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CHAPTER XI. ANOTHER RECOGSITION. 

THE same day which had witnessed the depar
ture from Homburg of Mr. and Mrs. Carruthers, 
and the commencement of the journey which 
had London for its destination, beheld that city 
in an imusually agreeable aspect in point of 
weather. The sun was warm and bright; the 
sadness and sweetness of autumn filled the air, 
and lent their poetical charm to the prosaic 
streets, and impressed themselves sensibly and 
unacknowledged upon the prosaic dwellers 
therein. People'who had no business or 
pleasure, or combination of both, to call them 
abroad, went out on that day, and rode or drove, 
or walked, because the rare beauty and charm 
of the day imperatively required such homage. 
Women and children were out iu the Parks, and, 
but for the fallen leaves upon the ground, and 
the peculiar sigh which made itself heard now 
and again among the trees—a sound which the ear 
that has once learned to distinguish it never 
fails to catch when the summer is dead—the 
summer might be supposed to be still living. 

The brightest thoroughfare in London, Pic
cadilly, was looking very bright that autumn 
day, with all the windows of the few houses 
which can lay claim to anything of the beauty 
of grandeur Vfittering in the sun, and an as
tounding display of carriages, considering the 
season, enlivening the broad sloping road. The 
Green Park was dotted over with groups of 
people, as in the summer-time, and along the 
broad path beyond the iron railings, solitary 
pedestrians walked or loitered, unmolested by 
weather, just as it suited their fancy. The few 
and far-between benches had their occupants, of 
whom some had books, some cigars, and some 
babies. Perambulators were notwanting, neither 
were irascible elderly gentlemen to swear at 
them. It was happily too hot for hoops. 

This exceptional day was at its oest and 
brightest when Harriet Routh came down tbe 
street in which she lived, crossed Piccadilly, and 
entered the Park. She was, as usual, very 
plainly dressed, and her manner had lost none 
of its ordinary quietude. Nevertheless, a close 
observer would have seen that she looked and 

breathed like a person in need of free fresh air, 
of movement, of freedom; that though the 
scene, the place iq which she found herself, was 
inditferent to her, perhaps wboUy unobserved 
by her, the influence upon her physical condition 
was salutary. She did not cross the grass, 
but walked slowly, and with her eyes turned 
earthwards, along the broad path near the rail
ings. Oecasionally she looked up, and lilted 
her head, as if to inbale as much as possible of 
the fresh air, then fell into her former attitude 
again, and continued her walk. Her face 
bore an expression of intense thought—the look 
of one who had brought a subject out with her 
in her mind, wliich subject she was resolved to 
think out, to look at in every aspect, to bring 
to a final decision. She kept a straight, clear 
course in her walk, looking neither to the right 
nor to the left, pondering deeply, as inicfht have 
been seen by the steady tension of her low 
white forehead and the firm set of her lips. 
At la.st she paused, wheu she had traversed the 
entire length of the walk several times, aud 
looked abont her for an unoccupied seat. She 
descried one, with no nearer neighbour than 
the figure of a boy, not exactly ragged, but very 
shabby, extended on the grass beside It, restin;; 
on his elbows, with a fur cap pulled down over 
his eyes, leaving the greater portion of a tangled 
head exposed to view, and a penny illustrated 
journal, whose contents, judging by the intent-
ness with which he was devourmg thehi, must 
have been of a highly sensational character, 
stretched out on the ground before him. Harriet 
took no notice of the boy, nor did he perceive 
her, when she sealed herself on the bench by 
whichhe lay. Siie sat down noiselessly,folded her 
bands, and let her head fall forward, looking 
ont with the distant absorbed gaze whicli had be
come habitual toher. She sat very still,and never 
for a moment did the purpose in ber face relax. 
She was thinking, she was not dreaming. 

After a while, she looked at her watch, and 
rose. At the first step which she made on the 
grass, and towards the raiUngs, her silk dress 
rustled over the outspread paper from wliich the 
boy was reading. She looked down, apolo
getically ; the boy looked np angrily, and then 
Mr. James Swain jumped up, and made the 
movement which in his code of maimers parsed 
for a bow to Harriet. 

" Ah, is it you, Jim?" she said. "Arc you 
not busy to-day ?'* 
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" No, mum, I aiu't," said Jim. " Mr. Routh 
hadn't no messages this mornin', and I ain't 
been lucky smce." 

" It's a nice day for you to have a little time 
(o yourself," said Harriet. '* 1 iiope you got all 
the commissions I left for you." 

" I did, mum, and thank'ee," said Jim 
Harriet had remembered the street-boy when 
she was leaving home, and had charged her ser. 
vants to employ him. She had not the sH^htest 
suspicion of the extensive use which Routh was 
in llie habit of making of his services, 

" The windows Is to be cleaned," said Jim 
suggestively. " There warn't time, mum; you 
come home so unexpected." 

" Very well," said Harriet. " I suppose you 
can clean them, can't you?" 

" Mr. Harris said as I might try," returned 
Jim. Mr. Harris was the Irreproachable man
servant attached to Routh's modest establish
ment in Mayfair. 

Harriet moved on, aud Jim Swain stood still, 
lookin;; after her. She was a puzzle to him, and 
an object of constant interest. By litlle and 
httle Jim had come to know a good deal about 
Stuart Routh and his daily life, and he had 
abandoned the first theory which had presented 
Itself to his niuid, and which had owed its in-
spiral ion to the iHnstrated penny literature 
which formed his iutellectual food. He no 
longer believed Harriet a persecuted victim of 
her iinsband's groundless jealousy. For reasons 
of his own, cquidly strong and secret, Mr. James 
Swain had taken a lively interest in George 
Dallas, had experienced certain emotions on 
seeing him, and had taken very kindly to the 
business of espionage in which Routh had 
engaged his services, without affording hlui any 
indication of its purpose. At first the boy had 
conceived an idea that Dallas was the object of 
Harriet's supposed preference aud Routh's 
supposed iealousy, but lie abandoned that notion 
very speedily, antl since then he had not suc-
eeeiied in forming any new theory to his satis
faction. From the conversation of the servants, 
Jim had learned that Mr.Didlas and Mr. Feltou, 
with whose personal appearance the boy was 
equally familiar, had gone to the same place m 
foreign parts as that to which Mr. and Mrs. 
Routh had gone, a little later, and knowing this, 
Jim thought more and more frequently over cer
tam circumstances which he had kept to him
self with extraordinary discretion — discretion, 
indeed, which notiiing but the strongest possible 
sense of self-interest, as inseparable from its ob
servance, could have enabled him to preserve. 

" He don't like him," Jim would say to him
self, with frequent repetition, "he don't like 
him, can't abearhim ; I knows that precious well. 
And he can't be afraid of him, as 1 can see, for 
he certainly warn't neitiicr in nor near that 
business, and I'm blest if he knows anythiu' 
about it. Wotever can he want to kuow all 
about him for, and keep a-follerin' him about ? 
It ain't for no good as he foUcrs anybody, I'll 
take my davy." Aud Mr. James Swain's daily 
reflections invariably terminated with that 

formula, which was indeed a simple and accu
rate statement of the boy's belief.̂  His abao-
donment of his theories concerning Harriet 
had worked no change in his mmd towards 
Ronth. His familiarity with Routh's servants, 
his being in a manner free of the house—free, 
but under the due amount of inspection and 
suspicion justified by his low estate — en
lightened him as to Harriet's domestic position, 
and made him wonder exceedingly, in his 
half-simple, half-knowing way, how "the 
like of her could be spoony ou sich a cove as 
him," which was Mr. James Swain's fashion of 
expressing his sense of the moral disparity be
tween the husband and wife. 

This was the second time that Jim had seen 
Mrs. Routh since her return from the trip 
which he had been told was specially under
taken for the benefit of her health. The first 
time was on the day of her arrival, when Jim 
had fortunately been " handy," and had helped 
with the luggage. He had made his observa
tions then upon Harriet's appearance with ^ 
his native impudence; for thoagh the element 
of suspicion, which lent his interest in Harris 
something traadc, had died ont of it, that mte-
rest contmuecT lively, but he had admitted that 
it was i}ardonable that she should look " pre-
clous blue and funky" after a journey. 

But looking at her more attentively on this 
second occasion, and when there was no joumfiy 
in the case, Jim arrived at the conclusion that 
whatever liad "ailed" Mrs. Routh before she 
left home ailed her still. 

" Uiiconimou ill she do look, to be sure," he 
said to himself, as he crumpled up the exciting 
fiction which he had been reading, and whica 
" left off" at a peculiarly thrilling crisis, and 
wedged the illustrated journal into his cap; 
" uncommon ill. Wot's the good of all them 
baths and things. If she's to come back lootia' 
like this—a deal worse, I call it, and much 
miserabler in her mmd ? Wotever ails herP" 

At this point in his cogitations Jim began to 
move on, slowly indeed, and keeping his eye on 
Harriet, who had reached one of the gates of 
the Park opening into Piccadilly, had passed 
through it, and was just about to cross to the 
opposite side. She stood for a moment irreso
lute, theu turned, came through the gate again, 
and rapidly approached Jim, beckoning him to
wards lier as she came. 

She stood still as the boy ran np to her, and 
pointed to one of the smaller but much deco
rated houses on the opposite side of the way. 

" Jim," she said, " you sec that house, where 
the wide wmdows are, all one pane, and the 
bright balconies there, the house with the wide 
door, and the heavy carved raiUugs P'* 

" Yes, mum, I see," said Jim. 
" Go to that house, and ask if anything has 

been heard from Mr. Felton. Ask when he is 
expected—he has taken lodgings there—whether 
any other gentleman is expected to come with 
him—aud, Jim, be sure to ask iu particular 
whether auy letters have been received for Mr. 
Felton, and seut ou to him," 

/^ 
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Jim Swain looked at Harriet. Tliere was 
something strange as i*ell as intelligent in the 
look, but she saw only the mtelligence. It 
harmonised with the thought iu her own mind, 
aad she rephed to it: 

" You think, perhaps, they may not like to tell 
you," she said. " Perhaps they may not. But 
yon may tell whoever answers you that Mr. 
Felton's sister wishes to know " Jim still 
looked at her, and Harriet felt that he did so, 
but this time she did not catch his eye. " Be 
quick," she said, " and bring me the answer 
yonder." She pomted to the bench ou which 
she had been sitting, and which was beyond the 
reach of observation from the house she had 
indicated, and walked away towards it as she 
ceased speaking. " I t cannot be helped," she 
said. "The risk is a trifling one at worst, and 
must be run. I could not put Harris in com
munication with any one on a false pretext, and 
I can trust this boy so far not to say he has 
asked this question for me. I cannot bear it 
any longer. I must know how much time there 
is before me. I rmst have so much certainty ; if 
not, I shall go mad." 

She had reached the bench now, and sat down 
ia the former attitude. 

" Once before I asked myself," she muttered, 
" if I was going mad. I did not feel more Uke 
it then than now—not so like it, indeed. I 
knew what he was doing then, I had found him 
out. But I don't know uow—I don't kuow 
uow. I am in the dark, and the tide is rising." 

Jim came back from his errand. He had 
been civilly answered by a woman-servant. Mr. 
Felton was expected in a few days; the exact 
day was not yet named. No letters had been 
received for him. He had sent no orders rela
tive to the forwarding of any. Having deli
vered Ids message so far, Jim Swain hesitated. 
Harriet understood the reticence, and spared a 
momentary thought for passing wonderment at 
this Uttle touch of deUcacy in so unpromising 
a subject for the exhibition of the finer emo
tions. 

" Did the person who answered you ask you 
any question ?" she said. 

" No, mum," said Jun, reheved. Harriet said 
no more; she knew he had not made the false 
statement which had proved to be needless, 
and something assured her that there was no 
necessity that she should caution Jim to say 
nothing concerning this commission. Now she 
went away in reality—went home. She ascended 
the stairs to Jier room, and looked at her 
fece in a glass as she took her bonnet off, and 
thought, " I wonder if people can see in my 
face that I am turning mto a coward, and am 
going mad ? I could not knock at that door 
and ask that simple, natural question for myself— 
I could not; and a little while ago, ̂ iV/ce—ay, 
long since—1 could have done anything. But 
not now—not now. When the time comes, 
when the waiting is over, wheu the suspense is 
ended, then I may be strong again, if iudeed I 
am not quite mad by then; but uow— n̂ow I 
cannot do anything—I canuot even wait." 

The fixed look had left her face, and was suc
ceeded by a painful wildncss, and an expression 
almost like that of some present physical terror. 
She pressed her haiuts upon her temples and 
rocked herself to and fro, out there was no wild 
abandonment of grief In the gesture. Presently 
she began to moan, but all unconsciously; for 
catching the sound after a Uttle, she checked it 
angrily. Then she took up some needlework, 
but it dropped from her hands after a few 
minutes. She started up, and said, quite aloud, 
" It's no use—It's no use; I must have rest!" 
Then she unlocked her dressmg-case, took out 
a bottle of laudanum, poured some of the con
tents into a glass of water, drank the mixture, 
aud lay dowu upon her bed. She was soon in 
a deep sleep, which seemed peaceful and full of 
rest. It was undisturbed. A servant came 
into the room, but did not arouse her, aud 
it was understood in the house that " master " 
would probably not return to dinner. 

Mr. James Swain turned his steps in the 
direction of the delectable region in wiiich his 
home was situated. He was in so far more 
fortunate than many of his class that he had a 
home, though a wretched one. It consisted of 
a dingy Uttle room at the back of the third 
story m a rickety house iu Stretton-ground, and 
was shared with a decrepid female, the elder 
sister of the boy's dead mother, who earned a 
frightfully insufficient subs^tence by shoe-buid-
ing. More precarious than ever was this fragile 
means of living now, for her sight was failing, 
as her strength had failed. But things had 
been looking up with Jim of late, odd jobs 
had been plenty, his servmes had reached in 
certain quarters the status of recognised facts, 
and the street-boy was kind to his old relative. 
They were queer people, but not altogether 
uninteresting, and, strange to say, by no means 
unhappy. Old SaUy had never been taught 
anything herself but shoe-binding, or she would 
have imparted instruction to Jim. Now Jim 
had learned to read in his mother's Ufetirae, and 
t>efore his father had "come to grief" and 
been uo more heard of, and it was consequently 
he who imparted instruction to his aunt, She 
was as fond of penny romances as the boy him
self, and was wonderfully quick at discovering 
the impenetrable mysteries and unwintling the 
labyrinthine webs of those amazing productions. 
So Jim, cheered by the prospect ot a lucrative 
job for the morrow, purcliased a fresh and In
tensely horrible pennyworth by the way, and 
devoted himself for the evening to the delecta
tion of old SaUy, who liked her murders, as s!ie 
liked her tea and her snuff, strongly flavoured. 

The pennyworth lasted a good while, for Jim 
read slowly and elaborately, and conversational 
digressions occurred frequently. The heroine of 
the story, a proud and peerless peeress, was pecn
harly fascmating to the reader and the listener. 

"Lor, Jim," said old Sally, when the last 
Une had been spelled over, aud Jim was reluct
antly obliged to confess that that was " all ou 
it"—" lor, Jim, to think of that sweet pretty 
crcetur, Rorcr, " the angelic victim of the story 



\ ^ ^ 

1 9 6 [February 23, 1867.] ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [Oonducted by 

was known to mortals as Aurora," " knowing as 
how her ladyship 'ad been and done it all, and 
dyin' all alone in the moonshine, along o' think-
in' on her mother's villany." 

Ordinarily, where Jim Swain lay down on his 
flock bed in Ihc corner, he weut to sleep with 
enviable rapidity; but the old woman's words 
had touched some chord of association or won
der in his clumsily arranged but not unintelli
gent mind; so that long after old Sally, in her 
corner of her little room, was sound asleep, 
Jim sat up hastily, ran his hands through his 
tangled hair, and said, aloud: 

" Good Lord! that's it! She^s sure she 
knows it, she knows he did it, and she hidin' on 
it, and kiverin' of it up, and it's killing her." 

The stipulated hour in the moniing beheld 
Jim Swain engaged in the task of window*-clean-
ing, not very unpleasant In such weather. He 
pursued his occupation with unusual serious
ness ; the impression of tbe previous night re
mained upon liim. 

The back parlour, called, of course, the 
"study" in Routh's house, deserved the name 
as much or as little as such rooms ordinarily 
merit it. The master of the house, at least, 
used the room habitually, reading there a Uttle, 
and writing a great deal. He had been 
sitting before a bureau, which occupied a space 
to the right of the onlv window in the apart
ment, for some time, when Harriet came to ask 
him if the boy, who was cleaning the windows, 
might go on with that one. 

