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PREFACE TO THE PRESENT EDITION.

Tt will afford the Author of Now and Then unspeakable satisfaction, to
find that work received, in its new form, with the popular favour so
liberally accorded to its two predecessors, the Diary of a Late Physician,
and Ten Thousand A-Year. If ever a work was written in a catholic
spirit, with a fervent desire to advance the cause of Christian mo-
rality, and illustrate, by as interesting incidents as the Author could
devise, the adaptation of its doctrines to the most perplexing and
appalling conditions in which man can be placed on earth, it was Now
and Then. He has never heard an objection to it from either Pro-
testant or Catholic, Churchman or Dissenter ; but on the contrary has
repeatedly received from each, strong expressions of gratification, and a
desire to sec the work circulating widely among the humbler classes of
society,—with whomare, indeed, the best sympathies of the Author’'sheart.

In this work the two principal characters are a noble Peer, and a
nobler Peasant ; but the lofty character of the former was long dis-
figured by pride and vindictiveness, till the rock was smitten by the
thunderbolt, of an awful Providential visitation ; and ere long gushed
forth the waters of humility, resignation, and forgiveuess. The Peasant
was of a nature every whit as noble as the Peer ; but that nobility was
from his youth sublimed by the religion of his Bible: the precepts of
which sustained him under the pressure of fearful suffering, and at
length linked together in humble love and piety, the hearts of both
Peer and Peasant, as in the sight of 1lim who is no respecter of persons.

The mind of man can searcely have presented to it any more awful
subject of contemplation, than the solemn condemmnation to death, by a
just but erring tribunal, of an innocent man. 1t should teach, in tre-
mendous tones, the lesson of eaution ; not, however, to the extent of palsy-
ing the hand of justice. And as for the victim of that error to which all
human institutions are liable, what language can do justice to our ago-
nising sympathy 7 'Who can realisc the state of mind and feeling ex-
cited in him? "Who can conceive of any source of consolation and suc-
cour, but ong—that to which the beloved minister of religion pointed
Adam Ayliffe's despairing eye, in the condemned cell ¢
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These are the substantial lessons designed to be taught by Now and
Then; and as they indicate the objects with which it was written, so
they influence the heart of the writer in sending it forth finally from his
hand, and wishing the book, God-speed !

It may be proper to add, for the information of foreign as well as some
Enpglish readers, that the administration of the criminal law of this
country has been altered in various particulars specified in the ensuing
pages. At the period, however, at which the events in this tale are sup-
posed to have happened, the criminal law was administered as there repre-
sented. It must not, however, be supposed that the law of murder, and
its capital punishment, have undergone any change ; but the sanguinary
character of our criminal law, at the period referred to, and which is
pointedly indicated by a passage to be foundin the eighteenth chapter,*
has yielded to the humane and benignant spirit of modern legislation,

In~NeR TeMPLE, LOKLON, June 1844

* Page 163. In the time of Sir William Blackstone—that is, nearly a century ago—*{s
steal @ handkerchief, or other trifle above the value of twelve pence, privately from one’s person,
ts made capital / "—4 Comr. 16.



PREFACE TO THE THIRD EDITION.

I am at a loss for termsin which to express my sensc of the favour with which
this work has been received by the publie, both at home and abroad. Two
large cditions, thrice as large as I could have contemplated, before yielding
to the confidence of my publishers, were exhausted almost immediately, and
the second has been now out of print for several months. I greatly regret
the delay which has occurred in bringing out this Third Edition, and the dis-
appointment which may have been felt by numerous applicants for copies of
the work. That delay has been occasioned by the pressure of numerous
engagements, which prevented my bestowing upon the present Edition the
careful revision which it bas now received. The necessity of that revision
may be accounted for, by the rapidity and suddenuess with which Now and
Then was written, and passed through the press. Not a line of the manu-
script was in existence previously to near midnight on the 20th November
1847 ; yet it was in the hands of the printer at a very early hour in the morn-
ing of the 9th of December, and was actually published on Saturday the 18th
of December; on which day, and the ensuing Monday, the entire Edition
was disposed of, and the second in preparation. During the brief interval
above mentioned, I wrote principally in the night-time, my days being neces-
sarily otherwise occupicd. While making these statements, however, I
anxiously deprecate the imputation of having rushed before an indulgent
public without due and respectful consideration ; for this story, the clements
of which had been long floating in my mind, had been thoroughly thought
out, in all its parts, during the two months immediately preceding the day on
which I began to write; and I venture to doubt whethier many modern books
of this description, have occasioned their authors more deliberate and anxious
consideration, than I had bestowed on this one, before sitting down to write.
Whatever faults of exceution and detail may even still be found, this at least
I can truly affirm, that every character, conversation, and incident introduced,
is the result of much reflection, and in strict subordination to a determined
purpose, steadily kept in view from beginning to end. The plan may be
faulty, and thie conception unsatisfactory; but such as it is, it has been com-
pletc{y carried out.

1 had, as I conceived, very important objects in view, in writing this
work ; buat it would bo almost an impertinence here to indicate them, for they
arc sufficiently obvious to a thinking rcader, I have, however, two observa-
tions to offer on this subject. First,—that T adviscedly abstained, for grave
reasous, from so contriving the plot of the story, as to make it in accorgance
with what is undorstood by the words “poetical justice.” 1Iad I been so
minded, few experienced readers can avoid perceiving, from the ensuing

ages, how abundantly easy it would have been to carry such an intention
into cffect, In the second place, I solemnly disclaim an object which a lcad-
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ing organ of public opinion,* suggested as likely to have been contemplated
by the writer of this work—rviz. to contribute towards the abolition of capital
punishments, ¢ven in cases of murder. I am, on the contrary, quite agreed
i opinion, on that subject, with the able reviewer of this work, in the journal
above alluded to. T had, in truth, given the subject great consideration,
long before writing Now and Then; and, entertaining these views, I feel it
rather hard to be represented, as has been the case, not only in this
country, but on the Continent and in America, as favouring and endeavouring
to advance doctrines which I repudiate. I acknowledge that, as a subsidiary
object, I have endeavoured to illustrate the awful liability to error, to which
even the highest and best human intellects and institutions are liable, in
judging of, and dealing with, especially judicially, the events which happen
around us, in the mysterious scene of action in which God has placed mankind
—where He has ordained that we should know in part only, and see through
glass darlly. These are topics suggesting many solemnising and salutary
reflections. On the particular subject under consideration, I wish here to ex-
press my entire concurrence with the critic above mentioned ; who says that
“if we are to suspend a punishment essential to public example, and justified
by the laws of God, as well as by the oldest sanctions of man, until human
institutions arc rendered absolutely perfect and unerring, we must, on the
same grounds, stop short also of inflicting smaller penalties for secondary
crimes, and finally resolve to inflict upon our fellow-creatures no punishment
whatever.”

I feel constrained to say, that the almost unanimous approbation of this
work cxprussed by the public press—overlocking, in a noble spirit, defects of
detail, while recognising good intentions—has deeply, indelibly impressed my
heart. I have also received a surprising number of private communications,
from persons in all ranks of society, applauding the scope and tendency of the
work, and many of them urging me to print it 1n a form and at a price suitable
for ¢cven more extensive distribution than it has hitherto attained. I humbly
hope that the feelings and intentions with which Now and Then was
written will, as some of those communications have suggested, bear that ter-
rible test, deathbed reflection. I regarded the publishing of this work as a
bold cxperiment ; and it is impossible to express the anxiety with which the
issuc, destined greatly to surpass my most sanguine expectations, was
awaited,

The title T of the work has been variously remarked on. It was deemed by
myself to be peculiarly significant and suggestive ; but it was intended that,
while awakening curiosity, the propricty of the words should become fully
apparent, only on finishing the perusal of the work : when “Now anp THEN"'
might present themsclves nnder several aspects, to one who might have taken
the trouble to reflect on the course of the narrative.

The fabric of the story is purposcly simple and slight ; but it appeared to
afford opportunitics for exhibiting human nature under circumstunces of ex-
quisite interest, difficulty, and perplexity, such as are calculated to rouse into
action its strongest passions, and highest faculties. The aim of the writer
was to deduce, from such a display, lessons of sterling value.  And, finally,
this work was, with all its imperfections, composed under a strong sense of
the serious moral respousibility attaching to him who ventures to write for
the public ; especially if he believe that what he writes has the faintest chance
of being read by many, or influencing the feclings, opinions, or conduct of oxne.

* The Times newspaper.
t For now we see through a glass, daykly ; but TieN face to face : Now T know in part ;

but THEN shall I know even us also [ am known.—1 CoR, xiil, 12,



NOW AND THEN,

CHAPTER L

Somewurre about a hundred years
ago (but in which of our good kings’
reigns, or in which of our sea-coast
counties, is needless to be known)
there stood alone, at a little distance
from the secluded village of Milver-
stoke, a cottage of the better sort,
which no one could have seen, with-
out its suggesting to him that he was
looking at a cottage of the true old
English kind. It was most snug in
winter, and in summer very beautiful ;
glistening, as then it did, in all its
fragrant loveliness of jessamine, honey-
suckle, and sweet-brier. There, also,
stood a bee-hive, in the centre of the
garden, which, stretching down to
the road.side, was so filled with flowers,
especially roses, that nothing could
be seen of the ground in which they
grew ; wherefore it might well be
that the busy little personages who
occupicd the tiny mansion so situated,
couccived that the lines had fallen
to them in very pleasant places in-
decd. The cottago was built sub-
stantially, though originally somewhat
rudely, and principally of sca-shore
stones. [t had a thick thatched over-
hanging roof, and tho walls were Jow.
In front there were two latticed win-
dows; one above the other. The lower
one belonged to the room of the build-
ing; the higher, which was much
smaller, belonged to what might be

called the chief bedroom; for there
were three little dormitories — two
being small, and at the back of the
cottage. Not far behind, and some-
what to the left, stood an clm-tree,
its trunk covered with ivy; and it so
cffectually sheltered from the sca-
breczes the modest little fabric be-
neath, and otherwise so materially
contributed to its snug picturesque
appearance, that there could be little
doubt of the tree's having reached its
maturity before there was any such
structure for it to grace and protect.
Deside this tree was a wicket, by
which was entered a small slip of
ground, half garden and half orchard.
All the foregoing formed the remnant
of a little frecliold property, which
had belonged to its present owwer,
and to Iis family before him, for
several generations.  The initial letter
(A) of their name, Aylifle, wus rudely
cut, in old English character, in a
picce of stonc forming a sort of cen-
tre facing over the doorway; and no
one then living there knew when that
Ietter had been cut. The present
owner of the cottage was Adam Ay-
liffe, once a substantial, but now a re-
duced yeoman, well stricken in years,
being at the time now spoken of not
far from his sixty-eighth ycar; tho
crown of his head was bald, and fincly
formed, and the little hair that he had
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left was of a silvery colour, verging
on white. IHis countenance and figure
were striking to an observant be-
holder, who would have said at once,
“ That man is of a firm and upright
character, and has seen trouble,—all
which was indced distinctly written
in his open Saxon features. Ilis eye
was of a clear blue, and steadfast in
its gazc; and when he spoke, it was
withacertain quaintness, which seem-
ed in keeping with bis simple and
stern character. All who had ever
kuown Ayliffe entertained for him a
deep respect. He was of an inde-
pendent spirit, somecwhat taciturn,
and of a retiring contemplative hu-
mour. 1lis life was utterly blameless,
regulated throughout by the purifying
and elevating influence of Christianity.
The excellent vicar of the parish in
which he lived, reverenced him, hold-
ing him up as a pattern, and pointing
him out as one of whom it might be
humbly said, Behkold an Israelite in-
deed, m whom is mo guile. Yet the
last few years of his lifc had been
Eassed in great trouble. Ten years
efore had accurred, in the loss of his
wife, who had been every way worthy
of him, the first great sorrow of his
life. After twenty years spent to-
gether in happiness greater than
tongue could tell, it had pleased God,
who had given her to him, to take her
away — suddenly, indeed, but very
gently, He woke one morning, when
she woke not, but lay sweetly sleep-
ing the sleep of death. His Sarah
was gone, and thenceforth his great
hope was to follow her, and be with
her again. His spirit was stunned
for a while, but murmured not; say-
ing, with resignation, “ The Lord
hath given, and the Lord hath taken
away ; blessed be the name of the
Lord.” A year or two afterwards oc-
curred to him a second trouble, great,
but of a different kind. He was sud-
denly reduced almost to beggary. To
enable the son of an old deceased
friend to become a collector of public
rates in an adjoining county, Ayliffe
had unsuspiciously become his surety.
The man, however, for whom he had
done this service, fell soon afterwards

into intemperate and dissolute habits;
dishonesty, as usual, soon followed;
and poor Ayliffe was horrified one
evening by being called upon, his
principal having absconded, a great
defaulter, to contribute to repair the
deficiency, to the full extent of his
bond. At the time of this sad cvent,
Ayliffic was the freehold owner of
some forty or fifiy acres of ground ad-
joining his cottage, besides having
some small sum of money advanced
upon mortgage to a neighbour, the
interest of which he was setting apart
for a purpose which will be presently
mentioned. But all was suddenly
sacrificed i—mnot only the little accu-
mulation of interest, but the principal
from which it had grown,—and not
only that, but more than half of his
land, to make good the loss for which
he had so unhappily become respon-
sible. This stroke seemed to pros-
trate poor Ayliffe, not only on account
of his severe pecuniary loss, bat his
cruelly betraycd confidence. Nor was
this all. His favourite purpose had
been suddenly defeated ; that purpose
having been to make a provision for
the marriage of his only child, a son,
called after himself, Adam,-— being
the fifth Adam Ayliffe, father and son,
during as many generations. That
fondly-desired object was now unat-
tainable ; and father and son shortly
afterwards experienced a bitter proof
of the too frequent ficklenessof earthly
friendships. The girl whose hand had
been pledged to young Adam readily
broke off the match at her parents’
desire; and she being very pretty,
and they so well to do in the world as
would have enabled them with ease to
set Adam Ayliffe and their daughter
comfortably going in life, little diffi-
culty was found in obtaining a suc.
cessor to poor Adam, in a thriving
young farmer, whom, however, if the
truth must be told, she had originally
jilted in his favour. And possibly
some palliative of her misconduct in
the matter might have heen derived
from the fact, that Adam was not only
of an old family, and would have suc-
ceeded tono inconsiderable hereditary
property, but was also one of the finest
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young fellows in the county, with a
handsome countcnance, of a most cn-
gaging frankness, a figure tall and
well formed, possessed of surpassing
activity and strength, and of a daring
and reckless courage. In all manly
cxercises he excelled every compe-
titor ; and as to his feats at singlesticls,
they were famous in several adjoin-
ing counties. Every one, in short,
liked Adam Avliffe; he had a laugh
and a good word for all whom he met,
would do anything to oblige anybedy,
and scemed not to know that there
was such a thing in the world to be
looked after as—self.

It was everywhere said that a hand-
comer couple than Adam aud Phabe
would muake, was not to be found.
But, poor soul ! all his prospects were,
as has been scen, In one moment
blighted ; and Pheebe’s heartless de-
sertion hurt him far more than the
poverty, with its humiliating inci-
dents, inte which he and his father
had so unexpectedly been plunged.
His buoyancy of spirits had fled for
ever, but the manly simplicity of cha-
racter which he had inherited from
his father remained. Much, however,
of that father’s pious teaching it took
to soothe the rufiled spirit of his son.
Long was it before any one could ex-
change a smile with Adam Ayliffe
the younger. Alas! what & contrast
now, between father and son going
heretofore together arm-in-arm to
church, the one with his great walk-
ing-stick, broad hat, and long rough
blue coat, and face of grave but not
anstere composuro; the other gaily
clad, and his hat somcwhat jauntily
set upon his curly nut-brown hair,
nodding to this one, smiling to the
other, and taking off his hat to the
elder folk!  As the two would stand
suddenly uncovered while the parson
passed or met them, on his way into
the church, his heart yearned towards
them both. e thoroughly loved and
resgectcd them, and was proud of two
such specimens of the Knglish yeo-
man; and, above all, he was charmed
with the good example which they
uniformly sot to all his other parish-
joners. He had from Adam’s boy-

hood entertained a liking for him, and
had personally bestowed no incon-
siderable pains upon his education,
which, though plain, as suited his
position, was yet sound and substan-
tial. Greatly concerned had been the
Vicar at the disasters befalling the
Ayliffes; may, he went so far as
secretly to make an cffort to reclaim
the fickle Phoebe @ but in vain—it was
plainly not to be; and then lie sought
to satisfy the sorely discomtfited suitor,
that he might depend upon it all
would turn out for the best.

The Rev. Henry Hylton, M.A., atthe
time now spoken of, had been Vicar of
Milverstoke for nearly twenty years.
It was a Cambridge College living, of
about £300 a-year; the first that had
fallen in for his acceptance, after he
had obtained his Fellowship, to which,
in couscquence of his distinguished
degree, he had been elected almost
immediately, He was a man of good
family ; of powerful intellect angd accu-
rate scholarship ; deeply read in divin-
ity ; of signal decision of character,
lofty independence of spirit, and fer-
vent piety. He, too, was naturally of
a cheerful disposition, but had been
saddened by domestic affliction ; for
marrying, shortly after coming to the
living, a woman every way fitted for
her post, of sweet and most amiable
temper, they had had five children,
all of whom had died, except the
voungest, a little girl, for whom it
may easily be belicved that they en-
tertained an anxious love passing ex-
pression.

After young Adam’s troubles had
come upon him, by way of occupying
or diverting his attention, Mr Hylton
would have him often to the parson-
age, on some kind pretext or other;
one being to copy out some old
scrmons, the manuscript of which
had become too small to be read in
the pulpit conveniently, the good
Vicar’s eyesight not being as clear
and strong as it had been originally.
Thus it was that Adam came to be
constantly thrown into the way of a
certain maid of Mr Hylton's—Sarah,
whose history was short, but not un-
interesting. She had been left an
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orphan, when young, by a poor widow,
a parishioner of Milverstoke, who had
died some years before ; and Mrs Hyl-
ton, having taken a liking to the girl,
had had her carried, about her four-
teenth year, to the parsonage, and
brought up under her owneye. Sarah
proved a good and grateful girl, and
became useful, being a good needle-
woman, and discreet and intelligent ;
in short, she was a favourite with both
Mr and Mrs Hylton. Though hercoun-
tenance was pleasing, it could not be
called pretty ; its expression was pen-
sive and thoughtful ; her voice was
soft, and plecasant to hecar; and her
figure slight, but well proportioued.
Now Adam and she were often thrown
together, for he used to sit in the
housekeeper’s room, in the evenings,
copying out Mr Hylton’s sermons,
none other being present than the
housekeeper and Sarah : and no one
can wounder that Adam should often
talk of his troubles, particularly touch-
ing Pheebe. The good housekeeper
pronounced her a hussy, who would
live to repent her shameful conduct;
and assured Adam that there were
quite as good fish in the sea as had
ever come out ; he al} the while listen-
ing in silence, or with a sigh, and
shaking his head. The last observa-
tion, however, imperceptibly grew
more grateful to his feelings when-
ever it was repeated. At length it
occurred to him that Sarali, who was
never very voluble, always preserved
silence when such topie, or anything
akin to it, was introduced, and looked
verysteadily at her needlework, One’s
own heart indicates the natural result
of all this. On one such occasion as
that just referred to, Sarah ventured
to lift up her eyes, for an instant,
from her work, and glanced timidly
at Adam, whom she imagined to be
busy writing; but behold ! he was look-
ing in silence, and rather earnestly,
at her. Thus was kindled the first
spark of love between Adam and
Sarah; and, after several years’ quiet
courtship, long discouraged, but never
absolutely forbidden, by both Mr and
Mrs Hylton, Adam married Sarah
from the parsonage, with the full con-

sent of all persons concerned ; and
then took her home to the cottage,
where old Adam Ayliffe, as he kissed
the pale cheek of the meek and trem-
bling new-comer, welcomed them both
with a solemn and affecting benedic-
tion that was quite patriarchal.

“ Daughter-in-law,” said he, “I am
poor ; so is this thy husband ; and we
may become poorer; but here is that
which will make those rich who rely
on it. Give me thy hand, Sarah, and
thine, Adam,” said he, and placed
them, with his own, upon the cover
of the old family Bible: “ Promise,
with the blessing of IIim who gave
us this Book, never to look beyond it,
in time of trouble, nor then to forget
it. Thus promised my Sarah when
God gave her to me, who hath since
taken her away again!”

The old man’s voice here trembled,
but failed him not. Then he tenderly
embraced both his son and daughter-
in-law, the latter weeping much; and
they sat down to their frugal repast
with such cheerfulness as they might.

Adam and his son had for some
time betaken themselves to labour for
their subsisterce ; and on this mar-
riage taking place, both found it
necessary to redouble their exertions,
in order to meet their augmented ex-
penditure ; for small though it might
be at first, prudence warned them to
preparc against any probable increase
of 1t. Bitter, bitter indeed was it to
young Ayliffe, when first he saw his
venerable father enter into the capa-
city of a hireling ; but not so with
that father, who heartily thanked God
for the strength which he still had,
and the opportunity of profitably ex-
erting that strength. 'T'was some-
what late in the day, to be sure, but
the necessity had not arisen from his
fault. Labour was the lot of man;
this he knew, aud was reverently con-
tent with that lot.

These three were the sole occupants
of the cottage : and Mrs Ayliffe, being,
as one might say, ncatness personified,
felt a pride in keeping her pretty re-
sidence in fitting order. Often, how-
ever, when her husband and father-in-
law were absent at their labour, to
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which they would go early, and from
which they would often returu late,
she thought with trembling solicitude
about the future ; for in duc time she
had the prospect of becoming a mother.
The sight ot her venerable father-in-
law thus daily going to, and returning
from, his labour, at a time when he
ought to have been enjoying the re-
pose suited to his years, greatly dis-
tressed her ; and sometimes she would
secretly reproach herself for having
added even a straw's weight to his
burthens, by becoming the wife of his
son. That son, however, loved her
tenderly, and with, perhaps, a more
lasting affection than ever he might
have entertained for her whose place
she had so unexpectedly occupicd.
Both hie and his father engaged them-
selves in their labours with sustained
alacrity. But a year and a hali’s
severe and constant exertion told
more heavily on old Adam’s impaired
physical powers than he had calculat-
ed upon ; and to his gricvous mortifi-
cation, the doctor at length positively
forbade his resuming work of any
kind for several months to come. So
the old man was not only obliged to
lay up, but to incur considerable ex-
pense hy medical attendance, rendered
necessary by a serious injury which
strong exertion, at his time of life,
was but too sure to occasion.

About a year after her marriage,
ﬁoor Mrs Ayliffe brought her hus-

and, at the peril of her own life, a
son. She had, indeed, a terrible time
of it, and did not quit her bed for
three months, nor the cottage for two
months after that, during the whole
of that period being quite unable to
manage her houschold affairs,—small,
it was true, but requiring, neverthe-
less, constant attention. Alas! how
were all these sadly increased exi-
‘gencies, and that of medical attend-
ance, to be encountered and provided
for ? There was but the labour of
young Ayliffe, itself producing no
great results, but still suflicient, with
good management and frugality, to
supply their daily necessities, They
had also no house-rent to pay, but
how Jong might that be the case?

