WAS travelling in that strange land which 
separates Nubia from Upper Egypt, and had 
for a guide, from the beautiful ruins of Philoe 
into the sandy waste which Ues between the 
ereen banks of the NUe and the Red Sea, a 
black man, a native of the locality, his name 
Mohammed Hassan, who had many a tale to 
tell of the Djins who visited that mysterious 
district, and he recounted their doings with as 
strong and confident a faith as prophet or martyr 
ever exhibited. He was a zealous Maiiomedan, 
and prided himself on the superiority of Islamism 
to every other creed; he was rather eager for, 
than disincUned to, religious controversy; and 
if he faUed to convince his European opponents 
that the Koran was a better book than the 
Bible, he would shrug his slioulders aud say, 
" Tahib!—tahib—well! weU! so the Xhowajah 
(Christian gentleman) has been taught, and of 
course he knows no better, Inshallah! If Allah 
so wUl, he may be wiser by-and-by." 

Next to the wild and wondrous region, the 
wilderness which is spread out from the north
east of Akaba, and which terminates in the 
heights of Mount Sinai, there are few spots in 
the desert invested with more solemn charms 
than that of which I am speaking. There stand 
towering over the arid waste immense boulders of 
granite, of varied and grotesque shapes, upon the 
sides of which are engraved huge letters, whose 
date, undoubtedly of very high antiquity, has 
not yet been determined by antiquarian phUo-
logists. It is said to be the old country of the 
Essenes, and the capital city is stUl called 
Essouan, or Assouan. Out of these boulders 
the pillars of Thebes and On and Memphis and 
Alexandria were quarried. Some of the mono
liths stUl remain unmoved in their native beds, 
the holes prepared to receive the chisels which 
were to separate them from the rock stiU re
maining. 

This was one of the stories of Moliammed 
Hassan: 

A caravan was on its progress to the holy 
cities. Its course was through the road which 
passes between the granite rocks of the Nubian 
frontier, and it was composed, as usual, of hun
dreds of camels, some horses belonging to the 
opulent pUgrims, asses of the humbler, while 
many, the lowliest of all, made their way on 
foot, glad to avaU themselves of the protection, 
and often dependent on the charity, of their 
more privileged companions. Among them was 
a rich man, a native of Kordofan. He wore a 
handsome green turban, evidence of his belong
ing to the famUy of the prophet, and it obtained 
for him the respect of the multitudinous, many-
conditioned company. At the first stage from 
Assouan he descended from his horse, which 
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he deUvered over to one of his servants, and, 
wearied with his journey, opened his Persian rug, 
spread it out on the sand, and feU soundly asleep. 

The sun was sinking, and as the twilight is 
very short in the equinoctial regions, he was 
soon surrounded by as much of darkness as 
ever overshades the country vrithin the African 
tropics, where, indeed, a cloud is seldom known 
to interrupt even for a moment the brightness 
of the moon and the stars, and a generation of 
men passes awajr vrithout their having seen a 
single drop of rain. 

Through the calm night the slumbers of the 
pilgrim had been uninterrupted. But, just be
fore the rising of the sun, the breeze of the morn
ing felt cold upon his head; he put up his hand, 
the green turban was gone—it was his bald and 
shaven skull that had been exposed to the wind. 

He rose in consternation. The pilgrims 
gathered round him, and with affrighted looks 
and inquiring tongues they Ustened to his story. 
Many of the pUgrims had something to report 
of their night visions. They had heard voices, 
they had seen spirits, the camels, horses, and 
asses had shown unusual restlessness, and it was 
agreed by common consent that the camp had 
been visited by the Djins; but whatever other 
mischief had been done, the loss of the green 
turban was allowed to be a sore calamity. 

It is seldom that a large caravan is unaccom
panied by necromancers of more or less celebrity, 
the profession and the practice of the magic art 
being by no means a rare accompUshment in the 
Levant, and a man was found who, though he 
did not pretend to be a sorcerer of a high order, 
or fitted to deal with very potent genii, offered 
to do his best for the discovery and restoration 
of the green turban. The preliminary discus
sions occupied the day, but it was only at night 
the Diins were Ukely to appear. 

And when the night came, he went forth on 
his mission. This is the report he made on his 
return to the assembled caravan. He caUed 
again and again upon Allah to witness the truth 
of his narrative, and many a voice responded, 
" Maloum! maloum ! it is certainly so !" 

" I had a sure knowledge of the path I was to 
take. The moon was shming, and I made my 
way to the granite rocks. On the top of one of 
the highest, I fancied I saw something in mo
tion, I moved towards it quietly, and I saw 
that its colour was green. Approaching nearer, 
I satisfied myself that it was the lost turban. 
The rock sloped from the summit to the ground, 
but, though rough, the ascent was not so steep 
as to prevent my climbing up, which I deter
mined to do, never losing sight of the turban, 
which was on the very summit. So, holding my 
breath, I slowly clambered to within a foot of 
the turban, when I stretched out my hand to 
seize it, but the turban rose as my hand ap
proached it, and a head with bright eyes ap
peared, wearing the turban. I again put forth 
my hand, but the turban mounted still higher, 
and stopped when it was just beyond my reach. 
I sprang upon my feet. I made another despe
rate effort to grasp the turban, but the neck of 

the Djin—for it was a Djin, my brethren-
was stretched longer and longer—longer thau 
the neck of a gUaffe. The turban was altoge-
ther unreachable. I was affrighted. I tumbled 
down the rock. I found myself lying on my 
face in the sand. At last I looked up; there 
was neither turban nor Djin. Yallah! Yallah! 
every word that I have uttered is true." 

The pilgrims all listened reverently, and each 
one saia to his neighbour, " AUah Kerim!" 

But the Afrits, the giant devUs, are far more 
terrible things than the Djins, and most of the 
Nubians have wonderful stories to tell of what 
they themselves have seen, and stories far more 
wonderful of what they have heard. If you 
distrust their veracity, or laugh at their credu-
Uty, they become sUent, and there is an end to 
their disclosm-es; but encourage their outpour
ings, throw no doubt upon their narratives, win 
your way to their confidence, and you may 
gather tales for more than a Thousand and One 
Nights of amusement. 

There is no locality on the earth's surface 
which seems more suggestive of strange and 
supernatural visitations than that through which 
I journeyed wUh Mohammed Hassan, One 
could fancy that there had been, ages and ages 
ago, a fierce war between gigantic spirits, aud 
that this location of the wilderness was the 
field where the granite masses which they had 
hurled at each other had been left as evidence 
of the terrible fray. The contrasts between the 
light-coloured sand and the deep shadows of 
the boulders, give abundant food for the ima
ginings of a creative fancy, especiaUy when in
numerable traditions have associated "the 
spirit world" with the daily business of life. 
Nor could the most sceptical, the strongest-
minded man, pass in the twilight or the dark
ness, through some parts of that solemn scenery, 
without a certain amount of awe, which would 
be ministered to by the cries of wild birds above, 
or savage beasts below, by sudden interruptions 
to his progress, by mysterious writings on the 
rocks, by the contrasts of sUence and solitude 
with sudden sounds and screams, aU expUcable, 
perhaps, in the bright sunshine, but very per
plexing in the gloaming and the gloom. 

Nearly the third of a century has passed 
since I recorded on the spot some fragments of 
a conversation with my guide. 

HASSAN. This is the place where the Afrits 
dwell. 

I. Did you ever yourself see an Afrit ? 
HASSAN. Yes. Pour times in my life I have 

seen Afrits. 
I. Was it in this neighbourhood ? 
HASSAN. Eiwa I I wiU tell you what hap

pened not far from this very spot; it is the pure 
truth, by Allah ! I was passing this way, with 
a Uttle boy for my companion. We were on 
foot, and I was very tired. Looking all around, 
I saw something dark in the distance; it stood 
stUl while we moved towards it, and we found 
it was a beautiful male donkey, a large beautiful 
black donkey. I teU you it was black; it was 
jet black. Nobody was near it; it had no 

"X 
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owner. I t had neither saddle nor bridle ; but 
I quietly mounted on its back, and without my 
taking any trouble to guide it, it moved on in 
the way I intended to go, and being some
what weary and thirsty, after having ridden for 
several hours, I jumped down from its back, 
held it firmly by the ears, and directed the boy 
to go to a spring of water that was not far off, 
and to retum as speedUy as he could. When 
he came back, he found the donkey had departed. 
I was lying on my face in the sand. I wUl tell 
you the whole truth, Khowajah. I had been 
repeating the Bishmillah. No evil spirit can 
abide when a verse from the Koran is uttered. 
It was an Afrit, and I have told you how it 
came and why it went away. 

I. Now, was it really so, Hassan? Are you 
not frightened when you come into these parts ? 

HASSAN. Alhamdur lUlah. Praised be AUah. 
Not now^ Have I not learnt that the Afrit 
is alwavs frightened away by El Kitab (the 
book)? 

I. La mahalah ! No doubt about it. 
HASSAN. And now I will tell you of another 

meeting, most true, most true. I once saw an 
Afrit as tall as an obelisk. He was a great way 
off. He lifted up his hand, and beckoned me 
to come to him. I covered my face with my 
cloak. I repeated a verse from the Kitab. I 
heard a dreadful howl. The Afrit passed close 
to me, but dared not do me any mischief; and 
when I let fall my cloak no Afrit was to be 
seen. 