"Certainly," said Routh, absently; "he 
won't disturb mc," 

It would have required somethmg of more 
importance than the presence of a boy on the 
other side of the window to disturb Routh. He 
was arranging papers withtlie ntmostintentness. 
The drawers of the bureau were open on either 
side, the turned-down desk w-as covered with 
papers, some tied up in packets, others open; a 
large sheet, on which lines of figui'es were traced, 
lay on the blotting-pad. The dark expression 
most familiar to it was upon Stuart Routh's face 
that morning, and the tightly compressed lips 
never unclosed for a moment as he pursued his 
task. Jim Swain, on the outside of the window ,̂ 
whicli was defended by a narrow baleonv aud 
railing, could see him distuictly, and lootced at 
him with much eagerness while' he polished the 
panes. It was a fixed belief \rith Jim that Routh 
was always " up to" somethiug, aud the boy was 
apt to discover confirmation in the simplest 
actions of his patron. Had another observer of 
Routh's demeanour been present, he might, pro
bably, have shared Jim's impression; for the 
man's manner was intensely preocoupied. He 
read and wrote, sorted papers, tied them up, 
and put them away, with unremitting iudustrv. 

Presently he stretched his hand up to a small 
drawer in the upper compartment of the bureau; 
but, instead of taking a paper or a packet from 
it, he took down the drawer itself, placed It ou 
the desk before him, and began to turn over its 
coutents with a still more darkly frowning face. 
Jim, at the comer of the window furthest from 

him, watched him so closely that he suspended 
the process of polishing; but Ronth did not 
notice the cessation. Presently he came upon 
the papers which he had looked for, and 
was putting them into the breast-pocket of 
ilis coat, when he struck the drawer with his 
elbow, and knocked it off the desk. It feU on 
the floor, and its contents were scattered over 
the carpet. Among them was au object which 
rolled away into the window, and immediately 
caught the attention of Jim Swain. The boy 
looked at it, through the glass, with eyes in 
which amazement and fear contended. Routh 
picked up the contents of the drawer, all but 
this one object, and looked impatiently about in 
search of it. Then Jim, desperately anxious to 
see this thing nearer, took a resolution. He 
tapped at the window, and signed to Routh to 
open it and let him in. Routh, surprised, did so. 

" Here it is, sir," said Jim, uot entering the 
room, but sprawling over the window-siU, and 
groping with his long hands along the border of 
a rug which sheltered the object of Routh's 
search from his observation—"here it is, sir. I 
see It when it fell, and I knowed you couldn't 
see it from where yon was." 

The boy looked greedily at the object m his 
hand, and rolled it about once or twice before 
he handed it to Routh, who took it from him 
with a careless " Thank you." His preoccupied 
manner was still upon him. Theu Jim shat 
down the window again from the outside, and 
resumed his polishing. Routh replaced the 
drawer. Jim tried very hard to see where he 
placed the object he had held for a moment in 
his hand, but he coidd not succeed. Then Routh 
locked the bureau, and, opening a door of com
munication with the dinmg-room, Jim caught 
a momentary sight of Harriet sitting at the 
table, and went to his breakfast. 

The seriousness of the previous night had 
grown and deepened over the boy. Abandon
ing the pursuit of odd jobs precisely at the 
hour of the day when he usuaUy found them 
most plentiful, Jim took his way homewards 
with headlong speed. Arrived within sight 
of the wretched houses, he paused. He did 
not wish any one to sec what he was going 
to do. Fortune favoured him. As he stooa 
irresolute at one end of the narrow street, 
his aunt came out of the door. She was 
going, he knew, to do her humble shopping, 
which consisted, for the most part, in haggUng 
with costermongers by the side of their carts, " 
and cheapemug poor vegetables at the stalls. 
She would not be coming back just yet. He 
waited until she had turned the opposite corner, 
and then plunged into the open doorway and up 
the dark staircase. Arrived at the room whjoh 
formed liis sole habitation, Jim shut the TOOT, 
aud unceremoniously pulled away his flock bed, 
roiled up neatly enough in a corner, from the 
waU. This wall was covered with a paper onoe 
gaudv, now dreary with the utter dreariness of 
dirtcliarged on bright colour, and had a wooden 
surbase about a foot iu depth. Above the sur-
base there was a hole, uot so large as to be 
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easily remarked in a place where dilapidation of 
every sort was the usual state of things, and 
into this hole Jim insinuated his hand. There 
was suggestive dexterity in the way he did this; 
the Uthe fingers had suppleness and readiness, 
swiftness aud accuracy of touch, which, if there 
had been any one to care for the boy, that one 
woidd doubtless have noticed with regret. If 
he were not already a thief, Jim Swaiii possessed 
some of the physical requisites for that profes
sion. Presently lie withdrew the lithe hand, 
and looked steadfastly at the object wliich it 
had extracted from the hole in the wall. He 
turned it over and over, he exammed it within 
and without, theu he put it back again iu the 
hiding-place, and replaced his bed. 

Old Sally was much surprised, when she re-
turnedfrom her " marketing," to fiud hernephew 
at home. The apparitiou of Jim in the dayiime, 
except on stray occasions, when, fortune being 
uupropltious, he would come home to see wh;it 
his aunt could do for him in the way of dinner, 
was exceedingly rare. But he explained it now 
by saying he was tired, and had been well paid 
for a job he had done that morning. He jiro-

Sosed that he should get something choice that 
ay for dinner, and stay " In" until evening. 
" There's a new play at the 'Delphi to-ni^ht," 

said Jim, " and there'll be plenty of jobs down 
that way, calUn' cabs, and helpui' visitors to the 
hupper circles, as cau't alford 'em, across the 
street. They're awful bewildered, mostly, when 
they come out of the theayter, aud dreadful 
timid of the 'busses." 

Very silent, and apparently sleepy, was Mr. 
James' Swain aU day ; and as his old aunt sat 

Eatiently tolling by the window, he lay upon his 
ed,witn his knees up, and his hands crossed ou 

the top of his tousled head. Allowing for the 
difference created by refinement, education, and 
the habit of thinking on a system, only possible 
to the educated, there was some resernblance in 
the expression of the boy's face to that which 
Harriet Routh's had worn yesterday, when she 
had carried the burden of her thoughts, under 
the clear sky and the sunsliuie, in the Greeu 
Park. Jim Swain, too, looked as if he aloue, 
unaided as she, was thinking it out. 

The new play at the Adelphi was very success
ful. The theatre was crowded; the autumnal 
venture had tni-ned out admirably; aud though 
the audience could not be called fashionable, it 
was perhaps rather more auiniated and satisfac
tory in consequence. Jim Swain's most sanguine 
hopes were realised. The night was fine; 
people did not miud waiting a few minutes; 
good humour aud threepenny-pieces were 
abundant. A tolerable sprinkling of private 
carriages reUeved the plebeian olenitude of cabs, 
and these vehicles were called up with an 
energy to which, in the season, human nature 
•would hardly have been equal. Jim was ex
tremely active in summoniug them, and had just 
returned breathless to the poi-tico of the theatre 
to catch another name, and rush away again to 
proclaim it to the Ustening flunkies, when he 

was arrested by the sight of a gentleman whose 
face he knew, who was standing under the 
garish Ught of the entry with a lady, whose 
hand rested on his arm, and whose face was 
turned upwai'd towards lum, so that the full 
glare of the li°;ht feU upon it. Her tall 
figure, the splendour of her dres.s, the careless 
grace of her attitude, the appearance of uncon
sciousness of the general observation siie was 
attracting, even in that self-engrossed crowd— 
pardonably self-engrossed, considering ihat it 
was occupied with the care of getting home as 
soou as possible—would have made her a suffi
ciently remarkable object to attract Jim's atten
tion ; but there was more than perception of all 
these things in the look which he fixed upon her. 
He stood stiU, a little in the shad?. Routh did 
not see him. The lady was looking at him, aud 
he saw nothiug but her faee—nothiug but the 
brilliant dark eyes, so bright for all the world, so 
soft for only him; nothing but the crimson Ups, 
whieh trembled; the rose-tinted cheek, which 
paled only at his words—only under his glance. 

Her carriage was called. She walked towards 
it with her dress sweeping round her, and the 
other people fell back, and let her pass, naturally, 
and not by the urgency of the dingy officials who 
brawl and fiijht on such occasions. When she 
had taken her seat In the carriage, Routh 
followed her, and then Jim started forward. 
There was uo footman, so the inau with the 
badge and the lauteru, well known aud prized of 
unprotected females with a taste for theatre-
going, asked, " Where to ?" Jim, quite close, 
and totally unobserved, listened eagerly. The 
lady's voice repUed, " Home." 

"Home," said the man with the lantern, and 
instantly turned his attention to the next de
partures. Jim Swain glanced at the carriage ; 
it had no rumble, only a footboard. As it drove 
off slowly, for the Strand was crowded, he dashed 
into the jumble of cabs and omnibuses and fol
lowed it, running desperately, but dexterously 
too, and succeeded in keeping up with it uniil, 
at a point of comparative obscurity, he clambered 
up ou the footboard. 

The carriage rolled westward, and carried 
Jim Swain with it, uutU it reached oue of the 
small so-called squares which are situated be
tween Bromptou jiroper and Chelsea. Theu it 
stopped before a house with a heavy stone por
tico and a heavy stone balcony. Jim slid lightly 
to the ground, and hid himself in the shelter of 
the heavy stone portico of the adjoining house. 
Routh got out of the carriage; and when the 
house-door was opened, and a flood of Ught 
issued from It, he handed out the laJy. She 
stood breathing the sweet air a moment, aud the 
light once more touched her face aud her dress 
with a rich radiance. 

"It's her," said Jim. " It's her—her aud him" 
"What a lovely night," said Mrs. P. Iretou 

Bembridge, and then the dnar closed on her and 
Routh, aud Jim stooil still in his hiiling-place 
until the carriage had slowly departed to the 
adjacent mews. Then he emerged from the 
portico, weut up the steps of the house the lady 

>r 
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and her companion had entered, and looked at 
the number on the door, distinctly visible by the 
light ofthe gas-jet within. 

" Number four," said Jim; "now for the name 
of the square;" and he crossed the road, skirted 
the railings of the enclosed patch of brown 
ground and stunted shrubs, and took the oppo
site side of the way. The night was clear aud 
bright, aud thenam"e ofthe square was distinctly 
legible. 

"" HolUugton-square," said Jim. " They 
called Mrs. Bcmbridge's carriage. I have not 
a bad head for names, but I'll get Teddy Smith 
to write these dowu. Aud I can't stand it any 
longer; 1 must do something. I'll try aud get 
Mr. Dallas to let me speak to him when he 
comes from abroad, aud then I'll tell him aU 
about it. I suppose," said Jim, very ruefully, 
" if he thinks riglit to tell, they'll lag mc; but it 
can't be helped. Almost every oue as I've 
knowed gets lagged some time or other." 

HAMPSTEAD HEATH. 

" SiE," shouted the chainnan of the meeting, 
"we'll go the whole hog, bristles and all." 
" Well, then," I answered, respectfullv, " I 
dou't think you'll get the bristles;" aud tliough 
that's nearly eighteen years ago, they haven't 
got 'em jet. It's quite a mistake to suppose 
that we Hampstead people have thwarted Sir 
Thomas Wilson for mere thwartiug's sake, or 
that we weren't ready at any time to let hira 
build on the Finehley-road estate, provided he'd 
let the Heath alone. Why, what took place 
at this very meeting, and before it, proves the 
contiaiy ? Wheu 1 heard of its beiug called by 
his agent, who hadn't beeu long amongst us 
then, but who was begimiing to be active, I 
went round to a few of the leading people, 
copyholders like myself, and put It to them 
whether it wouldn't be fair and neighbourly to 
let Sir Thomas bnUd on the outlying land, if 
he'd ^ivc us some sort of undertaking that he 
•wouldn't use this permission as the thin end of 
the wedge agaiust the Heath. Hampstead, 
mind you, was very different then to what jou 
see it uow, though it had begun to change from 
the quiet little pocket-borough of a jilace It was 
wheu I settled here five-and-forty years ago. 
But, two or three families, the great bankers 
and others, were still looked up to as its natural 
heads, and when they agreed to a thin" as 
right, and for the puliUc good, he'd have been 
a bold man who said them nay. "Well, we 
settled that if Sir Thomas Wilsou, or his agent 
for him, would write a note to one of the copv-
holdors saying that his being aUowcd to build 
on 1 he Finehley-road estate was not to prejudice 
their common-rights, or to be used against them 
hereafter, they'd cordially agree to his letting 
the land I've spoken of, and by that means to his 
putting five thousand or tcu lliousands jiounds a 
year in his pocket. I went down to the nicctliig, 
and found, as I expected, Mr. Agent in tiTe 
chair, and the room weU-nigh filled wilh trades-
peo])le and others, who were perhaps uot unwiU

Ing to welcome a scheme for bringing fresh resi
dents aud iucreasiiig the custom of the place. At 
the first opportunity I got up and said just what 
I've told yon, the meeting listening attentively, 
aud feeUng it must be right if the gentry in the 
big houses thought so. I wouud up my Uttle 
speech by telfing the ajrent that the copyholders 
had uo wish to run Sir Thomas iuto expense, and 
that a mere assurance in writing that he wouldn't 
try to buUd on or let any portion of the Heath 
itself would be quite sufficient. He then inter
rupted me with that pretty little speech about 
the whole hog, and I beUeve this to be the ouly 
reason of the fine fields on the Finehley-road 
having beeu kept opeu until now. We weren't 
going to stand being ridden over rough^od 
in that fashion, so wc said to ourselves law's 
law, agent or no agent, and we'll see if the wiU 
of Sir Thomas's father won't stand good, and 
help us iu kecpmg our own. From that time 
to this, cveiT attempt, private or parUameutaiy, 
to build has failed, for the simple reason that we, 
Ihe copyholders, have stood upon our rights. So 
it's surely rather late in the day, now, to teU us 
those riglils don't exist! 

"Yes, the public were in the habit of coming 
up here, when I first knew the place, pretlj 
much as at present. They •v\-ere quieter, I 
think, aud you certainly didn't see so many 
boys and girls giving themselves the airs of 
men aud women as you do now. But on great 
holidays — Good f'ridays, Easter Mondays, 
Shrove Tuesdays, and such-like—kiss m the 
ring, foot-racing, and donkey-riding, always went 
on. The Sundavs were much quieter then, the 
Castle, the Hollj-Bush, and the Spaniards all 
doing a snug dinner business with customers 
who'd drive theii' wives up iu their owu traps 
from the City, and a Uttle cliqne of old bachdors. 
who duied there at the same house every San-
day for years. But on week-days, and when 
the hohd ay-makers were absent, I dou't 
suppose there was a quieter or more retired 
spot than Hampstead in tlie three kiiigdoras. 
Camden-towu was the nearest point, London 
way, aud notiiing but park, fields, and 
country between. IJusafe to go there at night? 
Very, for it was daik and lonely, and footpads 
were so much about that it was a common 
thing for a mau going up the hill alone to be 
stopped, and it wasn't wise to try the journey 
unarmed. The bankers and merchants, who 
weut iuto London for their business, mostly 
travelled by the stage-coach; the fare to 
the Bank was half-a-crown, and to Camden-
towu eightccnpence, besides the coachman's 
fee. But then, if a gentleniau hereabouts sent 
word that he'd got frieuds coming with him, 
and that he'd want t'n-o or three places, the 
coach would just drive round by his house 
and call for hun, or send a fly if It was more 
than half a mile or so out of the way. For, 
you see, everybody was kuowu, aud the gentle
men Uviug here all took a cUrect interest evea 
iu the coachman and guard, some of them giving 
as much as tcu poimds as a present at Christmas
time. The Hampstead shops were of that old-
fashioned sort which would look funny enough 
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now, with small diamond-paued windows, low ceil
ings, aud Uttle or no display; as for the shop
keepers, I dou't suppose there was a more sclf-
opmionated, self-important set to befound. Every 
night they met at the Holly-Bush or the Castle, 
and settled the affairs of the parish and of Europe 
over their pipes. Whether the soldiers were 
right in firmg upon the mob at Queen Cai-o-
liue's funeral; whether the ruiu brought ou the 
couutry iu 1822 was reaUy caused by aUowiug 
paper-money; the real value of emigration, 
wliich began to make a noise after the iianie; 
the disasters and bloodshed which all good Pro
testants said would follow upon CathoUc eman
cipation ; the loug retirement and death of King 
George; O'ConneU's rent; the riots when the 
Duke of Wellington was mobbed about reform, 
and King WiUiam was afraid of going iuto the 
City to dine with the Lord Mayor; the new 
poUce estabUshed by Sir Robert Peel; these 
topics were aU discussed at the tavern meetings 
iu my early days; but discussed in a distant 
provincial sort of way, and with less direct 
knowledge and more unreasoning obstinacy than 
you'd find in a remote country-town now. 

" The HoUy-Bush was what you might call the 
aristocratic tradesman's tavern, and the whole 
of the parish and vestry business used to be 
settled at the nightly meeting there. Who was 
to be overseer or churchwaruen, which street or 
road ought to be repaired, and whose son or 
brother was to have the job, those were the sort 
of topics there; for Hampstead was then just a 
Uttle world in itself, and its inhabitants thought 
it quite as important as London. In fact, it's 
difficult to make you understand uow, how 
thoroughly primitive some of the people were. 
One old tradesman, a bachelor, who managed 
his establishment with the aid of a housekeeper 
and a boy, but whose successor uow keeps 
more than a dozen assistants in his flourlshiug 
shop, was never further from home than White-
chapel until he was more than sixty years of 
age, and I don't think he was looked upon as 
exceptional. 