Tor already had arisen the sad neces-
sity of parting with another portion
of the land which still constituted the
family property. It bad cost old Ay-
liffe a bitter pang to sacrifice an acre
of that land : yet had he been obliged
to do so, and was now again driven
to repeat the sacrificc. Al hitherto
sold had been purchased on account
of the Karl of Milverstoke—a noble-
man of ancient lincage and vast pos-
sessions, whose priuciple country re-
sidence, Milverstoke Castle, a magni-
ficent structure, stood at nearly two
miles’ distance from Aylific’s cottage.
Much must presently be said of this
distinguished personage ; for such, in-
deed, he was, even were it ouly in re-
spect of his lofty personal character,
his great talents, and the high politi-
cal position which he had cccupied.
Suffice it at present to say, that the
Earl did not give himself much per-
sonal concern about the management
of his estates, but devolved 1t upon
others—upon local agents, all under
the control of one principal, wholived
in London. The Earl’'s agent at Mil-
verstoke was Mr Oxley, formerly a
land-valuer in the adjoining county—
a shrewd and energetic man, devoted
to the Earl's interests, but occasional.
ly acting in a way not likely to secure
to his noble employer the goodwill of
those who were connected with him
as tenants or neighbours; for little
cared Mr Oxley about hurting the
feclings of any one who stood be-
tween him and any of his purposes.
He it was who liad negotiated the
purchase of the land which old Ayliffe
bad been forced to sell, in consequence
of the villany of the person for whom
he had become bound; and the object
of Mr Oxlcy, in making that purchase,
was the furtherance of a favourite
scheme which he had for some time
had in view, and which had met with
the Earl’s own approbation, of mak-
ing a new approach to the Castle
through the woods at the back of it,
instead of the present road, which
was somewhat inconvenieut with re.
ference to the highway, and very cir-
cuitous,

This object could not, however, be
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attained, unless all the remaining pro-
perty of Ayliffe could be acquired by
the Earl, whose agent had teased and
harassed Ayliffe on the subject, to an
extent which only one of so well-regu-
lated a temper as his could have tole-
rated with anything like calmness. The
new road to the Castle, it was intended,
should pass exactly over the present
site of the cottage, which therefore
had long been a grievous eyesore to
Mr Oxley, as a monument at once of
his own abortive negotiation, and, as
he chose to consider it, Ayliffe’s dogged
obstinacy. In vain the old man ear-
nestly told him that it would break his
heart to be separated for ever from the
property of his fathers—to see their
residence pulled down, and all trace of
it destroyed; in vain did the selfish
matter-of-fact man of business hear
that Ayliffe had solemnly promised
his father, on his death-bed, not to part
with the cottage so long as he had a
crust of bread to eat in it, and a son to
succeed to it. Mr Oxley largely in-
creased, and finally doubled, his ori-
ginal offer, on hearing these eunning
pretexts, for such to him they appear-
ed, urged so pertinaciously; but the
old yeoman was not to be tempted:
and his resolution irritated Mr Oxley
the more, because the latter, never
dreaming of having to encounter such
an obstacle, had somewhat precipitate-
ly pledged himself to the Earl, that
his lordship might depend upon the
new road to the Castle being laid down
by a day which had—long passcd by.
A last and desperate effort was made
Ly Mr Oxley, on behalf of his noble
principal, who little dreamed of the
real state of the case: or, high-minded
as he was, he would have sacrificed a
thousand acres of his richest land
rather than have sanctioned the un-
gracious and unwarrantable proceed-
ings attcmpted on his behalf. But his
lordship had only recently made Mil-
verstoke his constant residence, on his
someswhat sudden retirement from pub-
lic life, and probably knew little or
nothing of what went on in his name,
aud professedly on his behalf; while
of Ayliffc and his property the Earl
kuew little more than that there wasa

emall freeholder of that name, living
at a short distance from the Castle,
whose slight interest in the soil it
would be necessary to purchase, before
the contemplated approach could be
made from the high-road to the Castle,
On the occasion just alluded to, as wit-
nessing the last eager effort of Mr
Oxley to effect his purpose, Ayliffe and
his son were together in the cottage;
and the former, unprovoked by much
intemperate and coarse language,
which, however, greatly incensed the
latter, finally, but quietly, told Mr
Oxley that he would talk no more with
him on the subject: * And as for my
Lord,” he added, with a calm though
somewhat stern smile, **let him be
satisfied with what he hath ; the Castle
for him, the cottage for me!”

“Be not a fool, Adam Ayliffe —
know your interest and duty better,”
replied Mr Oxley; “depend upon it, I
will not throw all this my trouble
away, nor shall my Lord be disap-
pointed. Listen, thercfore, once for
all, to reason, and take what is offered,
which is princely, and be thankful!”

“ Well, well,” said Ayliffe; “it seems
that I cannot say that which will suit
thee, good Mr Oxley. Yet once more
will T try, and with words that per.
haps may reach the ear which mine
cannot. Wilt thou hear me? "

“Ay, I will hear, sure enough,
friend Adam,” said Mr Oxley, curious-
ly; on which Ayliffe took down from
the top of the clock, which stood in
the corner, a large old brass-bound
Bible, and, opening it on his lap, read
with deliberate emphasis, as follows:—

“ Naboth, the Jezreelite, had a vine-
yard which was in Jezreel, hard by the
palace of Ahab, king of Samaria.

*“And Ahab spake unto Naboth,
saying, ‘ Give me thy vineyard, that I
may have it for a garden of herbs, be-
cause it is near unto my house: and
I will give thee for it a better vine-
vard than it; or if it seem good to
thee, I will give thee the worth of it
in money.’

“ And Naboth said unto Ahab, ¢ The
Lord forbid it me, that Ishould give the
inheritance of my fathers unto thee.’ "

When he had read these last words,
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which he did very solemnly, Ayliffe
closed the Bible, and gazed at Mr Ox.
ley in silence. For a moment the
latter seemed somewhat staggered by
what he saw, and what he had heard;
but at length—* Oh, ho, Adam! do
you make your Bible speak for you in

usiness ?” said he, in a tone of rude
joculavity. “ Well, T shall wish you
good-day for some little while, it may
be, and good luck to you here. It is
somewhat of a bit of & place,” he con-
tinued, as he drew on his gloves,
glancing, at the same time, contemyp-
tuously round the littlc room, * to set
such store by; but be patient—be pa-
tient, Adam; there is one somewhat
larger that will be ready for you by-
and-by."”

This insulting allusion to the work-
house, or the county gaol, old Ayliffe
reeeived in dignified silence. Not so,
however, his son, who, rising with
ominous calmness from the chair on
which he had for some time been sit-
ting, as it were on thorns, and silent
only out of habitual deference to his
father, approached Mr Oxley in two
strides, seized him by the collar with
the hand of a giant, and before his as-
tonished father could interpose, had
dragged Mr Oxley to the doorway,
and, with a single jerk, fiung him out
into the open air with a violence which
sent him staggering several yards,
till he fell down at full length on the
ground.

“ Adam, Adam, what hast thou
done?" commenced his father, ap-
proaching his son with an astounded
air.

* Nay, never mind me, father,” mut-
tered his son vehemently, standing
with arms a-kimbo, and watching Mr
Oxley with eyesflashing fury. “There,
Master Oxley ; show never here again
that wizened face of yours, or worse
may happen. Away! DBack to the
Castle, and tell him that sent you
here what you have received! Off!
out into the road,” he added, raising
his voice, and striding towards Mr
Oxley, who precipitately quitted the
garden, “or 1'll teach you to speak of
the workhouse again! Sce that the
dogs lick not"—

' Adam ! I charge thece—hold thy
peace ! " said the old man, loudly and
authoritatively, and advancing to-
wards Mr Oxley; whoe, however, after
muttering a few words, heard by the
old man, and glancing {uriously at
young Ayliffe, hastily mounted his

orse, which had been standing fast-
ened at the gate, and was soon out of
hearing. About that time, in the en-
suing day, he had contrived, during an
interview on business with the Earl, to
intimate, as if casually only, that the
Ayliffes, who owned the road-side cot-
tage, had received the liberal overtares
made by My Oxley on his lordship’s
behalf with expressions of coarse dis-
respect, and even malignant hostility.
Not a word, however, said Mr Oxley
of the violent treatment which he had
received at the hands of young Ayliffe;
nor did he deem it expedicnt, for rea-
sons of his own, to swumon his assail-
ant to answer before the magistrates
for what he had done. Would that
the Earl of Milverstoke had rcceived
the slightest inkling of the occurrence
of the day before,—of the spirit and
temper in which Mr Oxley’s negotia-
tions, if such they could be called, had
been carried on with the venerable
yeoman. Such iuformation, however,
was of course not to be expected from
Mr Oxley. Would, then, that it had
occurred to Ayliffe or his son to go
vesolutely up to the Castle, insist on
seeing its stern secluded lord, and ap-
prise him of the insulting and oppres-
sive line of conduct which had been
pursued on his behalf. Mr Oxley,
unless his denial had been believed,
would have fled blighted from thc pre-
sence of his lord, who would have told
him in a voice of thunder to give an
account of his stewardship, for that
he might be no longer steward, But it
fell not out so. Such a step was never
dreamed of by cither of the Ayliffes;
who, on the contrary, rather anxiously
awaited some vindictive movement
on the part of Mr Oxley. He scemed,
however, disposed to take no notice of
what had happened; and the untoward
occurrence appeared not likely to be
followed by its apprehended conse-
quences,
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Ayliffe received no more molestation
from Mr Oxley, or any one clse, with
the view of compelling him to surrender
the poor remnant of his little patrimo-
nial estatc, That gentleman probably
thought it his wisest course, hoping
that distress might effect what nego-
tiation had failed in, to bide his time,
as far as concerned the Earl’s interests,
with reference to gaining possession
of Avliffe’s cottage and the slip of
ground still remaining attached to it,
and on which stood the small orcliard
and garden which have been already
mentioned. All the rest poor old Ay-
liffe had been compelled to dispose of
with reluctance and agony, during the
troubled two years and a half, or threc
years, ensuing on his son’s marriage.
Like any slave in the plantations
worked that son, from morning to
night, with fond willingness, to sup-
port those who were so dear to him;
and being also stimulated by an
honourable ambition to preserve in his
family the cherished spot where the

avents from whom he sprung had

een born, which, moreover, seemed
infinitely enhanced to him in value,
now that he had become himself a
father—the father of yet another Adam
Ayliffe, for so the child had been
christened. But, alas! the poor thing
gave no promise of its father’s comeli-
ness or strength, being, on the con-
trary, small and fecble from its birth,
and likcly to be reared, if at all, with
difficulty. This little heir to misfor-
tune and misery, however, had yet a
further claim on the pity of every be-
holder ; for, in the momentary absence
of the woman iutrusted with the care
of it, on the occasion of her being sud-
denly summouned to the bedside of its
apparently dying mother, the child
fell from the chair on which it had
been hastily and imprudently left,
occasioning injuries, the effects of
which would remain through life. This
last occurrence grievously disturbed
the equanimity of even old Ayliffe,
and drove tlie more excitable tempera-
ment of his son almost to frenzy.
When the poor mother, too, heard of
what had happened—for how could it

be concealed effectually ?—it caused a
relapse which nearly proved fatal. Here
was wretchedness indeed! and wretclh-
edness of which the sufferers saw no
end! Had it not been for the teaching
and example afforded by the father,
young Ayliffe would have fallen into a
gloomy 1rreligious humour, sullenly
questioning the goodness and wisdom
of Him without whose knowledge and
permission this sad blow had not de-
scended upon either parent or clild.
For a time, that which was unaccount.-
able in this visitation of Providence
seemed also unreasonable and unjust !
To both his father and to Mr Iylton,
young Ayliffe once morosely declared,
that the spirit of a man could not bear
flat injustice, come from whom it might!
and asked—What had this poor child
done P—what had its mother >—what
had its father done to deserve such an
infliction ? “ Questious these, Adam,”
said Mr Hylton kindly, but very grave-
ly, * which millions upon millions of
mankind have asked, in their own
various troubles, who soon afterwards
saw causes showing the wisdom ana
goodness which had permitted those
troubles to happen, and vindicating
the justice by which they had been
ordained. Are you, Adam, the only
one chastened by adverse visitations
from God ?”" inquired Mr Hylton ear-
nestly, hiseyesfilling with tears. “Look
at him who now addresses you: why
have my four children, whom I as
dearly loved as ever you loved this
poor babe, been taken from me, and
after ycars of suffering, pain, and
misery ? why do they now lie moulder.
ing into dust in yonder churchyard?”

Adam’s lip quivered ; his heart was
softened ; and his wife, in whose weak
arms lay the injured infant, gently
leaned down, and kissed its pale un-
conscious cheek, with emotions which
none but a mother could feel. To her,
and to her husband, their poor child
became infinitely dearer from this its
misfortune,—it was enshrined, as it
were, in their very heart of hearts.
Possibly, had it not suffered so severe.
ly, it might never have been loved so
dearly.



NOW AND THEN. 9

CHAPTER II

TrE straits to which the Ayliffes were { cow yielded at milking-time, the re-
driven could not escape the notice of | mainder was at the service of the

the kind-hearted inhabitants of the
village, notwithstanding the stern re
serve of the old man, and the some-
what angry and proud impatience of
the son; who had rejected several
friendly offers of assistance, with a
morbid sensitiveness for which all con-
siderate persons could make ample
allowance. He would not, he said,
live on charity, while he had health
to work, and they could manage to
keep their own freehold house over
their heads. It was, however, very
hard to sustain these proud feelings
when he looked at his father, and his
emaciated wife, and thought of her
privations, borne with apparently a
cheerful indifference, which quite van-
ished the instant that his back was
turned. Many marks of substantial
kindness were, with delicate consider-
ation, forced upon them from the par-
sonage ; and whatever came, indced,
from that hallowed quarter, young
Ayliffe received with a kind of reve-
rential gratitude, Mr Hylton had no
income except that derived from his
vicarage ; and being very easy in the
matter of his tithes, was sometimes
not inconsiderably inconvenienced by
the dilatoriness with which they were
paid.  Yet his charitics, substantial
and unostentatious, failed not; good
Mrs Hylton, with her faithful house-
keeper, made their cowslip, ginger,
and elderberry wine, ever in due sea-
son ; and many a bottle of it had been
carried by Mr Hylton himself, on hLis
visits to those who needed it. He
kept but one cow, which went by the
name of Every-one’s-Cow ; because, as
soon as sufficient for the parsonage
had been taken from what the good

poorer inhabitants of the village, who
might always be seen trudging for
this purpose, pitcher in hand, towards
the parsonage, morning and evening.

Ayliffe had told Mr Hylton, but only
in general terms, of the coarse and
offensive treatment which he had ex-
perienced from Mr Oxley; and Mr
Hylton was also thoroughly aware of
the fond tenacity with which old Adam
clung to the last link connecting him
with the soil, which Mr Ozley would
sever with such leartless and rude
indifference. Mr Hylton’s best sym-
pathies, indeed, were with the old yeo-
man, whom he had from time to time,
with cordial alacrity, assisted by loans
of small sums of money, to enable
him, as the phrase runs, “to keep his
head above water” aslong as possible.
Mr Oxley was seen through and de-
spised by Mr Hylton. The former
perfectly well knew the estimation in
which he was held by the latter ; who,
however, for the sake of parish peace,
exhibited a constrained but perfectly
disinterested civility towards one who
was invested with so much authority
as enabled him, when so disposed, to
turn tyrant over those whom Mr Hyl-
ton loved—his poorer parishioners—
with almost absolute impunity. He
was not on guch terms with Mr Oxley
as would have warranted interference
between him and the Ayliffes, even
had there been any practical mode of
doing so successfully. For, indecd,
what was Mr Hylton to do? what
could he prevent Mr Oxley from do-
ing? The latter had planned an im-
provement in the Earl's property, co
which the acquisition of Ayliffe’s
would be very conducive; and Mr

B
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Oxley had used every exertion which
had occurred to him, to effect his pur-
pose, in vain. He professed no inten-
tion, as he certainly had no power,
to force Ayliffc to comply with his
wishes ; and, as the latter was fixedly
resolved not to part with his last sad
shred of interest in his native soil, till
absolutely compelled to do so, Mr
ITylton saw that, whatever might be
his wish, and his opinion of Mr Ox-
ley’s character, he could not interfere
between them for any practical pur-
pose. He saw, alas! but too clearly,
that the old man's grasp, however
desperate, was very, very feeble, and
could not be long maintained, uuless
some decisive and permanent change
in his circumstances were to take
place. The sad inhabitants of the
cottage were aware of some efforts
which Mr Hylton was making on be-
half of the younger Ayliffe, for whom
he was endeavouring to procure a per-
manent situation, as a resident school-
master, in a school conducted on a
new plan, which Mr Hylton had been
for some time anxious to establish at
Milverstoke. With what tenacity did
they cling to this solitary plank in the
sea of sorrow in which they were
buffeting ! Yet were their hopes here
doomed to be disappointed ; since Mr
Oxley, determined to defeat young
Ayliffe, brought forward a person as
candidate for the office, whom, there-
fore, there was no possibility of re-
jecting; for the Tarl of Milverstoke
had given the site for the school, and,
through Mr Oxley, provided funds for
the building of it, and promised to
contribute largely to its support,
Baflled here, Mr Hylton bethought
himself of a similar opening which was
ahout to occur in an adjoining county;
where, in the parish of a friend of his,
a school was being erected on a much
Jarger scale than that in Milverstoke,
with a commensurate superiority of
advantages to the person who might
be so fortunate as to obtain the ap-
pointment of master. Ilis move i
this quarter, however, he did not com-
nunicate to the Ayliffes, lest he should
excite hopes which might never be
realised. 1lis strenuously cxpressed
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opinion in favour of Ayliffe, his ac-
count of the family to which he be-
longed, and of the exemplary father
by whom he had been brought up,
and personal testimony to his qualifi-
cations for the office, were likely to
have great weight with the persons
with whom Mr Hylton was thus good-
naturedly negotiating. He observed
with pain the effects which long-
continued anxiety were producing in
young Ayliffe, on whose manly but
harassed features he had not seen a
smile, nor anything approaching to
one, for many a long day. Ile had
become silent and reserved; and Mr
Hylton feared lest a tendency to mo-
roseness should be established, such
as it might be difficult to overcome;
for he learnt from old Ayliffe that his
son no longer seemed desirous of con-
versing with him, as formerly,on their
circumstances ; and when the old man
read alond the usual morning and
evening chapter in the Bible, he could
not but observe that his son lacked
much of that serious and carnest at-
tentiveness with which he had, from
Lis youth up, joined in the family de-
votions. And an effort it appeared
also to poor Mrs Ayliffe to do so0;
who, while holding her crippled child
in her lap, would fix her eyes on the
moody face of her husband, too well
knowing, the while, how and whither
his thoughts werc wandering.

One night, as she told Mr Hylton
with sobs and tears, her husband
started up in bed, and, after sitting in
silence for some time beside her, said,

« And all this, Sarah, has come upon
us from the charitable deed my good
father did do towards another, in giv-
ing security ! 'Who can make me be-
lieve that that is just ? Sarah, Sa-
rah, this i3 very strange!”

This she mentioned also to old Ay-
liffe, who received it with stern ex-
pressions of sorrow.

“With me,” said he, “my son will
not now hold talk, nor scarcely listen
to me, with the duty which he oweth
to au old father, who hath ever striven
to teach him aright! Dut, Sarah, be
not thou guided by him lerein. It is
a spirit undevout and rebellious, and
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may be grievously chastised by God.
I never said before, Sarah, Be not
guided by thy husband —but now I
do; for when%e thus si)eaks, it is not
he, but Satan through him; and God
deliver my son and thy husband Adam
from this peril to his soul!”

On the same day on which the old
man thus rebuked the distrustfuluess
of his son, his own fortitude was nota
little tried by an incident sadly indi-
cative of his rapidly-failing circum-
stances. One by one had been parted
with the chief articles of furniture
which had for so many years made
their little sitting-room a model of
neatuess and comfort—articles which
had gone, with as much privacy as
might be, by the carrier’s cart, to be
disposed of in the neighbouring mar-
ket-town. With aching hearts the
owners saw them removed, and with
heavy misgivings received the petty
Eroduce of them, Still was there,

owever, in the corner, the clock
which has already been mentioned;
old-fashioned, and in a dark oaken
case, curiously carved, and which had
stood on the same spot, going tick,
tick, with exemplary regularity, for
more than half a century, but was that
evening to cease performing its moni-
tory functions in the cottage : having
been sold by old Ayliffe, during the
day, for three pounds, to a chandler
living in the village, thriving, and
Jjust married, and who was presently
coming to fetch away his purchase in
his cart. The top of the clock had,
during all the years which have been
mentioned, formed the resting-place of
the family Bible before spoken of; a
large old-fashioned volume, withheavy
brass clasps and corners, kept, by fre-
quent handling, in constaut bright-
ness. Quaint and mysterious were
the pictures illustrating the text of
the Holy Volume; and by how many
of the Ayliffe family, now dead and
gone, had that volume been read, and
hung over, with solemn and enchain-
ing interest! Yet so carefully had it
ever been preserved, that not a leaf
was missing, or bore noticeable marks
of injury. The spare leaves at the
beginning and the end were covered
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with entries of a century’s births,
deaths, and marriages among the Ay-
liffes. There seemed scarcely room
for above three or four more ; yet oue
would soon be required, of another
birth —and, as old Ayliffe glanced at
the abridged space remaining, he sad-
Iy wondered whether room would be
found for a certain brief entry by-and-
by, concerning himself!

It is impossible to deny that, as old
Ayliffe sat by the dull red fire on the
Learth, gazing at the old familiar face
of the clock, knowing that he did so
for the last time in his life, and that
on the ensuing day that old clock
would be standing, with its grave
methodical tick, tick, amidst a new
circle of faces at the chandler’s, its
new proprietor, he felt an inexpressible
melancholy. Never would three pounds
have been so precious as at that mo-
ment, presenting themselves to avert
the coming spoliation ! DBut it was
not to be; the clock must go; and
those whom it had so long served,
so long guided and warned, must do
without it. On that cvening Ayliffe
had read to his daughter-in-law the
last chapter of Job, the preceding
ones having been read regularly every
evening, from the first chapter. Old
Ayliffe, as had ever been his wont,
read aloud the Bible; and methinks
it was a subject for a keen-observing
painter, to see the old man, and his
son and daughter, in that their par-
tially stripped cottage, awaiting its
entire dismantling, nay, its transfer
to strangers,—the first reading with
grave energy, and the others earnestly
listening to the sublime book of Job.
Ayliffe's voice now and then trembled
somewhat while reading passages ex-
actly applicable to his own situation
and circumstances; but, gencrally
speaking, he discharged his duty with
dignified composure and firmness,
albeit with a certain rough and quaint
simplicity. As he finished the last
verse of the last chapter, and closed the
book,—

“ Ah, good father !" said Mrs Ay-
liffe, with a sigh, “ how happy and
grand Job must have been at the last !
I'wish that such things would Lappen



12

to those who sorrowfully read his
griefs and trials! "

Old Ayliffe remained silent for some
time; and then said, looking at her
with a grave reproving air,

* Sarah, didst thou mnotice that
naught is said in this last chapter con-
cerning Job’s wife 27

“ No, good father—but now I do,”
she replied—* And why ig it ?"

“There is a reason for it, Sarah;
that thon mayest rely on. She per-
haps was not let into her husband’s
prosperity and rejoicing,”—he looked
at her keenly,— because she had said
to him in his trouble, when God's
hand was heavy on him, Curse God,
and die. And these things, Sarah,
He forgetteth not.”