He told us that the Afrits did not always 
take the shape either of man or beast. They 
sometimes hid themselves in the*'clouds and the 
thunder-storms—that he had once seen a grey 
mist in the island of Elephanta—it was an Afrit; 
it fled when the Koran was quoted. "Andnow," 
said he, " we do not fear the Afrits as our fore
fathers feared them; and the Afrits, knowing 
that we can always get rid of them, do not 
the same mischief they were formerly used 
to do." 

When Hassan had finished, other contributions 
poured in, and one of our fellow-travellers said: 
" I have heard from the Arabs a tale connected 
with this very spot. Not far away rough 
granite rocks are pUed upon one another, so as 
to form a rude but inaccessible fortification. 
In the very centre there Uved, not many years 
ago, a terrible giant who, from time to time, 
came out of his hiding-place, stood at the en
trance of one of the narrow passes, and levied 
contributions on every traveUer before he was 
aUowed to go through. His first ordinary de
mand was for a fair young virgin for his harem, 
with a jar of araki for his table ; if the traveller 
declared that he had no means of procuring 
these, the option was given of surrendering a 
bag of gold; but when the, giant was disap
pointed of both his requirements, the unfortunate 
victim was seized, thrown into a den within the 
castle, where in his turn he was murdered and 
devoured. But though the giant sometimes 
failed in mulcting those who feU into his hands, 
he had had so much success as to fiU his apart

ments with beautiful maidens, his ceUars with 
great supplies of araki, and his coffers with 
enormous quantities of gold. Among the im
prisoned damsels was the lady-love of a young 
merchant, who determined, at whatever hazard, 
to effect her liberation. After tuming over 
various stratagems in his mind, he at fast re
solved to disguise himself as a woman, and, with 
a very large vessel of araki, placed himself at 
the entrance of the pass. At sunrise the giant 
came forth to prowl as he was wont, and, seeing 
the immense jar filled with his beloved Uquor, 
he exclaimed, 'This is indeed an unexpected 
good fortune!' So he seized the jar, and 
beckoning to the supposed lady, he commanded 
her to follow him. The youth did so, and whUe 
the giant was descending the rugged steps, made 
of the granite rocks, which led down to his 
abode, his follower drew a sword which he had 
concealed under his garments, and suddenly cut 
the hamstrings of the giant, who fell, crushed by 
the weight of the araki jar, and stifled with the 
liquor it poured out, as it was broken by the 
fall, upo'n which the young man came forward, 
tumbled the giant into the abyss below, pelting 
him with the fragments of the broken vessel. He 
then made his way into the dungeons of the 
castle, and having first liberated his beloved one, 
he released numberless other imprisoned ladies, 
gathered together immense treasures, which 
enabled him to live the rest of his life in luxury 
and splendour, having, as a matter of course, 
married the damsel he had redeemed." 

And here we hear another version of the 
turban story, and are assured the real facts 
were, that: " A devout Mussulman, being very 
thirsty, reached a sacred well in the desert which 
was close to the place where we were sitting 
—for it must be mentioned that the Arabs like 
to identify a tale with a locality, which adds not 
a little to its interest and seeming truth. He 
took off his turban, and placed it on a neigh
bouring rock. After drinking he went to the 
rock, and instead of his turban he saw there a 
large piece of raw beef, but on the summit of a 
higher and more distant cliff he perceived the 
missing turban. WhUe he stared with astonish
ment the cliff moved, and its summit was 
stretched out like the neck of a dromedary, 
carrying the turban on its head. The holy man 
then knelt down at the side of the well, and im
plored the favour of the sheikh in remembrance 
of whom it had been built. He continued pray
ing tiU he fell asleep from weariness, and on 
awakening he found his turban on his head. The 
piece of beef had disappeared, the rock had re
turned to its natural snape, and he went on his 
way rejoicing." 

Wells in the wUdemess are often dedicated to 
the memory of some holy man who has left 
behind him a reputation for wisdom and piety. 
On one occasion, when exliausted with heat and 
travel, we entered the dome-shaped tomb of a 
venerated hadji, in which we found a lamp burn
ing, and a jar of fresh water; the lamp was to 
be kept always a-light, the cruse always fiUed, so 
that a fire to cook his victuals, and water to 
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quench his thirst, might never be wanting to the 
traveUer in that part of the desert. Could 
philanthropy—Christian phUanthropy—be ex
hibited in a more touching shape than by this 
sheUth of the wUdemess ? 

The physician of UaKl Bey of Zaitoun, the 
son-in-law of VeU Pasha, is Mr. DeUapietra, 
from Zante, He is as highly educated a man as 
it is possible to find, having had the advantage 
of twelve years under the best masters in Paris. 
To these recommendations are added a pene
trating inteUect, habits of observation, and the 
most Uvely interest in the pursuit of know
ledge. He has the most deUcate sense of truth 
and honour, his conduct is eminently virtuous, 
and he is exempt from religious and popular 
prejudices. He always endeavours to find a 
natural solution for phenomena which startle 
not oiUy the vulgar and ignorant, but even the 
most enUghtened men. Mr. DeUapietra told me 
himself, that during his stay in Pans, he fortified 
his habits of incredulity to a degree that placed 
him on a level with the best-known sceptics of 
Prance. These ideas lie brought with him to 
Turkey; but as a worshipper of truth, an 
observer of nature, and, indeed, as a philosopher, 
he could not refuse to yield conviction to evi
dence. He began by feeling that his negative 
system was not so exceUent as to exclude all 
others, and that there were cases which it could 
not explain; and he finished by seeking in un
known causes the solution of certain events, 
which from their rarity are termed supernatural 
by uninstructed people, and rejected as empty 
chimeras by the self-sufficiency of our proud 
savans. 

Mr. DeUapietra related to me the foUowing 
facts: 

Some time since he was sent for from Zante 
to attend upon a Turk who was suffering from 
illness at Pyrgos, in the district of the ancient 
Mida in the Morea. During his stay in this 
Uttle town he made the acquaintance of one of 
the Greek residents, a Mr. Agholoz, a gentle
man living on his means. He confirmed what 
Mr. DeUapietra had previously heard stated to 
him by several other persons; namely, that Mr. 
Agholoz had in his possession a book, written in 
Arabic, with Arabic letters in one column, and 
in the other column the same words in Arabic 
with Greek letters. This book had been in the 
famUy for many generations, passing from father 
to son, and by means of the utterance of certain 
words which are marked in this ancient volume, 
Mr. Agholoz is in the habit of curing the mala
dies of cattle, which are brought to him for the 
purpose from many miles round; and more 
especially in summer, when serpents abound in 
the Morea, and when men and beasts are daily 
bitten by them, a cure is instantaneously effected 
by the use of these cabalistic words. 

The possessor of this book is not a credulous 
man, and he is free from any special leaning to 
his art; and while he laughs at his own practices, 
he only lends himself to the work from com
plaisance. He cannot but admit, however, that 

his method is infallible, although unable himself 
to account for his success. What he does, 
moreover, is entirely gratuitous. 

THE MODERN GENIUS OF THE 
STREAMS. 

WATER to raise corn from the seed, to clothe 
the meadow with its grass, and to fill the land 
with fruits and flowers; water to Ue heaped in 
fantastic clouds to make the fairy land of sunset, 
and to spread the arch of mercy in the rainbow; 
water that kindles our imagination to a sense of 
beauty; water that gives us our meat and is our 
drink and cleans us of dirt and disease, and is 
our servant in a thousand great and little ways: 
it is the very juice and essence of man's civilisa
tion. And so, whether we shall drag over cold 
water, or let hot water drag us, is one way of 
putting the question between canal and steam 
communication for conveyance of our heavy 
traffic. The canal-boat uses its water cold 
without, the steam-engine requires it hot within. 
Before hot water appeared in its industrial 
character to hiss off the cold, canals had all the 
glory to themselves. They are not yet hissed 
off their old stages and cat-caUed into contempt 
by the whistle of the steam-engine, for canal-
communication stUl has advantages of its own, 
and canal shares are powers in the money-
market. 

Little more than a century ago, not only were 
there neither canals nor raUroads in this country, 
but the common high roads were about the 
worst in Europe. Corn and wool were sent to 
market over those bad roads on horses' or bul
locks' backs, and the only coal used in the in
land southern counties was carried on horseback 
in sacks for the supply of the blacksmiths' 
forges. Water gave us our over-sea commerce, 
that came in and went out by way of our tidal 
rivers; and the step proposed towards the fos
tering of our home industries was a great one 
when it occurred to somebody to imitate nature 
by erecting artificial rivers that should flow 
wherever we wished them to flow, and should be 
navigable along their whole course for capacious 
flat-bottomed carrying boats. 