" This pariah was joined to Edmonton in those 
days; we'd only two representatives from 
Hampstead to sit for us at the union board, 
who were m§u of uo position; and our 
affairs were muddled finely. We succeeded in 
being divorced from Edmonton about the time 
that the number of resident gcntiw began to 
increase, and from then until now I don't tliink 
there's been a better board of guardians, or a 
parish more fairly managed, thau ours. Not a 
word that's writteu in the newspapers against 
poor-law guardians appUes to Hampstead, for 
we're hberal and kind to our poor, and the 
entire board's made up of gentlemen who'd 
rather put their hands iu their own pockets 
than let any oue suffer for want of proper help 
and comforts iu time of sickness or cUstress. 
I'm not saying, mind you, that there's more 
charity or neighbourUuess than in the old days, 
when everybody knew everybody ; but with five 
hundred new houses ou one estate—or four 
hundred and ninety-nme and a church, for 
that's what Belzize Park's reaUy made into 

according to the map—and with a large city of 
good houses, as you may say, iu the old footpad 
haimts, the whole character of Hampstead has 
changed, and a totaUy dillereut society, with 
other influences, interests, and claims, has 
sprung up ; aud it's satisfactory to know that 
the arrangements for relieving the poor have uot 
really suffered in consequence. 

" Change, sii',change; different times, different 
manners, as we Lamt at school, that's what it 
comes to. Aud what wc may call 'the whole ho^' 
partv haven't been Idle through it all. Litlle 
by little, by dint of insisting upon a sham 
right here, aud exercising an improper 
privilege there, by dint of elauning what 
was too pahry to resist, and exactiug from 
those who had neither power uor incUnaiioii to 
staud out, a scries of petty imposts aud curtail
ments have been effected, upon the strength of 
which it Is intended to strive for ' the bristles' 
now. Ever siuce that pubUc meeting eighteen 
years ago, when the copyholders* ])roposal 
was rejected so iusoloutlv, Sir Thouius \VU-
son's active agent has beeu residing here, 
aud it's astonishing how much one m;m 
can do for evil when it's nobody's business 
In particular to resist it. Within a few years 
any oue could turn their donkeys ou the Heath 
without question or remark ; now, a toll of some 
pence per weckis levied fur each donkey. I kuow, 
too, of at least oue ohl man who used to keep 
his cow and horse, and graze thera on the com
mon land near his cota^e at North-end; while 
it cau't be more than thirty years ago that old 
Mrs. Herbert kept her flock of geese down in 
the Yale of Health, aud turned them on to the 
Heath to pick up their Uving, as a thing of 
course. Ii, too, any one had as much as hinted 
in my early days at a clnirgc for being aUowed to 
hang up clothes to dry, he'd have been buglicd 
out of the place, and perhaps ducked first in the 
washing4ubs; now, if you please, the lord of tbe 
manor makes a claim of so many pemiies a post 
before a clothes-line can be put up. The shows, 
too, which plant themselves down at Easter 
and such times, have been laid imder eoiitiibu-
tlon, aud made to pay toll for the privilege of 
pitching ou the Heath; and if your garden 
fence abuts ou it, aud is insecure, a fine of so 
much a spur is exacted before you ai'e allowed 
to prop it up. You sec these things have uot 
been doue all at once, or there'd have been in
dignation meetings aud appeals to the pubhc, or 
to parliament. They've come ou as gradually 
as the other changes I've told you of, and, bchig 
insignificant in themselves, uo oue has thought 
it worth while formally to (Usputc their justice. 
Besides, how could a poor donkey-man, or an 
old woman taking in washing or keeping geese, 
or how conld a showman from vVhitechapel or 
Seven Dials, fighta question of abstract right with 
Sir ITiomas Wilson's agent ? For it must be 
remembered that the people I've told you of 
turned their animals to graze, and hung up 
clothes upon the Heath, uot as coj)yholders, but 
as part of the general pubhc usmg a common 
privilege upon common land. You've asked me 
what the poor copyholders have to say upon the 
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subject, and I can only answer there are none, 
I've run over the list in my own miud, and I 
think I kuow every copyholder iu Hampstead, 
and I can't remember any one who belongs to 
the class you speak of. In Sir Thomas Wilson's 
father's time, and before, there never was any 
question of copyholding for such petty privileges 
as are charged for now, though the copyholders' 
rights had and have distinct recognition at 
the two yearly Homages, the court leet and 
the court baron. A jury of copyholders are 
summoned here, and receive what are called pre-
sputments; and if any case of squattmg on the 
Hfatn {=• reported, they go out and view it, and 
knock the building dowu 

" Again, there are cases on record in wliich the 
lord of the manor and the copyholders have 
agreed to permit a portion of the common to 
be given up, and there's a bit so enclosed at the 
top of Pond-street, for wliich ten shilUugs a rood 
was paid. Half the amomit given for it—and 
It is Important to remember this just now 
—went to the lord of the manor, aud half 
was paid over to oue of the principal copy
holders iu trust for the rest. If this is not 
evidence of jouit rights, I sliould be glad to 
kuow what is, and it must iudeed have been a 
strong hankering after * bristles and all' which 
prompted the lord of the manor, m the face of 
such a practical admission, to give such evidence 
as he did before the House of Commons in IS65. 
Sir Thomas Wilson then went ' the whole hog' 
to the extent of declaring * Hampstead Heath 
his private property;* that'the mhabitants iu 
the neighbourhood have no right ou the Heath;' 
that ' every one walking over it is a trespasser, 
and might be indicted as such;' that ' tliere is 
no oue who can claim pasturage ou It;' that 
he 'has the power of building on the Heath, 
either by granting or taking land forcibly;' 
that he ' would make uo compromise — no 
promise,' his 'wish being to turn the Heath 
to account by buUdiug on it an Agar Town, or 
cottages for poor peojile ou short leases.' 
' There would oc,' this thorough-going gentle
man oblighigly added,' a great ()utcry, of course;' 
but this was of Uttle consequence, as no oue 
could ' interfere or oppose him iu anything 
he might do.* In other words, a repethion 
of ' the whole hog, bristles aud all,' which 
It was my privilege to hear eighteen years 
ago. Now, however, theory has"̂  been partly 
carried iuto practice, aud if you'll put on 
your hat and walk with :ne to the liagstaff 
close to Jack Straw's Castle, FU show you, 
besides other encroachments, the foundation 
of the house the building of •u'hich was 
stopped by an mjuuetion mitil our rights aud 
those of Sir Thomas Wilsou arc ascertained. 

"There! You couldn't wish for a finer view than 
tills, and it's wouderfuUy little altered, notwith
standing the many changes we've talked over. 
If it's ever finished (which I take the Ubcrty of 
doubliug), the dweller in this house will have one 
of ^le most magnificent ranges from his back 
windows it Is possible to fiud. But at what a 
cost! It used to be a matter for betting ou, the 
number of people waUriug from London who'd , 

pass the flagstaff without pausing for the view, 
and I've won many a shilling that way myself, 
pickmg a group at random, and betting that they 
would stop for the view in spite of themselves. 
Hmidreds and hundreds of thousands of poor 
Londoners stand where we are uow, every 
year, and go back to their dingy houses 
purer and better for the sight tliey have 
drunk iu. Why, ou a fine Sunday in summer, 
you may see scores of famiUes restmg here for 
the mere sake of the prospect, pointmg out the 
spire of Harrow in the distance, and letting 
their eyes linger delightedly on the rieh and 
varied heath and pasturage you see between. 
Let this house be built ? No, su*, not as long 
as there's justice iu England, and a common 
feeling of humanity among us all. Why, Hamp
stead wouldn't be Hampstead any longer with
out the view from the flagstaff; and I, for 
oue, am heartily glad that the matter's been 
brought to an issue by Sir Thomas Wilsonin this 
audaciously practical way. Now, come dowu the 
Heudon-road, as far as where the sand is being 
dug out. To the right there through the railings, 
where the carts are standing, has been a 
pet bit of playground ever since I cau remember, 
and the volunteers used to skirmish aud fire 
blank volleys among its furze-bushes untU quite 
recently. Those monstrous holes aud chasms 
prevent; skirmishing or playing now, and they 
are caused, as you see, by sand being du» up 
and sold—there's the rub—at the rate of thirty 
loads a day. Now, it's always beeu understood 
that copyholders aud Sir Thomas have equal 
right iu the sand, both being able to use it for 
the repair of their owu lands and gardens, 
neither having the right to vend an ounce. Is 
it likely, I ask you, that an old and fail* custom 
Uke this is to be given up at the simple wiU of 
one mau? 

" Now we'U pass to tbe Lower Heath, for I 
want you to thoroughly understand how com
pletely * the whole hog' is being plajed for. 
The turf here, as you see, has beeu stripped off, 
aud foundations for smaU cottages—the com
mencement, I suppose, of the projected 'Agar 
Tow-n'—are already laid, while the Ibrickfield I 
took you to the other day shows another large 
plot of ground which is spoilt for ail pubhc 
purposes. 

" Some of my neighbours thought at first that 
these steps were takeu to make us see the neces
sity of buying Sir Thomas off. I never agreed 
with them, for I was certain that the speech ofthe 
agent long ago was the poUcy of to-day, and that 
it had been determined to carry to their fulfilment 
the claims put forward to the House of Com
mons by this manor's lord. Look how he's con
ducted himself throughout. Wlicn Mr. Gurney 
Hoare wrote a civil letter on behalf of the copy
holders, and hoped some amicable arrangement 
might be arrived at, did the reply, " Sir, take 
your own course," look like a wish for com
promise? AU that absui'd fuss at the Mary-
leboue vestry about Sir John Tliwaites not 
being courteous euough to the lord of the 
manor, and Su: Thomas Wilson's letter, with 
sneers at the 'prl^-ilege he was not likely to 
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avail himself of,' was as wrong as wrong eould 
be. Why should the Board of Works step in 
to purchase rights which we copyholders say do 
not exist? When Sir Thomas Wilson shall be 
proved to be the ovraer of the Heath, it will be 
time enough to talk about buying him off; but 
at present, when aU is, to say the least, uncer
tain, it would be a wicked and disastrous waste 
of the public money to do anything of the sort. 
For if purchase is found necessary in our 
Hampstead case, the expenditure wiU by no 
means end with the sum put into Sir Thomas 
Wilson's pocket. Some twelve thousand acres 
of common laud at various parts iu the imme
diate vicinity of Loudon, and of which the 
public have hitherto had undisturbed possession, 
would probably become involved iu litigation. 
Lords of manors would open their months wider 
and wider, and the purchase-system would re
sult in an enormous disbursement by the Board 
of Works, and a heavy system of taxation to 
meet it. 

" When the outrages I've just shown you were 
commenced, the copyholders held a meeting, 
and asked for the co-operation of THE COM
MONS PRESEEVATION SOCIETY. WC discussed 
with a deputation from this admirable society the 
various courses open to us, such as an action 
at law; proceedings uuder Mr. Cowper's Com
mons MetropoUs Act of last session; aud 
•nrging the Board of Works to purchase the 
Heath. We subsequently took the best legal 
advice as to the prospect of success in a court 
of equity, and we determined to apply at ouce 
to the Court of Chancery for an injunction to 
restrain Sir Thomas Wilson from acts which 
our lawyers described as ' contrary- to the cus
tom ofthe manor aud the interests of the copy
holders.' We subscribed a fund to meet the 
expenses ofthe suit, some gentlemen copyholders 
putting down a huudred pouuds each, with a 
promise of oue hundred aud fifty pouuds more 
if it should be required. We also appointed au 
honorary secretary, Dr. Charles Hathaway, of 
Hampstead, to receive subscriptions from the 
pubhc, and this gentleman wIU be very pleased to 
near from you, or any one interested in the pre
servation ofthe Heath. But for this promptitude, 
the house by the flagstaff, which you were so 
shocked at seeing a few feet from the ground, 
would have been, probably, roofed in by this 
time, and the noble view shut out. As it was, 
our side was all ready to have the case argued 
before Christmas, only Sir Thomas Wilson asked 
for time to get his arguments np, which was 
granted on his pledging himself not to proceed 
further with bs binlcfing ujitil judgment has 
beeu obtained. This was the state of affairs 
when we heard that the MetropoUtan Board of 
Works had passed a resolution authorising 
their chairman to open negotiations with the 
lord of the manor—and, speaking for myself, 
1 confess I didn't like this. I take it for 
granted that Sir Thomas Wilsou would not have 
taken such a violent step as commencing a house 
on the most beautiful spot on the Heatli, wittiout 
legal advice, and that he supposes lapse of 
time and the cessation of the ancient practice of 

turning out cattle on the common to have 
destroyed the copyholders' rights. But then, 
you see, some of the most eminent lavî yers at 
the Chancery bar tell us that our rights are 
just what tliey have always beeu, and that 
without their consent the lord of the manor 
can no more enclose any portion of the Heath 
than he can confiscate my little garden at home 
and baud it over to his agent as a reward for 
activity. What 1 say is, let the Master ofthe 
RoUs, before whom our cause is to be tried, 
say which of these two views is correct. If we 
are successful, it is certain that the only money 
required wiU be in compensation for the rights 
of digging sfind and gruvel, so far as they will 
interfere with the public enjoyment. The gen
tlemen from the Commons Presen-ation Society 
made it very clear to us, that imder Mr. Cowper's 
act of last session a scheme for the regulation 
of the Heath miglit be framed at very small 
expense at the instance of the Board of Works 
or of the copyholders themselves. 

"The objects and powers of this measure can
not be too widely known in these days of at
tempted enclosure and usurpation. Mr. Cowper 
prepared It, ns we were told, in pursuance of 
the re com men dat ions of a select committee of 
the House of Commons, who reported that it was 
not necessary to purchase the freehold of any of 
the metropolitan commons, on the ground that 
lords of manors have not the extensive powers to 
which they often pretend, and that, if commoners 
and copyholders wiU only support their rights, 
there is little fear of encroachment. Siuce this 
report was made, the Commons Preservation 
Society has inquired into the legal posiiiou of 
several of the commons roiuid London, and has 
been consulted iu many cases in whleli aggres
sive proceedings have coninieueed. In all in
stances, the views of the select committee has 
been confirmed; and there is no reasonable doubt 
that mauy lords of manors are pretending to 
rights to which they have no claim. I've uatu-
rally taken a good deal of interest in this sub
ject, knowing what had been tried on at Hamp
stead, and suspecting what these petty charges 
and exactions for drying Unen and lettuig the 
poor donkeys browse, were meant to lead up to. 
I've been down to see some of the commons 
about which there's been disputes between the 
lord of the manor and the commoners; aud I've 
corresponded and talked with people Uving near 
them, and I'm satisfied that the copyholders aud 
the pubhc have only to act together to preserve 
these places for the benefit of both. Yet it's 
extraordinary to fiud how much Illegal enclosure 
has been going quietly on, and how the size and 
beauty of many of our famous commons have 
been curtailed. Here, at Hampstead, I can re
member one or two eases in which Sir Thomas's 
father wanted a bit of land off the Heath, aud 
when he persuaded a copyholder to apply to the 
Homage ibr it, backing the application by the 
lord ol the manor's iufluence. \Vhengrauted by 
the copyholders' court, the man applying made 
it over to old Sir Thomas Maryon Wilson, and 
in this way more thau one plot has been secured 
which is the present Sir Thomas's freehold now. 
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You1l perceive that this routine proved, as every
thing else seems to do, that the lord and the 
copvTiolders have co-rights, and that neither 
can'cnclose without consent of the other. 