His daughter-in-law raised her hand
to her eyes, and submitted to the old
man’s kind and calm reproof in tear-
ful silence; for she remembered a
hasty expression of her own, in his
presence, some day or two before,
which, in spirit, had fallen not far
short of the mmplous language of Job’s
wife. While they were thus talking,
was heard the rumbling of approach-
ing cart-wheels, on which Ayliffe rose
and went to the door; and shading
his eyes with his hand, as he looked
up the road, saw that it was the chand-
ler's cart coming for the clock. On
this he returned rather suddenly, to
await the moment of his friend’s de-
parturs, gazing with a sort of fond-
ness at the poor old clock’s face:
“Good-bye, good-bye,” said he, within
himsclf, “I do not willingly bid thee
go ; but go thou must: and how soon
we must follow thee, and quit this,
our little home, who can tell?” Now
approached to the door the two men
who had come for the clock, which
they removed very carefully; Ayliffe
scarcely opening his lips the while,
but looking on in troubled silence.
At length, the business being ended,
the men bade him respectfully “ Good
evening ;" the cart rattled heavily
away ; and Ayliffe gazed at the
corner then standing vacant for the
first time during half a century,
with moist cyes and unutterable
feelings.
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How gloomily did all this herald
in the approaching Christmas !

All hail, thou season of rightful,
but solemn and elevating joy ! Oh,
what EVENT, gracious, stupendous,
and awful, dost thou not commemo-
rate ?  What but the mysterious, yet
foretold advent of the Almighty Re-
deemer of mankind, the joy and glory
of heaven aund earth! In the wrapt
contemplation, behold the very dust
of earth become instinct with heaven-
ly intelligence : even as the stars sang
together for joy! Let a universal
rosANNAT fill the hearts and voices of
mankind. For He came! and was
God with Us ; dwelling in the flesh !
With us! Here! on this dim speck,
amidst the bewildering and inconceiv-
able vastness of the universe, singled
out for such purpose in the unsearch-
able wisdom of the Most High! An-
gels unseen ! bow with us, your pre-
sent dust-clad brethren, your heads in
awe profound ! Together let us cele-
brate this Mystery, saying, “ Glory
to God in the highest; and on earth,
PEACE, GOOD-WILL TOWARDS MEN!”
Thus, heaven-kindled, is the joyous-
ness of Christmas: soul-elevating:
heart-opening. Therefore do all Chris-
tian people welcome this solemnly
cheerful season; their hearts being
first prostrate before God, and then
expanding towards man, in deeds of
charity and virtue.

But the coming of this hallowed
season cannot, alas! banish gloom,
poverty, and wretchedness—no, not
even for one day—from among man-
kind. The great and the humble, the
distinguished and the obscure, the
rvich and the poor, the gifted and the
simple, may alike have their happy or
their miserable Christmas! Be the
season, therefore, approached with
mingled fear and hope; and, when
past, regarded with pious reflection,
with cheerful submission, and rever-
ential gratitude.

How bleak and blighting was to
the Ayliffes the aspect of the coming
Christmas! How different the feel-
ings with which father and son re-
garded it! Tt is not to be denied that
there was becoming evident a great
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difference betwcen their views and
feelings; those of the onc tending
towards a sullen intolerance of that
adversity, which the other bore with
faithful ~ humility and resignation.
During the week preceding, there had
occurred between old Ayliffe and his
son, their first serious dispute and
misunderstanding ; and it arose as
follows. Auxiety and privation were
doing their work conspicuously upon
the health and appearance of Mrs Ay-
liffe, who was shortly expecting fo
become again a mother ; and. judging
from a former occasion, with what a
prospect before her! The sight of her
sweot but careworn face was to her
husband agony insupportable; and it
sent her good father-inlaw often to
his knees In private. The doctor who
had attended her before was again en-
gaged; and never left her without
speaking of the necessity of nourish-
ing food, which alone, he said, would
go far to help her through her coming
trouble. The son would listen to this
with a quivering lip and a full heart;
inwardly exclaiming, as the doctor
spoke, * Nourishing food! Heaven
help thee, dear Sarah, where is it to
be got ?” With these thoughts in
his mind, burthening and depressing
it, he went one day to his work at a
farmer’s at some distance from Mil-
verstoke, having only one companion
the whole day long ; but that compan-
ion appearing good-natured and com-
municative, the frank young Ayliffe
could not refrain from talking about
that which was uppermost in his
thoughts—the feeble condition of his
wife, and her doctor’s constant recom-
mendation of nourishing food. *“And
why do not you get it, if you care for
her 2" inquired his companion with
a surprised air, resting a moment from
his work.

“Burely,” quoth poor Ayliffe, ““ yon
should ask me why I do not get one
of the stars out of the sky. Ismeat
to be picked up in the high-road ?

“No; mnot in the high-road,” said
the other, drily, “but there’s dainty
eating for the sick and the gentle to
be had—elsewhere !”

In plain English, Ayliffe’snew friend
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pointed at game; speaking most tempt-
ingly of hare, above all other sorts of
game, as a dainty dish, whether roast or
stewed, for those that were sick and de-
licate; and assured Ayliffe that his(the
speaker’s) wife Lad lived secretly on
hare all through kertime oftrouble, and
had never in her life thriven so well;
for naught was so nourishing as hare’s
flesh. Poor Ayliffe listened to this,
and much more, with but too willing
an car, though clean contrary to all
Lis own notions, and those which he
knew to be entertained by his father.
He resisted but very faiutly the ar-
guments of his new friend; who,
indeed, fairly staggered Ayliffe by
asking him whether he thought that
he did wrong if he caught a hedge.
hog, a weasel, or a snake in the
field or hedge of another ; and if not,
why was it different with a hare?
Much conversation had they of this
sort; in the course of which poor
Ayliffe, in the frank simplicity of his
nature, gave such a moving picture
of his wife’s necessities, as seemed
greatly o interest his companion;
who said that in truth, and as luck
would have it, he happened to have
by him a very fine hare, which was
greatly at Ayliffe’s service. After
much hesitation he, with many thanks,
accepted the gift; and, accompanying
his new friend to his cottage, at the
close of their day’s work received into
his posscssion the promised hare (a
finer one certainly was hardly to have
been seen), and made his way home-
ward with his perilous present, under
cover of the thickening shades of
night. What dismmal misgivings he
had as he went along! How often
he resolved either to return the hare
to the giver, or fling it over the hedge
as he passed! Tor he was aware of
his danger: there being no part of
England where game was more strietly
preserved, more closely looked after,
or poachers more severely punished
than at Milverstoke. He thought,
however, of his wife, and of the relish
with which she must partake of this
hare; and by the inspiriting aid of
considerations such as these, he nerved
himself to encounter her suspicions,
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and his father’s rebuke. And to bhe
sure, a sad scene ensucd on his reach-
ing home, where he found his father
and wife anxiously awaiting his pro-
tracted arrival.

“ Sarah,” said he, as he entered,
with a flustered air, *“ here is a present
that T have for thee,” and hc placed
before her what he had brought, scarce-
ly daring to glance at his father; who,
however, instantly took the alarm, de-
manding to know how, and when, and
from whom he had gotten the hare
that he had brought home. His son
said that it was a gift, but refused to
say who had given it to him. This
startled his father still more ; and more
pressing he became to know how his
son had obtained the hare.

“ Adam ! Adam!” said the old man,
sternly, “thou hast gone very wrong
in this matter, and thy face shows the
trouble which it bath cost thee to do
it! I will have none of this hare in
my house. Strange doings are on foot
truly ; and of a sudden,” he added,
sighing, “is clean forgotten all that
ever I have tried to teach!”

“Well, since it must be so,” replied
his son, somewhat doggedly, “let no
more noise be made about this hare;
but let it only be quietly eaten by Sa-
rah there—and, it may be, I shall not
bring another.”

Mrs Ayliffe kissed her husband, and
grasped her father-in-law’s hand car-
pestly, but in vain, trying to pacify
them. Old Ayliffe, however, was in-
exorable, and spoke far more sternly
than either of them had ever heard
him speak before; till, indeed, he had
spurred his son's temper into unwont-
ed heat and violence.

“T am tired, and so should we all be,
of being beggars, and living on chari-
ty,” said he, with akind of fierceness.

“Better be beggar, Adam, than rob-
ber,” replied his father, gravely.

“T am no robber!" said his son, with
flushed cheek and flashing eye.

All this while the hare lay on the
floor, in the midst of them, there being
no light in the cottage except the low
ruddy one proceeding from the peat
fire. After gazing for some time with
gloomy steadfastness at bis son, old
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Avliffe rose from his stool, took up the
hare, and walked with it towards the
door.

“Why, what art thou going to do,
father, with that hare?” inquired his
son amazedly.

**To bury it,” replied the old man,
sternly.

His son made no answer; and, with-
out speaking even to his wife, strode
out of the cottage, got into the high-
road, and paced up ard down it, walk-
ing to a considerable distance, in a
state of unprecedented agitation and
anger. At length, however, he re-
turned somewhat calmed; and finding
his father and his wife sitting up await-
ing his return, and cowering chillily
over the nearly extinct fire, his heart
suddenly softened at the sight of them,
and he could not return their fond
greeting for emotion.

“(ome, Adam, my dear son!” quoth
the old man, grasping him affection-
ately by the hand, **mischief thou didst
not intend, I verily believe; but mis-
chief and wrong hast thou done never-
theless. But now are we friends: and
get thee to bed, and vex me thus no
more, dear Adam! Meddle not again
with game, which in these times is
verily like hell-fire, the least touch of
which burns terribly. That hare
haunts me, though I have put it away,
Adam. Nay—it much misgives me
that we have not heard the last of yon
poor hare, buried though she be ! ™

“ Listen, dear Adam, to this,” said
his wife, throwing her arms round her
husband’s neck; " never, though I die
of hunger, will I touch game which I
know not how thou didst come by—
nay, I will not, Adam, lest we get
into trouble, and do anger God !

These last words made her husband
glance suddenly towards her as if he
would have spoken; but he restrained
himself, and they retired to their little
room.

Poor old Ayliffe’s words overnight
were prophetic. Scarcely had they
sat down to their scanty breakfast,
the next morning, when two con-
stables entered the cottage, with a war-
rant against young Ayliffe for poach-
ing, as they said. The trath was, that
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he had been miserably entrapped into
accepting the hare as a gift, by one
who,havingsent acompanion to watch
him home with it, went immediately
to inform against him, in order to get
half the penalty, if any were awarded,
as prescribed by the statute ; and who
should be at the justice's, on some
matter of business, when the warrant
was applied for, but Mr Oxley, who
quickly saw what a lever this occur-
rence afforded him, wherewith to force
the Ayliffes into surrendering their
cottage, and so allowing the long-
sought improvements in the Earl's
estate to be at once effectuated. The
priscner at first was about to resist,
infuriated by a faint shrick of his wife,
who fell senseless into the arms of
the agitated old Ayliffe ; and had the
voung man resisted, his prodigious
strength would, in spite of the staves
of the constables, have made him their
match : and who could have answered
for the result ? But a miserable groan
from his father, accompanying the
words, " Go, dear lad ! go: and I'll fol-
low thee presently!” brought him to
his scnses ; and he peaceably, but de-
spairingly, accompanied the officers.
The only words which he uttered to
them were a request not to go through
the village, and they complied.

The matter would soon have been
settled at the justice’s, before whom
the case was proved in a trice : Ayliffe
confessing that he had had the hare
in his possession (such being the
offence with which he stood charged},
and honestly telling what bad pass.
ed between him and his old father
on the subject. The punishment was
a penalty of five pounds, or three
months’ imprisonment in the house of
correction.

** Nay, but I have notfivefarthings,”
said Ayliffe, desperately ; “andif I be
sent to prison, it will go hard with
my poor wife—that's alll”

The magistrate, Sir Henry Harring-
ton, looked at him kindly; and after
a pause, read him a serious lecture on
the consequences of listening to bad
advice, and the heinous nature of an
offence against the game laws, which,
his Worship said, were the only things

that prevented the country from be-
coming barbarous; on which account
the law was properly very strict—but,
alas! not half strict enough to put
down the enormous vice of poaching.

While this and much more was being
said, some one, at the instance of Mr
Oxlcy, who dared not be seen in the
matter by the prisoner, offered to pay
the penalty of five pounds, if his father
would promise to sell his cottage to
the Earl of Milverstoke.

“No! Il rot in jail first!” said
young Ayliffe, fiercely. * Mayhap 1
now see how I got here!” This he
said with a strange expression of coun-
tenance.

At this moment arrived Mr Hylton,
accompanied by old Ayliffe; who, on
his son’s being taken from the cot-
tage, had gone to the vicarage, and told
everything that had happened: and,
by his artlessness and misery, somoved
Mr Hylton’s feelings, that he took five
pounds with him, and borrowing a gig
from the surveyor in the village, drove
off in it, accompanied by old Ayliffe,
and arrived at the magistrate’s just in
time to save poor young Ayliffe from
being committed to prison for three
months, as a rogue and vagabond!
according to the statute.

“ T have reason to believe,” said Mr
Hyltontohis brother magistrate, “that
this poor soul hath fallen into a trap
set for him, and hath done it ignerant-
ly, and from mere love of a sick wife;
wherefore I will pay the penalty for
him.”

At this young Ayliffe could not re-
strain himself, but turned his head
away, and wept bitterly.

“ I wish,” said Sir Henry, with some
emotion, *“that it were fitting for me to
join in paying this fine, or that [ could
remit it : but my duty, as Mr Hylton
can testify, is, under the statute, im-
perative.’

So this sad affair ended. Mr Hyl-
ton sternly desired young Ayliffe to
be in attendance at the parsonage, at
nine o'clock on the next morning; and
then drove home the clder Ayliffe, who
could scarce speak for sorrow.

“ These five pounds, Adam,” said
Mr Hylton, *are not a light matter to
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me, for I cannot get in my tithes with-
out great trouble, and neither of you
will be able, I fear, ever to repay it
me : that, however, I ask not, but
freely forgive your son, whom I will,
with God’s blessing, read a lesson in
the morning that he shall not forget.”

With this they alighted at the par-
sonage, where old Ayliffe was obliged
to swallow a little refreshment; and
then he made his way to his desolate
cottage, where he was some two hours
afterwards joined by his son, wearied
with a fourteen miles” walk (for the
Justice’s was seven iiles oft), and
the agitation and mortification of the
day. No reproaches had he to encoun-
ter from his father, whom he found on
his knees, in his bedroom, with his
hands clasped over his heart !

By nine o'clock on the ensuing
morning, poor young Ayliffe was
standing in the little library of Mr
Hylton, who was greatly moved when
he saw the woe-struck but manly face
of the culprit.

“Come, come, I am not going to
male a mightybusiness of this, Adam,”
said Mr Ilylton, after compelling him
to sit down, “ because I see that you
feel deeply the wrong that you have
done. You knew better, Adam, and
terribly forgot yourself ;—and see the
consequences ! Your father never had
to bow his good head with shame be-
fore ycsterday, and then through no
fault of bis: and your wife, I dare-
say, has suffercd not a little on this
account.”

Ayliffe’s lip quivered, and preseuntly
his tears could not be any longer
forced back.

“ How is she, Adam, this morning ?”
said Mr Hylton, gently, observing his
emotion,

After a few moments’ panse, Ayliffe
faltered, * Terribly ill, sir!”

“ 1 was afraid that it might be so;
but we must look after her: and in-
deed Mrs Hylton is, I hope, by this
time there, with some small matters
suitable for your poor wife's situation.”

4 Sir~~sir!” said Ayliffe, with sud-
den vehemence, after Iong struggling
against emotions which seemed likely
to choke him, “ you are killing me : I
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cannot bear it! You are too good, and
I must go away! T cannot look you in
tl}el face, sir!—I'm quite heart-broken,
sir !

‘ Give me your hand, Adam,” said
Mr Hylton, heartily, rising and ap-
proaching him. “ You are restored
to my good opinion : great allowances
were to be made for you; and I he.
lieve that you acted from naught but
love to a suffering wife. And now,”
he continued, opening a drawer, and
taking out a letter, ““see how nearly
you have seriously injured yourself—
and yet what a prospect there is of
better days for you! Here have I been
doing all that I could to get you made
the master of a school in the next
county, and this letter tells me that I
was on the point of succeeding ; when,
behold! you are suddenly a convicted
poacher ! I have miserable fears that
you have undone all; but hope that
what passed yesterday has not yet
been carried into the next county. 1
am going to the rector, who is an old
friend of mine, to tell him the true
state of the case, and what great
allowances ought to be made for you.
He is a very feeling gentleman, and T
may prevail on him to give you the
place, that I have so long striven to
get for you; but it must be only by-
and - by, when this matter may be
somewhat blown over. I have to pre-
pare for my Sunday duty, and it is in-
convenient for me to leave home: yet
this thing is so urgent, and so much
for your good, that I am going to ride
over this very day—nay, my horse
and saddlebags are even now being
got in readiness.” .

It is in vain to attempt describing
the feelings of mingled gratitude, fear,
hope, and vexation with which all this
was listened to by young Ayliffe.

“You know that I am dealing kind-
Iy by you,” continued Mr Hylton;
*“ and now make me, and keep when
you make it, a promise—that you will
never, knowingly, speak again to a

oacher, or receive game from him, or
Ey means of him; nor let any unlaw-.
fully come into your hands or your
house.”

“ As I am a true man, sir, for all
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that's just happened, I never will, sir;
eveu though we be all starving!” re-
plied Ayliffe, with energy.

“ God will not permit you to starve,
Adam, depend upon it : you shall not,
at least, while we live at the parson-
age ; so now, my poor friend, go back
home, and comfort your wife and
father as well as you may. Ihavea
long day’s ride before me.”

So they parted. About ten minutes
afterwards, Ayliffe, trudging home-
ward, was overtaken by Mr Hylton on
horsebacl, in travelling trim, having
thus made good his word, and being
already on his errand of goodness.

“God bless thee, Adam!” said he,
as he passed smartly along.

“God Almighty bless you, sir!—
and thank you!” faltered Ayliffe, al-
most inaudibly, taking off his hat, and
gazing bareheaded after his benefactor
til Le was hid from his sight.

How little either of those two
thought, at that moment, of what was
ordained to happen before they met
again !

When Ayliffc reached the cottage,
he found that Mrs Hylton had not
long before quitted it, having spent
half an hour by his wife’s bed-side,
and left with her two bottles of cowslip,
and one of port wine, together with
some rice, tea, sugar, two rabbits, and
nearly a quarter of a cheese, all of
which had been eagerly carried by
the housekeeper who accompanied
her, and who had known poor Mrs
Ayliffe, as has been seen, in her
happier days at the parsonage. When
Ayliffe had been made aware of the
visit of hiz gentle benefactress, he
stood gazing 1n tearful silence at the
prints of her slender feet, in the snow,
homeward ; and his heart was so full
that he could have fallen down and
kissed them, as traces of an angel's
visit,

The next morning he presented
himself, as usual, to his employers;
who, however, rcjected his services,
having heard of the atrocity of which
he had just been convicted, and being,
moreover, directly under the influence
of Mr Oxley, {rom whose noble mas-
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ter had been purloined the hare which
lay buried behind the cottage : having
attained thereby a distinction possibly
never conferred upon hare before.

Three days elapsed before Mr Hyl-
ton returned; and when he did, it
was with a sad and averted counte-
nance that he passed the cottage, at
a quick pace : for his friend had, not
unreasonably, deemed the conviction
for poaching to be an insuperahle ob-
stacle iu the way of receiving Ayliffe
as the master of the newly-established
school.  Still the resolute kindness of
MrHylton led himto persevere, though
with faint hopes ; and he determined
to get up, if possible, a testimonial to
poor young Ayliffe’s irreproachable
character from the leading people in
the village. On the Sunday, Mr Hyl-
ton observed that he was absent from
church, and sent the clerk, at the close
of the service, to old Ayliffe, who was
in his usual place, but with a very de-
jected look, desiring him to attend for
a moment in the vestry. When he
appeared, Mr Hylton shook him warm-
ly hy the hand, told him of the disap-
pointment which he had experienced,
and scemed much affected when the
old man explained to him that it was
pure shame only that had kept his son
from church, seeing that all present
would have had their eyes on him.
Mr Hylton also heard with anxiety
that the young man had continued in
a very moody humour, and had let
fall—as he had supposed, unnoticed
by his father — certain expressions
which had somewhat disquieted him ;
for they were of an unforgiving ten-
dency.

“Tallke you to him, Ayliffe, faith-
fully,” said Mr Hylton, “and in a day
or two’s time I will come and speak
to him. But I wish first to see whe-
ther I may yet be able to bring you
cheering news about the school.”

And Aylifte did talk to his son, often
and seriously ; and so were they en-
gaged, on the cvening but one before
Christmas, when alow rumbling sound,
coming from the direction of the high-
road, which, as has been already ex-
plainced, van at only a little distance
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from the front of the cottage, caused
both of them to walk towards the door
where they stood, just as a coroncted
travelling carriage and four, followed
by two others, turned the corner, being
those of Lord Alkmond, the only son
and heir of the Earl of Milverstoke,
and some friends coming down to the
Castle for the Christmas holidays,

“Stay, Adam, and pay respect to
the young lord,” quoth the old man
to his son, preparing to uncover.
“ Honour to whom honour is due!”

“ No—I will uot, if even thou, mine
oswn father, went on thy knees,” said
his son sternly, walking inward;

while old Ayliffe, standing rigidly

erect in the doorway, respectfully:
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took off his broad hat, exhibiting as
fine a bald head, fringed with silvery
hair, as ever had been uncovered to
the young lord ; who, catching sight
of him, returned the courtesy in a
hasty military fashion (for he was an
officer in the Guards) as they dashed
past. He knew no more than the
beautiful boy whom he was at the
moment fondling, or the lovely lady
who sate beside him, of the injurious
and offensive proceedings of Mr Oxley
towards the owner of that cottage.

“There will be rare doings, by-and-
by, at the Castle, I warrant me,” said
the old man, retiring into the cottage.
“They be like to make a merry Christ-
mas on't! " —and he sighed.

CHAPTER IIL

MirversTorE CASTLE wasamagnificent
structuve, worthy of its superb situa-
tion, which was on the slope of a
forest, stretching down to the sea-
shore. Secn from the sea, especially
by moonlight, it had an imposiug and
picturesque aspect ; but from no part
of the swrrounding land was it visible
at all, owing to the great extent of
woodland in which it was embosomed.
The Earl of Milverstoke, then lord of
that stately residence, had a personal
appearance and bearing which might
be imagined somewhat in unison with
its leading characteristics. He was
tall and thin, and of erect figure; his
countenance was refined and intcllec-
tual, though of a stern expression;
and his features were comely : his
hair had been for some years changed
from jet-black into iron-grey. His
bearing was lofty, sometimes even to
repulsiveness ; his manner was frigid;
his temper and spirit were haughty
and sclfreliant.  Opposition to his
will, equally in great or small things,
rendered that arbitrary will inflexible,

whatever might be the consequence
or sacrifice ; for he gave himself credit
for never acting from impulse, but al-
ways from discretion and deliberation.
He was a man of powerful intellect,
extensive knowledge, and high prin-
ciple—and, so far, admirably fitted
for public affairs; in which, in-
deed, he had borne a conspicuous
part, till his imperious and exacting
temper rendered him intolerable to
his colleagues, and objectionable even
to his sovereign: from whose service
he had vretired (to use a courteous
word), in disdainful disgust, some five
years before being presented to the
reader. He possessed a vast fortune,
and two or three princely residences
in various parts of the kingdom. Of
these, Milverstoke was the principal ;
and its stern solitude suiting his
gloomy humour, he had betaken him-
self to it on quitting public life. He
had been a widower for many years,
and, since becoming such, had been
alienated from the distinguished fami-

ly of his late Countess, whose ardent
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and sensitive disposition they believed
to have been utterly crushed by the
iron despotism of an unfeeling and
domineering hushband. Whatever foun-
dation there might have been for this
supposition, its effects contributed to
embitter the feclings of the Earl, and
strengthen a tendency to misanthropy.
Still his character had fine features.
He was most munificent ; the very
soul of honour; a perfect gentleman ;
and of irreproachable morals. He pro-
fessed a firm belief in Christianity,
and was exemplary in the discharge
of what he conceived to be the
duties which it imposed upon him.
He would listen to the inculcation of
the Christian virtues of humility,
gentleness, and forgiveness of injury,
with a kind of stern complacency,—
unaware, all the while, that they no
more existed within himself than fire
within the sculptured marble. Most
of his day-time he spent in his library,
or in solitary drives, or walks along
the sea-shore, or in the woods. Un-
fortunately he took no personal part,
nor felt any particular interest, in the
management of his large revenues
and extensive private affairs; trusting
them, as has been already intimated,
implicitly to others. When he rode
through the village, which lay shel-
tered near the confines of the wood-
land in which his castle was situated,
he appeared to have no interest in it
or its inhabitants, though nearly all
of them were his own tenantry. Ilis
agent, Mr Oxley, was their real
master,

Mr Hylton was one of his lordship’s
occasional chaplains, but by no means
on intimate terms with him; for that,
the vicar’s firm independent character
unfitting him. While he acknow-
ledged the commanding talents of the
Earl, his lordship was, on his part,
fully aware of Mr Hylton’s strong in-
tellect, and the pure and lofty spirit
in which he devoted himself to his
spiritual duties. The good vicar of
Milverstoke knew not what wasmeant
by the fear of man, as his stately pa-
rishioner had had many opportunities
of observing ; and, in short, Mr Hylton
was & much less frequent visitor at
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the castle than might have been sup-
posed, and was warranted by his posi-
tion and proximity.