The first English canal, indeed, was con
structed as long as three hundred years ago at 
Exeter, by John Trew, a native of Glamorgan
shire, who enabled the traders of Exeter to 
cancel the legacy of the spite of an angry 
Countess of Devon, who had, nearly three hun
dred years before that time, stopped the ascent 
of sea-going vessels to Exeter by forming a 
weir across the Exe at Topham. Trew con
trived, to avoid the obstruction, a canal from 
Exeter to Topham, three mUes long, with a 
lock to it. John Trew ruined himself in the 
service of an ungrateful corporation. 

After this time, improvements went no fur
ther than the clearing out of some channels of 
natural water-communication, until the time of 
James Brindley, the father of the English canal 
systems. 

y 
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James Brindley was born in the year seven
teen 'sixteen, the third of the reign of George 
the Pirst, iu a cottage in the parish of Worm-
hill, midway between the remote hamlets of the 
High Peak of Derby. There his father, more 
devoted to shootii^, hunting, and buU-running, 
than to liis work as a cottier, cultivated the 
little croft he rented, got into bad company and 
poverty, and left his children neglected and un
taught. The idle man had an industrious wife, 
who taught the children, of whom James was the 
eldest, wbat Uttle she knew; but they must all 
help to earn as soon as they were able, and 
James Brindley earned wages at any ordinary 
labourer's work that he could get until he was 
seventeen years old. He was a lad clever with 
his knife, who made little models of mUls, and 
set them to work in mill-streams of his own 
contrivance. The machinery of a neighbouring 
grist-mill was his especial delight, and had given 
the first impulse to his modellings. He and his 
mother agreed that he should bind himself, 
whenever lie could, to a millwright, and at the 
age of seventeen he did, after a few weeks' trial, 
become apprentice for seven years to Abraham 
Bennett, wheelwright and miUwright, at the 
village of Sutton, near Macclesfieldj which was 
the market town of Brindley's district. 

The miUwrights were then the only engineers; 
they worked by turns at the foot-lathe, the car
penter's bench, and the anvU, and in country 
places where there was little support for division 
of labour, they had to find skill or invention to 
meet any demand on mechanical skill, Bennett 
was not a sober man, his journeymen were a 
rough set, and much of the young apprentice's 
time was at first occupied in running for beer. 
He was taught Uttle, and had to find out every
thing for himself, which he did but slowly, so 
that, during some time, he passed with his 
master for a stupid bungler, only fit for the 
farm-work from which he had been taken. But, 
after two years of this sort of pupilage, a fire 
having injured some machinery in a smaU silk-
mUl at Macclesfield, Brindley was sent to bruig 
away the damaged pieces, and by his sugges
tions on that occasion, he showed to Mr. Milner, 
the mill-superintendent, an intelligence that 
caused his master to be appUed to for Brindley's 
aid in a certain part of the repairs. He was 
unwiUingly sent, worked under the encourage
ment of the friendly superintendent with re
markable abUity, and was surprised that his 
master and the other workmen seemed to be 
dissatisfied with his success. When they chaffed 
him at the supper celebrating the completion of 
the work, his friend Mibier offered to wager a 
gallon of the best ale that before the lad's 
apprenticeship was out, he would be a cleverer 
workman than any of them there present, master 
or man. This was a joke agamst Brindley 
among his feUow-workmen; but in another year 
they found " the young man Brindley" speciaUy 
asked for when the neighbouring miUers needed 
repairs of machinery, and sometimes he was 
chosen in preference to the master himself. 
Bennett asked " the young man Brindley" where 

he had leamt his skill in mUlwork, but he could 
tell no more than that it " came natural like," 
He even suggested and carried out improve
ments, especiaUy in the appUcation of the water-
power, and worked so substantiaUy well, that 
his master said to him one day, " Jem, if thou 
goes on i' this fooUsh way o' workin', there wiU 
be very little trade left to be done when thou 
comes oot o' thy time: thou knaws firmness o' 
wark's th' ruin o' trade." 

But presently Jem's " firmness o' wark" was 
the saving of his master. Bennett got a con
tract to set up a paper-mill on the river Dane, 
upon the model of a miU near Manchester. 
Bennett went to examine the Manchester miU, 
brought back a confused and beery notion of it, 
and, proceeding with the job, got into the most 
hopeless bewUderment, An old hand, who had 
looked in on the work, reported over his drink 
at the nearest public-house that the job was a 
farce, and that Abraham Bennett was only 
throwing away his employer's money. Next 
Saturday, after his work, youug Jem Brindley 
disappeared. He was just of age, and it was 
supposed that he had taken it into his head to 
leave his master and begin life on his own 
account. But on Monday moming, there he 
was at his work, with his coat off, and the 
whole duty to be done clear in his head. He 
had taken on Saturday night a twenty-five mile 
walk to the pattern mill near Manchester. On 
Sunday moming he had asked leave of its pro
prietor to go in and examine it. He had spent 
some hours on Sunday in the study of its 
machinery, aud then had walked the twenty-
five miles back to resume his work and save his 
master from a failure that would have been dis
astrous to his credit. The conduct of the work 
was left to him; he undid what was amiss, and 
proceeded with the rest so accurately, that the 
contract was completed within the .appointed 
time, to the complete satisfaction of all persons 
concerned. After that piece of good service, 
Bennett left to James Brindley the chief care 
over his business. When Bennett died, Brind
ley carried on to completion all work then in 
hand, and wound up the accounts for the benefit 
of his old master's famUy. That done, he set 
up in business on his own account at the town 
of Leek, in Staffordshire ; he was then twenty-
six years old, having served seven years as an 
apprentice, and two years as journeyman. 

Leek was then but a small market town with 
a few grist-mUls, and Brindley had no capital; 
but he made himself known beyond Leek as a 
reliable man whose work was good and durable, 
who had invention at the service of his em
ployers, and who always finished a job withm 
the stipulated time. He did not confine him
self to mUl-work, but was ready to undertake 
aU sorts of machinery connected with the drain
ing of mines, the pumping of water, the smelt
ing of iron and copper, for which a demand was 
then rising, and became honourably known to 
his neighbours as " the Schemer." At first he 
had no journeyman or apprentice, and he cut 
the tree for his own timber. WhUe working as 
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an apprentice, he had taught himself to write in 
a clumsy half-Ulegible way—he never learnt to 
spell—and when he had been thirteen years in 
business, he would stiU charge an employer his 
day's work at two shillings for cutting a big 
tree, for a mill-shaft or for other use. When he 
was called to exercise his skUl at a (Ustance 
upon some machinery, he added a charge of 
sixpence a day for extra expenses. 

When the brothers John and Thomas Wedg
wood, potters in a small way, at the outset 
of their famous career, desired to increase the 
supply of flint powder, they called "the 
Schemer" to their aid, and the success of the 
flint-mUls Brindley then erected brought him 
business in the Potteries from that time for
ward. 

About this time, also, a Manchester man was 
being married to a young lady of mark in the 
Potteries, and during the wedding festivities 
conversation once turned on the cleverness of 
the young millwright of Leek. The Manches
ter man wondered whether he was clever 
enough to get the water out of some hopelessly 
drowned coal mines of his, and thought he should 
like to see him. Brindley was sent for, told 
the case and its hitherto insuperable diffi
culties, went into a brown study, then suddenly 
brightened up and told in what way he thought 
that, without great expense, the difficulty might 
be conquered. The gist of his plan was to use 
the fall of the river IrweU that formed one 
boundary of the estate, and pump the water 
from the pits by means of the greater power of 
the water in the river. His suggestion was 
thought good, and, being set to work upon 
this job, he drove a tunnel through six hundred 
yards of solid rock, and by the tunnel brought 
the river down upon the breast of an immense 
water-wheel fixed in a chamber thirty feet below 
the surface of the ground; the water, when it 
had turned the wheel, was carried on into the 
lower level of the IrweU. That wheel with 
its pumps, working night and day, soon cleared 
the drowned outworkings of the mine; and for 
the invention and direction of this valuable 
engineering work he seems only to have charged 
his workman's wages of two shillings a day. 

An engineer from London had been brought 
dovra to superintend the building of a new 
silk-mill at Congleton, and Brindley was em
ployed under him to make the water-wheel and 
do the commoli work of his trade. The en
gineer from London got his work into a mess, 
and at last was obUged to confess his inabUity 
to carry out his plan. " The Schemer" Brindley 
was applied to by the perplexed proprietor. 
Could he put the confusion straight ? James 
Brindley asked to see the plans, but the great 
engineer refused to show them to a common 
millwright. " Well, then," said Brindley to the 
proprietor of the mill, " tell me exactly what you 
want the machinery to do, and I wUl try to 
contrive what wiU do it. But you must leave 
me free to work in my own way." He was 
told the results desired, and not only achieved 
them, but achieved much more, adding new 

contrivances which afterwards proved of the 
greatest value. 

After this achievement, Brindley was em
ployed by the now prospering potters to buUd 
flint-mills of more power upon a new plan of his 
own. One of the largest was that built for Mr. 
Baddely, of which work there is record in such 
trade entries of his as "March 15.1757. With 
Mr. Badley to Matherso about a now" (new) 
"flint rniU upon a windey day 1 day 3s. 6d. 
March 19 draing a plann 1 day 2s. 6d. March 23 
draing a plann and to sat out the wheelrace 
1 day 4s." 