"Down atBerkhampstead, where Lord Brown-
low's railmgs were puUed down by order of 
Mr. Augustus Smith, the encroaciiment.s of the j 
last few years have deprived one hamlet of its | 
green, have placed pitfalls, ponds, and chasms 
across the most beautiful of the grass-covered , 
rides, and have built cottages and made 2;ardens 
out of the common groimd. New roads have 
beeu made, which are in themselves a public 
convenience, but the stout posts and rails at the 
side of which are so ingeniously arranged as 
to enclose a considerable space, as if to enforce 
a claim hereafter. At one eud of this commou 
is the hamlet of Pottou End, and here a church, a 
large nni-sery-gardcn, and plots of ground culti
vated by tlie inhabitants, have all beeu "an
nexed" Vrom within the last Wo or tliree years. 
But at what was another hamlet, that of Frltls-
den, encroachment has been more pronounced. 
A cluster of small cottages stood at the bottom 
of a sloping goose-green, which was studded 
with cherry-trees, and useful to the occupants 
in a double sense. These cottages were first 
rid of their tenants, aud the liltle holdings con
verted into one farm. This done, the goose-
green was quietly turned iuto a field and let 
with the rest, the cheiTy-trces stiU testifying to 
its ancient use. If Mr. Augustus Smith and 
his advisers are proved to be right now, there 
is no doubt that these conversions of common 
into freehold land might have been prevented; 
and as the railmgs torn up have recently beeu 
carted away by order of Earl Browulow, it would ! 
seem that aU idea of re-enclosIng the disputed j 
tract has beeu abandoned. Yet, twelve mouths 
ago this nobleman and his advisers—perhaps 
there's an active agent there too—were quite 
as firmly convinced of the indisputable character 
of his rights, aud quite as bent upon enforcing 
them, as Sir Thomas Wilson is at present. The 
truth is, as the Commons Preservation Society 
gentlemen told us the other day, It is only quite 
recently that the Importance of preserving the 
open spaces near large towns iutact has been 
recognised. This society, which has on its 
council the Hon. E. "W. Cowper, M.P., Mr. J. ' 
S. Mill, M.P., Mr. Thomas Hughes, M.P., 
Professor Fawcett, M.P., Mr. Charles Buxton, 
aud other public men of the same stamp, 
well deserves support. ' Its leading principle,' 
as Its representative told us, 'is lo stimulate 
local public spirit,* aud it has helped us with 
sound advice ever since wc applied to it. 
Whenever a common within twenty miles of 
London Is assailed, the committee of this society 
wish to aid the residents near by enabling them 
to claim the protection of Mr. Cowper's act, 
and to preseiTC their common mthout convert
ing it iuto a park or garden, or altering its cha
racter. As far as tliis Heath is concerned, I 
no more believe it is necessary to purchase from 
Sir Thomas Wilson rights which the copy
holders and the public have enjoĵ ed from time 
immemorial, than it is to obtain his permission 

before inhaling the pure Hampstead air. I'm 
delighted he's shown his hand so plainly. We 
kuow what a claim of five thousand pounds to 
ten thousand pounds au acre means; and we 
cau sec every day what the effect of bis building 
would be. But just as his agent's thorough
going avowal to me at the meeting eighteen 
years ago prevented his building at all, so, as I 
firmly beUeve, will his prejxjsterous claim to 
the property of the puoUc, defeat itself, and 
confirm their rights and those of the copyholders 
for ever." 

PLAYS AND PLAYERS. 
PART I. THE OLD COMEDIES AND MELODEAMAS. 

THEEE is a good deal of what Charles Lamb 
called "this scene-turning" iu the word 
THEATRE and its associations. It is a charm 
aud spell, aud vrorks accordingly. Something 
in the scenes, the actors, and the douigs of 
actors—nay, even in things dimly associated 
with the stage, as printed plays—which has an 
air gorgeous and gUttering, imworldly fasci
nating, aud which seems to be a Httle beyond 
this earth. We grow older, and outUve the 
fictions which youth revels in; our vision 
penetrates below paint aud tinsel; we have 
teaiiicd that the gorgeous Realms of Bliss 
are only daubed canvas; it is forced on ns 
that all is au imposture, aud that, so fiu: 
from touching ou the celestial, is the most 
earthly of kuowu associations; and yet we 
cling to it. It has a hold on us. We will have 
It young, and charming, and gorgeous, as we 
once beheved it. In our latter davs, we go to 
the jdayhouse—good but old-fasliioncd word 
—and come away weary, scarcely with reluct
ance, as though business was over. This is the 
cxperieuce,we may swear it, of uiuety^iine grown 
persons. 

The fault of this change is not altogether with 
us. It rests "with our stage and its actors. The 
stage has lost the broad important position it 
once held—as a subject of conversation, of dis
cussion, and of general excitement—holdmg its 
owu with parUament aud pubUc events. Over a 
huudred years came out a masterly sathe by 
one Rev. Mr. ChurchiU, which scarified or 
lauded every actor or actress, from the hero 
down to the first murderer. Such masteriy 
Imes have uever siuce beeu writteu: every one 
bought the book ; there were half a dozen edi
tions sold iu a few XV'eeks; every one apphed 
the points, and kuew the actors, from Garrick 
down to Packer, But now, had wc some 
one that approached ChurchUl, who would 
read his satire, or who would kuow the obscure 
names with which he had to fiU it? Only 
a few years ago theatrical criticism had some
thing to criticise. Leigh Himt and llazlitt 
spent their wit and acumen on the stage, and 
their criticisms, which they published in volumes, 
make deUghtful reading. What critic would 
now desire lo have his " papers" cohected from 
the Times or other journals, or what publisher 
would issue such a book ? Let us turn over 
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the old dramatic memoirs which make a 
Ubrary in themselves, and we shaU see what 
a different place the profession held. TTie old 
DubUu theatre was a portion of Dublin Ufe 
itself. Not forty years ago it was the fashion
able louu^e, and ladies of quafity had their 
boxes, and went about every second night. 
There it was thiit Mr, Croker brought out his 
witty FamiUar Epistles, whieh dealt with the 
Irish sta^e much as ChurchiU had douc with 
tbe EngUsh. It succeeded, as far as sale went, 
(luite as weU as ChurcliiU's, and though the 
initials only of the actors' names were given, 
every one could fiU up the blank. No lady or 
Gentleman of that city would give themselves 
that trouble now. 

Oue reason is, there are uo plays, properly 
speaking—that is, pieces based on a profound 
study of human character, of its eternal and 
unchanging humours and characteristics com
mon to every age aud coimtry. The present 
race of play-writers tluiik only of the sur-
fece oddities of particular actors, which must 
be "written up" to, or of that taste, which 
is yet no taste—the miserable appetite for 
"sensation" effects. This is not even a healthy 
appetite ; it is the mere fancy of a convalescent, 
which nothing pleases. Sensationalism is 
founded on a false principle; it appeals only to 
one sense, which is soon wearied, and soon 
ceases to astonish or delight. 

As to plays, looking back, how infinitely 
superior •were the pieces of older days! We 
have only to turn over Garrick's correspond
ence to see the pains with which every urama 
was " blocked out," considered by mauy wise 
heads, altered and shaped, and, above aU, how 
long a play took to write. A more curious 
feature was the part the manager, who had vast 
experience, took in the composition and altera
tion. They were not "knocked off" as now; 
the play was written to be read, lliis was part 
of the author's profits, which often brought iu an 
additional hnndred pounds to his share. But if 
these modem pieces, which depend so much ou 
realistic effects, as the fii*e-engines, and real 
horses, and real houses, &c., be sold in book 
shape, or exhibited on paper, there would be 
Uttle left to print. 

If we turn over Bell's British Theatre, we 
shaU be astonished at the storehouse it is of 
humours aud characters. The comedies of the 
last century were great and important works, 
fuU of variety, ftiU of buoyancy, life, aud vigour. 
Nothing need be said of the immortal Good-na
tured Man and She Stoops to Conquer, treasuries 
of wit and humour; but there are others scarcely 
known, save to students of that period of litera
ture, that run those masterpieces very closely. 
Doctor Hoadley, a clergyman, wrote a comedy 
called TheSuspiciousHus'band, which, for gaiety 
and bustle and liveliness of speech, is delightful. 
Garrick's Ranger,the leading character, was long 
talked of by play-goers. Arthur Murphy's plays 
are all excellent. The Way to Keen Him, AU 
in the Wrong, The Citizen, and The Upholsterer, 
are broadly humorous, bold, ami ĉ irefully 
finished; foU of Ufe, with every character stand-

ing out. This, iudeed, explains the secret of 
the line of good actors who then flourished. 
They were given parts whieh bore study aud 
pondering over, and which had stuff iu them, 
aud were, in fact, " characters." Wliat a com
pany of degage writers ! The gay but loo free-
and-easy Mrs. Centlivre, the jovial General Bur-
goyne, and the boisterous trio of Hlbenilaus, 
BIckerstaff, O'Keefe, and Kane O'Hara, author 
of Midas. 

Put Midas beside the best of our modern 
burlesques, Ixiou, aud what a difference! The 
tme fault of the writmg of modern burlesques— 
and It is a fatal one—is, that they are writteu 
with too professecUy burlesque an air. The 
secret of the uuapproached success of Swift's 
burlesques, GuUiver, and The Modest Proposal 
for Curing and Eatmg Irish Children, was their 
genuine gravity of treatment, the perfect air of 
seriousness. Our modem burlesques approach 
this subject with an open irreverence ami 
professed playing of the fool. Not so with 
Midas, and not so even with Mr. Plauche. 
Taking up the succession, let us luunc Cumber
land's West Indian, and Garrick and Colmau's 
immortal Clandestme Marriage, a play that, 
Uke The Suspicious Husband, would weU bear 
revival, though, iudeed, to such a proposal it 
might be answered, as old Cibber answered a 
manager," But where the devil are your actors ?'* 
Lord Ogleby would make the fortune of auy 
actor, and Mrs.Heidigger would give an opening 
to a new Mrs. Clive. In High Lite Below Stairs, 
stIU occasionally acted in the provinces, Is a 
situation as real at this moment as it was a 
hundred years ago, and therefore well founded 
as a point of humour. But the golden a^e was 
not exhausted even with those days; and though 
Thomas ilorton caught the morbid Gcmiau tone 
of his day and discovered dramatic murders done 
thirty years ago by fincUng bloody clothes and 
daggers in old tninks, still such absurdities are re
deemed by varied character, humour, and gaiety. 
Speed the' Plough, with Sir Abel and Bob Handy, 
and never-dying Mrs. Grundy, aud the cheerful 
country dance, arc a most welcome night's enter-
tauiment, even in indifferent hands. Who liâ a 
not roared over The Cure for the Heartache, 
with the two Rapids aud the Nabob ? or over 
the no less excellent Heir-at-Law and Doctor 
Pangloss ? Thiuk of the Jealous Wife and Jlr. 
and Mrs. Oakley. What firm clear colour—Uke 
Hogarth's or Leslie's—what good solid charac
ter, nearwhich our modem figures seem aU thiu 
lath and plaster! Add the Rivals of the ad
mirable Briusley Sheridan, and his School for 
Scandal. But tne series is endless. Then, were 
there comedies to act, players to act them, and 
audiences to reUsli botli." What have we now 
to look to ? During the present generation 
there has been but one good and true play 
written on the old prhicijilo, aud which has held 
its ground, THE LADY or LYONS ; for the pieces 
of the late Douglas Jerrold, admirable as they 
were for wit, were scarcely stagey enough to 
attract the masses. That wonderful piece, simple 
in its story, with uo sensation, appeals to the 
eternal source of interest which is found in all 
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pits, boxes, and calleries in the world, and is, 
besides, set off with consummate stage tact, that 
it is certam to keep its jilace. 

Burlesques are undoing us. These uisipid 
pantomimes—for they arc uo more—are foster
ing au earthy taste. Charming young ladies In 
the dress of Greek goddesses are well enough 
to look a t ; so are what are called "break
downs." Rich dresses, ladies in men's coats, 
men in women's dresses; all this is for the eye; 
but anytliing whose attraction is addressed to 
the mere senses, how soon it palls ! Observe, 
too, how soon the Umit is reached. The heathen 
subjccis arc aU but exhausted. So with rich 
dresses, pageants, shows, real streets, and the 
like. The more magnificent, the more magni
ficence is wantmg for the next effort. Expense 
and imagination is soon at the eud of its 
tether. But with the mind it is otherwise. 
Human character is inexhaustible. 

Not that we are quite for what are caUed re
vivals — for bnrstlug into ancient sepulchres ! 
aud dragging ont the old bones and remains. 
There is a fashion belonging to every age. \ 
Only a few plavs, therefore, bear resurrection, 
and they must be prepared judiciously. Here, 
too, we may look back for direction to the past. 
During Garrick's reign no plays were in such 
favour as those of Beaumont and Fletcher, Far-
qiihar, and Shakespeare. Of all these. Rule a 
Wife aud Have a Wife was most foUowed. Every 
one knew Estifania and the Copper Captain by 
hear t ; but the jiuUcious handling of Garrick 
and his competent assistants had gone over 
them carefully, and had pruned away whole 
scenes, had added others merely to connect 
or hasten the action, and had, in short, 
abolished aU heaviness and old fashion. So 
with the Beaux Stratagem (how few have 
seen the humours of Archer and Scrub ! ) ; so 
with Ben Jonson's Alchemist—a stock play. 
Such triumphs were these, that the players 
were painted in their favourite characters, 
aud engraved iu mezzotint, aud had their 
heads, like Lofty's, stuck in the print-
shops. Zoffary — second only to Hogarth— 
found profit iii painting these theatrical scenes 
again and again; and his pictures of Abel 
Druggcr aud other characters—as accurate as 
photographs—show us that wonderful power 
of facial expression which was iu vogue thcu, 
aud whieh is now a lost a r t ; part of which lost 
art also is the power of elaborating a character 
by pure acting and by-pl,iy and bearuig— 
not by grotesque twist of 'mouth, grotesque 
clothes, and grotesque attiiudes. Whose head 
is now stuck iu the prmt-shops? What 
painter paints scenes from ])lays? Wliat scene 
would be worth the paintmg ?" 

There is one dramalic deparlmcnt of these 
old d;iys, which, however, we will all willinHv 
let die—the old farce. There our ancestors 
broke down,^saving always In the in.stauce of 
O'Keefr. Nothing more weary can be con
ceived than pieces o f t h e paile'i-n of No Snn<--
no Supper, The Turnpike Gate, and the like! 
The two-act arrangement made sucli a pro
traction and business of the "fun." As well 

{take your champagne in teaspoonfiUs. Our mo-
! dem farces are better—brisk, smart, ra t t l ing; 
I though there is begmning to be a sameness m 
the treatment. Our British uature never 
grows tired of the oue pattern. W e have too 
much of the cockney gentleman in the blue 

' coat and red check trousers, who takes lodg-
' ings and gets into wrong rooms. Bnt this 
! order of things is, alas! not our own. We 
I have imported it from the Palais Royal—nursery 
; of aU that is iivitty, sparkling. The transported 
! article, however, wants the bloom more than 
the expression of that unique theatre. 

' Another unfortunate hmdrance to a healthy 
I position for the stage is the fact that the Loudon 
theatres are now not theatres for London, but 

. for the kingdom. The audiences who come to 
see a successful piece coming from every to^wn, 
the piece is addressed to them. This is the 
secret of the long " r uns " of two and three 
hundred nights, which are absolutely necessary 
to let every one have an opportunity of seeing; 
and the result is, that the people of the 
metropolis are shut out from their own theatres; 
the same piece being always in the biUs. Bat 
if we turn over a file of playbills of the last cen
tury, we shaU see a difierent play every niglit; 
and thus the town had plenty of vai-iety. Even 
a new play did uot run more than nine consecu-
tlve nights. Thus the actors were practised and 
encouraged t o o ; for each had his fair chance. 
Indeed, the arrangement at old Drury Lane, 
imder Gan-ick's management, was almost magni
ficent. A staff of the best actors aud actresses, 
each a star—CUve, Pope, Young, King, Smith, 
Dexter, Woodward, Sliuter—were mamtained 
on the establishment. Each had his special 
play and special part, and each had his night 
ni turn, while on off nights the best actors played 
subordinate parts. Thus there was an agree
able change. 

Welcome indeed now, though languishmg, is 
a class of play much in favour towards the end 
of the last century—THE MELODRAMA ; good, 
healthy melodramas, not softened down too much 
into mental emotion, but with strong and raw 
effects. Who would not reUsh the stirring and 
exciting CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA, with its bri
gands concealed under the castle in theirprivate 
cavern, and the rich dresses, and SHIELD'S capi
tal music ? Even now The Wolf holds its own, 
and is- often trolled over the cheerfid bowl: 

Locks, bolts, and bars soon fly asunder, 
Then to rifle, roi), and plunder! 

N ow sets in a cloud of a softer mvstery—a speU 
ofthe supernatural—and the curtain rises on the 
CASTLE SPECTRE, by that famous professor of 
diablerie, whom his friend Byron would have 
given many a sugar-cane to 'have seen aUve 
again. With such art is this piece con-
siructcd, that there seems au air of nature and 
probabiUty over the whole, and fhe measured 
progress over five acts led us on leisurely and 
without haste. There is a tranquil air of the 
supernatural over the whole. Were the Castle 
Spectre properly and sumptuously revived, it 
would be a most effective piece, even now; 
but, unhappily, it is only a good play written 
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merely for dramatic effect and to excite 
the audience, and there bemg uo " show 
p a r t " in it to set off a particular actor, it 
•wdl lie undisturbed on tne shelf. Of the 
same school was the M J L L E R AND HIS M E N , 
with its bandits, aud a funny man-servant also, 
who, with his master, gets lost in a forest—yet 
the whole founded on a good notion. There is 
the wicked miller, Grindoff, with his procession 
of mUlers, each carrying a sack to the mlU in 
the distance to Sir Henry Bishop's excellent 
music. 

When the wind blo-o-owg, 
Then the mill go-o-oes; 

and that mysterious quintet in the cottage, when 
the travellers are going to rest, " Stay! prithee, 
s tay!" There were English composers then, 
who have gone out with the melodramas—men 
who vTTote with a good distinct EngUsh style, 
which has held its own to this hour. I t wUl 
be otherwise with the sham ItaUan, sham 
German, which now obtains. The Bleeding 
Nun, or Raymond and Agnes! another of 
the school, as good as a chapter of Mrs. 
RadcUffe. Forests aud mns kept by landlords of 
bad character; these were the dregs our old 
melodramatists dearly loved to mix in their 
caldrons. How often -with bated breath and 
the very sweetest sense of mterest—aU but 
love—have we sat absorbed while this story 
shifted before ns ! That was iu the jacket days. 