Some of the Earl's frigid reserve
towards him was possibly occasioned
by the cordial terms of intimacy which
had existed between him and the late
Countess ;—a lovely and exemplary
personage, who, living in comparative
retirement at Milverstoke, while her
lord was immersed in political life,
had consulted Mr Hylton constantly
on the early education of her two chil-
dren, The Earl had married late in
life, being nearly twenty years older
than his Countess, who had brought
him one son and one daughter. The
former partook largely of his father’s
character, but in a somewhat miti-
gated form ; he was quicker in taking
offence than the Earl, but had not his
implacability. If he should succeed
to the paternal titles and estates, he
would be the first instance of such
direct succession for nine generations ;
the Earl himself having been the
third son of a sccond son. The family
was of high antiquity, and its Saxon
and Norman blood had several times
intermingled with that of royalty.

His daughter, Lady Emily Ama.
ranthe, was, when presented to the
reader, nearly entering on her eight-
eenth year, and promised to be, as
had been her mother, one of the most
beautiful women in England  In her
were the lofty spirit of her father, and
the gentle virtues of her mother, blend-
ed in such a manner as to be gradually
investing her with considerable influ.
ence over her stern surviving parent:
for that occasional firmness secretly
pleased him in a beautiful girl, which,
in one of his own sex, would have
served only to call into action an over-
mastering manifestation of the same
quality.

On his son, the Lord Viscount Alk-
mond, all the Earl’s hopes and anxie-
ties werc centred: he had been watch-
ed with exquisite solicitude from his
birth. He was, as has been already
said, an officer in the army; and had
been for but a short time married to a
very lovely person, the heiress and re-
presentative of a family of the highest
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distinction; and, to the Earl’s unutter-
able delight, she had brought her lord
a son and heir, within a year after
their marriage.

Lord Alkmond’s spirits had never
been buoyant; but he had returned
from his Coutinental tour with a per-
ceptible gioom of maunner, for which
he assigned no reason : even his mar-
riage had only temporarily relieved
his depression of spirits; and the re-
turn of it occasioned both his wife and
father considerable anxiety. Fond as
was the Earl of his son, it is strangely
srue that he had never quite made a
triend of that son ; the cause lying in
a peculiar temperament of both, un-
favourable to the growth of affection.
ate confidence. They had had but onc
serious misunderstanding, however, in
their lives, and that had occurred about
a year before their being presented
to the reader—when Lord Alkmond
astounded even his wealthy and mu-
nificent father, by asking for a very
large sum of money, at the same time
refusing even to answer any question
concerning the destination of1t. His
mauner somewhat alarmed, but more
irritated and offended the Earl, who
peremptorily refused to comply with
what he deemed a monstrously un-
reasonable request on the part of his
son ; and there had ever since existed
acertain uneasy feeling between them,
which did not, however, perceptibly
affect their demeanour before strangers.
The Earl was haunted by the suspi-
cion of a post-obit bond ; but, from a
variety of considerations, never deign-
ed to ask his son a question on the
subject.

There were, indeed, as old Ayliffe
had supposed, grand rejoicings at the
Castle that Christmas, to celebrate
the first anniversary of the birthday
of the future heir to the Castle; and
many distinguished visitors had been
invited, whose equipages had thun-
dered at intervals past old Ayliffe’s
cottage, for a day or two before that
on which Lord Alkmond had passed
it ; he having been detained in town
by military business, rendered reces-
sary by his having obtained a some-
what extended leave of absence.
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The rejoicings were not to be con-
fined to the brlliant circle assembled
at the Castle. An order had gone
forth for corresponding festivities and
holiday-making among the villagers
and the surrounding tenantry; for all
of which Lord Milverstoke had most
bountifully provided, after the usual
fashion of old English hospitality, on
a grand scale. His frigid courtesy
was, on that occasion, melted into
cheerful cordiality. Except during a
brief tenure of high office, and of
great political power, his ambitious
and craving soul had never appeared
so nearly satisfied. The domestics of
the Castle reaped a rich harvest;
the pecuniary remembrances of the
season being doubled, from the high-
est to the lowest, by the Earl’s ex-
press direction. Alas! even the sum
paid to the humblest helper in the
stables, would have provided a repast
on Christmas-day for all the melan-
choly occupants of the cottage; but
no one 1in that magnificent structure
ever thought of them. Had it not
been, indeed, for the kindness of Mr
Hylton, who had forwarded to them
some little contribution towards a
Christmas dinner, scarcely more than
a nominal one would have been theirs!
Cheerless and disconsolate though
Christmas threatened thus to be with
old Ayliffe, as far as this world's
hopes and happiness were concerned,
he rose very early in the morning of
that Christmas day ; while even yet
the stars were ghttering brightly in
the cold clear sky, and all was solemn
silence. As he gazed upwards into
the heavens, he bethought him of
the sublime and mystic star of Beth-
feliem.  What pure and elevating
thoughts were his, whose spirit drop-
ped for a while the fetters of earth,
while mounting into heavenly con-
templation! He was the only one
from the cottage who made his ap-
pearance at church that day; and
the vigilant eye of Mr Hylton could
scarcely detect his distant figure, lost
as it was in the novel crowd of gentle
and simple, from the Castle, that oc-
cupied the church. When the old
man returned home, he found his son
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and daughter far more despondent
even than he had left them. The
former seemed scarcely capable of
speaking in answer to either his wife
or father; who attributed the main
cause of lus depression and taciturnity
to grief at losing the situation which
Mr Hylton had been striving to obtain
for him. All three of them now gave
it up in despair; but none of them
knew of another effort on the behalf of
voung Ayliffe, which had been made
by the indefatigable Mr Hylton, on his
vigit to his friend, and which effort
was likely to be successful —viz. to
obtain for him the situation, then
vacant, of bailiff to a wealthy squire,
related to the clergyman who had so
reasonably demurred to appointing
young Ayliffe to the mastership of the
school. Herc Mr Hylton was very
sanguine ; and he had good grounds
for expecting, within a few days’ time,
to be able to announce to that unhappy
little family, an event which would be
really, to them all, like life from the
dead. Only one visitor had the Ayliffes
on that dreary Christmas-day, and it
was good Mr Hylton, who went to
them after the morning service. The
snow lay nearly a foot deep, and con-
tinued to flutter down thickly, threat-
ening to do so for hours. Ie carried
with him a bottle of port wine, which
he gave to them with a solemn and
hearty benediction ; at the same time
placing a five-shilling piece in the
trembling hand of Mrs Ayliffe, as a
Christmas-box for the little Adam.
There was not much fire on the hearth,
and they were just concluding the
meal for which they had been indebted
to Mr Hylton, as he entered. They
all looked so sad—even old Ayliffe—
that Mr Hylton longed to announce
the strong hopes which he entertained
that better days were in store for them;
but, after balancing the matter for
some little time inhis mind, a humane
prudence prevailed, and he left them
to return to his own Christmas fire-
side; partaking of the homely comforts
there awaiting him, with a sense of
3uiet enjoyment, which was somewhat

ashed, however, by a recollection of
the cheerless scene which he had so
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shortly before quitted. Thefirstglassof
wine whichhe took after dinner, accom-
panied the following expression of his
benevolent feelings: “May God Al-
mighty bless all mankind, and coufer
upon the virtuous poor His choicest
blessings. Let us drink to the health
of all my parishioners, peer and pea-
sant, in castle and cottage: all this
day duly remembering, wmo it was
that lay in the manger, and wry. And
may God bless thee, my Mary,” said
he, embracing his wife; “and thee,
thou last lamb of our flock,” he added,
tenderly folding his little child in his
arms, and kissing her, as did the
mother, in silence. Their hearts were
full; and their eyes unconsciously
glanced at several chairs ranged at
the further end of the room, which had
no longer any stated occupants., Pre-
sently, however, they got into a more
cheerful vein, which was interrupted,
though for a moment ounly, when, in
talking over their neighbours and par-
ishioners, and the events of the past
year, they spoke of the unfortunate
Ayliffes.

“How full the church was, to-day,
dear Henry !" exclaimed Mrs Hylton.

“ Ay, it was,” he replied, somewhat
complacently. ¢ It seemed to me as
if there were a sea of strange faces,
and most of them, too, with a sort of
town look about them. Therc were
one or two of the great ones of the
carth there, Mary, I can tell you!
‘Who would have thought of the King’s
prime minister being one of Parson
Hylton’s Christmascongregation! And
T can tell you, too, that he listened to
my sermon very attentively: and by
the way, I must say, therc were in it
one or two things which it might do
his Grace no harm to remember.”

“He has a fine commanding face,
Henry, has he not 2

“Polly, Polly,” said Mr Hylton,
chucking her under the chin, and
smiling good-naturedly, “I fancy you
would say as much of any prime mini-
ster: you would say it—ay, of me,
were 1 he.”

“ Well, and, dear love, T might say
as much, and yet tell no fib,” said she,
affectionately.
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“Pho!"” he replied, laughingly, and
kissed the dear cheek which he still
thought pretty ; and which, in expres-
sion, was lovely indeed.

Good Mrs Hylton was not far
wrong. Her husband’s features were
still handsome, plainly stamped with
the impress of thought, and, as it were,
radiant with benignity. You would
have said also, on looking at them,
that their owner had sceu his share of
troubles.

“The most striking figure in the
Earl’s pew,"” said Mr Hylton, “ crowd-
¢d though it was with those whose
names are so often heard of, was, in
my opinion, my Lord DMilverstoke
himself.”

“Yes, he truly had a stately appear-
ance—that I myself noticed : but he is
so stern and distant in his bearing
—onc feels, decarest, no interest in
him.”

“Ay, that is so, doubtless; 'tis a
pity he is of so imperious a temper.
He has a heart, which is in its proper
place, but, as it weve, imbedded in ice,
which you have to cut through before
vou can get at it. He is one of the
most powerful intellects that we have;
and yet”—

“How like him young Lord Alk-
mond is—only handsomer!”

“Not handsomer than his father
was, when he was his son’s age, I can
tell you, Mary. Bat did you notice
how charming loocked dear Lady
Emily? Mark my words, Mary ; she
will in a year or two shine at comt a
star of the first magnitude!”

“I hope they won't spoil the dear
girl : sheis one of a disposition simple,
and noble, and quite perfect.”

“ Perfect, my dear, is a huge word;
but ’tis Christmas, and we won't
quarrel about words. Lady Emily is
u fine creature ; but, when she chooses,
she can be as stately as hier lofty
papa.” :

* She is growing very like the Coun-
tess, Henry, is she not?" said Mnrs
Hylton with a sigh.

“So I thought to-day.”

“Ry the way, I wonder whether we
shall be asked to dinner at the Castle
this week !—1f she have her way we
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go—that 1 am sure of” said Mrs
Hylton, resolutely.

And she proved not mistaken; for
the next day Lady Emily called at the
E)arsonage, as she drove by, and de-
ivered a very cordial invitation from
the Earl for dinner on the day after,
and the Earl’s coach was to come
down for them, as it did whenever
both Mr and Mrs Hylton dined at the
Castle. Their high expectations were
exceeded by the splendid scene which
they encountered on that occasion.
The Castle had never, in fact, during
twenty years, witnessed such festivity
as during those Christmas holidays,
In returning home, both remarked the
buoyant spirits of the Earl of Milver-
stoke, and the exquisite courtesy of his
manners, While good Mrs Hylton had
occupied herself chiefly with Lady
Emily, and Lady Alkmond and her
beautiful boy, Mr Hylton had been
watching with anxious interest the
Earl and Lord Alkmond ; observing in
the latter manifestly forced spirits,
especially when he was brought into
contact with his father, whose full
piercing eye Mr Hylton occasionally
observed directed towards his son,
with what appeared an expression of
rapid but uneasy scrutiny.

On one of the more advanced days
of the Christmas weck, there was to
be a kind of military banquet at the
Castle, in compliment to the officers of
a dragoon regiment, one of whose out-
quarters was at the barracks, at some
two miles' distance, their headquarters
being in an adjoining county. Every
officer, cither 1n that regiment or any
other, was invited, if within reach;
for an affair of that kind was not an
everyday occurrence. Every evening
had the band from the barracks been
placed at the disposal of the Earl, for
the entertainment of his guests; and
charming, indeed, was the effect pro-
duced, when, the weather admitting,
the mellow music echoed through the
woods.

On the occasion last mentioned, Mr
Hylton happened to be returning home
from paying a visit to a sick parish-
ioner, His walk lay for upwards of a
mile along the outskirts of the wood.
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1t was about ten o'clock, and the night
calm, but gloomy. Witl what ravish.
ing sweetness came fitfully towards
him the sounds of bugles and French
horns! He often stood still to listen;
and, while thus engaged, heard the
report of a musket, evidently fired in
the wood. The sound was quickly re-
peated. “Ol, ho!” thought he, as he
resumed his walk homeward, “the
rogues think that they have found
an opportunity I” He was somewhat
surprised, a few moments afterwards,
at the music abraptly ceasing, in the
midst of a wellknown national air;
and, unless his car deceived him, he
heard the faint sound of human voices,
but evidently at a considerable dis-
tance. Ilisexperience as a magistrate
suggested to him a probable solution
of what he had heard, viz. a collision
between poachers and the kcepers.
Just as he had reached the parsonage-
gate, a horseman came galloping up
the road which he had just quitted, and
which led on to the park-gates of the
Castle. A moment afterwards a dra-
goon in undress uniform thundered
past him at top speed. “ What’s the
matter ? ' hastily called out Mr Hyl-
ton, but received no answer. 'The
soldier had either heeded or heard
not, and was quickly out of sight.
Scarcely five minutes had elapsed
before other similar sounds from the
same quarter brought Mr IIylton sud-
denly out of tlie parsouage down to the
gate, when he taw a groom coming
along at full gallop.

“Stay, stay a moment! What has
happeued? " called out Mr Hylton,
loudly.

The man did not slacken his pace,
but, as he passed, shouted loarsely,
and evidently in desperate agitation,
“Oh! murder, murder!”

And, indeed, an astounding and
horrifying cvent had just occurred.
How shall it be written? Lord Alk-
mond had been MurpERED in the wood!
And at the moment of Mr Hylton's
asking the question, the bleeding body
of the young peer was being carried
iuto the Castle Ly two dragoons, who
almost trembled under their lifcless
burthen. By the time that My Hylton,
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greatly agitated, had got into the vil-
lage, all its startled inhabitants were
at their doors, or standing in groups
in the street, conversin% so intently
together that they scarcely observed a
troop of dragoons, fully armed, galiop-
ing past them towards the park-gate of
the Castle. Within a few minutes
afterwards a portion of them returned
faster than they had gone, following a
person in plain clothes, who appeared
to be leading the way for them, Woe-
ful to relate, their errand was to Ay-
liffe’s cottage, which they reached a
few moments after young Ayliffe had
sprung into it, nearly striking down
the door as he entered, reeking with
Eerspiration, with horror in his face,

reathing like a hardrun horse, and
with glaring blood-stains on one of his
arms. His father, who was sitting
beside a small candle reading the Bible,
shrunk from him, aghast ard speech-
less; and young Ayliffe was uttering
some incoherent sounds in answer to
his astounded father’s inquiries, when
the clattering of horses’ hoofs was
heard; and the next moment four
dragoons, carbine in hand, entered
the cottage, while others remained
outside, arcund the door, with swords
drawn,

“What do ye want with me?” at
length gasped young Ayliffe, staring
with haggard countenance at the sol-
diers.

- Dost thou surrender to us, who
demand it in the King's name ? ' said
one of them—the sergecant.

Young Ayliffe started up from the
bench on which he kad thrown him-
self, and, with a desperate cffort, said,
¢ Where is your authority to take me ?
This is my father’s house ! ”

“ Raise thou but a finger to resist
us, and we fire!” said the sergeant,
and the three dragoons who were with
him lowered their carbines.

“ What do you arrest me for?” in-
quired Aylifle, hoarsely.

“ When we have got thee in safe
keeping, according to orders, thou
shalt know,” quoth the sergeant.

At this moment Ayliffe’seye lit upen
the blood on his sleeve, aud Le gave a
frightful start. “I krow nought of
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it!'—I am innocent—God be my wit-
ness !’ he gasped, looking imploring-
Iy at the soldiers.

At that moment was heard the sound
of rapidly approaching horsefeet; and
presently a constable entered with his
staff, and, approaching, said—* Adam
Ayliffe, I arrest thee for the murder of
Lord Atkmond in the wood just now!”
on which a loud groan issued from
poor old Ayliffe, who Lad been listen-
ing in speechless consternation, and
then he fell senseless on the ground.
In the sudden agitation and horror of
the scene, had not been noticed a fe-
male head thrust hastily through the
half-opened door, shortly after young
Ayliffe had rushed into the house, as
has been described; nor had any one
observed or heard, a moment or two
afterwards, a dull sound as of one fall-
ing; but the miserable Mrs Ayliffe—
for in truth she it was—had sunk on
the floor of her room in a swoon, in
which she continued up to the entrance
of the constable. * Sally l—Sarah!—
Where art thou? "’ shouted young Ay-
liffe, wildly, making a motion towards
the door; but the constable proceeded
to put handcuffs on him.

“If thou stir a foot till these be
on,” said the sergeant, coolly, * thon
wilt have lead in thee:” on which
Ayliffe, with a bewildered stare, yield-
ed himself, apparently palsied, to his
captors, and shortly afterwards suffer-
ed himsclf to be led from the room,
and assisted on the horse of one of the
dismounted dragoons, who first with-
drew the pistols from the holster. The
others instantly mounted, leaving him
whose horse was ridden by Ayliffe in
the cottage, to atlend on old Ayliffe,
who scemed in a fit; and within half
ait hour alterwards, the horror-stricken
and halfstunned Ayliffe was safely
lodged in the cage ncar the village:
the troop which had cscorted him re-
maining on guard around it, tillre-
lieved by orders {rom the barracks.
An_excited crowd of villagers soon
gathered around the cage, but was
kept at a distance by the dragoons,
who would not allow even Mr IIylton
to approach it, though he came up to
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mission as & magistrate. His right,
Liowever, was not recognised by the
soldiers, who also listened with frigid
indifference to the loud murmurs of
the crowd around, expressing indigna-
tion at Mr Hylton's repulse. “ Where
did you take Adam Ayliffe—your pri-
soner ?” he inguired, but received no
answer, One of the officers who had
been dining at the Castle in company
with the late Lord Alkmond, rode up
immediately afterwards.

“Is your prisoner secured ?” said he,

“ Yes, sir; handcuffed.”

¢ Did he resist? "

“ No, sir.”

“ Whois he?”

“ Don'’t know, sir.”

The officer cast a glance of hasty
but effectual scrutiny at the cage. He
saw that it looked old, and was not
over-strongly constructed. “ No one,”
he whispered, “1is to approach this
place nearer than you; and I will send
down some irons from the barracks
immediately. Let him remain till
further orders;” and with this the
officer was galloping off, when a loud
howl was heard from within the cage,
curdling the very blood of the by-
standers. * Open the door,” said the
officer, turning round his horse and
dismounting.

Two soldiers thercupon alighted,
and stood, sword in hand, by their
officer, “ Stand back!"” said he, calm-
ly. The door was opened, and the
sergeant, holding up the lantern in the
doorway, disclosed the figure of ap-
parently a maniac, striking his fore-
head violently with the handcuffs.

 Be quiet, sir, or you will be placed
in irons,” said the officer, sternly.

Ayliffe gnashed his teeth, and his
bloodshot eyes glared fearfully at the
officer; who having whispered a word
or two in the ear of one of the men, on
which the door was closed and locked,
rode off at full gallop. Within half an
homr's time the unfortunate prisoner
was in irons, which had been sent
down from the barracks. Mr Hylton’s
benevolent  heart  dictated another
crrand to him : on being repulsed from
the cage, he had returned to the par-

them, greatly agitated, demanding ad- 1 sonage ordered out his horse and rid-
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den off to the cottage. Oh, what a
scenc be encountered! The soldier
who had been left there was, with a
kind air, giving some water to the old
man, who sat on the floor, propped up
against the wall, apparently in a stu-
por. Beside him lay huddled up, ncar
the fireplace, the poor child of the
prisoner, still sobbing, but having
cried itself to sleep. A woman, whom
the soldier had fetched from a neigh-
bouring cottage, was in Mr Ayliffe’s
voom; and on Mr Hylton cutering,
came ont in weeping agitation, say-
ing, “Poor soul! 1 belicve, sir, she is
dead, and yet in labour!”

* Oh, poor Mrs Ayliffe! O, poor
Mrs Ayliffe! What is to be done?”
quoth Mr Hylton; I will go for the
doctor ; " and, as fast as his horse
could carry him, he went.

Who shall describe the scene going
on at the Castle in consequence of this
awful event ? It seemed as though a
thunderbolt had fallen upon them from
heaven. All was petrifying consterna-
tion aud bewilderment. Atthemoment
when the bleeding corpse of the young
Lord was being carried towards the
Castle, Lady Alkmond was grucefully
dancing o winuvet. The ball-room pre-
seuted a gayandsplendidaspect. Many
officers were there; the costume of the
ladies was exceedingly beautifal ; and
the loveliest of the figures that wore
it was the young Lady Emily, who
that evening was making her first
appearance in public. The Earl of
Milverstoke had never appeared be-
fore to such great advantage: having
dropped almost all his stern statell-
ness, he was a model of courtly case
and affability. EBven the Duke of
Bradenbam, formerly one of his col-
leagues in the Cabinet, was eyeing
him with great interest, wondering
how mollifying an effect had been pro-
duced, by retirenient and reflection,
in the temper of the haughty, imprac-
ticable peer, whom none of them had
been able to tolerate in office. The
ghastly countenance of the groom of
the chambers, who suddenly appeared
at one of the large doors of the ball-
room, where he whispered to the noble-
man standing nearest, and who in-
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stantly followed him out, sufficed to
give token of something awful having
happened. In a moment the dancing
ceased ; the music was hushed; hur-
ried whispering was heard ; agitated
faces were scen ; hasty gestures were
observed ; and when Lord Milverstoke
quitted the apartment, with a face
suddenly blanched and overspread with
horror, amazement and terror reached
their climax. Faint shrieks, and pre-
sently loud cries, and universal agita-
tion ensued throughout the Castle;
and, in a few moments more, all was
known, and Lord Milverstoke verging
on madness.