At this time Brindley is also exercising his 
wit on an attempt at an improved steam-engine; 
but though his ideas are good, it is hard to 
bring into continuously good working order, 
and after the close of entries about it in his 
memorandum-book, when it seems to have 
broken down for a second time, he underUnes 
the item " t o Run about a Drinking Is. 6d." 
But he confined his despair to the loss of 
a day and the expenditure of eighteen-pence. 
Not long afterwards he had developed a 
patent of his own, and erected, in seventeen 
'sixty-three, for the Walker ColUery at New
castle, a steam-engine whoUy of iron, which 
was pronounced the most " complete and noble 
piece of iron-work" that had, up to that 
time, been produced. But the perfecting of the 
steam-engine was ften safe m the hands of 
Watt, and Brindley had already turned into his 
own path as the author of our EngUsh canal 
system. 

The young Duke of Bridgewater, vexed in 
love by the frailty of fair women, had abjured 
interest in their sex, had gone down to his 
estate of Worsley, on the borders of Chat 
Moss, and, to give himself something more 
wholesome to think about than the sisters 
Gunning and their fortunes, conferred with 
John Gilbert, his land steward, as to the possi
biUty of cutting a canal by which the coals 
found upon his Worsley estate might be readily 
taken to market at Manchester. Manchester 
then was a rising town, of which the manufac
turers were yet unaided by the steam-engine, 
and there was no coal smoke but that which 
arose from household fires. The roads out of 
Manchester were so bad as to be actually closed 
in winter, and in summer the coal, sold at the 
pit mouth by the horse-load, was conveyed on 
horses' backs at an addition to its cost of nine 
or ten shillings a ton. 

When the duke discussed with Gilbert old 
abandoned and new possible schemes of water-
conveyance for his Worsley coal, Gilbert ad
vised the calling in of the ingenious James 
Brindley of Leek, " the Schemer." When the 
duke came into contact with Brindley, he at 
once put trust in him, and gave him the direc
tion of the proposed work ; whereupon he was 
requested to base his advice upon what he 
enters in his memorandum-book of jobs done as 
an "ochUor" (ocular) "servey or a ricconi-
tering." 

Brindley examined the ground, and formed 

X 
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his own plan. He was against carrying the 
canal down into the IrweU by a fiight of locks, 
aud so up again on the other side to the pro
posed level, but counselled carrying the canal 
bj sohd embankments and a stone aqueduct 
right over the river upon one level throughout. 
The duke accepted his opinion, and had plans 
prepared for a new application to parUament, 
Brindley often staymg with him at work and in 
consultation for weeks together, while stiU tra
veUing to and fro in fuU employment upon 
mUls, water-wheels, cranes, fire-engines, and 
other mechanical work. SmaU as his pay was, 
he Uved frugally. He had by this time even 
saved a little money, and gained credit enough 
to be able, by borrowing from a friend at Leek, 
to pay between five and six hundred pounds for 
a fourth share of an estate at Turnhurst, in Staf
fordshire, supposed by him to be fuU of mi
nerals. 

The Duke of Bridgewater obtained his act in 
the year seventeen 'sixty, but the bold and 
original part of Brindley's scheme, whicli many 
ridiculed as madness, caused the duke much 
anxiety. In England there had never been so 
great an aqueduct, but the scheme was not only 
for the carrying of water in a water-tight trank 
of earth over an embankment, but also for the 
carrying of ships on a bridge of water over 
water. Brindley had no misgivings. To allay 
the duke's fears, he suggested caUing in and 
questioning another engineer, who surprised the 
man of genius by ending an adverse report thus: 
" I have often heard of castles in the air; but 
never before saw where any of them were to be 
erected." 

The duke, however, with all his hesitation, had 
most faith in the head of James Brindley, bade 
him go on in his own way, and resolved to run 
the risk of faUure. And so, on a bridge of three 
arches, the canal was carried over the IrweU by 
the Barton aqueduct, thirty-nine feet above 
the river. The water was confined within a 
puddled channel to prevent leakage, and the 
work is at this day as sound as it was when first 
constructed. Por the safe carrying of water 
along the top of an earthen embankment 
Brindley had relied upon the retaining powers 
of clay puddle. It was by help also of clay 
puddle that he carried the weight of the em
bankment safe over the ooze of Trafford Moss. 

With great ingenuity, also, Brindley provided 
for the crossing of his canal by streams inter
cepting its course, without breach of his rule 
that it is unsafe to let such waters freely mix 
with the canal stream. Thus, to provide for the 
free passage of the Medlock witnout causing a 
rush into the canal, an ingenious form of weir 
was contrived over which its waters flowed into 
a lower level, and thence down a well several 
yards deep, leading to a subterranean passage 
by whicii the stream was passed into the IrweU, 
neai" at hand. Arthur Young, who saw Brindley's 
canal soon after it was opened, said that " the 
whole plan of these works shows a capacity and 
extent of mind which foresees difficulties, and 
invents remedies in anticipation of possible evUs. 

The connexion and dependence of the parts upon 
each other are happily imagined; and aU are 
exerted in concert, to command by every means 
the wished-for success." At the Worsley end 
Brindley constructed a basin, into which coal 
was brought from different workings of the mine 
by a subterranean water-channel. Brindley also 
invented cranes for the more ready loading of 
the boats, laid down within the mines a system 
of underground raUways leading from the face 
of the coal where the miners worked to the 
weUs that he had made at different points in the 
tunnels for shooting the coal down into the 
boats waiting below. He drained and ventilated 
with a water-beUows the lower parts of the 
mine. He improved the barges, invented water-
weights, raising dams, riddles to wash the coal 
for the forges. At the Manchester end Brindley 
made ec[ually ingenious arrangements for the 
easy delivery of the coal at the top of Castle 
Hill. At every turn in the work his inventive 
genius was felt. When the want of lime for 
the masonry was a serious impediment, Brindley 
discovered how to make of a useless unadhesive 
Ume-marl, by tempering it and casting it in 
moulds before burning, an exceUent lime, a con
trivance that alone saved the duke several 
thousand of pounds cost. When the water was 
let in, and the works everywhere stood firm, 
people of fashion flocked to see Brindley's 
canal as " perhaps the greatest artificial 
curiosity in the world;" and writers spoke in 
glowing terms of the surprise with which they 
saw several barges of great burthen drawn by 
a single mule or horse along " a river hung in 
the air," over another river flowing beneath. 

As for Manchester, with the price of coal re
duced one half, it was ready to make the best 
use of the steam-engine when it was established 
as the motive power in our factories. 

Within two months of the day, seventeenth 
of July, seventeen 'sixty-one, when the first 
boat-load of coals travelled over the Barton 
viaduct, Brindley's notes testify that he was at 
Liverpool " rocconitorin»," and by the end of 
September he was levelling for a proposed ex
tension of his canal from Manchester to Liver
pool by joining it to the Mersey eight mUes 
below Warrington Bridge, whence there is a 
natural tideway to Liverpool, about fifteen 
mUes distant. At that time there was not even 
a coach-communication over the bad roads be
tween Manchester and Liverpool, the first stage
coach having been started six years later, when it 
required six, and sometimes eight, horses to pull 
it the thirty mUes along the ruts and through 
the sloughs.. The coach started from Liverpool 
early in the morning, breakfasted at Prescot, 
dined at Warrington, and reached Manchester 
by supper-time. Prom Manchester to Liverpool 
it made the retum journey next day. The Duke 
of Bridgewater's proposed canal was strongly 
opposed as an antagonist interest by the Mersey 
and IrweU Navigation Company, The canal pro
mised to take freights at half the price charged 
by the Navigation Compauy. A son of the 
Ead of Derby took the part of the "Old Na-



566 [January 21,1865.] ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [Conducted by 

vigators," and as the Duke of Bridgewater was 
a Whig, Brindley had to enter in his note-book 
that "the Toores" (Tories) "mad had" (made 
head) " agane ye Duk," But at last his entry 
was 

" ad a grate Division of 127 fort Duk 
98nos 

for t« Duk 29 Me Jorete," 
and the Duke's cause prospered during the rest 
of the contest, 

Brindley bought a new suit of clothes to 
grace his part as principal engineering witness 
for the canal, and having upset his mind for some 
days by going to see Garrick play Richard the 
Third (wherefore he declared against all further 
indulgence in that sort of excitement), he went 
to the committee-room duly provided with a bit 
of chalk in his pocket, and made good the say
ing that originated from his clear way of showing 
what he meant upon the floor of the committee-
room, that "Brindley and chalk would go 
through the world." When asked to produce 
a drawing of a proposed bridge, he said he had 
none, but could immediately get a model. 
Whereupon he went out and bought a large 
cheese, which he brought into the committee-
room and cut into two equal parts, saying, 
" Here is my model." The two halves of the 
cheese represented the two arches of his bridge, 
the rest of the work connected with them he 
built with paper, with books, or with whatever 
he found ready to hand. Once when he had 
repeatedly talked about " puddling," some of 
the members wished to know what puddling 
was. Brindley sent out for a lump of clay, 
hollowed it into a trough, poured water in, and 
showed that it leaked out. Then he worked up 
the clay with water, going through the process 
of puddling in miniature, again made a trough 
of the puddled clay, fiUed it with water, and 
showed that it was water-tight. " Thus it is," 
he said, " that I form a water-tight trunk to 
carry water over rivers and valleys, wherever 
they cross the path of the canal." 