FoUowing down the succession, ŵ e have ^e-
keli, or the Siege of Montgatz — plenty of 
fighting—the hero concealed in a cask, ana yet 
rather bold and noisy. Who has not a sueakmg 
penchant for the dashing brigand chief iu the 
splendid dress, velvet jacket, silver buttons, and 
peaked hat, so brave, so gallant, so accomplished, 
who has a joyous abandon and recklessness 
that make him the darling of the innkeeper's 
daughters—the brilliant Alessandro Masseroni ? 
There was but one brigand chief, aud his name 
was more like Wallachio (Wallack, he was 
known by here) than Masseroni. What firings, 
what groupings along the stage cliffs and sloping 
hiUs!—what music here, also : 

Now mom is breaking, 
Slowly awaking! 

Mark the venerable Prince Bianchi, whose son 
has joined the brigands aud " spotted" his owu 
father's house as a " cr ib" to be "cracked." The 
ToyaUst soldiers are very effective. This play is 
weh suited to "officers and gentlemen." I can 
recal a night of " garrison amateur theatricals " 
at a very large pubUc theatre, with The 
Brigand underlmed. Major Saddletree brought 
dowu speciaUy to play the daring Alessandro. 
He had often done the part ou small mess-room 
boards—bijou stages—but had never essayed his 
powers in the opeu country, the free stage, with 
money-takers at the doors". There was a great 
house, the play went on excellently, exceptmg the 
customary weakness abont the knees, aud diffi
culties about the disposal of hands. But every 
one agreed that Saddletree was excelling himself. 
H i s " Gentle ZiteUa" was encored rapturously. 
I t drew ou to the last scene where Ales

sandro is reconnoitring •with a view to the 
piUage of his owu father's house—but he did not 
kuow of their near relationship—and finds liim
self aloue in his ancestral halls, or haU, rather. 
The audience had not so much as the dimmest 
conception that there were such near and dear 
ties between tbe bandit and the proprietor ofthe 
castle. Suddenly he hfts his eyes to a picture 
in a richly gilt frame which we all think wiU 
eUcit a professional remark, when, instead, we 
see Saddletree turn round, and hear him say 
promptly: " 'Tis my mother!" The surprise— 
the almost startling character of this revelation 
—was too much, and a roar of hearty laughter 
from the whole house, sustained for mauy 
minutes, showed how the audience were affected. 

OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. 
THE BATTLE OF VINEGAR HILL. 

I N April, 1798, there was scarcely a fanner's 
house where pretty Irish girls, with frightened 
glances at the windows, were not cutting up roUs 
of innocent greeu ribbon into rebel cockades for 
the hats of fathers, brothers, aud lovers. There 
was scarcely a lonely moonUt bawn, or old Danish 
encampment, where wUd striplings, armed with 
pikes, were not practising the right and left 
wheel, the raUying square, or the charge. Down 
many a rough country lane, between the desolate 
stone walls, cars were jolting with clatter
ing loads of pike-handles. On many a mountain, 
from Benabola to the Scalp of WIcklow, bon
fires were heapmg, and stem-faced meu mutter
ing threats against the Protestants. In many 
a roadside chapel, behind bolted doors, grim-
looking priests, with faces steeled to the work, 
were olessing half-naked, ragged, headstrong 
pikemen who were to begin the holy work 
and face the swinging yeomanry sabres twenty-
four hours after. I n dismal cabins, mere holes 
in the bank roofed with turf, or in bidden 
places between the deep chocolate-coloured 
trenches in the bogs, where the snipe whistled, 
aud the wild cotton, mfiled white, many a rebel 
forged the pike-head, kissed the green ribbons, 
adjusted his taUsman agamst buUets, or said 
his Aves in supplication to the Virgin that he 
might be guarded from the yeomanry bayonets 
on the morrow. The Curragh of liildare was 
dark with savage pikemen; on the Wicklow 
mountains they were gathering m force; 
Limerick was alight; even In Ulster and Dowu 
there was danger; but the central crater was 
Wexford, for there every third man was in 
arms against the red-coats. From the mouth of 
the Slaney to Enniscorthy, from Hook Head 
to Duubrody, the pikes were assembling, and 
the green sashes waiting for the fiery sit^nals. 

There is no doubt that, from l/OG, the fears 
of a French invasion had driven the goyemment 
to dangerous and oppressive severities. Re
pression, and uot reform, was Lord Camden's 
primary principle. The Insurrection Act gave 
powers to auy seven alarmed and tyrannical 
magistrates to assume, after requisition, the 
power of seizing, imprisonmg, and sending to 
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(lie fleet, almost without trial, any persons 
fomid at unlawful assemblies. The yeomanry 
were savage, thievish, and insolent; Deasts or 
hiudeuwerc impressed for basmge transport, 
witiiout regard to auj private riijhts; the billet
ing was shamefully abused; Habeas Corpus 
was suspended; areests ou secret informa
tion of spies were incessant; and the seizure 
of anns was made a pretest for every variety 
of arrogant oppresbion. It is the hist straw 
breais the camel's back, the Arab says, and 
here was a whole truss-full. 

In 1705, the year the first Orange lodge was 
formed, and the" year bel'ore the yeomanry was 
organised, Napper Tandy had fled to avoid 
trial. Wolf Tone, a coachmaker's son, and a mis
chievous adventurer, had escaped to America. 
Dr. Jackson, an envoy from the French govern
ment, had been tried for high treason, and 
poisoned himself iu the dock. In 170B the govern
ment was moved to fresli severities by the unsuc
cessful attempt of General Hoehe, with fifteen 
sail-of-thc-line, tcu frigates, twenty-seven trans
ports, and fifteen thousand men, to land m 
Baiitiy Bay. In 179S, Lord Camden's vigilance 
was unremittmg, and it was by his seizure of 
the chief conspirators in Dublin before the day 
fixed for the outbreak that the subsequent 
failure of the imlbrtuuate rebellion must be 
mainly attributed. Mr. Reynolds, ot Kilkea 
Castle, a retired silk-inanulacturer, betrayed 
the Leinster delecates, who, fifleen in number, 
were seized at the house of OHver Bond, a 
woollendraper in Bridge-street, Dublin. Em
met, the sou of a surgeon, afterwards huug 
for treason, was among the number. Tlie 
leader of the United Irishmen, Lord Edward 
I'itzgerald, was also aiTestcd on the Sth of 
May, at the house of Murphy, a featherman, 
in Thomas-street. He fought desperately with 
a dagger, mtUctmg mortal wounds on a Cap
tain Kyan, and disembowelliug another ofiicer. 
Lord Edward was shot ui tbe sti'uggle by Major 
Sirr, and died a month after, of his wounds aud 
mental ii-ritation. These arrests, and those 
of the two Sheares, barristers, utterly discon
certed the rebels and disarranged all their 
plans. The police pursued the conspirators, aud 
drove them to a hurried and premature insur
rection, which was trodden out in most places 
bit by bit. An attempt on the night of the 23rd 
of May was unsuccessful, Neilson, the leader, 
being captured by a jailer while reconnoitiing. 
General Lake's measures were prompt and firm. 
Strong pickets were placed on all the canal 
bridges, and militia regiments drawn up ou 
St. Stephen's Green, the garrison and yeomanry 
drums beat to arms, and all the alarm-posts 
were mstantly occupied. The country roads, 
alleys, gateways, stable-lanes, aud byways 
of the Liberty were already swarming 
with pikemen, lurking there ready at beat of 
rebel drum to rush out and intercept the yeo
manry as they hurried to their reudezvous. 
The mail-coaches were all to be stopped and 
destroyed at a signal, the water supply ot Dublin 
was to be cut off, the Custom House to be 
seized, the Castle to be stormed by men with 

cutlasses and pistols, who were to murder tke 
lord-lieutenant. Lord Castlereagh, and thestrt 
There was no time to be lost. Every diujf 
yard and city garden was fuU of hidden atim. 
The yeomanry were half of them United Iririi. 
men; the domestic servants, two-tMrds sj)ie», 
were preparing to murder their masters. Tie 
very faniplighters refused to Ught the ianm 
till "forced at the point of theoayonet. lie 
mountains from the Scalp in Wicklow to 
Mount Leinster in Wexford were bright wil 
signal-fires, the increase or diminution of wbkk 
were understood by the expectant rebels. 

General Lake issued a proclamation early on 
the 21th, requiring all the inhabitants ri 
Dublin except certam privileged persons to 
remain in tlieir houses from nine o'clock at i d ^ 
tin five in the morning, under pain of puiiik. 
meut. All persons who had registered arai 
were to give in an inventory, to be filed it 
the town clerk's ofiice, and all persons who 
had uot registered their arms were reqnind 
to instantly deliver them up to thê  lotdma;oc 
or some magistrate, on pain of being sent en 
board the fleet without trial Houieteepeo 
were also required to place outside their dooa 
a list of all tenants of the house, especiallr 
speciiyiug strangers. 

On the night ot the 23rd there were seretd 
partial risiiiM. The Belfast mail was bulled 
at Bantry, tue Limerick mail was stopped on the 
Curragh," and the guard and coachmanmurdered; 
the Atliloue coach was broken up at Lucan, and 
the Cork mail destroyed at Naas. At lUtb&O-
ham, Lucan, Lusk, CoUon, and Baltmglas, the 
rebels aud yeomanry met, and iu all cases tke 
green cockades were repulsed. On the foliov-
mg day, Claue, Naas, Ballymoie-Eustace, aad 
Kilcullen were attacked. 'At Prosperonj, * 
town seveuteen miles from Dublin, forty net 
ot the North Cork Militia and twenty to-
tish Cavalry were surprised in their qnuiei^ 
whieh were easily set on fire, the cellars fafi^ 
fuU of straw. The screaming victmu ^ 
leaped out of the windows were received on As 
pikes of the shoutiug rebels. "t 

Some headlong but imdisciplined attacks oî  
troops at Naas aud Carlow were unsuocessfnli 
On Saturday, the 2Gth of May, the ima 
broke out in Wexford. A bonire lighted ot 
the hill of Corrigma was answered by lUwtilBt 
ou Boulnvogue. In the latter place the i«bu 
leader was "father Murphy, a priest who W 
graduated at Seville. He was the son of a am* 
farmer, and had been educated at the hedg* 
school at Ferns. This man, of a savage » 
termined disposition, began by burning eviW 
Protestant house ui Kilcormiok, and piltiiig^ 
the Protestants he could seize. It was said tw 
the soldiers had burned the house and chip* 
of this man, and that he had vowed yengsanfl* 

The royalist.s, having dispersed a rebel caBP 
with about three thousand men on a ridge^ 
the Slieve Bridge Mountains, and afterwBW 
burned two chapels and one huudred cabins, U 
attempt was next made to attack the rebel 
position on the hill of Outart, two miles from 
Gorey. Colonel Foote pursumg an advantage 

X"* "ST 
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;oo recklessly, the rebels turned, and, incited by 
Father John, piked and shot the whole detach
ment (one hundred and five men), all but the 
lieutenant-colonel, a sergeant, and three pri
vates. The garrison of Gorey at once retreat
ing to Arklow, followed by a crowd of terrified 
loyalists, Father John attacked the town of 
Enmsoorthy on the 28th. 

Thb town is bisected by the river Slaney. 
The market-house, court, and the suburbs of 
Xempleshauuon and Drnmgoold, are on the 
north side, at the foot of Vinegar Hill. It is a 
place of abont five thousand inhabitants, and 
lies about twelve miles from Wexford, which is 
ninety-two miles from Dublin. The garrison 
consisted of about three huudred militia and 
yeomanry, and they formed on the bridge, and 
on Duffry - gate - hill, upon the Carlow road, 
placing sergeants' guards iu the market-house 
and the old castle. The rebels advanced, driving 
cattle and horses before them to break and 
distract the enemy's fire, and at the same time 
firing from behind the waUs and hedges with 
steadiness aud celerity. The insui'gents being 
many of them good shots (Wexford abounding 
in water-fowl), the fire was as heavy as it was 
well directed. Falling back on the town 
mider shelter of a charge of cavalry, the yeo-
maury were now beset on every side, and 
were fired at from the windows. The rebels, re
pulsed at the bridge, forded the river out of reach 
of the musketry. The inhabitants setting fire to 
the houses in the neighbourhood of the troops, 
the streets were so full of smoke that they 
could not discern their opponents till they saw 
the charging pikes. The flames from either 
aide of the street met in an arch over the 
yeomen's heads, singeing their hair, and 
burning the red plumes from their helmets 
and the tufts from their shakos. Making a 
great stand in the ilarket-honse-square, the 
garrison was at last compelled to retreat to 
Wexford, as Enniscorthy was being gi-adually 
sarronnded, and a night attack on their 
position seemed imminent. As the green flags, 
with, the yellow harps blazoned on them, 
pressed fast into the town, the gkre of the 
bnming houses lit the yeomanry on the road 
to Wexford. The troopers carried before 
them, on their horses, tlie old people, the 
sick, the woimded, the women, aud the chil
dren. Many ladies, wiid with horror, waded 
the river Slaney with their children on their 
backs, and flew to the woods, where they were 
hunted for days after, as if they had been 
wolves. The Catholics of Enniscortiiv, who 
had pUed the rebels with whisky durmg the 
night, now welcomed them with screams of joy. 
They set fire to all the chief Protestant houses, 
dragging out the men and murdering them in 
the street before the eyes of their wives and 
children. Bv midnight, fom- hnndred aud 
seventy-eight houses, taverns, store-sheds, and 
malt-houses had been reduced to ashes. Cellars 
were broken opeu by fanatics who drank them
selves mad, shouting that no heretic should be 
left ahve in old IreUuid. More than a huudred of 
the infantry, militia, cavalry, not reckoning the 

Protestant volunteers, fell in that day of street 
fighting; while upwards of five huudred dead 
rebels strewed the fords, island, and bauks of 
tbe Slaney and the entrances of the town. 

The next morning the Irish destroyed the 
church of Enniscorthy with ferocious delight. 
They made bonfires of the organ, the pews, the 
communion-table and pulpit before tlie church 
door, aud flimg the Bibles and Prayers into the 
flames. They carried off the church hell on 
beams to Viuegar Hill, as an alarm-bell for the 
camp they were making there, aud to beat the 
hours. 

Vinegar Hill, which rises beyond the last 
huts of Enniscorthy, is conical, with a 
gradual ascent from cultivated fields and 
strips of pasture aud potato-land, divided by 
deep clay ditches, hedges, and loose stone 
walls. On the top of the crater-like cone 
stood the enclosed ruins of a windmill, whieh 
was nsed as a prison for Protestants, aud as a 
shamble for their executioners. Good roads 
wound ronud the base of the hill, and it com
manded the river Slaney. It was well chosen 
for guerilla troops, who could fight from wall to 
wall, aud the fosses aud trenches would be 
troublesome to cavalry and artillery. Father 
John intrenched it above and below, aud on 
the top he placed batteries. Ten thousand pea
sants soon tlockcd to the rendezvous. A large 
garrison was placed in the town, with an olficer's 
guard, relieved every day from the hill. The 
glebe oflices were used as storehouses for pro
visions and arms. Strong pickets, sentinels, 
and videttes were placed at the avenues leading 
to the town, and parties were seut out to brmg 
iu Protestant prisoners to be piked and shot 
during the daily parades in the camp. 

From ten to twenty priests attended the 
insurgents, each of whom daily said mass 
at the head ol Ids owu column, and read 
1 he roll-call of his owu parishioners, ex
horting them to extirpate heresy. Commis
saries, each with his retinue of pikemen, levied 
provisions for the rebels. The farmers and 
neighbonriug gentry sent cattle, beer, aud 
wine to propitiate Father John and the other 
chiefe. The hill was covered Tftdth rou^h tents of 
blankets, chintz bed-cui'tains, tablecloths, and 
window-cui'tams, part of the plunder of the 
town, thrown over poles bent into arches. The 
meu slept on blankets round the fires, and, afraid 
of beiug robbed, lay on their stomachs, with 
their hats and shoes tied under their breasts. 
The camp was a scene of drunken uproar, de
bauchery, and cruelty. While the stolen cattle 
were being killed and broiled in stewiug-paus, 
some of the pikemen roasted on bayonets large 
pieces of meat with the hide still on, leaving the 
carcases to rot outside the tents. The bagpipes, 
fiddles, and lifes played night and day; the 
druuken men danced while the half-starved 
prisoners were beiu^ shot against the wuidmitl 
walls, and Father John and his brother field-
otficers were feastmg outside their tents, under 
the green flag thut waved on the top of the mill. 

The atrocities of the rebel executions (not 
that the yeomanry were less bloodthii'sty) 
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equalled those of the French Revolution. From 
thirteen to fifteen Protestants were put to 
death ever? morning, the executioners cross
ing themselves, and prayin* before they dis
charged their muskets. Tney tortured many 
prisoners—putting out their eyes and then starv
ing them. They compelled Protestants to shoot 
each other. If a man was able to "prove 
himself a Christian" by saying Catholic prayers, 
they sonietiuies liberated him. Some men were 
buried half alive, aud in one or two cases even 
then escaped and recovered. 