The banquet of that day had par-
taken, as has becn alrcady stated, of a
wilitary character, in compliment to
Lord Alkmoud ; and the Earl of Mil-
verstoke and several of the guests
had quitted the room some time be-
fore the happening of the catastrophe,
leaving Lord Alkmond and most of
his brother officers at the dinner-table
for awhile to themsclves. The con-
versation was for some time gay and
animated, till accidentally a toplc was
introduced, which only one or two of
those present perceived to be, for
some reason or other, distasteful to
Lord Alkmond ; for he changed colour,
and immediately addressed the person
next to him on another subject. The
general conversation, however, con-
tinued on the topic alluded to; and
Lord Alkmond was at length observed,
by one next to him, to be seriously
disquicted ; becoming silent, and ut-
tering suppressed sighs. At length
all of them quitted the table, to re-
pair to the ball-room. Lord Alkmond
was scen by some servauts, directl
afterwards, leaving the Castle, with
his hat ou; but this attracted no spe-
cial notice, since his lordship was fre-
quently in the habit of taking solitary
rambles in the woeds. He walked, asit
afterwards appeared, for a time to and
fro on the grand terrace; then de-
scended froni it by a by-path into the
wood; and was not seen again till
his body was brought iuto the hall,
carried by the two dragoons (several of
whom were guests in the servants’
hall), followed by several other per-

c
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sons, all greatly agitated. The head
keeper, with two under keepers, had,
while going his rounds in the woods,
heard suddenly a dull, heavy sound;
then that as of a person falling, accom-
panied by, apparently, a faint groan or
sigh; then steps, as of one running,
Continuing to move onward in the di-
rection whence the sounds seemed to
come, they encountered a body stretch-
ed on the ground; and, to their incon-
ceivable horror, presently recognised
Lord Alkmond, wrapped in a great-
coat, bleeding profusely from a fright-
ful blow on the side of the head, and
speechless, motionless, senseless, DEAD,

“TFollow! follow! follow those steps!
I hear some one running !’ exclaimed
the head keeper, remaining by the
body, while his companions started off
in obedience to his orders.

“Hollo !—There ! there's the mur-
derer!” presently they shouted vio-
lently ; for they had caught sight of
the figure of a man running with
great rapidity, and who at one bound
cleared a wall, and got into the high-
road, where he resumed running ; on
which one of the two pursuers fired,
but missed the fugitive.

“Ha!—T know him!” exclaimed
one of the two followers; “it’s Adam
Ayliffe!” and while the one who had
not fired continued the pursuit, the
other ran to the barracks, which were
at but a short distance from that part of
the road; and the result was, the cap-
ture of Ayliffe, as the monster who had
done this deed of cruelty and horror.

The next morning at an early hour
the formidable prisoner was delivered
up to the civil power; but owing to
the public excitement, which was
every moment increasing, the military
were requested to escort the prisoner
to the justice-hall of the neighbouring
magistrate, Sir Henry Harrington,
being the same who had adjudicated
on the prisoner so short a time before,
for the trifling delinquency of which
the rcader has heard. The moment
that the miserable man was seen,
heavily ironed, staggering from the
cage into the post-chaise which was
to convey him to the magistrate’s, a
groan issued from the appalled by-
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standers; one of mingled pity, terror,
and wonder. Those who caught the
nearest %]ance at the prisoner, from
behind the horses of the dragoons,
saw the blood on his left sleeve, and
shuddered. His eyes were bloodshot
his forehead was severely bruised, and
much swollen, with the blows which
he had given himself over-night; his
lips were tightly compressed ; and he
uttered not a syllable to the officer
who accompanied him. In another
chaise were the clerk of the peace
and Mr IIylton, the latter intending
to be present in his magisterial capa-
city. They set off at a rapid pace,
preceded and followed by the dragoons.
Their road lay past Ayliffe’s cottage,
and, as they approached it, the un-
happy prisoner became terribly ex-
cited. He sat upright, and stared
with a half-frenzied eve as they pass-
ed. A woman had just quitted the
cottage with a child covered up under
her red cloak: it was the infant son
of the prisoner, whom she was carry-
ing to her own home for a while, at
Mr Hylton’s request, the mother lying
desperately ill, and about to be taken
to the infirmary the moment that it
could be done with safety—if indeed
her doom were not already sealed, and
she could be moved elsewhere than to
the churchyard. The prisoner moaned
heavily as they drove past, and sunk
back with a deep groan in the chaise.
There was already a considerable
concourse around the gates of the
magistrate’s house, and it was deemed
prudens for the military to remain till
the proceedings were over.

There were threc justices present,
including Mr Hylton, who looked
harassed and most unhappy. He had
been up several hours during the
night, in attendance at the cottage,
where indeed at that moment was Mrs
Hylton herself in compassionate at-
tendance on her poor suffering sister.
When Ayliffe, heavily ironed, entered
the justice-room, with a constable on
cach side, he seemed not to observe
any one before him; but presently his
eve lit on Mr Hylton, who sat at the
table, his head leaning on his hand,
which concealed his face from Ayliffe.
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“ Sir I—Mr Hylton!"” shouted the
prisoner with frantic energy, ‘ oh,
say for me! could I do this thing
that I am charged with? No, no,no!
you know I could not!”

Mr Hylton unconsciously shook his
head without removing the hand that
supported it. Again the prisoner ad-
dressed him, with wild gestures and a
loud hoarsc voice:

“ How's Sarah, sir? how's my
wife ?"

Mr Hylton shook his head and re-
mained silent ; and then the prisoner
sunk down on the bench that was
placed for him, his heavy irons clank-
g dismally. The hearing was not
long, nor was much more disclosed
than has been already told. The doc-
tor who had been summoned to the
Castle on the horrid occasion declared
that death must have been instan-
taneous, for that the wound was most
frightful, and had been inflicted with
a bludgeon, or some other heavy in-
strument. The blood on the prisoner’s
sleeve was pointed out, at which he
seemed suddenly roused from a sort
of stupor; and Mr Hylton, observing
it, instantly arose, and with an air of
great agitation quittcd the room, nor
did he return again.

“ Have you any other evidence to
adduce ?"” said the magistrate.

‘‘None, an’t please your worship.”

“Ts any one else suspected ?”

*Nobody at present, an't please
your worship; but a strict inquiry is
on foot.”

The justices’ clerk then read over
to the witnesses what had been taken
down from their lips—the prisoner's
haggard countenance, and eyes fixed
intently on the floor, showing that he
was not attending to what was going
on. When the depositions had all
been read over, and signed by the
witnesses,

“Adam Ayliffe,” said the magis.
trate, “hearken to me—thou standest
committed for the wilful murder of the
late Lord Viscount Alkmond.”

“It is false! T never murdered
him! I know naught about it: and
ye are all driving me mad!" cried
the prisoner, in a loud hoarse voice,
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starting up and looking wildly at
the principal magistrate, who calmly
signed the warrant of committal as
soon as it had been made out; and
within an hour’s time Ayliffe was
safely lodged in the county gaol, hav-
ing been escorted thither by the dra-
goons, for fear of any sudden and
desperate resistance being offered by
one of such formidable courage and
strength as the prisoner. When the
proceedings were closed, the two com-
mitting magistrates withdrew into
another room, where was Mr Hylton,
walking about in much perturbation;
and the three had a long conversation
on the mysterious and frightful trans-
action which had called them together
that day. Mr Hylton was asked with
much 1nterest by his brother magis-
trates concerning the passionate ap-
peal which had been made to him by
the prisoner, but said only, that to him
what had happened appeared an awful
mystery ; that the prisoner was by
nature one of the frankest, best na-
tured, and best behaved men in the
world, and had been brought up by «
father who was himself a pattern of
virtue and piety.

“ Ah!” said one, ‘““there is some-
thing very fine in the character of old
Ayliffe; T know a little of him; and
gricved indeed I am for him ! ”

“What conceivable motive,” com-
menced Mr Hylton—

“Stay,” said Sir Henry Harring-
ton, dropping his voice almost to a
whisper—* you do not forget a former
occurrence 1n thig justice-room some
few days ago, good friend, when you
acted so liberally ?”

“Alas! of what avail wagit?" said
Mr Hylton.

“ That is not what I mean,” quoth
Sir Henry ; “I heard a word or two
muttered by the prisoner on that occa-
sion, which perhaps no oneelse did : "
and he repeated what had caught his
ear, unless, indeed, as he said, he had
been greatly mistaken, and about
which he declared that he would make
some private inquiry. He mentioned
the words, and after a pause, Mr Hyl-
ton sighed, changed colour a little,
and shook his head,  Well, still,”
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said he, “I cannot believe he did this
murder !

On the ensuing evening sat the
corouer’s inquest, at the Blind Hound,
an inn in the village; and the jury
having been taken to the Castle, and
seen the bady of the murdered ncble-
man, which lay just as it had been
brought in from the woods, and wasa
sight which none of them could ever
forget, they heard substantially the
sane evidence which had been given
before the magistrates, and at once
returned a verdict of wilful murder
against Adam Ayliffe; all of them,
on retiring to their various homes in
the village and neighbourhood, ex-
pressing amazement and horror ; and
deep sympathy for poor old Ayliffe,
and the prisoner’s wife. Rigorous
inquiries elicited mo circumstances
which could throw any light on an
event which soon occasioned consider-
able excitement throughout the whole
kingdom. The woods had been scoured
all night long by soldiers from the
barracks, constables, gamekeepers,
villagers, and others, but in vain,
There was nothing to afford a trace
of the deed which had so recently
been done, but the dismal crimson
spot that had witnessed the mysteri-
ous and horrible occurrence which
had extinguished the mortal life of
the next heir to the domains and
dignities of Milverstoke, in the very
flower of his youthful manhood. Poor
Lord Alkmond was, when thus hastily
smitten from the land of the living,
apparently possessed of almost every
imaginable worldly advantage and
guarantee for happiness. He was
one of the handsomest men of his
day; his features were symmetry it-
self, at once refined and manly; he
was tall and well-proportioned as his
father, but his manner was infinitely
more gracious and winning—at all
events till latterly, when some strange
spell seemed to bhave overshadowed
his spirits, such as even the lovely
wife of his bosom, now, alas! his
prostrate and broken-hearted widow,
could neither account for, nor was
permitted by him to inquire into: a
gloom which only deepened before

NOW AND THEN.

the stern solicitude of his father.
How awful the obscurity which
shrouded his sudden departure! im-
penetrable perhaps for ever, to all
but the eye of Him from whom no-
thing is hid; of whose ordering are
all things, in perfect wisdom, not to
be vainly or presumptuously ques.
tioned ; and whose will it might be
that this mystery should not be un-
ravelled on earth, —Beat your fair
bosoms and bewail the departed, ye
lovely kindred of the dead, and of
him, the living,—decep in whose dark
spirit is quivering an arrow from on
high! Let the light of heaven be
shut out from yon gloomy and silent
residence of the great ones of the
earth, till their dead be buried out of
their sight, and their stricken hearts
enlightened, humbled, and consoled
from on high.

On Saturday was the burial.
Lengthened was the funeral caval-
cade, and many were the noble
mourners composing it, which wound
slowly its way from the castle to the
church of Milverstoke, where a silent
assemblage of awe-struck beholders
awaited it. The chief mourner was
the Earl of Milverstoke, treading with
firm step, his face of dreadful white-
ness—a world of woe in his dark
eyes! From his rigid lips had fallen
no sound, since he had ordered away
the attendants from the chamber of
the dead, that he might himself pace,
the livelong night, alone, before the
bier of his murdered son. He now
followed into the church, and to the
black entrance of the vault, the re-
mains of that—his only son, in griev-
ous silence; in all the majesty of
sorrow and suffering ; seen by every
beholder to be too great and awful
to be approached, or intermeddled
with. Oh, with what solemnity was
read the Service for the Dead, stirring
the very soul alike of every great
one, and humble one, who heard, that
day, the voice of the minister of God!
Fain would Mr Hylton have devolved
that sad office upon another; but his
duty was plain ; and, though reading
with a voice sometimes tremulous,
he gave grand significance, because
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simple utterance, to the sublime
Burial Service of the Church.

At a late hour in the evening there
was delivered into the hands of the
desolate and bereaved KEarl, by a
special messenger from London, an
autograph letter from the King, ex-
pressing deep concern for his mis-
fortune; and, so far as he could
thence derive any consolation, the
Earl had also abundant proof of the
sympathy felt for him throughout the
kingdom.

On the evening alter the capture of
young Ayliffe, occurred a circum-
stance worthy of perpetual remeni-
brance. Mr Hylton, notwishstanding
the inclemency of the weather, paid a
visit to the late residence of the im-
prisoncd malefactor, whose miserable
father now tenanted it alone. There,
by the dim light issuing from the low
fire, Mr Hylton beheld the old man
kneeling, and so absorbed in devotion
that he scarcely noticed the entrance
of his reverend and sympathising
visitor. The old man slowly rose,
however, on feeling his hand gently
squeezed by that of Mr Hylton, and
hearing his friendly voice. The food
which had been laid beside him early
in the morning lay untouched, and
the old man tottered from evident
faintness, while Mr Hylton assisted
him from his knees to the stool on
which he had been sitting. After a
while he pointed, with a shaking
finger, to a distant part of the room.
Mr Hylton asked him what he meant.
“A light, a light, sir!” said he. Mr
Hylton Iit a small candle which stood
on & shelf over the fireplace, and on
going with it 1o the spot to which old
Ayliffe had pointed, behield an object
sufficiently startling: a thick oaken
walking-stick, which had been brought
in by his son on the cvening of his
capture; and, alas, there were upon
it evident marks of blood !

“This is drcadful, Ayliffe—dread-
ful indeed!” said Mr Hylton, laying
it down with a silent shudder; and
neither he nor the old man spoke for
some time, each actuated by conflict-
ing emotions.

“Jt is strange: hath not the cot-
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tage been searched?” said Mr Hyl
ton.

The old man shook his head: “No,
sir,” said he in a feeble tone, * that
stick hath lain there ever since he
came in ; and "—he paused and added,
with a long-drawn sigh, “but for that
book,” pointing to the Bible, which
lay on the table beside him, *that
bloody witness had not been here
now.”

Mr Hylton was silent. Hewas a ma-
gistrate, and his duty was painful but
plain, “Aylffe,” said he, gloomily,
“1 am a magistrate!”

“T know thou art; and that book,
with thy good teaching from it, hath
tanght me my duty. There must lie
that sad stick till it be sent for, if
sent for it must be!”

“Thou faithful servant of God,”
said Mr Hylton, his eyes almost
blinded with tears, rising and grasp-
ing in his hands those of the old
man, who spoke not—* put thy trust
in God, who hath, for His own wise
purposes, seni thee this terrible trial,
and He will bear thee throughit!”

“Ay, ay! ‘though he slay me’”
—began the old man; but his voice
suddenly failed him.

“Whether thy son be innocent or
guilty, this stick must appear against
him,” said Mr Hylton, firmly but
mournfully; “and even were it by
any accident not to be produced, yet
have I seen it, and must, by force of
conscience, tell that T have seen it.”

“No one shall touch it, sir, while
I have strength to prevent it,” said
the old man, laying his hand on the
open Bible: ‘“and if, as concerninyg
my son, I have done him wrong, God
forgive me: and if I do right, I pray
thee, sir, give me thy prayers to help
my trast, and strengthen me to do
this bitter duty !”

Mr Hylton rose, and pronounced
upon him a solemn benediction, and
then sat opposite to him for some time
in silence, lost in admiration of the
old man's virtue, and troubled sorely
at the duty which that virtue had
just cast upon himself. “I would
have given much, Adam, that it had
been any other than myself who had
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come hither and seen and heard this,”
said he at length ; “but if thine un-
happy son be innocent, God may
make it appear s0; yet, whether He
do or not, His will be done. And He
cannot will that we should pervert or
conceal truth!”

“He doth support me now,” re-
R}ied the old man, gravely and loftily.

r Hylton gazed in silence, as though
on some old patriarch or martyr risen
from the dead to exemplify trust
in the Almighty. The next day,
alas! the dumb %ut dreadful witness
was taken possession of by a con-
stable, under a scarch-warrant, and
delivered over to the proper authority.
Mr Hylton's painful share in the
transaction was known to mone but
the committing magistrate, who pass-
ed a high eulogium on what he termed
the Spartan spirit of the prisoner’s
father.

On the Sunday succeeding the day
of the funeral, the church wore a very
impressive aspect. The pulpit and
reading-desk were hung in black; so
was the great family-pew belonging
to the Castle, and untenanted, but one
side of the gallery was nearly filled
with a long array of the Earl’s do-
mestics, in decpmourning. Thechurch
was unusually crowded by the sad-
dened occupants of the village and
neighbourhood, and others who had
come from far and wide, thinking that
the Vicar might, as was his custom
on those which he deemed fitting oc-
casions, make some allusion to the
awful occurrence of the past week.
Nor were they mistaken or disap-
pointed. Methinks one may now see
that exemplary person in his pulpit,
upon that memorable, me]amcholly, and
exciting occasion, resolved to turn it
to the profit of those who were before
him. He was not quite as old as the
Earl of Milverstoke ; of middle stature;
his hair grey ; his face intellectual and
gomewhat care-worn, but of a most
benevolent expression. He was a man
of firm purpose, of stern integrity, of
profound picty, and devoted to the
dutics of a parish priest. It was only
his independence of character, indeed,
which had stood in the way, sowe
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years before, of his obtaining great
clerical advancement. Here, however,
lay his parish, the parishioners of
which he loved—whose children’s dust
was intermingled with the dust of his
own dear children in the adjoining
churchyard!

When he had entered the pulpit, and
looked round upon his grave and silent
congregation, his soul rose to the
height of the occasion, and felt itsclf
in unison with theirs. Thefew words
which formed his text fell, as he pro-
nounced them, into the hearts of all
present with fearfal weight :—* Boast
not thyself of to-morrow : for thou know-
est not what @ day may bring forth.”
His own feelings forced him to pause
for some moments after he had nttered
that divine injunction; and there en-
sued, till his voice broke it, the silence
of the grave. His sermon was brief]
but weighty, and the chastened seve-
rity of his judgment prevented any
approach to indecorous directness of
allusion. It was only towards the
close of his affecting and solemn ad-
dress, that his voice faltered as his
eyc lit upon an unexpected figure in
the furthermost corner of the gallery
—that of old Adam Ayliffe, who had
gone thither with a stern conscious-
ness of rectitude of conduct, as far as
concerned his fellow-creatures, aud a
lofty sense of what was at once his
right, and his duty towards God—to
enter the house of God, with a heart
which e had smitten, to pay his
vows there. Alone had he come, and
unsupported, though with limbs weak-
ened by abstinence and the agitation
of the week, to His Father's house.
As he returned home, several offered
him their arms, and kindly saluted
him, but he spoke not a word to any;
and his silence deepened their sym-
pathy for his sufferings, their reve-
rence for his character. On arriving
at the cottage to which his little
grandchild had been taken, on its
mother's removal in almost a dying
state to the infirmary, he entered it,
and seated himself beside the kind
woman ir. whose lap it lay, a sad little
fizure. The child, recognising hLim,
stretehed forth its hand, and smiled,
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on which the old man’s pent-up feel-
ings gave way: “Nay, nay, lad,” he
faltered, “don’tdo that '—thou'lt break
my heart!” And the child secmed sur-
prised, and then somewhat alarmed, at
the weeping of both his grandfather
and his nurse.

“It doth not trouble thee much, 1
trust 2 at length said Ayliffe gently.

“Nay, never at all—ucver was there
a quicter child ; 'tis coutent with what-
ever 1s given to it.”

“ This was a terrible fall,”” said the
old man, sadly, pointing to the child’s
shoulder.

“Ay, it was, good Adam, and”—
she poluted, sighing, to the little crea-
ture's left leg—"* much it misgives me
he will walk lame.”

“Well, God's will be done!” said
the old man, and he leaned down and
kissed its forehead tenderly, while his
tears fell upon it.

There was another grandfather look-
ing, about the same time, at an in-
fant grandson, with feelings which
language cannot express or describe.
And there were also two mothers,
stricken and prostrate, whom it ap-
peared to be the will of hicaven to
remove for ever {rom the sight of their
children !

On thLe third Sunday after the fune-
ral, two figures in deep mourning
passed slowly along the aisle to the
central pew in the parish church:
they were the Earl of Milverstoke and
his youthful daughter Lady Emily,
whose beautiful but pale countenance
was almost entirely hidden beneath a
long black veil, and, on taking her
scat, she was cvideutly suffering un-
der strong emotion. No eye that saw
the Earl, as he followed after her, had
ever Jooked before on so affecting an
object,—a Dblack mouument of gricf
unutterable. Lady Emily had placed
herself at a distauce from her father,
wishing to avoid the sight of 'his
pallid, wasted, and gloomy features,
which bore deep and perhaps indelible
traces of the sufferings which he had
undergone. Iis was a morbid and
haughty spirit, which would rather
perish under the crushing pressure of
misery than seck for any alleviation
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of it by communion with others. An
cxpression of sympathy was, indeed,
intolerable to him; and by a certain
strange perversity of Lis nature, he
appeared loath to lose sight, even for
an instant, of the full extent of his
wretchedness, The bulk of the con-
gregation were simple souls, who could
not forbear regarding him with a sort
of subdued awe, which seemed to ex-
clude all tendency to pity. He had
rarely ever spoken to any of them,
which they had attributed to his na-
turally cold stern habits, his occupa-
tion with high and important matters,
and sorrow for the death of his Coun-
tess. A few there were who, not un-
naturally, had attributed much of his
apparent moodiness to sheer vexa-
tion about high political matters, and
anger and mortification at not having
been appointed, some two ycars before,
Lord-Lieutenant of the county. But
there was not onc present, even down
to the very Lhumblest, who had everhad
justoccasion to complain of the Karl as
alandlord, or as having turned a deaf
ear to the cry of distress; and some
were there whose eyes were con-
stantly in tears, while fixed upon the
haggard and cmaciated features and
figure, of their own munificent but
secret benefactor.  There also was
one whom the noble mournar saw not,
but whose eye was often occasionally
settled upon him, under an undefinable
impulse—old Ayliffe. Tossibly neither
of the two might have that day entered
the chureh had he kuown that the
other had been there. The Earl was
perfectly calm, and deeply attentive
to the service. Mrs Hylton’s pew ad-
joined that of the Earl; and she was
often in tears, for she several times
heard stifled sobs from Lady Emily,
but not ene after the Earl had whis-
pered in a low and kind, but peremp-
tory tone,—

" Restrain your feelings, Emily, or
we must retive.”

When ihe service was concluded,
the liarl and Lady Emily rose, and
slowly walked down the aisle, before
those in the body of the church had
risen from their seats. This had not
been observed, however, by old Ayliffe,
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in the gallery, who, desirous of quitting
before the Earl should have left his
pew, had gone as quickly as his en-
feebled limbs would allow him down
the stairs: yet it actually so chanced,
that the two encountered cach other
immediately outside the little porch.
The Earl involuntarily stepped back
for a moment, and heaved a mighty
but inaudible sigh. Then he passed
on to Lis carriage, and threw himself
back in it with much agitation. Old
Avyliffe, though it was snowingthickly,
had taken off hishat and bowed as the
Earl passed him: trembling in every
limb, he yet stood as erect as the Farl;
but, when the carriage had driven off]
he sat down for a moment on the
nearest snow-covercd grave-stone, as
if staggering under the weight of his
agitated feelings. Two farmers who
were near kindly gave their arms to
the troubled old man, and set him far
on his way home.