And so the battle was fought, and the canal 
works completed at a total cost of two hundred 
and twenty thousand pounds, of which Brindley 
was content to take as his share a rate of pay 
below that of an ordinary mechanic at the 
present day. The canal yielded an income which 
eventuaUy reached eighty thousand pounds a 
year; but three and sixpence a day, and for a 
greater part of the time half-a-crown a day, was 
the salary of the man of genius by whom it was 
planned and executed. Yet Brindley was then 
able to get a guinea a day for services to others, 
though from the Duke of Bridgewater he never 
took more than a guinea a week, and had not 
always that. The duke was investing all the 
money he could raise, and sometimes at his wits' 
end for means to go on with the work. Brindley 
gave his soul to the work for its own sake, and 
if he had a few pence to buy himself his dinner 
with — one day he enters only " ating and 
drinking 6d."—he could live content with 
having added not a straw's weight of impedi

ment to the great enterprise he was bent with 
all the force of his great genius upon achieving. 
It gave him the advantage, also, of being able, 
as was most convenient, to treat with the duke 
on equal terms. He was invited as a canal 
maker to Hesse by offers of any payment he 
chose to demand, but stuck to the duke, who is 
said even to have beenin debt to him for traveUing 
and other expenses, which he had left unpaid 
with the answer, " I am much more distressed 
for money than you; however, as soon as I can 
recover myself, your services shall not go un
rewarded." After Brindley's sudden death his 
widow appUed in vain for sums whieh she said 
were due to her late husband. 

The Staflbrdshire Grand Trunk Canal, Brind
ley's other great work, started from tbe duke's 
canal near Runcorn, passed through the salt-
making districts of Cheshire and the Pottery dis
trict, to unite the Severn with the Mersey by 
one hundred and forty miles of water-way. This 
canal went through five tunnels, one of them, 
that at Harecastle, being nearly three thousand 
yards long, a feature in the scheme accounted 
by many to be as preposterous as they had 
caUed his former "castle in the air." The 
work was done; bringing with it traffic, popu
lation, and prosperity into mauy half-savage 
midland districts. It gave comfort and ample 
employment in the Pottery district, whUe trebling 
the numbers of those whom it converted from a 
half-employed and ill-paid set of savages into a 
thriving community. 

Once, when Brindley was demonstrating to a 
committee of the House of Commons the su
perior reliableness and convenience of equable 
canals as compared with rivers, liable to every 
mischance of flood and drought, he was asked 
by a member, " What, then, he took to be the 
use of navigable rivers?" and replied, "To 
make canal navigations, to be sure." Prom the 
Grand Trunk, other canals branched, aud yet 
others were laid out by Brindley before he died. 
He found time when at the age of fifty to marry 
a girl of nineteen, and the house then falling 
vacant on the estate at Turnhurst, of which he 
had, for the sake of its minerals, bought a fourth 
share, and by that time had a colliery at work, 
he took his wife home as the mistress of that 
old roomy dweUing. He was receiving better 
pay then as the engineer of the Grand Trunk 
Canal, and his new home was conveniently near 
to the workings of its great Harecastle Tunnel, 
into which he and his partners sent a short 
branch canal—of a mile and a half long—from 
their coal mine, which was only a few fields dis
tant from his house. 

Water that made his greatness was at last 
the death of Brindley. He got drenched one 
day while surveying a canal, went about in his 
wet clothes, and when he went to bed at the 
inn was put between damp sheets. This pro
duced the iUness of which he died at the age of 
fifty-six. It was not the first time that he had 
taken to his bed. Scarcely able to read, and if 
he could have read, engaged on work so new 
that no book precedents could have helped him. 

"V 
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whenever Brindley had some difficulty to over
come that seemed for a time insuperable, he 
went to bed upon it, and is known to have 
stopped in bed two or three days tUl he had 
quietly thought it all over and worked his way 
to the solution. I t is said that when he lay on 
his death-bed some eager canal undertakers urged 
to see him and seek from him the solution of a 
problem. They had met with a serious diffi
culty in the course of their canal, and must see 
Mr. Brindley and get his advice. They were 
admitted, and told him how at a certain place 
they had laboured in vain to prevent their 
canal from leaking. " Then puadle it," mur
mured Brindley. "Sir, but we have puddled 
it." " Then"—and they were almost his last 
words in life—" puddle it again—and again." 
As he had wisely invested his savings in Grand 
Trunk shares, they and his share in the coUiery 
enabled him to leave ample provision for his 
widow and two daughters. 

As for the canal system that he established, it 
has not been made obsolete by its strong younger 
brother the railway system. The Duke's Canal 
is as busy as ever. Not less than twenty mil
lion tons of traffic are at this date carried yearly 
upon the canals of England alone, ana this 
quantity is steadily increasing. 

We liave taken the facts in this account of 
Brindley from a delightful popular edition of that 
part of Mr. Smiles's Lives of the Engineers 
which teUs of him and of the eariier water 
engineers. Of Mr. Smiles's Lives of George 
and Robert Stephenson there is a popular 
edition as a companion volume, and therein 
all may read, worthUy told, the tale of the 
foundation and of the chief triumphs of that 
new form of engineering whicii dealt with 
water, not by the river-full but by the bucket-
full, and made a few buckets of water strong 
as a river to sweep men and their goods and 
their cattle m a mighty torrent from one comer 
of the country to another. 

IN AND ON AN OMNIBUS, 

I SUPPOSE—the lamentable failure of his 
tercentenary notwithstanding—it will be con
sidered creditable to have shared a few thoughts 
with the late Shakespeare. On more than one 
occasion 1 have detected myself uttering senti
ments which were identical with some enun
ciated by that bard, differing merely in the 
language in which they were expressed, as might 
be expected when it is considered that the late 
Shakespeare was a poetical party : while I pride 
myself on being an eminently practical man. 
Besides, if I may so say, my iUustrations have 
been brought down to the present time, and are 
impregnated with the terse wit and playful 
symbo'lical humour of the day, whereas our 
friend S.'s are, to say the truth, somewhat 
rococo and old fashioned. You wiU see what I 
mean when I quote one of my last, a saying 
which was haUed with immense dehght at our 
club The Odd Tricks, on Saturday: "AU the 

world's an omnibus!" I am aware that S. has 
the same idea with regard to " a stage," but 
stages do not run now, whatever they might in 
S.'s time, and besides, an omnibus gives greater 
variety. 

I have been an omnibus rider aU my life. To 
be sure, I went to school in a hackney-coach, 
falling on my knees in the straw at the bottom, 
I remember, as the wretched horses stumbled 
up Highgate Hill, and imploring a maiden aunt, 
who was my conductor, to take me back, even 
on the sacrifice of two bright half-crowns, which 
I had received as a parting tip, and a new pair 
of Wellington boots. But when I "left," I 
came away in an omnibus, and at once began 
my omnibus experiences. I lived theu with my 
mother, at Beaver Cottage, Hammersmith New 
Road, and I used to go up every morning to the 
Rivet and Trivet Office, Somerset House, in the 
nine o'clock omnibus, every seat of which was 
regularly bespoke, while the conductor sum
moned his passengers by wUd blasts upon a 
hom, as the vehicle approached their doors. 
That was two-and-twenty years ago. Every rider 
in the nine o'clock omnibus, save the junior 
clerk in the Rivet and Trivet department, has 
taken his final ride in a vehicle of much the same 
shape, but of a more sombre colour, and carrying 
only one inside; and I, that identical junior, 
some years retired from the service on a little 
pension and a Uttle something of my ovra, try
ing to kill time as best I may, find no pursuit 
more amusing than riding about in the different 
omnibuses, and speculating on the people I meet 
therein. 