About five himdred persons, men of for-
tmic, justices, clergymen, merchants, farmers, 
labourers, and mechanics, perished in these mas
sacres. Several scenes of great pathos occurred 
during these cruel trials in the camp. On the 30th 
of May, W îlliam Neil, a farmer of Ballybrenuen, 
and his two sons, Henry and Bryan, were taken 
to Vinegar Hill. Joseph Murphy, the leader of 
the pikemen, swore that he would bring in no 
more Orangemen unless they were put to death 
quicker. A conference was held, and the father 
aud two sons were, of course, instantly con-
deniued. They first led ont Bryan, who Pegged 
them to shoot liim, and not to torture him with 
pikes. One of the men said he should not die 
so easily, and stmck him on the head with an 
adze ; as he reeled back, two others stabbed bim 
with spears, and a third then shoved the rest 
aside aud shot the man. The father was then 
brought forward, and, soliciting to be shot, was 
thrust on his knees and fired at by the exe
cutioner three times. Father Roche, who at 
tended the execution, then ordered the man 
who fired to try if his piece would go off in the 
air. Ou its doing so, Father Roche liberated 
the farmer, imputing liis escape to Divine Pro
vidence. Another of Neil's sous was burnt bv 
the-rebels in a barn, with two or three hundred 
other Protestant prisoners, at Scullabogne. 

Another day, John Mooney, a doctor's ser
vant, was dragged out of the mil] and placed be-
sidearow of sixteen dead men. Brieu, the execu
tioner, according to custom, desired him to turn 
his hack. Mooney refused, saying he was not 
afraid to face a bullet; and seeing the execu
tioner was ragged, took off his coat, waistcoat, 
and hat, gave tliein to him for his trouble, tell
ing him to come nearer and do the business 
piopcrly. The ruflian, struck with his courage, 
swore it was a proof of his imioceuce, aud he 
would have nothing to do with liim. On this, 
Murtagb Brien, alias Kane, a savage wretch, 
rose from his knees (for he was praying), and 
presenting his blunderbuss, insisted' on shoot
ing the heretic; but Brien interfered, threat
ened to blow out the brains of any man who 
even attempted to injure Mooney, aud dis
missed the prisoner. 

The men in the camp used to cry out to the 
prisoners, " There will be soon but one religion 
oiithe face of the earth. This is the liandiwork 
of God, for Father John Murphy catches red-hot 
bullets in his hand. We tell you a priest can 
bring a lighted candle out of a pail of water." 
The nrlests also reviled them. " Yon sons of 
Belial,'* they said, "that withstood our holy 

religion, which existed eight hundred years be 
fore yours began, you will sec how these pike 
men wiU treat you imless there is a grefl 
reformation in yon," 

On the 14th of June, a poor woman, mmu 
Hall, went to the Vinegar Hill prison to see hei 
husband, who was shut up there. She forcec 
her way through the rebels, and found them 
dragging his body by the heels, a mau with a 
green sash on supermtending the executaon. 
As she knelt and took the body in her arms the 
clouds thundered and lightene'd, on which the 
rebels fell on their knees and blessed themselves. 
She said, " God is angry at your act." 

" No," they rephed, with an oath, " God is 
sounding the horn of joy because an Orange
man is killed." Upon this her husband, ffhom 
she had thought dead, stretched out his feet, 
turned to her, said faintly, " MoUy, my dcaî  
take me from these people," and expired, lie 
body was black as if with lashes, and was 
pierced at the breast with a bullet. The rebels 
refused to let her take the body, aud said, 
if she was so fond of a dead husband, they 
would cut his body in pieces and fasten them to 
her. There was an old man with a scythe, who 
used to go round the bodies after an execu
tion aud strike ou the head those who still 
breathed. Many were buried while still gasp
ing. The rebels frequently pierced the Iwdies 
with swords, or dragged tnem with diouts 
round the hill. Many of the prisoners were 
shaved and pitch caps were placed on their 
heads. Some were lashed with brass wire (this 
mode of torture was fashionable recently in Ja
maica, but it was not the negroes who used it). 
As the Protestants grew scarcer, the rebels used 
slower tortures. A favourite cruelty of theirs 
was to put a wedge-shaped stoue in a Pro
testant's month, and then to stamp on the 
broader end. 

Father John Murphy was a bold, hght̂ jom* 
plcxioned mau of about forty-five. He Vfss 
not very tall, but well made, strong, and agile. 
He was very passionate, and when in a nae 
was savage as a mad tiger. He wore pi&im-
iu a cross-belt over his vestment, and oaioei' 
a pix, oil for extreme imction, and a (mcMi 
in his pocket. Thomas Dixon, another Weâ  
ford chieftain, was the son of a publican, irim 
had first been a tanner aud then the master.ofA 
merchant-vessel. His wife was evenmore savage 
and relentless thau himself. There were afo 
gentlemen among the rebel generals. JohnOd* 
clongh was au amiable and exceileut man,.vho 
protested against all excesses. Mr. Grogan, of 
Johnstown Castle, another chief, was an old in-; 
firm man, who had been three times high sheriffs 
The rebel governor of Wexford, Keogh, •ffas* 
half-pay captain, who had served with creditin 
America. Another leader, who bitterly repMted 
having joined so bloodthirsty a set of patriot̂  
was Beaucham)) Bagiial Harvey, of Bai^J 
Castle, an ccccutric aud good-natured barristar 
—thin, shauibling, short,"vrith features crampfli 
with the small-pox, and a gav tremulous voice. 
Father Clinch, nuotherof the'priests moataotirt. 
iu urging on the troops and in selling th**: 
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capulars to protect from lead aud steel, was a 
urly man, of huge stature, who rode a large 
rhite horse, and wore a sclmetar, with a broad 
ross-belt, and a pair of loug horse-pistols. 

While the camp was being organised, aud 
/"incMr HiU was being soaked with Protestant 
ilood, Wexford had been seized by the in 
urgents, and a provisional government esta-
ilisued. The rebels had already shown a desire 
0 imitate the French Jacobins by dancing round 
i tree of liberty at Enniscorthy, by openly com-
tarmg two of their leaders to Santerre and 
llarat, and by singing semi-French songs with 
he chorus of " 'V'iva-lk." The chief Wexford 
Protestants were seized, aud thrust mto a sloop 
n the harbour, the town jail, and the market 
lOuse. Murder soon commenced. 

On the morning of the 19th of June, Thomas 
)ixon, the rebel captain, rode to the jail door, 
Lud swore loudly that by sunset not a prisoner 
hould be left alive, nor a soul left to tell the 
ale. Soon after the town bell rang, aud the 
Irums beat to arms to assemble the pikemen 
rho were to march to the Three Rocks agaiust 
General Morris's brigade. That same eveniu:̂  
)ixou assembled his men, and hoisting a black 
lag, which had ou one side a large blood-red 
iross, aud on the other the initials M.W.S. 
" Murder Without Siu"), sifi;uifyiug it was no 
in to murder a Protestant, led the prisoners 
0 the bridge where they were to be executed. 
Uach batch was preceded by a black fla" some 
Immmers and nfers, and was escorted by a 
trong guard of pikemen. The mob consisted 
f mure women than meu, and they shouted at 
he death of each vlctun. The usual manner of 
nttmg them to death was this: Two rebels 
lUshed their pikes into the prisoner's breast, and 
wo iuto his back. They then lifted him up 
rrithmg in torture, held hun suspended till he 
ied, and then threw him over the parapet into 
he water. Some Protestants, however, saved 
hemselves by going through Romau Catholic 
eremonies, or repeating the Ave Maria. 

While the massacre was proceeding, a rebel 
aptain besought the popish bishop, who was 
almly sipping his wine alter dinner, to save the 
risoners. The bishop replied that it was no 
ffair of his—the people must be gratified, aud 
equested the captain to sit down and take a 
lass of wine. The captain, however, iiidig-
antly refused, and took his leave. When about 
iuety-seven victims had already suffered, Roche 
ame galloping into the town and ordered the 
rums to beat to anus, as Vinegar Hill was 
early surrounded by the king's troops, and 
very man was wanted in the camp. At this 
ery moment the bridge was drenched with 
lood, and blood was streaming dowu the pikes 
f the four executioners, who had a man aloft 
truggling on their spears. When the ill-news 
rrived, the assassins hurried off, leaving three 
risoners to be led back to the jail. DIxou, 
ituming, ordered more Protestants from the 
il, prison - ship, and market - house to be 
lurdered in batches of from ten to tweuty. 
a Protestants out of ten had been im-
lied, when Father Corrln came running up 

to save the residue. Finding all his argu
ments useless, the priest at, length took oil his 
hat, and desired the murderers to kneel dowu 
with him aud pray for the souls of the poor pri
soners before they put them to death. Havmg 
got them iu this attitude, he said: 

"Now j>ray to God to have mercy on your 
own souls, and teach you to show tliat kindness 
towards these men which you ex])cct from 
Him iu the hour of death aud in the day of 
judgment." 

He then rose aud led the Protestants back to 
prison unopposed. The massacre ceased about 
eight o'clock in the evcniug; out of forty-eight 
in the niarket-liouse, only uiuetcen had escaped. 

In the mean time, the camp ou Vuu'gar Hill 
was gradually beiug surrounded by General Lake 
with infantry, militia, and cavafry. A vast mob 
of Shanavests, Caravats, United lrisliuieu,\\ hite 
Boys, and Peep o' Day Boys, were occupied 
iu nuirderiug prisoners,'dancing, drillln"-, feast
ing, and praving, within sound of the big bell 
stolen from lEnniscorthy, Father Murphy, the 
tigerish priest, was there in his vestments aud 
cross-belt, aud Father Clluch, the giant, ou 
the bony white horse. There were thii'teen 
guns, the largest a six-pouuder, on the hill, and 
mauy carts full of shot. Tlie rebels also nsed 
round stones and hard clay balls instead of Iron 
or lead, and manufactured a rough kind of gun
powder that lost its force after a few days. 
Their pieces they fired with hghted sods of turf 
and wisps of straw. 

Even at the momeut that Vinegar HIU was 
surrounded, the rebels continued their cruelties. 
Flying parties were continually bringing in fresh 
victims to be shot, piked, or slashed with 
scythes outside the windmill wall; men still 
alive were thrown into marl-pits or hurled into 
burning houses. Catholics shot their oldest 
neighbours and friends who had sought shelter in 
their lofts or pigsties. The houses of the gentry 
were attacked by night by men who, covered 
with feather-beds as shields, drove in the doors 
and wuidows with sledge-hammers. Often the 
rebels were repulsed by the desperate fire kept 
up by Protestants driven to despair, and fighting 
for their wives and children. In one horrible in
stance a beautiful giil was shot in mere wantou-
ness and thrown into a shallow grave, her golden 
hair remaining outside the earth aud blowmg 
to aud fro for days, till some rebels iu pity gave 
the mangled body a more complete interment. 

The war had become a religious war. There 
was fear on the one side, aud hatred ou the 
other. The Protestant yeomanry plundered aud 
burnt houses with or without reason. They 
flogged and shot any one they met, aud often 
on the most unreasonable suspicious. They 
hung and burnt the rebels by scores when
ever they had an opportunity. The Hessians 
iu particular were as cruel as mercenaries 
generally are. They repeated m Ireland the 
atrocities wluch had before rendered their name 
detestable iu Scotland and in America. The 
volunteers were brutal, aud hardly less ferocious 
In their cruel retaliations. 

The rebels under the greenflag on the windmill. 
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little conscious how soon and with what terrible 
certainty the lion's paw was abont to come dowu 
upon tliem, slill entertamed the most extrava
gant hopes. The burly vociferating priests, 
who urged them to sweep Ireland free of 
heretics, aud sold them Gospels to preserve 
them from sword and bullet, kept them blind to 
all sense of danger, assured them that three 
hundred thousand pikemen woidd soon be
leaguer Dublin, and that twenty thousand 
French blue-coats were ou the point of hinding 
at Bantry to drive out the EngUsh, and plant 
the gi'ceu flag on Dublin Castle. Father 
Murphy was to lead them to glory; Father 
Roche was to shout "Eriu-go-bragh" at the 
lord-lieutenant's table; Garret Byrne aud his 
meu were to camp in the Phoenix Park, and 
swing General Lake on the highest gibbet. 
Father Cliuch would catch the Protestant bullets 
iu his hand, and pive them to the boys to pepper 
the red-coats with. Viva-la! No more sing
ing " Croppies lie dowu" in heretic barracks ; 
uo more roaring " Boyue Wat er" at fux-hunting 
dinners. It was death or hberty now; Irelaucl 
for the Irish, and the heretics to their own hot 
quarters. Not a soul with the " black drop" iu 
him should remain alive. So yelled the liaK-
naked thousands in the windmill cainp outside 
Enniscorthy. I 

Meanwhde, and with terrible precision, tbe 
Ninth Dragoons and Hompescus's Hussars 
closed round the swarming ant-hill. Onthe'one 
side were half-naked, hah-y-chested, yelling 
peasants, with scvthes, hay-kiiives, scrapers, 
currying-knives, adzes, old rusty bayonets fixed 
on poles, or spears sharpened iuto swords, 
and armed with hooks; on the other, the stiff 
firm Fcncibles, the mihtia, and the stout, clumsy 
yeomanry cavalry, moving like automatons wltL 
mathematical accuracy, sabres in a line, pig
tails in a row, cartouche-boxes level as a die. 
The rebels had muskets, and could skirmish, 
and detour, aud extend, and contract their 
Ibies; but they eould not fire volleys, and, bein» 
ignorant of artillery practice, they could neither 
point their light guns with accuracy, nor keep up 
a steady, continuous fusillade. Their artillery
men were generally prisoners uot to l)e de-' 
pended upon, and they had taken no care to' 
drill themselves or to preserve discipline. They . 
were furious ui the attack, and, like most of the! 
Celtic races, desponding after repulse. At 
bay, behind stone walls and hedges, in defiles, I 
or on the moimtain-side, they were dangerous; 
but even against a .single brigade of a 'regular , 
army they were no more to be dreaded than a' 
mob of mischievous boys. Crowded in masses 
of thousands, with no great miud to direct! 
them or to inspire them with confidence, with 
uo real leader, and scattered into separate de-' 
tachments, they could neither attack with sue-' 
cess uor rally when broken. Not the horsewhip j 
of Father Murphy uor the pistol-shots of Father i 
Cliuch could reduce to order those once-routed 
masses in the huge frieze great-coats. | 

On the 16th of June, General Lake resolved 
to relieve Wexford and Enniscorthy, and rescue I 
the royalist prisoners. The general's orders I 

were, that General Dmidas and General Lofta< 
should unite forces at Camew, while G&ie. 
ral Johnson and Sir James Duff should drive 
the rebels from Carrlckbyrne HiU, and takhig 
a position near Old Ross, patrol the coim
try towards the Black Stair Mountain. Sir 
Charles Asglll was to occupy Gore's Brldfê  
Borrls, and GraJgenamena; General Moore was 

I to land at Ballyback Ferry, aud unite with Gene
ral Johnson at Foulkes's Mill. In the mean tim^ 
the gun-boats and armed vessels were to enter 
Wexford harbour to assist in the attack on ti« 
town; and the gun-boats from Waterford were 
to support General Moore and his corps at 
Clonisner. The columns of attack consisted of por
tions of the Dublin, County Sligo, Royal Meath, 
and Roscommon MiUtia, the S9th Regrnieatof 
Foot, the Suffolk Feiicible Infantrv, the Stii 
battalion of the GOth Reguneut, tue 1st bat
talion Light Infantry, and the 4th Light Bat
talion; while the base of the hill was to be 
secured and swept by the 9th Dragoous, the 
Dunlaviu Yeomanry Cavalry, and Hompeschs's 
Hussars. The Irisli Royal Artillery were also.ta 
co-operate with howitzers. 

The columns of attack reported themselves 
on the evening of the 20t:) as in readiness far 
the advance at daybreak. Two brigades weâ  
however, missing—General Moore's (snlififr 
queutly the hero of Corunna) and GeneraL 
Needham's. Ou his march to Taghena, Moors 
had beeu attacked near Foulkes's Mill, had 
driven back the rebels who assailed his cannon 
at a bridge, and followed them into Wex. 
ford. As for Needliani, fearful of surprise is. 
the deep covered wavs, and embarrassed wili 
four hundred carts full of military supplies,!? 
arrived too late to join in the attack on thehilli 
which could uot be delayed, as the rebds TPWP 
threatening to send remforcements to Eau*-
corthy, which was being stormed by Johnsoa's 
brigade. 