One of them had, early in the week,
driven him to the county gaol in hig
market-cart, and thereby afforded the
unhappy father, who had obtained the
requisite order for that purpose, his
first opportunity of seeing his impri-
soned son, who was just recovering
from a violent brain fever; and, dur-
ing his illness, the doctor had peremp-
torily forbidden any interview between
his patient and his father. Old Ayliffe
was very minutely searched by the
turnkey before he was allowed to
cnter. e shook his head and sighed
during the operation.  “These be the
orders of this plaze,” said the turnkey
gruffly ; ““ poison and razors have been
found before now on folks going in to
see murder-prisoners.”

Ayliffe trembled at the words. *“No
ong, fricnd, that fecared God would do
s0,” said he, mildly and sadly.

“T don’t know that,” replied the
turnkey, “but now, you are a safe
man and may go in: " and the next
moment the heart-broken old man
stood before his unhappy son.

They were allowed to be alone for a
short time, the doctor and nurse of the
Erison being within call, if need might

e. The prisoner gently raised his
father’s cold hand to his lips and
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kissed it, and neither spoke [or a few
minutes ; at length—

“ Adam! Adam ! " said the old man
in a low tremulous whisper, “art thou
innocent or guilty ?” and his anguish-
ed eyes seemed staring into the very
soul of his son, who calmly replicd,—

““Father, before God Almighty, 1
am as innocent as thou art, nor do I
know who did this terrible deed.”

“Dost thou say it 2 Dost thou say
it? T never knew thee to lie to me,
Adam!" said his father eagerly, half
rising from the stool on which he
sate ; “ Dost thou say this before
God, whom thou art ouly too likely,”
he shuddered, “to see, after next
Assizes, face to face? "

“ Ay, I do, father,” replied his son,
fixing his eyes solemnly and steadfast.
Iy on those of his father, who slowly
rose and placed his trembling arms
around his son, and embraced him in
silence: “ How is Sarah ?” faltered
the prisoner, locking suddenly very
faint.

“ Ask menot, Adam,” said the old
man ; who quickly added, percciving
the agitation of his son, *‘but she is
not dead, my son: she hath been
kindly cared for.”

“ And the lad ?” inquired the pri-
soner, still more faintly.

“He is well,” said the old man, and
the prisoner shook his head in silence,
the tears running down his cheeks,
through closed eyelids.

At this point the doctor re-entered,
apprehensive for the safety of his pa-
tient, and ordered the visitor at once
to withdraw, as he did, having tender-
ly kissed the fevered forehead of his
son. As the old man passed the gov-
ernor’s room, he was called in, and
offered a glass of wine, which had
been kindly placed in readiness for
him.

“No, no, I thank thee, sir,” said he,
somewhat cxcitedly ; “I need it not;
Thave just gotten a great cordial, that
hath warmed my heart!”

“ Ay, ay! who gave it thee ? "' quick.
ly inquired the governor.

“My son, thy poor prisoner ! for he
hath told me that he is innocent,”
said the old man confidently.



NOW AND THEN.

“QOh! hath he?” quoth the gov-
ernor gravely, with melancholy sig-
nificance ; and not choosing to say
more, the venerable and gricf-worn
visitor was presently ushered out of
the gloomy gates of the gacl. When
next he saw Mr Hylton, he spoke of
his son in the like confident tone in
which he had spoken to the gov-
ernor.

“Adam, it is not his mere saying
that he is innocent, that will satisfy
the judge and the jury at the coming
Assizes,” said Mr Hylton, seriously;
“benot, my poor friend, over sanguine,
for the case has very, very black fea-
tures in it, Adam! Has your son ex-
plained to you how he came into the
wood just when he did ? why he fled
as for his life? how he got the blood
upon his coat and his stick ? Alas,
Adam, these are terrible things to
deal with; and” —he paused and
seemed troubled—* there may be, for
aught you or I know, other matters
proved, still blacker!”

Old Ayliffe listened to all this in
silence, but his face had whitened
visibly as Mr Hylton proceeded.
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“He's innocent, sir, for all that)
at length said he; “he never lied to
me since he was born, sir; and [
trast in God that He will not let the
innocent suffer for the guilty ! ”

“ 8o indeed do I,” replied Mr Hyl-
ton, solemuly ; “but go you to the at-
torney whom we have engaged to
take up the case on your son’s behalf]
and see what he says: I, you must al-
ways remember, am a magistrate, and
thercfore desire not to hear what con-
scicnce might possibly hereafter force
me to disclose.”

“ Ay, ay, sir,” said the old man sad
ly, sighing deeply : “I see it, I kuow
it ; appearances be against my son
terribly ; but my lord judge will be a
just man, and may find out my son’s
mnocence, though others may be un.
able to see it till then.”

That which greatly disturbed Mr
Hylton, was the communication which
had been made to him by the county
magistrate, of the remark of young
Ayliffe in the matter of the hare, and
which undoubtedly gave a dismal
complexion to the already overwhelm-
ing case against him,

CHAPTER 1IV.

Sowr short time after their first ap.
pearance at church, Lady Emily called
upon Mrs Hylton, whom she had al-
ways tenderly loved from her child-
hood, being tenderly beloved in return,
It was a painful interview, and both
of them wept much. The poor girl’s
feelings had long been strung to the
highest pitch of intensity, scarce ever
relieved by communion with her fa.
ther, thongh he really loved her fond-
Iy. Partly owing to his nature, how-
ever, and partly from a belief that
conversation would but make deep
wounds bleed afresh, he rarely spoke

to her on the subject of the event
which had enveloped the Castle in a
desolate gloom, which, to him, formed
indeed a darkness that might be felt.
Besides all this, she was almost con-
stantly an attendant on her miserable
and heart-broken sister-in-law, Lady
Alkmond, whose recovery from the
shock which she had sustained seem-
ed to the last degree uncertain; and
that uncertainty and fear occasioned
the Earl an intolerable agony of ap
prehension, lest his infant grandson,
now an object precious in his eyes
beyond all comparison or expression,
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should be deprived of his surviving
parent.  Whatdelight thrilled through
the heart of Mrs Hylton, when she
found the lovely creature before her,
reverentially recognising, without a
murmur, without a question, in the
disaster which had befallen her fa-
mily, the ordination of the all-wise
Disposer of events !

“Thus,” said she, “ you spoke to me,
Mrs Hylton, when my poor mamma was
taken from us : thus she herself spoke
to us, only a short time before she
died! I wish my dear papa saw
these things so; but he is always
so stern and gloomy ! ”

“Depend upon 1t, my dear, dear
Lady Emily,” said Mrs Hylton, “that
all which has happened may one day
plainly appear to us to have been
for the best: or it may please the Al-
wighty never to reveal his purposcs
tous! And if he do not, can we kelp
oursclves ?  'What can we say or do,
but submit to Omuipotence ?”

While they were thus talking, Mr
Hyvlton rode up to the door, and sce-
ing the Liarl's carriage there, looked
at the window, and recognised Lady
Emily. Hastily uncovering, he dis-
mounted, and led his horse round to
the stable.

“ Why do you change colour, dear
Mrs Hylton,” said Lady Emily with
surprise, preparing to go.

# Shall I tell you where Mr ITylton
has been ?” said Mrs Hylton, afier a
moment’s pause.

“ Yes, if you please, unless there is
any objection.”

“He has just been to the infir-
mary’ —-

“IWhat! are you afiaid of fever?|

Don't fear for me,” said Lady Euwily,
with a faint smile; but added hastily,
“ stay — remember poor Lady Alk.
mond, whom T am with all day—and
the dear child; if anything were to
happen to it, I do believe my papa
would die outright! for he almost
trembles with fearful love, when he
takes it iuto his arms for only a mo-
ment!”

“ Ohno! dear lady Emily, there is
no fever there at all, I believe. Mr
1Iylton Las been to visit there one of
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the most unfortunate beings on the
earth! "

“ DearMrs Hylton, your looks alarm
me. What do you mean P—who isit 7"

“ Alas! alas! it is the poor inno-
cent wife of'—Lady Emily changed
colour; * of that wretched man who '—
Lady Emily turned deadly pale, and
trembled violently. Vain were ler
efforts to recover from the shock, aud
she at length swoouned, to the great
consternation of Mrs Hylton. With
the aid of the usual restoratives, how-
ever, she soon recovered ; on which
she gazed on Mrs Hylton with a look
of agonising affection and apprehen-
sion.

She lay in Mrs Iylton'’s arms, with
Ler raven tresses slightly disturbed,
and straying over her pale but exqui-
sitely beautiful features, Mrs Hylton
gently rearranging her truant locks,
and fondly kissing her forehead, as Mr
Hylton entered: and Mrs Hylton mo-
tioned him to withdraw. “ No, no,
no!” said Lady Emily, extending her
hand to him: “ I am better now ! ”

“ Why, what is all this 7’ inquired
Mr Hylton, sufficiently surprised,

I rather suddenly told dear Lady
Emily where you had been,” replied
Mrs Hylton, anxiously.

“Y am sorry for that, Mary,” said
he rather displeasedly; and he ten-
derly took Lady Emily by the hand,
and seated himself beside her.

“ How is the poor creature?” she
inquired faintly.

“We will talk about this on some
other occasion,” said he. Dut Lady
Emily would not have the question
thus parried, and repeated it.

“ She is certainly in a sad state,”
said Mr Hylton, sighing, aud looking
very grave,

“Is there any danger?’ she in-
quired, slightly trembling.

“ My dear Lady Emily, you have
suffering enough at the Castle; I can-
not add to what so oppresses you!”

“ But how is this poor woman?”
she repeated firmly; and Mr Hylton's
acute eye detected in her tore and
look a momentary resemblance to her
father's peremptory spirit.

¢ She Iixsa, alal;! at death’s door !
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Lady Emily remained for several
moments silent, and visibly agitated.

“What sort of a character has she
borne ?”

¢ Oh,poorsoul! " interposed Mrs Hyl-
ton with sudden energy, * she was one
of the best, meekest, most self-denying
Christian creatures that I ever saw.
I have, as you know, brought her up
from her early youth.”

Again Lady Emily was silent. “She
must not want for anything, dear Mr
ylton,” said she suddeuly.

“ 8Bhe is well cared for at our excel-
lent infirmary; and as for her unfor-
tunate child "—

“What ! child !—has she a child?"
said Lady Emily, tremulously.

“Yes! buat such a poor little, lame,
injured creature!”

Lady Emily burst into tears. “May
God protect 1t!” said she at length:
“Where is it ?"

“ It is taken care of by a woman, at
one of the cottages.”

“ How old is 1t ?”

“ Not much more than a year.”

¢ Nearly the same age ! cxclaimed
Lady Emily, half unconsciously ; sigh-
ing, and apparently falling into a mo-
mentary reverie. “ You said that it
was lame and injured ; how came it to
be so, dear Mrs Iylton?”

“ Tt was always a fecble child, and
when not muchmore than eight months
old had a sad fall, which nearly killed
it, and has left it lame for life, and a
little deformed in the back,” said Mrs
Hylton.

“ How dreadful!” exclaimed Lady
Emily, with a shudder: “ Are you
sure that the poor little thing is with
a careful woman 2"

3 ]-YCS.”

“ But who pays her to attend toit?

“ My dear husband,” quickly re-
plied Mrs Hylton, her cyes filling with
tears; not caring for his displeasure,
and only too proud of Lis conduct.

“I have ten guineas here,” said
Lady Emily, opening her purse eager-
ly, and emptying its contents into
Mrs Hylton’slap: “Idon’t want them;
I have more money than I can use;
and I will bring you fifteen more to-
morrow ; and pray let both the mother
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and the child Lave proper attention paid
to them.”

“ My dear Lady Emily,” commenced
Mr and Mrs Hylton in a breath, * the
half of what you have now given us
will suffice for nearly a year.”

“ Never mind, keep it all, and to-
morrow I will give you the remainder!
It is really nothing to me, I assure
you; my dear papa is very, very libe-
ral to me: T cannot spend a tenth
part of what he gives me.”

“Well, then, dear Lady Emily,”
said Mr Hylton, with energy, “ 1 will
be the almoner of your bounty will-
ingly and carefully,”

“ But don't let it be known where
this trifle comes from, dear Mr Hylton,
lest my papa should happen to hear of
it and be displeased; for e might think
it undutiful in me. Will you, now,
promise me this?” continued Lady
Emily, winningly, but earnestly.

“ 1 will—we both will,” replied Mr
Hylton; “and you have in part anti-
cipated something of what I iutended
to ask you, Lady Emily.”

“ What is that? " she inquired
anxiously.

“ After what you have said, it seems
hardly necessary; but I was ahout to
have entreated you on no account to
mention either of these poor beings to
your harassed father, the Earl.”

“Ohmercy ! mention them to him!”
exclaimed Lady Emily, with a great
start :  “oh no! not for the whole
world! The very thought makes me
tremble. Not that he might—but—
consider ! "—she paused, and looked
anxiously at Mr and Mrs Hylton, who
assured her that they perfectly under-
stood her meaning, and profoundly
sympathised with the afflicted Earl.
With this she rose to depart; and,
kissing Mvs Hylton, promised to call
the next day with the fifteen guineas,
Mr Hyltou then led her to the carriage,
in which sat one of her maids, wonder-
ing at her Ladyship’s prolonged stay
at the parsonage. As they drove ra-
pidly away, “ There goes an angel in
human form!” said Mr and Mrs Hyl-
ton to each other. Ah! what a con-
trast did the youthful Lady Emily pre-
sent before the eye of Mr Hylton, to
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her inaccessible and implacable pa-
rent ! — for such, alas! he but too
plainly appeared to Mr Hylton, on the
very first occasion on which the Earl
and he had said anything to each other
at all bearing on the recent calamity.
Three times had the Earl's carriage
appeared before the parsonage, since
the funeral, to convey Mr and Mrs
Hylton, on a friendly invitation, to the
Castle, to dine with its taciturn and
gloomy lord and Lady Emily; and
when she and Mrs Hylton had with-
drawn to Lady Alkmond’s chamber,
Mr Hylton felt oppressed by witness-
ing in his companion a misery inca-
pable of relief. He had long before
thoroughly mastered the Earl’sidiosyn-
cragy, and perceived and lamenrted his
utterly insufficient notions of religion.
A thousand times had he striven with
all the delicacy and tact of which he
was master—and of much indeed he
was master—to turn the Earl’s atten-
tion inward upon himself, but in vain:
feeling himselfever courteously,though
sometimes rather sternly, repulsed.
About a fortnight after Lady Emily’s
visit to the parsonage, Mr Hylton
made his appearance at the Castle, on
one of those cheerless occasions which
have just been spoken of ; and on be-
ing left alone, as usual, after dinner,
the Earl produced a sheet of paper,
containing a Latin inscription, which
he had been framing during the day,
for a tablet or monument which he me-
ditated erecting in memory of his son.
The language was quite unexception.
able, the Earl being noted for his ele-
gant scholarship. Mr Hylton read it
attentively twice or thrice, and then
laid it down before the Earl in silence.

« Has it your approbation, Mr Hyl-
ton? " said his lordship, with a melan-
choly air.

“The Latinity, my Lord, is, as I
expected, faultless,” replied Mr Hyl-
ton, with a certain significance of man-
ner which arrested the attention of
his noble companion; who remained
silent for a few moments, while he cast
his eye over the paper, and then said,

T presume the matter, Mr Hylton,
is unobjectionable as the manner ?*—1
composed it in a sad spirit, I assure
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you.” Mr Hylton remained silent, ap-
parently absorbed in thought. “ Pray,
tell me frankly, Mr Hylton," said the
Earl, with slight displeasure in his
tone, “are you now thinking painful-
Uy, or disapprovingly, about what you
have just read? "

“ My Lord,” replied Mr Hylton, so-
lemnly, “I have been thinking how
this inscription at this moment appears
before the eyes of Him, whose mini-
ster and servant Tam!”

“Indeed, sir!” said the Earl haught-
ily; “and are you intimating that it
would not bear the scrutiny ?”

T fear not, my Lord, if I have read
the New Testament aright. DBut par-
don me, my Lord; if you will favour me
for a day with that paper, I will give
your lordship my written sentiments
on the subject; and I need hardly say,
with all respect and faithfulness.”

“ 1 will consider of it, sir,” said the
Earl gloomily, endeavouring to repress
a sigh, as he returned the paper to his
pocket-book.

“ There is no living being, my Lord,
I verily believe,” said Mr Hylton,
earncstly, “who wishes better to your
lordship than I do, and few who think
of your lordship more frequently and
anxiously. Even should your lord-
ship not feel disposed to honour me
with that paper, may I ask permission
to send your lordship my written im-
pressions concerning it, chiefly upon
one expression?”

“1 think, sir, I know now to what
con allude,” said the Earl, with a
owering brow, and a stately courtesy

of manner; “ but T have considered the
subject, and deem the expression unob-
jectionable : if I should feel disposed to
consult you upon the matter again, I
will receive your opinion in writing.”

“My dear Lord, forgive me if, when
appealed to, a solemn sense of duty
forces me”— '

“T thank you, Mr Hylton ; but we
reed at present discuss this matter no
further,” gaid the Earl coldly.

“Be it so, my Lord,” replied Mr
Hylton, sadly; and after a brief ip-
terval of chilling silence, they sepa-
rated ; the Earl with feelings of sup.
pressed indignation and gloomy ex-
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citement, Mr Hylton with concern and
apprehension. Had he been a mere
man of the world, he would have felt
the supercilious demcanour and treat-
ment of the Earl to be intolerable ; but
he knew himself to be invested with a
holier character, to be engaged on a
great and arduous mission, of which
as yet scarcc]x anything had been ac-
complished.  With what differcut feel-
ings he quitted the little cottage of old
Aylifte, where he was a very frequent
visitor; on every occasion conceiving a
more and more exalted opinion of him,
standing upon earth well-uigh alone
in his misery, but not forgotten by his
God! He was kept from the work-
house, a destination of which he had
all a true Euglishman’s horror, solely
by the kindness of a few neighbouring
farmers and Mr Hylton ; all of swhom,
understanding his feelings, contrived
to find him such sort of employment
for a_portion of each day as supplied
his slight wants, and left him time for
frequent inquiries after cach of the
scattered members of his family—Nhis
infant grandson, his dying daughter-
in-law, his death-doomed son.  On one
or other of these sad errands he was
to be seen engaged almost every day,
in all weathers, an object of universal
respect and sympathy. Little, how-
ever, spoke he to auy onc but Mr
Hylton ; for his heart was sorcly op-
pressed with fear on account of the
peril of his sou, suddenly charged as
that son was with so tremendous a
crime, and looked on with horror by
the whole kingdom, as too truly was
reported to the old mwan: ason who
had passed all his life, till that moment,
peacefully and virtuously. Late of
nights might a curious passer-by have
observed a faint light within old Ay-
liffe’s solitary cottage; and on looking
closely, scen him at one time poring
over his Bible, at another ou his knees.
And early in the cheerless mornings,
and later in the more cheerless evep-
ings than others were found stirring,
mighthe have beenseen standingsilent-
ly in the churchyard, beside the grave
of is wife, with thoughts solemn and
unutterable. “ Here,” would he say
within hiwself, “ fhe wicked ccase from
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troubling, and the weary are at rest!
And in God’s good time I may lay my
bones beside thee, Sarah, that we may
moulder away together, till the day
when we rise again, and see the mean-
ing of everything that hath befallen us
here!”

In the mean time, thicker and
thicker darkness gathered around poor
young Ayliffe, as the dreaded Assize-
time drew near. The active kindness
of My Hylton, and a few of the chief
inhabitants of the village, had provid-
ed the prisoner with professional as-
sistance, in preparing for his defence;
but as time wore on, it somehow or
other got abroad, that the skilful and
experienced attorney who had been
retained, looked disheartened about the
business, though knowing his duty
better thau to speak despondingly to
any one but the prisoner: whom he
told, and sickened in telling, that
though he verily believed him to be
innocent, he could not see how the
judge and jury were to be brought to
look at the affair in the same light,
without witnesses to guide them. Many
and anxiocus were the conversations
between Mr Hylton and old Ayliffe
on the dismal subject of the approach-
ing trial; and more and more frequent
their interviews became, as the time
of that trial drew nearer. The miscr-
able old man was wasted, so to speak,
fo a shadow; and but for the patient
indulgence of his agonised inquiries by
M Hylton, an overstrained and over-
burthened mind might have given
way. Little, indeed, could be con-
scicntiously said to him to sustain
hopes of a favourable issue ; Mr Hylton
dwelling, on the contrary, strongly
upoun the dreadful directness of the
evidence whicl it was understood was
veady to be brought forward. The
old man, however, gave implicit credit
to his son’s protestations, not only of
innocence, but of total ignorance who
the murderers were, or why the mur-
der had been committed.

“But why went Adam that night
to the wood? Why were his clothes
stained with bloed? Why did herun
from the wood with that bloody staff,
as for his life?"” asked Mr Hylton:
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“these, as T have often told you, my
poor friend, are questions which it 1s
very terrible to hear asked, and not
satisfactorily answered !"

“8ir, I do verily believe,” replied
Ayliffe, “ that he can show why he did
all these things, and is yet innocent.”

“Can he ? canhe? How?" inquired
Mr Hylton anxiously. *What wit-
nesses has he?”

His companion pressed his hand
against his forehead : “ May the Lord
have mercy on him, poor soul!” said
he ; I misgive me that he hath not
any witnesses to speak for him; but
he may surely, when he is on trial,
say what is the truth of the mat-
ter, and God may put it into the
hearts of those whom he pleads before
to believe him; for I will swear for
him, that he never did speak an un.
true word that I know of in his life:
and as for cruelty—why, he hath the
neart of a very woman, for all his
strength and spiri¢! Oh, sir, why
should poor Adam do this bloody
wickedness ? What hate had heagainst
the young Lord? ™

“Adam,” said Mr Hylton, looking
steadfastly at Ayliffe, “ that is likely
to be an awful question, from what
1 have heard. ’'Tis whispered that
they can show malice, on your son’s
part, towards the late Lord Alkmond;
that he hath been heard to mutter”—

While Mr Hylton spoke, a sicken-
ing change came over the features of
the old man, and he almost groaned
aloud.

“What! do you fear,” said Mr
Hylton kindly, “that any may be com-
ing to swear falsely against him?”

Aylific remained silent, and looked
the picture of despair; for while Mr
Hylton was dwelling, in his own mind,
on the expressions which he knew that
young Avliffe would be shown to have
let fall, when he was convicted for
unlawfully having possession of the
hare, the old man suddenly recollected,
for the first time since his son’s arrest,
his sullen refusal to stay and salute the
young Lord as he passed the cottageon
coming down from London, and the
strong expressions accompanying that
refusal.  And with those expressions

NOW AND THEN.

were quickly assocated certain others
which also old Ayliffe had till then
forgotten, and which, thus combined,
and coupled with the suggestion
thrown out by Mr Hylton, suddenly
acquired a significance that was appal-
ling. The old man staggered under
the shock ; and the doubts and fears
which had vanished before his son's
solemn asseveration of innocence,
when first his father saw him in gaol,
now reappeared with tenfold force. Mr
Hylton perceived that the unhappy
father’s misery had reached its climax;
for his long and fondly cherished
confidence in his son’s truth and in-
nocence seemed suddenly shattered.
Mr Hylton spoke with infinite kind-
ness to him, but in a very guarded
way.

“Tell me, Adam,” raid he, “if you
choose, what is the explanation which
your son is goingto give of the strange
and horrid circumstances in which he
was found : you may do so with per-
fect safety, for, on consideration, I can
see no impropriety in my hearing,
though I am a magistrate, what his
defence is likely to be.”