I am bound to say that in many respects the 
omnibuses and their men are greatly improved 
during my experience. The thirteenth seat, 
that awfuf position with your back to the horses 
and your face to the door, where, in a Mahomet's 
coffin-like attitude, you rested on nothing, and 
had to contemplate your Own legs calmly float
ing before you, very little below the faces of 
your right and left hand neighbours, has been 
abolished; a piece of cocoa-nut mattin" is 
generally substituted for that dank straw which 
smelt so horribly and clung to your boots with 
such vicious perseverance; most of the windows 
are, what is termed in stage-language, practi-
cable,and can be moved at pleasure; and a system 
of ventilation in the roof is now the rale, instead 
of, as in ray early days, the singular exception. 
Thirdly, by the salutary rule of the General Om
nibus Company, aided by the sharp notice which 
the magistrates take of any impropriety, the 
omnibus servants, the coachmen aud conductors, 
from insolent blackguards have become, for the 
most part, civU and intelligent men, while the 
whole " service"—horses, harness, food, &c.— 
has been placed on a greatly improved footing. 
But my experience teaches me that the omnibus-
riders are very much of the same type as ever. 
I still find the pleasant placid Uttle elderiy 
gentleman who sits on the right hand by the 
door, who always has an umbrella with a 
carved ivory top, and always wears a plaited 
shirt-frUl, dull-grey trousers, rather short and 
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showing a bit of the leg of his Wellington boots ; 
who carries a brown snuff-box like a bit of 
mottled soap; who hands everybody into the 
omnibus, and who is particular in pushing 
down and sending quickly after their wearers, 
the exuberant crinolines of the ladies. It is he 
who always starts subscriptions among the 
" regulars" for the Lancashire distress, or the 
frozen-out operatives, or for the widow of some 
stable-helper who was kUled by a kicking horse, 
or for the crippled crossing-sweeper who was 
knocked down by the Hansom cab. It was he 
who, when Stunning Joe, our " express" nine 
A.M. coachman, was pitched off his box going 
sharp round the corner of Pineapple-place, and 
upset us aU—we were not hurt, but Joe smashed 
his collar-bone and his right arm, and was not 
expected to Uve—it was our pleasant-faced little 
friend who used to go every day to the hospital, 
made interest, and got himself admitted, and 
took Joe a thousand little comforts, and sat by 
his bedside and read to him by the hour toge
ther—not forgetting, when Joe grew convales
cent, to put three sovereigns into his hand, and 
tell him to go and set himself thoroughly right 
by a fortnight's stay at the sea-side. The omni
bus calls for him regularly, but long before it 
arrives he has walked down to the end of the 
crescent where he lives, with two or three of 
his grandchildren, who all insist on being kissed 
before they allow him to stai-t, while their 
mother, his daughter, seldom omits to wave her 
farewell from the dining-room window. He 
takes six weeks' holiday in the autumn, when it 
is understood that he is away at the sea-side 
with his family; but at no other time does he 
omit riding to and from town in the omnibus, 
save on Christmas-eve, when, in consideration 
of certain trifling purchases he has made—among 
them a huge Leadenhall Market turkey, a large 
sUce out of Portnum and Mason's shop, and 
half the Lowther Arcade store of toys—he 
charters a cab, and freights it for the return 
journey with the precious produce, 

I stiU find the old gentleman who sits on the 
left side of the door, aud whose hands are always 
clasped on the top of his stick; the old gentle
man with a face like a withered apple, with the 
high stiff-starched cross-barred check necker
chief, the close napped curly brimmed hat, the 
beaver gloves, the pepper-and-salt trousers, the 
drab gaiters and boots. He never helps any
body in or out, and scowls if he be accidentally 
touched ; when the women's crinolines scrape 
his legs as their wearers pass him, he growls 
" Yar!" and prods at them with his stick; he 
knows the sensitive part of the conductor's 
anatomy, and "pokes him viciously therein when 
people want the omnibus to be stopped ; he raps 
the fingers of the little boys who spring on 
.the step proffering newspapers; he checks 
the time of the journey by a large white-faced 
gold watch, which he compai-es with every 
church clock on the road; he tells women to 
get their money ready; he shakes his stick in 
a very terrifying and Go^ and Magogish 
manner at crying chUdren. He never will have 
the window open on the hottest summer day; 

and he refuses to alight, if there be any mud, un-
less he is deposited close by the kerb-stone, no 
matter if the City crush is at its height, and the 
omnibus has to be steered through an opposing 
procession of Pickfords. He is the great 
delight of the knifeboard " regulars," who never 
omit to send a puff of tobacco-smoke (which he 
detests) into his face as they mount to their 
elevated berths; who caU him " The Dry Pish ;" 
who declare that, instead of washing, he rasps 
himself, as a baker does roUs; who vow, when the 
omnibus goes over any rough bit of road, that 
they hear his heart rattling inside him like a 
pebble; who send him by the conductor the most 
tremendous messages, which that functionary 
enormously enjoys, but never delivers. 

The Peebles, who are the constant supporters 
of omnibuses, still remain in all their forcible 
feebleness. They are of both sexes, the female 
perhaps predominating. They never know 
whether the omnibus is outward or homeward 
bound, and, having got in at Charing-cross, begin, 
when we arrive at Turnham-green, to express 
their wonder " when we shaU come to the 
Bank." ' They never can recoUect the name of 
the street at which they are to be set down. 
" Deary me, Newland-street—no, not Newland, 
some name just Uke Newland—Archer-street, I 
think, or terrace; don't you know it? Mis. 
Blethers lives at Number Seven !" If by chance 
they do know the name of their destination, they 
mention it to the conductor when they get iu, 
and then for the whole remainder of the seven-
mUe journey, whenever the vehicle stops, they 
bounce up from their seats, mutter "Is this 
Belinda-grove ?" stagger over the feet of their 
fellow-passengers untU they reach the door, 
where they are wUdly repulsed, and faU back until 
they are jolted by the motion of the omnibus 
into a seat. The women carry their money either 
in damp smeary colourless kid gloves, round 
the palms of which they roke with their fore
finger for a sixpence, as a snuff connoisseur will 
round his box lor the last few grains of Prince's 
Mixture; or, they carry it in a mysterious ap
pendage caUed a pocket: not a portion of the 
dress, but, so far as I can make out from cursory 
observation, a kind of Unen wallet suspended 
from the waist, to reach which causes a great 
deal of muscular exertion, and not a small dis
play of under garment. It is scarcely necessary 
to say that the Peebles never know the fare, 
that they always want change for a sovereign— 
fourpence to be deducted—that they constantly 
think the omnibus is going to be upset, or that 
the horses have run away; that they always inter
rupt testy old gentlemen deep in their newspapers 
by asking them whether there is any news; and 
that they are in omnibuses, as they are in life, 
far more obstructive and disagreeable than the 
most wrong-headed and bumptious. 

When a child in an omnibus is good, you hate 
it; what can you do when it is bad? When 
it is good, it kneels on the seat with its face to 
the window, and with its muddy boots, now on 
the lap of its flext, now against the knees of its 
opposite, neighbour. It di'ums upon the glass 
with its fist, it rubs the glass with its nose. 
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When it is bad, if it be very young, from under 
its ribboned cap, fiercely cocked on one side, it 
glares at you with a baleful eye, and dribbles as 
m mockery, with one mottled arm up to the 
elbow in its mouth. If it be " getting on" 
and older, it commences to swing its legs like 
two clock pendulums, with a regular motion, 
increasing in vigour until one of its feet catches 
you on tlie shin, when it is " fetched-up" short, 
by a sharp prod in the side from its attendant 
sprite, and is put as a punishment to " stand 
down." Then it deposits itself on your toes, 
and thence commences the ascent of your leg, 
taking your instep as its Grands Mulcts, or 
resting-place. 

Among the general characteristics of "in-
sides," I need scarcely point out a feeling 
inducing those already in possession to regara 
every new comer with loathing, to decline ten
dering the least assistance, to close up their 
ranks as earnestly as the Scottish spearmen did 
at Flodden Field, "each stepping where his 
comrade stood," and to leave the new arrival to 
grope his way through a thick brushwood of 
knees, crinolines, and umbrellas, to the end of 
the omnibus, where he finally inserts as much of 
himself as he can between the wood-work and 
bis next neighbour's shoulder, and leaves his 
ultimate position to Time the Avenger. It is | 
also an infallible and rigorously observed rule 
that, if two people meeting in an omnibus know 
each other and speak, all the other people in 
the omnibus endeavour to listen to what those 
two are saying—also, that all the other people 
pretend that they are not hstening or paying 
the least attention to the conversation. Further, 
it is necessary that whenever a stout person is 
seen blocking out the daylight in the doorway, 
each side having the same complement of pas
sengers, all should begin to assume a defiant 
air, and get close together and play that 
game known among children as "no child of 
mine," or to treat the new comer as a kind of 
shuttlecock, tossing him from one to the other 
until an accidental jolt decides his fate. 

The "outsides" are a very different class. 
Women are never seen there, save when an 
occasional maid-servant going into the country 
for a holiday, cUmbs up beside the coachman: 
who, though he greatly enjoys her company, be
comes the object of much ribald chaff among 
his associates. Passing him on the road they 
inquire "when it's a comin'off?" if he be un
married, or, if he be in a state of connubial 
bliss, threaten to "teU the missis." But the 
"outsides" are, for the most part, young men 
of fast tendencies, who always make a point 
of ascending and descending whUe the ommbus 
is at its swiftest, and who would be degraded 
and disgusted if the driver slackened his pace 
to accommodate them. Some of them are very 
young-looking indeed, and but one remove from 
schoolboys; and these, I notice, feel bound to 
suck wooden or meerschaum pipes, and to talk 
of their exploits of the previous evemng. With 
them, the conductor, always known by his 
christian name, is on the pleasantest terms, 
occasionally being admitted to the friendly game 

of pool, at the tavern where the journey termi
nates. They know all the otlier omnibus servants 
on the road, who touch their hats as they pass, 
and they maintain a constant conversation about 
them in a low growling tone: As—" Old Harry's 
late again this morning!" " Little BiU's stiU 
driving that blind 'un, I see!" and so forth. 

Most of these young fellows have their regular 
booked seats, for whicii they pay weekly, whether 
they occupy them or no; and for a stranger to 
get up amongst them is as bad as if he were 
accidentally to penetrate into the sacred pre
cincts of the Stock Exchange. 