About seven o'clock on the 21st of Junetto 
great bell of the windmill beat out its alann. 
Sir James Duff aud the red-coats were advancaaf 
by the Ferns road. General Johnson harinftii-
ported his arrival on the opposite side of tap 
Slaney, near Enniscorthy. General LoEtus and 
his light infantry supported either flank of 
Dufi's brigade as he advanced up the hfll iiniy 
a shower of howitzers. The meu iu the frifitt; 
coats grasped their pikes and muskets, an* 
waited grimly behind theii' brass guns andthp 
high clav banks round the windmill; alofflj. 
the soutb-east ridge of the hill the reh^ 
yelled and beat their drums. Many of them 
wore the brass-plated and red-tufted shakw 
and the helmets of murdered yeomanry and 
militia. General Lofius then took a narrow n«i 
to the left, diverging from the main one, and o^ 
cupled a greeu knoll iu a small field enclosei 
with stone walls. He rapidly broke gaps in.tl» 
wall, the artillerymen, unlmibering tlie g<a»̂  
from the horses, Idted them over one by oneJW' 
opened fire on the lower ranks of tne en6W 
—a double forest of pikes—mowing downn«u§ 
a hundred with the first shower of grMe-̂ hp*̂  
At the same time, with colours flying and druiM 
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)eating, Generals Lake, Dundas, and Wilford, 
lanked by Colonel Campbell's light infantry, 
iharged up the hill on the south-east side, while 
Fohnson's brigade mounted from Eimiscoithy, 
sayonets gleaming and plumes iu a line. 

In vain Father Murphy's horsewhip aud 
Father Clinch's brandished sciuutar; in vain 
priestly hands waving to heaven with crucifix 
md breviary; in vain consecrated scapular and 
2ndless benedictions. The cannon flashed out 
Stfully, but could not stop the swarming red
coats. Pikemen lined the hedges and walls 
one after the other with the true Irish courage, 
md fought from dyke to dyke. The fire was 
hot and fast, and the rebels fought with despair 
tiU they fell dead in the trenches, or were thrust 
back with bayonets over the broken walls. The 
ftgde barefooted stripling leaped and ran faster 
than the cavalry horses, and were so tenacious 
of life that the soldiers swore they withstood 
bnUets through the lungs, aud cutting their 
heads off only half killed them. 

The night before General Johnson had 
been attacked by the rebels, who had advanced 
ui close columns from Euniscorthy, covered by 
Bwanns of sharpshooters, and had driven them 
back to the supporting columus wliich had halted 
on an eminence where the general commanded 
them. The peasants were astouishedat the shells, 
and much terrified at the scattering fragments 
and the carnage that they occasioned. " They 
spit fire on us," they cried. " We can staud 
^ th ing but those guns that fire twice." 
Whenever the round-shot plunged into the 
fece of the hiU, the rebels scrambled for them, 
shouting aud hiughmg. At last a shell from a 
howitzer dropped, and fifty of these frieze coats 
were fighting for it, when it burst aud scat
tered death among them. 

This was the night before the general attack. 
At daybreak, Johnson forced the rebels from the 
height, hedge by hedge, back into Enuiseorthy. 
After halting an hour, to allow the attack on 
the hiU to employ the main body of the enemy, 
the general pushed his columns iuto the towu. 
The rebels made a stubborn resistance, the pike
men fightmg for every street, and the fire beiug 
hot from every window; every yard and alley 
was contended for. One rush of pikemen cap
tured a six-pouuder in the square before the 
court-house, but it was instantly retaken, and the 
bridge swept of the rebels. The Ught infantry 
hesitating to scale the hill, Johnson called on 
the County of Dublin regiment to do the work, 
on which they gave three cheers, aud, led on by 
Colonel Vesey and Lord Blmiey, pressed up the 
steep hili-side, reaching it as the other columns 
crowned it, and pushed the great scattered host 
of grey-coats back headlong overthe brow. 

The day was lost to Father Murphy's army. 
The men with the talismau scapulars were 
filing by twenties under the sabre and the 
bayonet; wigs, pikes, swords, muskets, bat
tered hats, and torn great-coats strewed the 
bill. The great host had melted in a thaw of 
terror. The rebels were in full retreat down 
the section of the hill left open by Need-
Iwifi's absence. Pistols were flashing at fugi

tives, along miles of couutry road bleeding men 
were crawling over bog aud fen to die in lone 
corners, under stone walls, aud in bramble 
coverts. The green flag was dowu at last from 
the windmill. The great bell was dinted with 
canuon-balls. 

As for Father Clinch, ou the big white horse, 
the Earl of Kodcn chased him for a mile, received 
his fire, and then shot him in the neck. .;Vn olficer 
riding up, gave the giant priest the coup de 
grace. He had his vestments iu his jiocket, be
sides forty guineas, a gold watch, and a snuft'-bos. 

Soon after this rout, Bagual Harvey and many 
other rebel leaders were hung, aud Father John 
Murphy was takeu prisoner at; an alehouse. 
Wheu he was brought before the geueral's 
aide-de-camp, he struck a fierce blow with his 
fist at Major Hall, who had irritated him by 
some question. In his pocket were found stmie 
letters from Wexford ladies, begging him to save 
the lives of their husbands and relations. He 
was hanged the same day, his bead fixed ou the 
market-house at Tullow, and his bodv bui'ucd. 

Three of the chief leaders were gibbeted on 
Vinegar Hill, near the windmifl. Iheir bodies 
were, from feelings of compassion, hidden in 
large pitched sacks. The rebellion was now all 
but stamped ont. In August, General Humbert 
and twelve hundred Frcuch lauded at Castlebar, 
but they were driven to surrender at BaUina-
muck. From that time the rebels became mere 
wandering thieves, bunted down, and burnt out 
wherever they could be met with iu arms. 

So ended an unhappy and useless rebellion, 
which cost several thousand Hves, aud left the 
Irish less free than It had found them. 

Persons who had opportunities of watching 
this disastrous outbreak have left on record 
oue or two deductions which are not imiute-
resting. It was fouud that the village bullies, 
famous for thefr proweî s with the shillelagh, 
were by uo means iu the front ranks iu the 
various engagements, wliile the quiet steady 
men distinguished themselves by great bravery. 
It was also noticed that wliile the fanatic 
and stricter Catholics were often cruel, treache
rous, and unreleutmg, the rakes aud drunken 
scapegraces were frequently generous and merci
ful. Of the two thousand. Iri.sh priests, it 
should in justice be mentioned that less than 
twenty figured as leaders in the rebel camps, 
and that, in spite of all the cruelties and atroci
ties, outrages on women were very rare duriug 
the whole rebellion. 

FREDDY'S AUNT. 

" You are the luckiest fellow iu the world, 
Freddy," said I, flingmg back a letter, with 
that snule of sour cougratulation which greets a 
friend's good fortmie. 

" One of them," sa'd Freddy, modestly, 
crumpling up the letter, and stuifiug its enclo
sure—a bauk-blU for three hundred pounds— 
into his waistcoat - pocket with provoking in
differeuce. 

" At what do you return this model relative 
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of yours iu yom* income-tax ?" I asked, spite-
fulh'. 

" You have probably noticed, from time to 
time, acknowledgments on the part of the finan
cial executive,"" said Freddy, " of supposed 
arrears of that impost ?" 

" Regarding them as pleasant fictions, in
tended simply to vary the stern monotony of 
ofiicial return's, I never thought of one of thcni 
as orl^imiting wiih you." 

" Right, my friend," said Freddy. " If the 
income-tax of these conscientious citizens be iu 
arrcar, they are rogues, if uot, idiots. I fiatter 
myself 1 ani neither. I silently accept the good 
the gods, by the hand of Miss Sympleson, jiro-
vide me, and, I assure you, a thousand a year 
(she stands me In that) is no bad addition to my 
littlf professional income." 

" Which must be at least double that sum," 
said 1, with an envious glance at the corpulent 
briefs that covered the oltice table. 

"About , " replied Freddy. " O r , say three 
huudred more. I 'm doing very fairly." 

" Ahem !" said I. " Youi- aunt must be de
lighted at youi' success ?" 

" My dear fellow," exclaimed Freddy, " she 
doesn't kuow it. I woidd not have her en
lightened, for the world." 

" That is, uot for a thousand a year ?" I mut
tered, 

Fred was a good fellow, aud au old friend, 
but there was somethmg in the aspect of his 
character now suddenly preseiituig itself that 
did not harmonise with old impressions. I t 
seemed as if my friend had insulted himself, and 
I felt iucluied to ask him what he meant by it. 

" She la a very peculiar woman, that aiuit of 
miue," resumed Freddy, " liberal of advice, and 
(which Is rare) of money to enforce the same. 
I should deprive the kind soul ofthe two master 
pleasures of her solitary life, were I to let her 
iuto the secret that I want neither her counsel 
nor her cash." 

" I t is very kind of you. And it is satisfac
tory to see that, iu this case at least, virtue 
brings its own reward." 

" Come," said Fred, ingenuously, " I won't 
take inort.' credit than I deserve. Let it be a 
Wiiniing to you, yomig man, to avoid duplicity, 
even for the worthiest ends, when 1 confess 
that, from tacitly acknowledging the accepta
bility of my aunt's donations, 1 have drifted into 
the deeper guilt of courting, nay, sir, of dc-
mauduig them." 

" I am sorry to hear it, Bulliiighain," said I , 
gloomily. " 1 would uot hear thine enemy say 
b O . " 

" Tweak his nose, if you should," said Fred. 
*' He couldu't kuow it, except from myself or 
you. Ko/t, I know, will be close as wax, aud, 
by-the-by, if, at any time, a few hundreds " 

"Excuse me, Mr. Bullinghain," I repUed. 
" If, as you observe, I resemble ' wax' m its 
cou&istciicy, I don't in its malleability. The 
source of those few hundreds is too polluted 
to " 

" Bosh ! Your grandmother!" said Freddy, 
laughing heartily, " Now look, George, my 

boy. Tell me, what could I do? My dew 
anut has a passiou for giving counsel." 

"Fee ing it, you mean," said I . 
" H a , ha ! And the more intricate and pft. 

plexing the question, the better she is pleased. 
You can understand that a life like mine offers 
few situations of romantic difficulty. Conse
quently, the tightness of the incident market 
has more than once compelled me to resort to 
the realm of fiction for a mysterious entang^ 
meut, a picturesque anxiety, a dramatic tempta
tion, or so. You probably were not aware flttt'^ 
I was offered the hand of a Mexican i)rince38,i 
with a dowry of ten thousand million milreas (a' 
milrea is about the hundredth part of a shillmg,-
but niy aunt wouldn't know that) , on condHadâ  
that I should wear the massive uose-ring dis
tinctive of the connexions of blood-royal" 

* You forgot to mention the circumstance to' 
me," I said, dryly. " I thought that the go-' 
vernmeut of Mexico was repub " 

" So did I , " said Freddy, " till I had occaaOiil 
to establish the empire. Perhaps you never 
heard that the late Duke of Wellington, whar 
appealed to as to who should succeed to the' 
woolsack, iu the event of a sudden vacancy, re-; 
plied, in his curt manner, * Fred Bnllingham.' **" 

" N o ; certainly I never did," I said, emphatl-
cally- . , '."! 

" Nor I , " rejoined Fred. " I only said i t " *' 
" B u t , e h ! Surely these are " '[[ 
" Pretty stiff'," said Fred, wdth perfect cool

ness. " VVell, they are. But my aunt was 
equal to them. I give you my honour that on 
ucither of these occasions was I actuated by afff̂  
avaricious motive. You may see that they offer' 
uo apparent pretext for a present. But mj;' 
aunt is as ingenious as myself. The marriago' 
figment produced a cheque for five hundred— 
the largest I had ever received. * Never,' wxoftf 
the dear old lady, ' uever may I live to see yoitf 
nose—my nose, I may call it—the Bullinghaai-
uosc—dishonoured with the barbarous tmdcdl 
that is to accompany this girl's hand! BejeOt 
the savage's proposal. "V^Tiile I have a shflfinft 
you shall share it.* " 

" You took the cheque ?" 
" O f course I did," said Freddv. "The 

second case produced only two hundred. _ I t j 
aunt entirely coincided iu the duke's opinio!^ 
and, thinking I might require a few new la**! 
books bearing ou the duties of the woolsa^ 
such, perhaps, as the Lord ChanceUor's Poctw 
Companion, the Judgment Dictionary, Chan-t 
eery iu a Nutshell, &c., kiudly enclosed the' 
amouut I have named. I have been engaged to 
be inarrled to several young ladies of conside^ 
able personal beauty, but limited means. Some
thing, however, invariably interposed to prerent 
our union, and, in each instance, my aunt posi
tively refriscd to take back the presents she had 
made me. The greatest stroke I ever uiade, 
sir, was this : I invented an expedition to the 
Spanish Main, with the view of recoverlug trtt* 
sures of great value, hidden, ages ago, by the 
buccaneers. This reouired capital, aud myaiu^ 
had to sell out stock to about five t h o u s ^ 
pounds. The ship foundered, and the project 

/^ 
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rith it. Altogether, I must have made—let me 
ee" (he took a little book from his drawer)— 
'hem^hem—fifteen—seven—last three—yes— 
ust sixteen thousand pounds !" 

I started up. 
" You don't mean to tell me, seriously, that 

rou have kept this money ?" 
" I have kept it, and made a good deal by 

t," said Freddy, laugliing. 
"Then you ought to be heartilv ashamed of 

yourself," I said. " Come, Freddy, you are 
okiug with me, as an old friend may; but you 
iFOuld be sorry to have me put faith in your 
issertion that you have actually obtained this 
imount of money from your kind old relative 
3y false represeutatlous ?" 

" I am not joking. I wish you to believe it, 
every word," replied Freddy, with a slightly 
heigntened colour, 

" I am very sorry to hear it," said I, " aud to 
prove it, I shall wish you good morning. I have 
act at all enjoyed this couversation. I have 
known your kind confiding aunt since I was an 
urchin at school. I know, almost as well as 
yourself, the condition of her affairs, and that 
what I cannot but call the misbestowal of a 
thousand a year out of fifteen hundred must be 
severely felt iu her liberal household. I am not 
a censor of auy man's morals, but I have iny 
own opinions of the fair and honourable, and 
what you have revealed to me, Bullui^ham, gives 
me pain that I do not care to conceal." 

" Capitally deUvered, my dear feUow," said 
the incorrigible Fred. " I am sorry your 
audience was so smaU. To be candid, it does 
appear rather a roguish piece of business ; still, 
necessity has no law, and " 

" Law has no necessity," said I, with a stem 
smfle, " whieh makes the matter worse. Good 
morning." 

" Oh, come, if you take it in that way," said 
Fred, "good morning. StiU, if at any time a 
few hundreds '* 

"What do you mean ?" 
"Gentleman wishes to see you, sir," said the 

clerk, putting in his head. 
" His name ?" 
" Mr. Suckham Diye, sir." 
"In a moment. George, you must wait and 

see this fellow. He's a character. He knows 
my aunt, in whom you take so kind an inte
rest." 

The last words changed my intention. I sat 
down. The visitor was shown in. 

Mr. Suckham Drye had a countenance some
what resembling that of a bull-terrier, at the 
momeut that animal fastens on the Up of his 
ponderous foe, and is exerting aU his energies 
to prevent bemg shaken iuto the air. His teeth 
appeared to close inward, like those of a shark, 
andhe had a habit of drawmg his breath through 
them, when closed, that suggested the idea of 
exhausting, to the last drop, somethmg that 
afforded him the keenest pleasure. 

" fla, Suckham, glad to see you," said my 
friend. " Mr. Hartwell — Mr. Drye. Well, 
Suekham, anything new ?" 

" Jifty things at least," said Mr. Drye. And 

he produced a huge packet of papers. " Good, 
bad, and indifferent, you know." 

" Stick to the first, my boy," said Freddy. 
"Time's precious. George, I want you to 
attend to this. My friend Drye, though pos
sessed of sufficient wealth for his own moderate 
wants, is never weary of enriching others. He 
carries iu his pocket, at tills Instant, twenty 
miUions steilinEr, ready to bestow upon you, or 
auy one who will submit to his able guidance." 

" It Is au amusement to uic. sir," said Mr. 
Drye, smilingly explaining. ' U'caricd of the 
vicissitudes of commercial Ufe, I have retired 
on my little competence, and now merely utIUse 
the business experience of many years for the 
benefit of auy feUow-belng who feels disposed, 
like young Nerval's prudent father, to ' mcrease 
his store.'" 

" Such, I apprehend, are not difficult to fiud." 
" WeU—no, sir," said Mr. Drye, m a manner 

that seemed to intimate there might be consi
derable doubt about the matter. " The facilities 
for making money are, at present, so absur(Uy 
great, that, reaUy, those ouly who, for elevated 
reasons, prefer beiug poor, need remain so. 
Here, for example, are half a dozen projects, 
placed altogether beyond the province of failure, 
which need uotlilng but two or three good 
worlving meu—and—and a iew more share
holders—to realise a couple of mllUons prolit 
the first twelvemonth. Here's another, on a 
larger scale—tunnel uuder Irish Channel— 
branch to Douglas, Isle of Mau. Another— 
gas company, for supplying Bryumeewea aud 
Llantydidldwlyrg—httle local tiling—a t.iy. 
Ha! uere's the tiling I should recommend, and 
to which your good aunt. Miss Symi)le3on 
has " 

" H a ! subscribed?" exclaimed FrcdJy, 
eagerly. 

"Notvi?/," returned Mr. Drye, siguificaully. 
" A word from you might, I thiuk " 

" I dare say it might," said Freddy, " but it 
won't. Come, come ; you've done enougli for 
her, Suckham. Let her alone. She ciiu't 
afibrd to have her fortune made. It would 
ruiu her." 