On this Ayliffe told Mr Hylton
what his son’s statement was; and
Mr Hylton listened to it with deep
attention.

“That is the whole matter, sir,”
said the old man as he concluded ; add-
ing with a grave eagerness, ‘And
dost not thou believe it, sir? Ay, ay,
thou wouldst, knowing but my son as
well as 1 do, sir?”

“Let me consider a little, Adam—
let me consider,” said Mr Hylton,
seriously.

0ld Ayliffe gazed at him with in-
tense anxiety for some minutes, dur-
ing which Mr Hylton was evidently
deep in thought.

““Of course, all this has been told to
your attorney?” at length he in-
quired.

“ Every word on’t, sir — every
word!"” answered Ayliffe, eagerly.

“ And what says he of 1t?’

“Why, sir, I cannot rightly make
out; only that it is a serious business,
such as & counsellor must decide on;
and that it will clear my son, ifit be be-
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lieved ; but, sir, I would rather know
what thon dost think on't?”

Mr Hylton shook his head. “ Why,
Adam, the account he gives is strange,
very strange; it may be quite true,
but much discretion, methinks, will
be required on the part of your son’s
counsel. I am glad, my friend, that
he has so shrewd and experienced an
attorney as has been engaged for
him ; and for the vest, may God de-
tect the guilty, and vindicate the in-
nocent.”

“ Amen, sir,” said the old man;
and, Mr Hylton having bade him
adien with earnest cordiality, he be-
touk himself homeward, but with such
direful misgivings as kept him awake
the live-long night; and Mr Hylton
himself spent some hours in revolving
what he had heard, but without being
able to come to any satisfactory con-
ciusion. His first impression, how-
ever, when he woke in the morning,
was that C{)oor young Ayliffe’s doom
was sealed.

A few evenings before the com-
mencement of the Assizes, Mr Hylton
was at the Castle, whither he had
been summoned to read the service
for the Visitation of the Sick, in the
chamber of Lady Alkmond. 'The
Earl and Lady Emily were present,
as lhad been the case on several previ-
ous occasions; and on that now re-
ferred to, the Earl, who had been
during the day gricvously depressed
by the precarious condition of Lady
Alkmond, requested Mr Hylton, on
quitting the chamber, to accompany
him for a few moments to the li
brary. On being scated, “Mr Hylton,”
said his lordship, whose manner was
so snbdued as to give infinite satis-
faction to the pious mind of Mr Hyl-
ton, “it has been this morning inti.
mated to me that you are about to
give cvidence, at the approaching
trial, in favour of the prisoner,”—
pausing as he uttered the word—
“as far gs his previous character is
concerned.”

“1 am, my Tord," replied Mr Hyl-
ton with energy—* most warm and
willing testimony, most decisive testi-
mony: would to God, indeed, that T could

speak in the like terms, and with the
same justice, of many others of my
parishioners, as I shall speak on the
dark day, that draws near, on behalf
of these Ayliffes, father and son. A
more exemplary little family I never
knew nor heard of; and I consider
the old man, my Lord, to be a very
finc character.  He trained up his son
as a Christian, and showed him the life
of one. It is he, old Adam Ayliffe "—

“T wish merely to assure you, Mr
Hylton,” replied the Earl, with much
of his usual haughtiness of manner,
““that T can have no objection to your
giving favourable testimony on be-
half of the prisoner, as far as you con-
scientiously can do such a thing.”

“Forgive me, my dear Lord,” said
Mr Hylton, with dignity, “if I feel
impelled to say, that I need to ask no
consent or permission, from any one
living, to do that which is a duty in-
cumbent upon me! "

This was said with a calm firmness,
very perceptible to the Karl, who ap-
peared for some moments as if about
to say something in reply ; but rather
abruptly, and with a stern courtesy,
he wished Mr Hylton good eveuning,
and they parted. As the latter was
passing, in deep meditation, through
a long and dusky corridor which led
to that part of the Castle by which
he usually quitted, he thought he
heard the faint sound of steps hasten-
ing towards him, and the rustling of
a lady’s dress. Nor was he mis-
taken : for Lady Emily, with her
finger on her lips, and a furtive
glance round, hastily approached him,
and whispered hurriedly, but softly,
“How is that poor woman at the in-
firmary ? "

“She remains barely alive, dear
Lady Emily.” .

‘“Is she resigned, poor creature ?”

“I think so; but she is often
miserable, and her mind, latterly,
wanders much.”

“Conld she be better cared forif she
were remaved to a private house ? '

“Certainly not, my dear Lady
Emily; she cannot possibly have
better nursing and medical atten-
dance than she hasnow. I have my-
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self given special instructions on the !
subject.”

" And "—her voice faltered—* that
wretched little being, her poor child,
ig it "—
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At that moment were heard distant
footsteps, which both Lady Ewily
and Mr Hylton recognised as those
of the Earl; and Lady Enmily vanish-
cd as though she had been a spirit.

CHAPTER V.

Ar length arrived the day of the
great murder trial, which the judges
of Assize had fixed for Friday—a
day always, in those times, when
practicable, named for cases cof mur-
der, with the humane view of giving,
in the event of conviction, as long an
interval as possible for carrying into
effect the dreadful sentence of the
law; which then required execution
for murder to be done on the day
vext but one after conviction, unless
that day should be Sunday; and then,
on the Monday following. There were
two other capital cases coming on
early in the Assizes, but of no public
interest; being only those of a far-
mer’s man, for stealing a pair of
shoes from a booth in a fair, and
another for taking a cheese, in the
night-time, out of a dairy—both the
offenders being found with the stolen
property upon them! These were,
therefore, simple cases, and could be
quickly disposed of. But the great
murder trial appeared to have at-
tracted ncarly half the county into
the Assize town, besides many per-
sons of quality from distant parts of
the country. The case was to be
tried before the Lord Chief Justice,
who was a humane man, and a great
lawyer; and the Solicitor-general had
come down, on the part of the crown,
to conduct a case of such public in-
terest and importance. The town
was astir from four o'clock in the
morning ; since which hour a great
number of country-folk, who lhad
walked five, ten, and even fiftecen

miles, had been standing outside the
zaol, till the doors should be opened.
There were upwards of a thousand
people thus collected, being very
many more than by any means could
be got into the gallery; and as for
the body of the court and the bench,
all that part had been allotted to per-
sons of distinction, long beforehand,
by orders from the Sherff. At a few
minutes before nine ¢’clock, the Judge
was to be seen, sitting in his imjpos-
ing scarlet and ermine robes in the
Sheriff’s coach, preccded by a troop
of javelin-men and trumpeters; and
so excited was the crowd, through
which they slowly passed, that many
of them thought there was some-
thing very startling and dismal in the
sounds of the trumpets on that morn-
ing. The Judge, who was noted for
punctuality, took his seat while the
clock was striking nine. On sitting
down, he seemed for a moment to be
adjusting his robes; but he was also
sceretly disposing Ais black cap, so as
to have it in readiness against a sad
event which, having read what had
been deposed to before the Coroner’s
jury, and the magistrates who had
committed the prisoner, his lordship
foresaw was but too likely to hap-
pen. This done, he leaned back
for a moment, and, while the stir
raised by his entrance was gubsiding,
looked around him with gtave cou
posure, not at all surprised at the pro-
digious number of people who were
present. On the bench near him
were noblemen and pgeatlemen of



NOW AND THEN.

high rank (but no ladies, as nowa-
days happeus), whom he kuew well,
but then took no notice of whatever.
The seats round and beneath him
were crowded by counsel: among
whom, facing the jury-box, was Mr
Solicitor-General, who had a grave,
care-worn face; and a little to his
right was the counsel engaged on be-
half of the prisoner, but only to cross-
examine the witnesses, or (if he could)
detect an objection to the proceedings,
in point of law-—the law not allowing
him to say one word for his client to
the jury. Next to himn sat his attor-
ney, and both of them looked very
anxious, Beside the attorney who
conducted the case for the Crown,
sate the Earl's solicitor and Mr Ox-
ley. In the magistrates’ box might
have been seen Mr Hylton, looking

ale and harassed. Just before tak-
ing his seat, he had quitted poor old
Ayliffe, whom, with infinite ¢ffort, he
had at length prevailed upon to re-
main out of court, in a room close by,
with every comfort kindly provided
for him by the High Sheriff. From
the moment that Mr Hylton sat down,
he seemed buried in his own thoughts
— his head leaning on his hands,
which quite covered his agitated face.
“Put the prisoner to the bar,” said
the officer of the court to the gaoler,
and there was instantly a solemn
silence, broken presently by the clank-
ing sound of irons; and amidst beat-
ing hearts, liurried breathing, and eyes
intently fixed on the dock, there slow-
ly approached it, accompanied by two
gaolers, and walking, not without dif-
ficulty, in his heavy irons, a tall mar-
vellously well - proportioned man, ap-
parently about thirty years old, with
a countenance that, especially irradi-
ated, as it happened just then to W,
by a transient gleam of sunshine,
said, instantly to all present that it
could never be that of a MURDERER.
All were struck by it. "Twas a frank
manly fa%, of a dauntless English
cast, yet Woked somewhat emaciated
from illness and confinement. Bat
for this, there was not among the
gentle or simple who belield him a finer
specimen of the Saxon couuntenance,
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including even the colour and dis-
position of his hair, somewhat dis-
ordered though it seemed. He stood
straight upright at the bar, with an
air of manly and somewhat indignant
confidence ; having bowed decorously
to the Judge, who was eyeing him
very ecarnestly. His pale face had
reddened a little, as he first encoun-
tered so exciting a scene, ont an oc-
casion to him so unspeakably awful
and momentous. His light biue eye
spoke most eloquently in his favour,
being full of intelligence and spirit,
and 1udicative of goodness ; but there
was much in them that told of suf-
fering. While the Judge gazed at
him, the favourable impression creat-
ed by his countenance and demean-
our was deepening, but was pre-
sently effaced, by habitual caution,
and a recollection of what he had
read concerning the case in the de-
positions.

“Adam Ayliffe,”” said the Clerk of
Assize, “hold up thy hand!” The
prisoner obeyed, holding up his right
hand, which was observed to quiver
a little. Had that fand, thought
everybody, done the deed of blood
that was now to be inquired into?
Then the Clerk of Assize proceeded—
“ Thou standest indicted by the name
of Adam Ayliffe, late of the Parish of
Milverstoke, in this County, labourer,
for that thou, not having the fear of
God before thine eyes, but being
moved and seduced by the instigation
of the devil, on the 31st day of De-
cember last, in the Parish of Milver-
stoke, in this County,in and upon one
FitzStephen Geoffry Lionel Bevylle,
Esquire, commonly called Viscount
Alkmond, in the peace of God and of
our Lord the King then and there
being, feloniously, wilfully, and of thy
malice aforethought, didst make an
assault, and then aund there with a
certain bludgeon, in thy right hand
then and there held, in and upon the
head of him, then and there feloniously,
wilfully, and with malice aforethought,
with the bludgeon aforesaid, didst
give him a mortal wound, whercof he
then and there instantly died ; and so
him, the said FitzStephen Geoffry
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Lionel Bevylle, in manner and form
aforesaid, thou feloniously, wilfully,
and of thy malice aforethought, didst
thereby, then, and there kill and mur-
der, against the peace of our said
Lord the King, his crown and dignity.
How sayest thou, Adam Ayliffe? art
thou guilty of the murder and felony
with which thou staudest indicted, or
not guilty ?”

“Not guilty ! not guilty!" said the
prisoner quickly, with great energy,
and his chest visibly heaved.

“How wilt thou be tried ?”

“By God and my country,” re-
plied the prisoner, Erompted by one of
the turnkeys near him.

“Godscnd thee a good deliverance!”
quoth the Clerk of Assize.

“Let the prisoner's irons be re-
moved,” said the Judge, after having
spoken privately to the Sheriff; who
had told him of the prisoner’s recent
severe illness, that no rescuc had ever
been attempted, and that no violence
was to be apprehended.

On this the irons were knocked off,
during which process the Clerk of
Assize thus addressed him :—* Pri-
soner at the bar! Those good men
whose names thou wilt now hear
called over, are THE JURy, who are to
%ass between our Sovereign Lord the

ing and thee, upon thy trial. If
therefore, thouwouldst challenge them,
or any of them, thou must do so when
each comes to the book to be sworn,
and before he is sworn, and thou shalt
be heard.”

The prisoner listened to this brief
but significant address so intently as
to be apparently unaware of the act
by which he was being liberated from
his irons.

Every juryman was then thus pub-
licly amf separately sworn by the
crier: —“Thou shalt well and truly try,
andtrue deliverance make, between our
Sovercign Lord the King and the

risoner at the bar, whom thou shalt
rlavc in charge; and a true verdict
give, according to the evidence. So
Lelp thee God "

When the twelve had been counted
aloud, one by one, and their names
called over, the criecr thus made pro-
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clamation :—* If any one can inform
my Lords the King’s Justices, the
King's Serjeant, or Attorney-General,
on this inquest to be now taken be-
tween our Sovereign Lord the King
and the prisoner at the bar, of any
treasons, murders, felonies, or misde-
meanours done or committed by the
prisoner at the bar, let him come
forth, and he shall be heard, for the
prisoner now stands upon his deliver-
ance; and let all persons bound, by
their recognisance, to prosecute or
give evidence against the prisoner at
the bar, come forth and give evidence,
or they will forfeit their recogni-
sances.” After a moment's pause,
the Clerk of Assize said to the pri-
soner, ‘ Adam Ayliffe, hold up thy
hand ! and, ou his doing so, thus
addressed the jury——'‘ Gentlemen of
the jury, look upon the prisoner, and
hearken to his charge.” Then he read
the substance of the indictment, and
proceeded,—* Upon this indictment
the prisozer hath been arraigned:
upon his arraignment he hath pleaded
Not guilty. Your charge, therefore,
is to Inquire whether he be guilty or
not guilty, and to hearken to the
evidence,”

The Solicitor-General, on rising to
state the case to the jury, turned for a
moment to the Judge, aud whispered;
on which, “ Prisoner,” said the Judge,
with a kind and dignified air, ““ L hear
that you have been ill, and may be
unable, with comfort, to stand; you
may therefore be seated, if youchoose.”

“T would rather stand, my Lord,
till I cannot—with thauks to your
lordship,” replied Ayliffe, with an air
of respectful firmness which pleased
everybody; and the next moment
My Solicitor-General had commenced
hi speech to the jury—speaking with
adirectness and cogency utterly sicken-
ing to all who felt any interesé in
him whose life depended on the proof,
or disproof, of what was being stated
in that brief speech. l\gSolicitor
made, indeed, a very plain &se of it.

“That a foul and bloody murder (it
signified nought that it had been done
upon a young nobleman, more than up-
on any other person, high or low, man,
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woman, or child, in the Jand) had been
committed, was beyond all reasonable
doubt whatever ; and the only question
that day to be tried was, whether the
prisoner had done that murder. He
1s seen,” continued Mr Solicitor, “as
you will be told by the witnesses,
within a few yards of the place where
lay the newly murdered body; his
clothes have a great stain of blood
on them; lic has a club with him,
whicl, marked with blood, is found
in his house; he flies, as for his life,
from the spot where the body lay;
and, being hotly pursued, reaches
home with this blood on bhim, and
this club with him; and, while pant-
ing and affrighted, is arrested. This
of itself surely is the very case put
by my Lord Coke, as that of a most
violent presumption of guilt ; and his
words are these: ‘It is, if one be run
through the body with a sword, in a
house, whereof he instantly dieth, and
a man is seen to come out of that
house with a bloody sword, and no
other man was at that time in the
house.” If the prisoner answer not;
nor explain away what will be proved
against him; nor show how he came
to be in my Lord Milverstoke's wood
that evening, at that very time, and
to be running away bloody, and with
a bloody weapon capable of doing the
deed, and ycet quite unconcerned in,
and ignorant of, this most barbarous
and horrid murder—why, gentlemen,
what shall be said ? Whatever must,
in such case, be said, it is for youn
alone to say. But the Crown will,
as [ am instructed, carry this matter
much further than even all this; and
will show an evil will and malice
aforethought of the man at the bar,
towards my Lord Milverstoke and his
late son, the murdered person, arising,
so I am told, out of some angry feeling
at the desire of my Lord Milverstoke
tobecome the purchaserof somecottage
property of the grisoner's father; but
more especially becaunse of a poaching
affair, which had occurred only some
week or so previously to the murder
—and on that occasion the prisoner
was convicted of poaching on my Lord
Milverstoke's land " — here the pri-
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soner made some eager gesture of
dissent, but was anxiously motioned
to silence by his advisers— and then
let fall some expressions which I
shall leave to a witness to tell you,
and which will, I fear, be thought
by you to have a serious bearing on
this case. These, gentlemen, are the
facts which, I am told, we shall prove
most clearly before you: so that, you
see, howeverdreadful the consequences
of this crime, and exalted the position
in society of the victim and his be-
reaved relatives, with whom there is,
as there surcly ought to be, a uni.
versal sympathy, the case is short
and simple on the part of the Crown,
who have no wish (God forbid that
they should have) to press on the
prisoner. e may not make his de-
fence before you by counsel—such is
the law of the land, be it good, be it
bad—but this I know, it secures him
a counsel in the Judge who tries him,
and who will take all fitting care of his
interests, as well as those of the public.”

With this, Mr Solicitor-General sat
down; and the case was not long in
being proved, much as the reader has
it already. The head-keeper and two
under-keepers were called as witnesses,
and explained that, as they were going
their customary rounds, they heard,
some twenty or thirty yards off from
a particular spot where they were, a
dull heavy sound, followed by a fall,
then something like a faint groan or
sigh, and footsteps. ‘ Hallo!" cried
the head-keeper, ““ what is that?” Then
all three pushed oun, spreading a few
yards from each other, when, just as
they had got into a pathway, one of
them stumbled over the body of Lord
Alkmond, and eried “ Murder; " while
the two others, hearing running foot-
steps, followed in their direction till
they caught sight of the prisoner; and,
after he had cleared the wall and got
into the high-road, fired after him in.
effectnally; and finally he was arrest-
ed, in the manner which has been de-
scribed.  His Lordship was in dinner
dress, but had put on a dark great-coat
before quitting the Castle; andnothing
about his person had been taken away
or disturbed.
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The doctor who had been called in
described the blow which Lord Alk-
mond had been struck to have been
most tremendous, such as that death
must have followed almost instantly ;
and that the blow had been given by
some heavy blunt instrument, and
from behind, Then wasproduced the
thick oaken stick, which was proved
to have been taken {rom the prisoner's
house a day or two after the murder,
and which still bore blood-stains on
it. (At all this the prisoner was much
agitated, using vehement gestures,
which were with difficulty restrained
by his adviscrs beneath, and the turn-
keys behind him.) The doctor said,
upon being asked the question, that
such an instrument was quite suffi-
cient to occasion the blow which Lord
Alkmond had received, and from which
he had died

“Nay! God help me, but it is not
troe !—it cannot be!—it is not so!”
exclaimed the prisoner, with agita.
tion; but he was temperately checked
by the Judge.

Then were produced, by the con-
stable, the clothes which the prisoner
had worn when arrested. The left
sleeve of the coat must, on that night,
have been almost soaked in blood ; and
other parts of his dress had also marks
of blood on them. The prisoner turned
ghastly white as these dumb witnesses
were arrayed before him and the jury:
there was agony in his averted eyc;
and he shuddered—so indeed did most
of those in court: and his agitation
at that moment did him mischief, per-
haps irreparable, in the minds of the
jury.

Then was called Mr Oxley—and the
prisoner changed colour on hearing
the name. This proved to be, indeed,
a terrible witness : for, speaking in a
mild andsomewhat prepossessing way,
and with a show of reluctance, he yet
mentioned expressions used by the
prisoner, which, in the judgment of
everybody present, established great
ill-will towards the noble owner of
Milverstoke. He said that he feared
the beginuing of the son’s grudge was
the Earl's having bought, on several
occasions, parts of a little property
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owned by the prisoner’s father, and
showing a desire, through the witness,
to purchase the remaiuder, but at a
price vastly beyond its value. That
on one occasion the prisoner had said
to the witness, in a sullen way, “ Those
that live in the cottage may outlive
those that live in the Castle1”

The prisoner, on hearing this, gave
a prodigious start, and a glance of
wrathful astonishment at the witness,
which were observed by the watchful
Judge.

“Was any one present, sir, besides
you two, when this was said?” in-
quired his lordship, with a tincture of
sternness in his manner.

“ No, my Lord; we were alone,”
said the witness.

“ I never, never said such words—
no,norany like them—-norever thought
them, good my Lord ! " exclaimed the
prisoner, vehemently.

Mr Oxley looked sadly towards the
jury, and shook his head. Then he
spoke of the conviction for poaching,
of which he made a far blacker busi-
ness than the other. He said that
the prisoner, knowing the hare to have
come from ILord Milverstoke’s land,
muttered, thinking himself unheard
by any, and no onc did hear him but
the witness, “ They shall rue it that
own that hare."

With this answer sat down, very
gravely, the counsel for the Crown;
but the prisoner became deadly pale,
and said aloud, in a kind of agony, to
the counscllor beneath him—* 1 said
not so! I mnever had a thought to say
so! O that my poor life should thus be
sworn away ! "

On this his attorney got up, and
whispered to him earnestly, so did he
to the attorney, and the latter to the
counsel, who thereupon rose, and was
going to ask the witness a question,
when a piece of paper was handed to
hiin from the magistrate's box, writ-
ten by Mr Hyltou in great agitation :
it was this—* Ask Mr Oxley whether
the words did not apply to another,
who had got him into trouble by giv-
ing him the hare; and whether the
were not—* ke shall rue it, that brought
me here!’ Tell him that this is written
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by one who was at the Justice’s on
that day.”

This question was closely pressed
on Mr Oxley; but he said, with great
firmness—* No; the words were as |
have sworn to them, and closely noted
at the time, not likiug the prisoner's
looks. I thought of them often after-
wards, before this murder was com-
mitted : but never drcamed of any-
thing so bloody as this coming of it,
or would have had him bound in sure-
ties of the peace, I warrant you!”

“And will you say this, when
those are present who were then
there?”

“Yes, I will: whether they heard it
or not, I cannot tell ; but I did. Ifthey
heard differently, let them say so.”

Mr Oxley happened to know that
Sir Henry Harringtou, the magistrate
who had convicted poor Ayliffe, was
ill at home of the gout.

“Did the magistrate’s clerk hear
it?" inquired the counsel for the pri-
soner, after much hesitation.

“T cannot say: being busy, he
might, or might not. Thave notspoken
to him on the matter.”

Several other questions the counsel
was disposed to have put, but refrain-
ed—perceiving, and having, indeed,
been agsured wbat sort of person the
witness was, and how disposed towards
the prisoner; so he sat down, and Mr
Solicitor - General asked no further
questions.

“ But,” said the Judge, in a calm
and serutinising way, “ Mr Oxley, you
will be pleased to repeat the very sell-
same words which you allege the pri-
soner to have used, on each of the two
occasions which you have spoken of.”

Mr Oxley immediately did so, with
the variation of only an immaterial
word or two.

“ Do you positively swear, sir, that
his words beforc the magistrate were
not—' He shall rue it, that brought me
here?’ "

“Ido, my Lord. His words were—
‘they that own that hare.”

“ Is not the sound of the one some-
what like that of the other?”

¢ Not, my Lord—not as the prisoner
pronounced it.”
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“ Of course the man was present
who had informed against him? "

“Yes, my Lord; he got half the
penalty.”

“Did anything pass between him
and the prisoner?"”