THE NICK OP TIME. 

LET US suppose a case that might occur if it 
has not occurred. 

John Mullet, immersed (say) in the button 
trade at Birraingliam, has made money in busi
ness. He bequeaths his property by will, and is in 
due time gathered to his fathers. His two sons, 
Jasper and Josiah, take certain portions; and 
other portions are to go either to the family of 
Jasper or to that of Josiah, according as either 
one of those brothers survives the other. Jasper 
remains in England; but Josiah goes out to 
Australia, to establish something that may make 
his children great people over there. Both 
brothers, twelve thousand mUes apart, die on 
the same day. May 1st, one at noon (Green
wich time), the other at noon (Sydney time). 
Jasper's children have been on pleasant cousmly 
terms with Josiah's; but they are aware of 
the fact that it would be better for them that 
Josiah should die' before their own father, 
Jasper. Josiah's children, on the other hand, 
be they few or many, although they always 
liked Uncle Jasper, cannot and do not ignore the 
fact that their interests would be better served by 
the survivorship of Josiah than that of Jasper. 
The two sets of cousins, therefore, plunge mto 
a contest, to decide the question of survivorship 
between the two sons of old John Mullet. 

This is one variety of a problem which the 
courts of Law and Equity are often called upon 
to settle. OccasionaUy the question refers to 
two persons who die at the same time, and m 
each other's company. Por instance : Towards 
the close of the last century, George Nether-
wood, his children by his first wife, his second 
wife, and her son, were all wrecked during a 
voyage from Jamaica to England. Eight thousand 
pounds were left by wiU, in such away that the 
relations of the two wives were greatly inte
rested in knowing whether the second Mrs, 
Netherwood did or did not survive her husband, 
even by one single minute—a matter which, of 
course, could not be absolutely proved Again, 
in eio-hteen hundred and six, Mr. Mason and 
one son were drowned at sea; his remaining 
eitrht chUdren went to law, some of them against 
the others ; because, if the father died before the 
son five thousand pounds would be divided 
equally among the other eight chUdren; whereas, 
if the son died before the father, the brothers 
only would get it, the sisters being shut out. A 
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few years afterwards Job Taylor and his wife 
were lost in a ship wrecked at sea; they had 
not much to leave behind them; but what Uttle 
there was, was made less by the struggles of 
two sets of relatives, each striving to show 
that one or other of the two hapless persons 
might possibly have survived the other by a few 
minutes. In eighteen hundred and nineteen 
Major Colclough, his wife, and four ciiildren, 
were drowned during a voyage from Bristol 
to Cork : the husband and wife had both made 
wiUs; and there arose a pretty picking for the 
lawyers in relation to survivorships and next of 
kin, and trying to prove whether the husband 
died first, the wife first, or both together. Two 
brothers, James and Charles Corbet, left De-
merara on a certain day in eighteen hundred and 
twenty-eight, in a vessel of which one was 
master and the other mate; the vessel was 
seen five days afterwards, but from that time 
no news of her fate was ever received. Their 
father died about a month after the vessel was 
last seen. The ultimate disposal of his property 
depended very much on the question whether 
he survived his two sons, or they survived 
him. Many curious arguments were used in 
court. Two or three captains stated that from 
August to January are hurricane months in 
the West Indian seas, and that the ship was 
very Ukely to have been wrecked quite early 
in her voyage. There were, in addition, 
certain relations interested in James's dying 
before Charles; and they urged that, if the 
ship was wrecked, Charles was Ukely to have 
outUved by a little space his brother James, 
because he was a stronger and more experienced 
man. Alas for the " glorious uncertainty !" 
One big-wig decided that the sons survived the 
father, and another that the father survived the 
sons. About the beginning of the present reign, 
three, persons, father, mother, and child, were 
drowned on a voyage from Dublin to Quebec; 
the husband haa made a will, leaving all his 
property to his wife; hence arose a contest be
tween the next of kin and the wife's relations, 
each catching at any small fact that would (theo
retically) keep one poor soul alive a few 
minutes longer than the other. About ten years 
ago, a gentleman embarked with his wife and 
three children for Australia: the ship was lost 
soon after leaving England; the mate, the only 
person who was saved among the whole of the 
crew and passengers, deposed that he saw the 
hapless husband and wife locked in each other's 
arms at the moment when the waves closed 
over them. There would seem to be no question 
of survivorship here; yet a question really 
arose; for there were two wills to be proved, 
the terms of which would render the relatives 
much interested in knowing whether husband 
or wife did really survive the other by ever so 
smaU a portion of time. 

These entangled contests may rest in peace, 
so far as the actual decisions are concerned. 
And so may others of a somewhat analogous 
nature. Such, for instance, as the case of an old 
lady and her housekeeper at Portsmouth; they 
were both murdered one night; the lady had 

willed aU her property to the housekeeper; and 
then the lawyers fought over the question as to 
whicii of the women died first. Or, the case of 
a husband who promised, on his marriage-day, 
to settle twelve hundred pounds on his wife " in 
three or four years ;" they were both drowned 
about three years after the marriage; and it 
was not until after a tough struggle in Chancery 
that the husband's relatives conquered those of 
the wife—albeit, the money had nearly vanished 
in law expenses by that time. Or, the case of a 
man, who gave a power of attorney to sell some 
property; the property was sold ou the eighth 
of June; but the man was never seen after the 
eighth of the preceding March, and was 
supposed to have been wrecked at sea; hence 
arose a question whether the man was, or was 
not, dead on the day when the property was 
sold—a question in which the buyer was directly 
interested. The decisions in these particular 
cases we pass over; but it is curious to see how 
the law sometimes tries to guess at the nick of 
time in which either one of two persons dies. 
Sometimes the onus of proof rests on one of 
the two sets of relations; if they cannot prove a 
survivorship, the judgment is that the deaths 
were simultaneous. Sometimes the law phUo-
sophises on vitality and decay. The Code 
Napoleon lays down the principle that of two 
persons who perish by the same calamity, if they 
were both children, the elder probably smvivea 
the younger by a brief space, on account of 
having superior vital energy; whereas, if they 
were elderly people, the younger probably 
survived the elder. The code also takes anatomy 
and physiology into account, and discourses on 
the probabUity whether a man would, or would 
not, fioat longer alive than a woman, in the event 
of shipwreck. The English law is less precise 
in this matter; it is more prone to infer simul
taneous death, unless proof of survivorship be 
actually brought forward. Counsel, of course, 
do not fail to make the best of any straw to 
catch at. According to the circumstances of the 
case, they argue that a man, bemg usuaUy 
stronger than a woman, probably survives her a 
little, in a case of simultaneous drowning; that, 
irrespective of comparative strength, her greater 
terror and timidity would incapacitate her from 
making exertions which would be possible to 
him; that a seafaring man has a chance of 
surviving a landsman, on account of his ex
perience in salt-water matters; that where there 
is no evidence to the contrary, a child may be 
presumed to have outUved his father; that a 
man in good health would survive one in iU 
health ; and so forth. 

The nick of time is not less an important 
matter in reference to single deaths, under 
various circumstances. People are often very 
much interested in knowing whether a certain 
person is dead or not. Unless under specified 
circumstances, the law refuses to kiU a man; 
that is, a man known to have been aUve 
at a certain date is presumed to continue to 
live, unless and until proof to the contrary is 
adduced. But there are certain cases in which 
the appUcation of this rule would involve 

y^ "V 
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hardship. Many leases are dependent on lives; 
and both lessor aud lessee are concerned in 
knowing whether a particular Ufe has termi
nated or not. Many a married woman, who has 
neither heard nor seen anything of her husband 
for a long series of years (vide Tennyson's j 
gentle Annie, the wife of poor Enoch Arden), 
would be induced to marry again, if quite certain 
that he (the first husband) was dead. There
fore, special statutes have been passed, in re
lation to a Umited number of circumstances, 
enacting that if a man were seen alive more than 
seven years ago, and has not since been seen or 
heard of, he may be treated as dead, (Philip and 
Annie both knew that Enoch had been away 
more than seven years.) 