"Well—just fifty of the Submarine Tun
nels " 

" Not one. The scheme's a bubble." 
" I admit there are englneeriu"; dilficiJtles— 

ImpossibiUtles, if you Hke; but what has that to 
do with the spec ?" 

" I teU you, Drye, it's no ^o. I must pro
tect my aunt's interests," said Freddy, with a 
virtuous air, that made me smile. 

" Ahem !" said Mr. Drye. " I shall, at all 
events, use what influence / possess over iliss 
Sympleson, not to lose this great opportuuity."^ 
He laughed aud rubbed his hands, certain of 
success. 

Bullingham seemed uneasy. After a pause: 
" I teU you what, Suckham," he said, "If 

you are determined to beneflt the family, let 
me be the party this time. Give mc your word 
of honour uot to trouble my aunt about tliis 
rubb—this submarine thing—and I wiU take 
fifty shares myself, and a seat at your board." 
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" Two hawks," I thought, " fightmg for a 
half-plucked pigeon." 

Mr. Drye caught at the proposal, and, putting 
his papers together, prepared to depart. 

Heartily disgusted with what. T had beard, I 
had already moved towards the door. Fred 
winked to me to remain, but I persisted, and, 
rather piqued, he accompanied me to the door. 

" What d'ye thiuk of him ?" whispered Fred. 
" A humbug, eh?" 

" A trifle worse, I should say. Has he had 
any previous deaUngs with Miss Sympleson ?" 

" Many," repUed Freddy. " But, I wished 
you to understand that I " 

" Have nothing to do with that. I quite be
Ueve it. Your friend is waiting you. Good 
morning." 

" Oh, well, if thatis the tunc, good morning," 
said Freddy; and, turning on his heel, rejoined 
his confidant. 

Few things in the course of my life had caused 
ine so much regret and annoyance ns the con
versation I have related. It is bad enough to 
find that one's estimate of a friend's character 
has been immeasurably too generous ; but to 
convict that frieud, on his o%vn confession, of 
the systematic robbery (it was nothing less) of 
another frieud, was distressing in the last de
gree. It so happened that, almost from the 
cradle. Miss Sympleson had shown herself oue 
of my kindest and most attached frieuds. My 
boyhood had been literaUy starred with her 
gifts and benefits. In return, I loved the gentle-
hearted lady, and, though I did not invariably 
adn])t the advice It was her passion to impart, 
delighted in her society, and the only serious 
misunderstanding that had ever risen between 
us was caused by my positive refusal to accept 
(as a mau) money-presents from one on whom 
I had uo claim ou the score of relationship. 

Now, what was I to do ? Must I allow the 
good simple creature to'faU a prey to the insa
tiate harpy of avarice, represented by Mr. Suck-
haiii Drye aud my much-altered friend ? As 
for the latter, I could not reaUse bis share iu It 
at aU. Prosperity, that engenders selfishness, 
aud the inborn lovc of gam, these together 
seemed to have effected tliis mortifying trans-
forinatiou,audturned an honourable, high-soided, 
generous mau iuto a grasping knave. Yet 
what right had I to interfere ? In what manner 
could I set my kiud old friend on her guard 
agaiust her owu nephew ? Alter much cogita
tion, I resolved to let things, for the present, 
take their course, determined only that, should 
an opportuuity unexpectedly occur. Miss Sym
pleson shoidd hear of something decidedly to 
her advantage! 

The opportunity never did present Itself. A 
few weeks after my intcn-iew with BiUlIngham, 
the somewhat unsettled current of my Ufe took 
the direction of Australia, aud fully 'five vcars 
elapsed before I again set foot on English earth. 

During this interval, I had not wboUy lost sight 
of the doings of my friends nt home. I had 
more thau one letter from Miss Sympleson, 
datctl from some new residence, coutaiuing many 
well-timed suggestions as to the produce and 

sale of wool aud other colonial matters. A 
for Fred BuUingham, I noticed that he ira 
steadily improvmg in practice and position. H 
had entered parUament, was Ukely to be attoi 
ney-general, and it seemed far from imposfflbl 
that the (imaginary) suggestion of the hrte Duki 
of Wellington, as to his fitness for the woolsack 
mi»ht be put to the test! 

Nor was I entfrely without information con 
ceming Mr. Suckham Drye. His name was pro 
mlnently mentioned in financial reports, go»C' 
raUy as promoting schemes of majestic propoT' 
tions, which rose to a lofty premium, aud were 
then suddenly missing from the list of kindred 
undertakings. Among these, the St, George's 
Channel and Isle of Man Submarme, Lunitcdj 
shone conspicuous, and I was attributing its 
unusual longevity and strength of constitotioi! 
to my friend Bulliughain's acceptance of a seat 
in its direction, when, one fatal day, the shares, 
after a feverish struggle to touch a premium of 
sixty-five, fell, as If exhausted by the effort, to 
tweuty, fourteen, five, twelve mscount. The 
rest was silence, excepting a single reappear
ance in a winding- (sheet, 1 was about to say) 
up form, comprising disclosures of such a na
ture, as regarded Mr. Suckham Drve, that I was 
not at aU surprised to read that ttat gentleman 
had beeu unable, from severe indisposition, to 
attend the meeting. 

I landed at Liverpool, after a some^tpro-
tracted voyage, aud, before proceeding to Lon
don, went into Cheshire to pay a hasty risitto' 
the family of a friend I had left in Auslialiii 
They were gentle, friendly people, not in afflo&t 
circmnstances, but evidently the leaders, Jflt 
to say benefactors, of the Uttle viDage-eirdB» 
which they passed their calm existence. 

At eacli of the thi*ee meals of which I partook 
with the family of Myrtle Grove, I happened to 
observe that, before anybody else was helped, a 
plateful of whatever was choicest was prepared, 
with sonic sohcitudc, aud despatched bv the 
bauds of the tidy maid-servant to " Mn. Thomp
son." Probably (I thought) some invahd mem
ber of the household. It was satisfsctOT, 
however, to remark that the appetite of, tfe 
suffering lady was yet robust, the viamb ssp* 
pUed being amply sufiicient for two! ' 

My hostess seemed to tliink some e ip l ^ 
tion necessary, for, on the last occasion, Mffl 
turned to mc aud said ; 

" "Wc have been much interested in a new 
ncighboui- of ours, who has, Uke ourselves, a 
dear relation or friend in Australia. We have 
takeu advantage of that circumstance to tighten 
the bonds of acquaintance and close neighboî  
hood; for Mrs. Thompson is a chamung oW 
lady, and is, wc greatly fear, in want ahnost ol 
the necessaries of life. She is hrae, moreovff; 
and never moves out of the humble lodginŝ i" 
which she resides, except upon the arm ol c 
faithful old servant who Uved with herm(ai 
she has hinted) far more prosperous days. Bul 
she is good enough to aUow us to assist lie| 
liousekeeplng, and her own kind heart enaWf̂  
her fully to comprehend the satisfactiJ^ '' 
affords us." 



Clurlefl Dickena.] ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [February 23,1B67.] 215 

" Alas!'* thought I, "that Myrtle Groves are 
!W!" 
On the morrow, I bade farewell to my friends, 

ad was just passm» the outskirts of the plea-
mt village, wheu I noticed two figures, one of 
lem stooping aud emaciated, leaning heavily 
pou the arm of the other, scarcely younger, 
longh far more vigorous, thau herselt. Mrs. 
hompson and servaut, was my conclusion. 
The latter seated her mistress, tenderly, in a 

astic seat under some elms, which appeared to 
e the Umit of their walk, placed a book and 
ome knitting beside her, and theu stroUed 
lowly on, examining the hedge-side flowers. 
As I presently passed the old lady, I could 

bserve but too distinctly the marks of faUen 
entiUty iu her dress, &c. Her head was bowed 
own, and her white shrunken hands clasped 
ogether on her lap. There was one rin^ on 
er finger—no weddmg-rin^^—a rmg of olue 
namel, with a Uttle cross of1)riUiant3. A vague 
emembrance shot across me, as if I had seen 
hat ring before. I turned suddenly, and caught 
portion of the sitter's profile. Could it be ? 

lut then " Mrs. Thompson!" I hesitated. 
The servant, still wandering on, was just 

oming the angle of the road. If the lady were 
ideed Miss Sympleson, that must be Christine! 
hastened on, passed her, aud glanced back. 

Ihristine it was f 
She uttered a cry, aud ran towards me. 
" Oh, Master H.," she had always caUed me 

master," " b it you ? Have you seeu her ? 
)id she know you ?" 
The poor woman was treiubliug with agita-

Lon. I soothed her, made her sit down under 
he trees, and drew from her the whole of the 
istressing story, which may be re-told in a very 
3W words. 

The grasp of Mr. Suckham Drye had ^radu-
lly tightened upon my too-confiding friend, 
mtil the whole of̂ her means, beyond what might 
lave been obtained by Bullingham, were ab-
orbed in one or other of his abortive schemes. 
Lwakened at last to her position, poor Miss 
Sympleson was induced by this man, who stiU 
etamed his extraordinary influence over her, to 
eek to retrieve her losses by investmg every 
iliilllng that remained to her in the St. George's 
!!Ihannel, &c., Company, whose shares were rising 
ivery hour. 'Diis was the death-blow. The 
lubble burst. Miss Sympleson was a beggar. 

But what, I asked, could induce her nephew 
0 stand coolly by, and aUow this swiudUng 
•agabond, whose character he perfectly under-
tood, to work the ruin of his kind relative ? 

Christine shook her head. With a little 
>re5sing, she confessed her beUef that there 
vas ht t t to choose between those two " ^eu-
iemeu." Without beiug formally admitted to 
ter mistress's confidence in such matters, the 
aithful servant knew euough to convince her 
hat BuUingham had secured at least one-half 
f his aunt's property. 

But had he done nothing ? Was I to uuder-
tand that he had abandoned his benefactress to 
ler fate ? Had he made uo provision for her 
taU? 

Not one halfpenny. It was possible he miglit 
not be fuUy aware of her destitute condition. 
After the great shock, Miss Sympleson had 
written one letter, entreating that advice she, 
poor thmg, had been Mtherto so prompt to 
bestow. But no answer came, aud the pride of 
the poor lady revoltuig agauist auy further 
appeal to one so much her debtor, she came to 
the resolution to retire luider an assumed name 
into some cheap neighbourhood, and there pa-
tiently await the change that time and sorrow 
were rapidly working in her feeble frame. They 
had means to pay for lodging, bnt nothing more 
—and their food was furnished by their gene
rous neighbours of Myrtle Grove. 

I had hardly patience to hear her to an end, 
so eager was I to hasten to my dear old 
friend. But Christine warned me tliat her pre
sent state of health woidd not admit of sud!den 
surprises ; and, with reluctance, I was prevailed 
upon to proceed at ouce to London, aud defer 
my interview with her until I had afforded 
her base relative one more chance of redeem
ing, m some poor measure, the wrong he had 
done. 

My heart sweUed as I took ont my well-filled 
pocket-book, and forced upon Christine a por
tion, infiuitesimally smaU, of the debt I owed 
her generous mistress. So we parted. 

The very next day saw me assaiUng the door 
of the eminent counsel in Lincoln's Inn, and re
questing an immediate interWew. 

The clerk disappeared, and returned with an 
answer that Mr. BuUingham had revisited 'his 
chambers that day for the first time, and was 
much fatigued, but would see me. 

Mr. BiuUngham had been iU ? He had—both 
abroad (at Nice) and at home—for several 
months. I strode in. 

Freddy was lying upon a couch, ahnost the 
shadow of his former self; but he assuredme 
he was recovering, and that his physician stipu
lated but for a few weeks' longer abstinence 
from work. 

" I shaU be glad indeed to be at it again," he 
added. " This has been a tenible check in the 
race, and I am at present nowhere. I have suf
fered both in purse and position, while you, you 
lucky fellow, have been shearing the golden 
fleece of AustraUa, like a thousand Jasons roUed 
into one,'* 

" I cannot see thatyo?^ have much reason to 
complain, Bullingham," I repUed. " There is a 
certain kind of sheep bred in EngUsh pastures, 
both easy aud profitable to shear. You can, 
perhaps, guess to what I refer." 

" rU be hanged if I can, though," said Fred. 
"Sheep? What sheep? Clients?" 

" Aunts," said I, quietly, " and simple-minded 
folk, who follow their atfectlous rather than 
thefr judgment. Have you seen much of your 
friend Suckham Drye of late ?" 

" Suck—ha, ha, ha!" and he broke into a 
roar of laughter. " That rascal ? You remember 
him ? No, uo; I haven't seen him these— 
years I" 

" You have spUt with bim?" 
" 'Split!'" repeated BuUmgham, colourmg. 
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" I don't quite understand you. The fellow 
you are so good as to assign me as a friend has 
been in fifty blackguard messes within these two 
years; and, for aught I kuow, may be at this 
momeut in Newgate." 

" For swindling your aunt ?" 
" Aunt again! What do you mean, old 

fcUow? Yes, he did humbug my poor aunt, to 
some extent, I fear. Perhaps that was one rea
son for his gradually relieving me of his ac
quaintance. But what you have said has sug
gested somethmg to me. WiU you help mc to 
find out this dear aunt of mine, of whom you 
speak so often ?" 

" You don't kuow ? You did uot receive 
her letter?" 

" Letter! When ? Never," said Fred, be
wildered. 

" Then, as you're a man, Freddy, you don't 
know that Miss Sympleson is " 

" What ?" 
" Ruined. Starving!" 
" St — starvmg," the blood nished to his 

forehead. 
" Starving, but for the charity of strangers." 
" Wh^i—what is this ?" he gasped. 
I told him aU. 
He was much moved, while I was speaking, 

bnt calm as usual, towards the end. When I 
had finished, he got up, aud selecting a tin box 
fr'om several on a shelf, placed it before him 
on the table. It was lettered " M. S. S." 

" 1 am gomg to tell you a story," he said. 
"From those manuscriptsP" I asked, un

easily, for the box was large and deep. 
" They are not manuscripts," said Freddy. 

"These are my aunt's initials—Mary Scryiii-

?eour Sympleson. Don't grumble, old fellow, 
f you h'ad Ustened to sometliing I was on the 

pomt of saying, iu these chambers, five years 
ago, both ot' us might have been spared some 
pam. Listen. 

" More than twenty years ago, that respect
able miscreant, Suckham Drye, first established 
over my aunt au influence it has been the task 
of iny life to counteract. Overcome it I eould 
not. All that remained to me was to neutralise, 
as far as might be, the evfl it might occasion. 
Experience convinced mc that, so long as any 
means remauied at her command, my aunt would 
be persuadable to use them ui accordance wUh 
the advice of this man, Drye, hi preference to 
any other human being. Slie hated the man, as 
far as so sweet a nature might—but slie had an 
almost fanatical reliance ou his financial judg
ment, and adopted his recommendations like 
the decrees of late. 

"There seemed but one course to follow. I 
adopted it. Her habit of making mc pccuniarv 
presents suggested my plan. I accojited, \ 
courted them in every possible manner — I 
forced myself to falsehood. In short, I stopped 
at nothmg, hoping so to diniuiish my aunt's 

resources, that, in merest prudence, she wou 
refrain from further speculation. I obtamed-
rescued, I may call it — in aU, let me se 
now " 

He opened the box, and took out a sma 
book. 

" Yes; just so. Tlurty - two thonsan 
pounds " 

" Thirty-two thousand " 
" With the mterest—yes. Thus stands tb 

account: I received from her, in aU, twentj 
five thousand pounds sterling. Every shilluifl 
the accruing mterest also, has been well in 
vested, and the lady you describe as mmed an( 
starving (my poor kind soul!) is richer than sbi 
was prc\'ious to her acquaintance with Suck 
ham Drye. She has sixteen hundred a year 
sir, and five hnndred aud fifty pounds bahmct 
nucmrdoyed, which shall be placed to an acconni 
that shall be opened in her name, at Coutts's 
this day." 

" My dear Freddy " 
" Yes — dear Freddy! Now, old boy, as 

penalty for thinking your friend could be'sncl 
a scoundrel, you shaU do me a service." 

" Name it, and see." 
" Go at once to my dear aunt—I see jou 

know where she is—and explain to her, care
fuUy and gently, aU that has passed. Take her 
papers with you, and my love and blessing 
beside. That miscreant, Drye, deceived me. He 
promised—you heard him—to spare her in the 
matter of the Submarme swindle, and it ¥as 
thai that ruined her. Happily, I can repay him. 
He's a witness for our opponents ia a casein 
which I am retained. If I don't torn tt« 
villain inside ont, may I never wear horsehair 
again!" 

Freddy kept his word. Mr. Suckham Dije, 
forced to relate his owu biography before a 
crowded court, compromised liimself so serionsh, 
that, save in the criminal dock, he is not fikay 
to be seen agam in pubUc. 

Kmd Miss Sympleson is weU and hanpy. She 
gives less advice than formerly, ana tliongh 
open-handed as ever, takes such reasonable care 
of her money, that Freddy is likely to recerrt 
back, in due time, more than the'fortune hfl 
saved, at some cost of conscience, from the 
clutches of Mr. Suckham Drve. 
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