The nick of time occasionally affects the dis
tribution or amount of property in relation to 
particular seasons. Some years ago the news
papers remarked on the fact that a lord of broad 
acres, whose rent-roU reached something like 
forty thousand a year, died "about midnight" 
between the tenth and eleventh of October; and 
the possible consequences of this were thus 
set forth, "His rents are payable at 'old 
time,' that is. Old Lady Day and Old Michael
mas Day. Old Michaelmas Day feU this year on 
Sunday, the eleventh instant. The day begins 
at midnight. Now, the rent is due upon the first 
moment of the day it becomes due; so that at 
one second beyond twelve o'clock of the tenth 
instant, rent payable at Old Michaelmas Day is 
in kw due. If the lord died before twelve, the 
rents belong to the parties taking the estates ; 
but if after twelve, then they belon" to and 
form part of his personal estate. The difference 
of one mmute might thus involve a question 
on the title to about twenty thousand pounds." 
We do not know that a legal difficulty did arise; 
the facts only indicate the mode in which one 
might have arisen. Sometimes that ancient 
British institution, the house clock, has been at 
war with another British institution, the parish 
church clock. A baby was born, or an old person 
died, just before the'house clock struck twelve 
on a particular night, but after the church 
clock strack. On which day did the birth or 
death take place—yesterday or to-day? And 
how would this fact be ascertained, to settle 
the inheritance of an estate ? We know an 
instance (not involving, however, the inherit
ance to propertv) of a lady whose relations 
never have definitely known on which day 
she was bom; the pocket watch of the ac
coucheur who attended her mother pointed to 
a Uttle before twelve at midnight, whereas the 
church clock had just strack twelve. Of course 
a particular day had to be named in the register; 
and as the doctor maintained that his watch 
was right, there were the materials for a very 
pretty quarrel if the parties concerned had 
been so disposed. It might be that the nick of 
time was midnight exactly, as measured by 
solar or sun-dial time: that is, the sun may 
have been precisely in the nadu: at that moment; 
but this difficulty would not arise m practice, as 
the law knows only mean time, not sun-dial 
time. If Greenwich time were made 

legal 

everywhere, and if electric clocks everywhere 
estabUshed communication with the master 
clock at the Observatory, there might be another 
test supplied; but under the conditions stated, 
it would be a nice matter of Tweedledum and 
Tweedledee to determine whether the house 
clock, the church clock, or a pocket watch, 
should be reUed upon. All the pocket watches 
in the town might be brought into the witness-
box, but without avaU; for if some accorded 
with the house clock, others would surely be 
found to agree better with the church clocL 

This question of clocks, as compared with 
time measured by the sun, presents some very 
curious aspects in relation to longitude. What's 
o'clock in London wiU not tell you what's 
o'clock at Falmouth, unless you know the 
difference of longitude between the two places. 
The sun takes about twenty minutes to go 
from the zenith of the one to the zenith of the 
other. Local time, the time at any particular 
town, is measured from the moment of noon at 
that town; and noon itself is when the sun 
comes to the meridian of that place. Hence Pal-
mouth noon is twenty minutes after London 
noon, Palmouth midnight twenty minutes after 
London midnight; and so on. When it is ten mi
nutes after midnight, on the morning of Sunday, 
the first of January, in London, it is ten minutes 
before midnight on Saturday, the thirty-first of 
December, at PaUnouth, It is a Sabbath at the 
one place, a working-day at the other. That par
ticular moment of absolute time is in the year 
eighteen hundred and sixty-five at the one, and 
eighteen hundred and sixty-four at the other. 
Therefore, we see, it might become a ticklish 
pomt in what year a man died, solely on account 
of tins question of longitude, irrespective of 
any wrong-going or wrong-doing of clocks, 
or of any other doubtful points whatever. 
Sooner or later this question wiU have to be 
attended to. In aU our chief tovras, nearly aU 
our towns indeed, the railway-station clocks 
mark Greenwich time, or, as it is caUed, " Rail
way time;" the church clocks generally mark 
local time; and some commercial clocks, to serve 
all parties, mark both kinds of time on the same 
dial-face, by the aid of an additional index hand. 
RaUway time is gradually beating local time; 
and the law wUl by-and-by have to settle which 
sliaU be used as the standard in determining 
the moment of important events. Some of the 
steamers plying between England and Ireland 
use Greenwich time in notifying the departures 
from the English port, and DubUn time in 
notifymg those from the Irish port: a method 
singularly embarrassing to a traveUer who is in 
the habit of relymg on his own watch. 

Does a saUor get more prog, more grog, 
more pay, within a given space of absolute time 
when coming from America to England, or 
when gomg from England to America? The 
difference is far too sUght to attract either 
his attention or that of his employers; yet it 
really is the case that he obtains more good 
things in the former of these cases than in the 
latten His davs are shorter on the homeward 
than on the outward voyage; and if he receive 



572 ALL T H E YEAR ROUND. [January 21,1865 ] 

so much provisions and pay per day, he interprets 
day as it is to him on shipboard. When in harbour, 
say at Liverpool, a day is, to him as to every one 
else who is stationary like himself, a period of de
finite length; but when he travels eastward or 
westward, his days are variable in length. When 
he travels west, he and the sun run a race : the 
sun of course beats; but the sailor accompUshes 
a little, and the sun has to fetch up that little 
before he can complete what foot-racers call a lap. 
In other words, there is a longer absolute time 
between noon and noon to the sailor going west, 
than to the saUor ashore. When he travels 
east, on the contrary, he and the sun run to
wards each other; insomuch that there is less 
absolute time in the period between his Mon
day's noon and Tuesday's noon than when he 
was ashore. The ship's noon is usually dinner
time for the sailors ; and the interval between 
that and the next noon (measured by the sun, not 
by the chronometer) varies in length through 
the causes just noticed. Once now and then 
there are facts recorded in the newspapers which 
bring this truth into prominence—a trath de
monstrable enough in science, but not very 
famUiar to the general pubUc. When the Great 
Eastern made her first veritable voyage across 
the Atlantic, in June eighteen hundred and sixty, 
she left Soutliampton on the 17th, and reached 
New York on the 28th. As the ship was going 
west, more or less, all the while, she was going 
with or rather after the sun; the interval was 
greater between noon and noon than when the 
ship was anchored off Southampton; and the so-
called eleven days of the voyage were eleven 
long days. As it was important, in reference to 
a problem in steam navigation, to know how 
many revolutions the paddles made in a given 
time, to test the power of the mighty ship, it 
was necessary to bear in mind that the ship's 
day was longer than a shore dav; and it was 
found that, taking latitude and longitude into 
account, the day on which the greatest run was 
made was nearly twenty-four and a half hours 
long; the ship's day was equal to half an hour 
more than a landsman's day. The other days 
varied from twenty-four to twenty-four and a 
half. On the return voyage, all this was re
versed; the ship met the sun, the days were 
less than twenty-four ordinary hours long, and 
the calculations had to be modified in conse
quence. The sailors, too, got more food in a 
homeward week than an outward week, owing 
to the intervals between the meals being shorter 
—albeit, their appetites may not have been cog
nisant of the difference. 

And this brings us back to our hypothetical 
Mullets. Josiah died at noon (Sydney time), 
and Jasper died on the same day at noon (Green
wich time). Which died first? Sydney, al
though not quite at the other side of the world, 
is nearly so; it is ten hours of longitude east

ward of Greenwich; the sun rises there ten 
hours earlier than with us. It is nearly bed
time with Sydney folks when our artisans strike 
work for dinner. There would therefore be a 
reasonable ground for saying that Ĵ osiah died 
first. But had it been New Zealand, a curious 
question might arise. Otago, and some other 
of the settlements in those islands, are so near 
the antipodes of Greenwich, that they may 
either be caUed eleven and three-quarter hours 
east, or twelve and a quarter hours west, of 
Greenwich, according as we suppose the navi
gator to go round the Cape of Good Hope or 
round Cape Horn. At six in the morning in 
London, it is about six in the evening at New 
Zealand. But of which day? When it is 
Monday morning in London, is it Sunday even
ing or Monday evening in New Zealand ? This 
question is not so easy to solve as might be sup
posed. When a ship called at Pitcaim Island 
several years ago, to visit the singular Uttle 
community that had descended from the muti
neers of the Bounty, the captain was surprised 
to find exactly one day difference between his 
ship's reckoning and that of the islanders; what 
was Monday, the 26th, to the one, was Tuesday, 
the 27th, to the other. A voyage east had been 
the origin of one reckoning, a voyage west that 
of the other. Not unlikely we should have to 
go back to the voyage of the Bounty itself, 
seventy-seven years ago, to get to the real 
origin of the Pitcairners' reckoning. How it 
may be with the English settlers in New Zea
land, we feel by no means certain. If the 
present reckoning^ began with some voyage 
made round Cape Horn, then our Monday morn
ing is New Zealand Sunday evening; but if 
with some voyage made round the Cape of 
Good Hope, then our Monday morning is New 
Zealand Monday evening. ProbabUities are 
perhaps in favour of the latter supposition. We 
need not ask " What's o'clock at New Zealand ?" 
for that can be ascertained to a minute, by 
counting the difference of longitude; but to 
ask " What day of the week and of the month 
is it at New Zealand ?" is a question that might, 
for aught we can see, involve very important 
legal consequences. Are our judicial func
tionaries quite sure how they would settle it ? 

NEW WORK BY MR. DICKENS, 
In Monthly Parts, uniform with the Original Editions ot 

"KckwJck," "Copperfleld," &c. 
Now publishing. PART X., price Is., of 

OUE MUTUAL FRIEND. 
BY CHARLES DICKENS. 

IN T W E N T Y M O N T H L Y P A R T S . 
With Illustrations by MAEOUS STONE. 

London: CHAPMAN and HALL, 193, Piccadilly. 

On the 26th of January will be published, bound in cloth, 
price 5s. 6d., 

THE TWELFTH TOIUME. 
THE END OF THE TWELPTH VOLUME. 

The Ritjht of Translating Articles from ALL THE YEAR ROUND is reserved by the Authors. 

PablUhed ai th* ORiae. No. i!ti, WalllnKtoD siraet. Strand. Fniiied bjr C. WHITIKO, Ii.:«u<art Hount!, Strand. 

^ 