* Not that I saw or heard, my Lord.”

‘ Are they neighbours? "

“ They live at some six miles’ dis-
tance from each other.”

“ What was the man’s name ?

“ Jonas Hundle.”

““ Who or what is he ? "

“ For aught I know, my Lord, a de-
cent farming-man.”

“ Do you know how he came by the
hare that he gave or sold to the pri-
soner ?”

“ No, my Lord.”

“Is Jonas Hundle still in that part
of the country ? "

“Yes, my Lord; I saw him last
week, hedging and ditching.”

“ How came you to be at the magis-
trate’s on that day, sir?”

“I chanced to be there on other
business with the justice’s clerk, and
through one ﬁresent offered the pri-
soner to pay the fine for him, if he and
his father would agree with the Earl
of Milverstoke about sclling their cot-
tage.”

* Did he accept the offer ?”

‘* No, my Lord; but used some hor-
rid words concerning the Farl which
I recollect not exactly.”

‘Have youand the prisonereverhad
any dispute or difference of any sort? "

“ No, my Lord,” replicd the witness,
resolutely; “ except that he has some-
times made me angry by what he said
concerning the Farl and his family:
otherwise we have never fallen out.”

“ What sort of acharacterbearshe?”

Mr Ozxley considered for a moment;
and then said, in a very candid man-
ner—"“1 never knew of anything to
his disparagement before this matter,
and that of the hare, wcre laid to his
charge.”

After a considerable pause, during
which the Judge wasevidently engaged
in deep thought—* Pray, Mr Oxley,”
said he, “do you happen to know how
Lord Alkmond came to be in the woods
at so late an hour, and alone ? "
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“No, my Lord; onlyI have heard"—

“That you cannot tell us, sir.”

“But I know, my Lord, that when
at Milverstoke, some time before, his
lordship would take such walks, and
go alone.”

His lordship made a few notes,
very deliberately; and then, laying
down his pen, leaned back, and looked
%loomily thoughtful. *Call back Mr

xley,” said he, just as Mr Solicitor-
General was rising to say something.
“Which was the taller and larger man
—Lord Alkmond, or Jonas Hundle?”

“Oh,my Lord, his lordship was tall
and slight, and of a beautiful figure:
and Jovas Hundle is stout and short.”

“Call back the head-keeper,” said
the Judge ; and on that witness reap-
pearing—*' Have you ever,” inquired
his lordship, “seen this man Hundle
in the woods at Milverstoke ? '

“I canpot recolleet, my Lord; I
know but little of him.”

“You told us that, before you came
up with the body of Lord Alkmond,
you heard sounds of something falling
heavily,—of a faint sigh, or groan, and
of jootsteps,—now, did you notice in

what direction those footsteps seemed |

to be going ?”

#No, my Lord, I did not: I heard
the sounds of footsteps, as I belicved,
and that was all; and those, I do re-
member, were faint, but quick.”

“Can you give those gentlemen,”
pointing to the jury, “ %o notion on the
subject >-—whether the footsteps were
to your right or your left—towards, or
away from you?”

“ No, my Lord; speaking in all truth,
upon my oath I cannot.”

“Were the sounds which led your
companions to follow till they caught
sight of the prisoner the enly sounds
of footsteps which had reached your
ear between the time of your coming
up with the body and your companions
starting off in pursuit ? ”

“They were, in truth, my Lord. I
heard none other whatsoever.”

His lordship paused for some mo-
ments, evidently turning over anxi-
ously in his mind the last few an-
swers of the witness, who spoke in an
earnest and simple manner.
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“ Were iou not so greatly disturbed
at seeing Lord Alkmond's body,” pre-
sently inquired the Judge, “ that you
might have heard, but without noting,
footsteps in another direction ?

“My Lord, I am quite assured that
I did not; I have often since thought
of that matter.”

The other two keepers were then re-
called by the Judge, and asked similar
questions, to which they gave similar
answers; and then Mr Solicitor de-
clared that the case for the Crown was
closed.

The Judge thereupon glanced omi-
nously at the prisoner’s counsel
and attorney, who were instantly
in anxious consultation, amidst the
breathless silence of the court; being,
up even to that critical moment, in
direful perplexity whether or not they
should hand in to the officer of the
Court the account which the attorney
had drawn up in writing, from the
prisoner’s lips, of the affair, as he pro-
tested, without ever varying, that it
had happened. Just as they had de-
termined in the negative, but with a
dreadful sense of responsibility, be-
hold ! their client, as if unable to re-
sist a sudden impulse, turned to the
jury, and spoke in substance thus,
with a voice at first somewhat
smothered, but presently becoming
clear:—

“ Gentlemen,—With my Lord's per-
mission to speak, I own that I have
done wrong, and meant to do wrong,
but no murder ; and I do not wonder
why I am now here, for truly appear-
ances be against me terribly. Yet of
this murder which bas been dore, I am
every whit as inuocent as any of you,
or his lordship there; nor do I know
who did it, nor why. But I was in
the wood at the time when that most
cruel deed was done, and was (may
God forgive me!) lying in wait to
punish onc who had hurt and deceived
me grievously ; and that was the man
whom I tock yonder stick to cudgel
soundly, and teach him thereby how
to lay a cruel snare for one whose wife
((las I told him mine was) lay ncarly at

eath’s door for lack of nourishment.
He spoke kindly to me as we were
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hedging, and so afterwards did the
man that came as witness against me
before the magistrate — those two
agreeing, doubtless, to have between
them what I might have to pay. I
cannot but say I knew I had gone
agaiust the law therein, but had never
done aught like it before, though many
a time I might. And truly, had I on
that terrible night caught them, or
either of them—as T had heard they
might chance to be there—God know-
eth how much greater mischief I might
have done than I had intended. But to
say L killed Lord Alkmond is quite con-
trary to God's truth. I, hearing foot-
steps at some distance, and thinking
only of Hundle, crept onward; and
some time after, they getting fainter,
I went on faster, and’—a visible
tremor came over him—* right across
my path lay a body, and I thought the
arm moved a little. The fright I then
felt may none of you ever know—God
grant you may not! T saw who it
was—the poor young Lord, wrapped
in a great-coat. I tried tolift him, and
just then heard steps coming another
way. ‘Ho,’ quoth I, within myself
‘they will say that I did this—having
come out after hares again,’ as I mis-
gave me it would be supposed; and
though at first I was minded to shout
for help, I feared, for appearance’s
sake; and, knowing that I had not
done the cruel deed, and hearing steps
coming nearer, and then voices speak-
ing, as hath been truly told you to-day,
I ran quicker, and was followed, and
fired at, ay, as though I had been a
wild beast : and here am 1 this day to
answer before you for a murder which
I never committed, nor dreamt of.
There never passed a word, good or
ill, between the poor young Lord and
me, in our lives; nor, as God doth
kuow, had I malice, or cause for
malice, against him. Now, gentlemen,
I hope you believe all this—and may
God put it into your hearts to do so,
for it is nothing but the truth; and
there is one, I think, that could say”
~—he paused, his eyes filled with tears,
and he seemed choked. After a while
he resumed—* I mean, my old father;
were he here (but truly glad I am that
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he is not), he would testify that he
hath never known falsehood come
from my lips. And this is all that I
can plead for my poor life, now in
danger.” )

Here his counsel got up, and whis-
pered hastily to him.

'“ Ay, ay, my Lord,”’ continued the
prisoner, “that Mr Oxley hath put a
wrong colour on my words ; and much
I fear he hath done it knowingly, for
he doth not love me, nor mine. The
words that T said when I was before
the justice for the hare, were not what
have lhere, this day, been told you by
Mr Oxley ; but I will own 1 did say
then to myself, as indeed T had in
tended, that it should go hard with
them that had brought me where I
was, by the cruel mesans of trapping
me with that hare; and those other
words that he hath spoken of I never
said at all, nor any like them, that I
can remember, at any time.”

At this moment the prisoner sud-
denly fell heavily on the floor, over-
come with exhaustion both of mind
and body (which was much weakened
by illness), rendering him for a short
time insensible. This greatly startled
and moved all present.  After a while,
he was assisted from court, and given
some refreshment ; and on a message
from the Judge being sent, to know if
he were able and ready to come back,
he returned, shortly afterwards, look-
ing very ill, leaning between two
gaolers, and sat down on a stool,
which had been placed for him in the
dock, by order of the Judge. Then
were called witnesses to speak to his
good character, beginning with Mr
Hylton, whose words, and hearty em-
phatic manner of uttering them, and
his amiable look and reverend appear-
ance, aided by the high character he
bore, evidently produced a great im-
pression in the prisoner’s favour. For
no mortal man could more have been
said than Mr Hylton said, as clergy-
man and magistrate, for Ayliffe, who
sobbed violently while his affectionate
and zealous witness was speaking.

Then the Chief Justice turned towards
the Jury, and all they, with anxious
faces towards him. Ina twinkling no
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earthly sound was audible, but his
clear, distinct voice, which thus be-
gan:—

"“Gentlemen of the Jury, there be
many cases in which we are forced to
some judgment or other, on the ques-
tion of ¢rue, or false: though lamenting,
with just cause that we have but scanty
means for forming such judgment.
But in this world it ever will be so,
judging, as we must, with imperfect
faculties, and concerning matters the
knowledge whereof, as (observe you!)
constantly happens in crimes, is studi-
vusly impeded, orsought to be impeded,
by those who have done such crimes.
Seeing, then, that our judgment may
be wrong, and, as in this case, may be
followed by consequences which can-
not be remedied by man — and yet
that we must form a judgment one
way or another, or fail of doing our
duty to both God and man—it be-
hoves ns solemnly and carefully to
do our uttermost, as though our own
lives were at stake; and, devoutly
asking God's assistance in doing so,
to leave the result with His mercy,
wisdom, and justice. Now, gentle-
men, in this case, forget, for a very
little while, that life depends on the
judgment which you are to pronounce;
but only, by-andby to remember it
the more distinctly and religiously.
Did this man at the bar slay the late
Lord Alkmond ? is your first question ;
and the only other is—Did he do it
with malice aforethought? for if he
did, then has he done murder, and
vour verdict must needs be Guilty.
He says before you to-day, that he did
not kill the Lord Alkmond at all.  If
you verily believe that he did not, nor
was by, counselling and assisting those
who did, why, there ends the matter,
and he is Not guilty. But did he do
the act with which he is charged ?
No one but Almighty God above, and
the prisoner himself, can, as far as
we seem able this day to see, abso-
lutely Znow whether the prisoner
did, as though you had yourself seen
him do it; for even if he had never so
solemnly told you that he did, yet
that telling would not be such abso-
lute knowledye, but, as 1 may say,
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next door to it. And so is it, in
reason, observe you well, if facts be
proved before you, which, be they few
or many, point only one way ; unless,
indeed, all sense and reason are to be
disregarded and outraged. Look, then,
to what are proved, to your satisfac-
tion, to be Facts; and also forget
not that which the prisoner himself
has this day voluntarily told you.
That some one did this foul murder
is past dispute — the wound proved
not being of such a nature that it
could possibly have heen inflicted by
the Lord Alkmond himself. The pri-
soner owns himself to have been with
the body at the time closely after
that when the deed must, by all ac-
counts, have deen done, nay, while
the deceased yet lived — for the pri-
soncr tells you that he thought he
saw the arm of Lord Alkmond move
— and yet says that he knows no-
thing whatever of the matter, though
he ran away—and bloody—and with
a bloody stick, such as, it is sworn
before you, might have done the mur-
der. 1If these be really facts, are they
not such as point one way only, ac-
cording to the expression of my Lord
Coke, which was read rightly to you
by Mr Solicitor ? There is, as you
see, no suggestion this day concern-
ing any other who might have done
the deed. But the prisoner himself
does admit that he went whither he
had no right to go; and, in doing
that, trespassed secretly by mnight
on the land of another, for a mali-
cious and revengeful purpose, armed
with that dangerous weapon which
you have secen, and is now here —
which purpose was, privily to lay
wait for one who, he says, had wrong-
ed him ; and he says himself that he
might, in his anger, possibly have
gone further with this unlawful and
felonious assault than he had intend-
ed when he began it. Now, gentle-
men, do you think, according to the
best of your judgment upon these
facts, that the prisoner may have un-
happily lit suddenly upon Lord Alk-
mond, and in the darkness, and the
haste of his angered temper, mistaken
him for the man for whom he was
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lying in wait, and under that mistake
slain him ; and, hearing voices and
footsteps, fled for it ? " The Chief Jus-
tice paused, and the jury were evidently
uneasy, gazing on him very intently.

“If that were so,” continued the
Judge, “ then is che prisoner at the
bar before you as guilty of the murder
of Lord Alkmond as if he had in-
tended to kill Lord Alkmond—that is
the law, beyond all possible doubt ;
and your verdict must in such case be
guilty, founded on facts proved, and
the prisoner’s own admissions. That,
I tell you again, is the clear law of
England, which you must, on your
oaths, abide by.”

The prisoner here made viclent ef-
forts to rise and speak, but was pre-
vailed on by those beside him, and
beneath him, to remain silent, while
this frightful possibility against him
was being put to the jury. The man
most agitated at this time, next to the
prisoncer, was Mr Hylton.

“Your first question, gentlemen, as
T have told you,” proceeded the Chief
Justice, “is, Di(F the prisoner kill
Lord Alkmond? And methinks it
may not be ill for you to ask your-
selves, If it were not the prisoner,
who could it have been? Do you, in
your sound discretion, verily, on your
oaths, believe that it was not the pri-
soner? You may so believe, if you
credit what he has said here to-day,
having, look you, due regard to what
is otherwise proved against him and
the probahilities of the case. But
have you, gentlemen, in your souls,
and on your consciences, so much un-
certainty on the matter that you can-
not bring yoursclves to say the pri-
soner struck the blow, or (which is
the same thing in law) was present
counselling or assisting those who
did? Then has the Crown failed to
bring before you evidence suflicient
to prove the case which they under-
took to prove. But beware, gentle.
men (as 'tis my duty to warn you), of
being led away from proved facts, by
speculation and conjecture, which are
mere Will-o’-the-wisps, as I may say,
if farfetched and fanciful ; and also
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take care not to be drawn from your
duty by thoughts of the cruelty or
meanness which the prisoner charges
(for aught we know, truly) on him
whom he owns that he went to injure.
And as for what has been sworn by
Mr Oxley, my Lord Milverstoke’s local
agent, and seemingly a reputable per-
son, going to show malice of the pri-
soner beforehand against Lord Alk-
mond, why consider whether you
believe that this gentleman really
heard the very words which he swears
he heard the prisoner use. If such
words were spoken, as are told us to-
day, they go seme little way to show
deliberate malice towards the Lord
Milverstoke and his family gencrally,
—but Mr Oxley may be mistaken
after all, or (which God forbid) may
have had such horrid wickedness as
to colour, invent, or pervert, advised-
ly against the prisoner. You will
also, though T trust it may be need-
less to mention such a thing, think
nothing whatever of the interest with
which this trial may have been looked
forward to outside, or be listencd to
in this place to-day ; but think you
only of your being on your sclemn
oaths before Almighty God, and judg-
ing as fearlessly and justly as though
the prisoner and the late Lord Alk-
mord had changed places—as though
the prisoner had been murdered, and
Lord Alkmond were here to answer
for it. Consider the case, then, gentle-
men, under the pressure and sanction
of your oaths, according to proved
facts, and plain probabilities, such as
would guide you in important affairs
of your own. Say—Did the Lord
Alkmond kill himself? Or are you,
after all that you have hcard, totally
inthe dark ? Can you form no reason-
able opinion on the matter? If that
be so, why you must needs say—Not
guilty. Or did Lord Alkmond and the
prisoner contend together, so as to
make the killing him manslaughter ?
But of this there is no pretence or
suggestion whatever. Then did the
prisoner strilee the fatal blow, whether
knowing the person to be Lord Alk-
mond, or mistaking him for some one
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else whom he intended to kill or
maim ? Tu either of these last two
cases you must say—Guilty. But if
you think that the prisoner neither
struck the blow, nor counselled nor
assisted those who did—knowing no-
thing, indeed (as he hath alleged),
about the matter—and if you believe
that what he has said before you this
day is the pure truth, then you must
say that he is Mot Guiity. And now,
gentlemen, consider the verdict which
you shall pronounce ; and may God
enlighten and guide your minds in
discharging the solemm duty which is
this day cast upon youn.”

On this, a bailiff was thus sworn
publicly,—

“You do swear, that you will keep
this jury without meat, drink, fire, or
candle, in some quiet and convenient
place ; that you will suffer none to
speak to them, norany of them; neither
speak to them, nor any of them your-
self, without leave of the Court, except
to ask them whether they have agreed
on their verdiet.—So help you God!”

Slowly then arose the twelve from
their seats; and, following the bailiff
to their private room, passed on to it,
scarcely one of them looking at the
prisoner, within a few yards of whom
they walked on their gloomy errand ;
nor did he loock at them, but secmed
faint and exhausted—which the Judge
observing, gave him leave to retire,
till the jury should have returned
with their verdict.

Then Mr Hylton withdrew for a
moment to the room, the key of which
Le had with him, where he had left
old Ayliffe, and whom, on entering,
he found staring towards the door with
mute terror.

“1T bring no news, Adam—the case
is not over yet,” said Mr Hylton
quickly, but with a heavy sigh, and a
face of fearful gloom.

After in vaw attempting to make
the old man take any nourishment,
Mr Hylton returned to Court, almost
trembling at the bare thought of a sud-
den knock at the door announcing the
return of the jury, while he was absent
with the prisoner's father, on whom a
sudden shock might have fatal effects.
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On re.entering the Court, he found the
Judge sitting with a solemn counte-
nance, having spoken to no one since
the jury had retired, but appearing
absorbed in his own thoughts. What
a position, indeed, was his ! If the jury
should find the prisoner guilty, that
judge would have to assume the dis-
mal emblem of the death-doom, and
from his lips must fall upon the pri-
soner’sears the blightingaccents which
would extinguish life and all earthly
hope !

Mr Hylton permitted another to
accupy his seat, he standing near the
door in a state of sickening anxiety,
in order that, whatever should be the
verdict, he might be able to enter,
with a little preparation and calmness,
the room where the old man was, at
the door of which Mr Hylton had a
servant stationed, to prevent any sud-
den mnoise or knocking. At length
the low general whispering which had
been going on in Court, for upwards
of an hour and a half, was arrested by
the sound of knocking at the jury-room
door; and, while all voices were hush-
ed, few faces were there which did
not then change colour, few hearts”
which did not throb thickly and fast.

** Put the prisoner to the bar,” said
the officer of the Court; and, before
the first juryman had re-entered the
jury-box, the unhappy prisoner came
slowly forward from beneath the pri-
son, to the bar; and stood there with
much firmness, but his face manifestly
flushed.

Oh, who could tell the appalling
agony which he had to endure while
the twelve jurymen's names were be-
ing slowly called over, they answering
onc by one, all looking either on the
floor, or away from the prisoner !

The last name having been called
over,—

“ Adam Ayliffe,” said the officer,
“ hold up thy hand!”

The prisoner did so, and a very aw-
ful silence ensued, while the officer
proceeded to say to the jury,

“ Gentlemen of the jury, have ye
agreed upon your verdict ? Who shall
say for you? Ye shall speak by your
foreman. Do ye say that the pri.
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soner at the bar is guilty of the felony
and murder with which he stands
charged, or not guilty ?”

* GuiLty,” said the foreman in alow
tone—and those who were watching
the prisoner obscrved the colour fly
rapidly from his face, like breath from
a glass, leaving his countenance of a
corpse-like hue. But he stood firmly.
His lips appeared to move, and he
spoke—no oue, however, hearing him
but the two jailors next to him, who
said afterwards that his words were,

“ Now am I murdered, who never
did murder any one !’

‘“ Hearken to your verdict as the
Court records it !" said the clerk of
assize (as soon as the verdict had been
pronounced}, writing the fatal “Guilty”
on the indictment. “Ye say that the
prisoner at the bar, Adam Ayliffe, is
guilty of the felony and murder where-
of he stands indicted : that is your
verdict, and so ye say all.”

There was & moment’s thrilling si-
Ience.

“ Call upon him ! ” said the Judge,
gazing solemnly at the prisoner, while
the officer thus called on him to hear
judgment, or show why it ought not
to be passed

“ Adam Ayliffe, hold up thy hand.
Thou hast been indicted of felony and
murder; thou wast thereupon arraign-
ed, and didst plead thereto Not gailty,
and for thy trial didst put thyselt upon
God and thy country, which country
hath found thee Guilty. What hast
thou now to say why the Court should
not give thee judgment upon that con-
vietion, to die according to law?”

A momentary pause ensued—this
being the time for the prisoner’s coun-
sel to tuke any objection in law to the
sufficiency of the indictment, so as to
arrest the judgment—-butthe prisoncr’s
counsel spoke not, nor moved, looking
down in silence. Then the Judge
drew from beneath his desk a black
velvet cap, and placed it deliberately
upon his head, a sigh or sob being
audible throughout the Court while he
did so.

Then rose the crier, and said in a
loud voice,—

“0Oyez! Oyez! O yea! My Lords
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the King's Justices do strictly charge
and command all manner of persons
to keep silence, while sentence of death
is passing against the prisoner at the
bar, upon pain of imprisonment!”
The prisoner stood staring withashy
cheek andglazedeye,at theJndge, while
the following words were being utter-
ed, the import of which was, perhaps,
at that fearful moment, only imper-
fectly apprehended by him to whom
they were addressed, with a calmness
and deliberation that were appalling.
“ Adam Ayliffe; the word has just
been spoken which has severed you
from this world, and from Iife. Yon
stand there convicted of a most foul
and cruel murder, upon a young noble-
mau, in the very heyday of happiness,
prosperity, and graudeur, and, on your
own showing, utterly unoffending
against you. Whether there be any
truth whatever in that which you have
this day said in your defence, I know
not : a jury of twelve honest men
here, whose present manifest agitation
shows the pain with which they have
discharged a sacred duty, have reject-
ed your story, and found that you did
actually commit this awful crime; and
have said so, without venturing to
speak of recommending you to mercy.,
1 am bound to tell you that T agree
with thelr verdict entirely; and all
intelligent persons who hear me, are
now probably regarding you as a just-
ly convicted murderer. Indeed, what
enormous offences must go unpunish-
ed, if cvidence so clear as that given
this day in your case were held not
sufficient to bring you to conviction!
An earthly tribunal has endeavoured
to do its duty, and is consoled, in its
anxiety, by reflecting on theoverpower-
ing strength of the evidence which
has been brought before it. Get you,
unhappy, misguided man, victim of
yourownguiltyand headlong passions!
to your knees, without one moment’s
dclay, to prepare, after quitting this
earthly, for your speedy appearance
before a heavenly, tribunal. I will
not waste the few precious, most ines-
timably precious, hours which yet re-
main to you, by doing more than con-
Jjuring vou to address yourself devout-
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ly to Him who, and who alone, is able
to save you from the bitter pains of
eternal death. Through your blessed
Redeemer, who died the just for the
unjust, and ever liveth to make inter-
cession for you, and in reliance on his
merils, bescech and implore the par-
don and mercy of your offended God !
Alas! all that now remains for me to
do, as your earthly judge, is to declare
and pronounce upon you the sentence
of the law: which sentence is, that
you, Adam Ayliffe, be taken back tothe
place whence you came; and thence,
on Monday now next, to the place of
Eub]ic execution, and there be hanged

y the neck until you be dead: and
that afterwards your body be dissected
and anatomised.—And the Lord have
mercy on your soul.”
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“ Amen!" solemnly cried the Chap-
lain, who, on the jury’s pronouncing
their verdict, had silently entered the
Court, in his full canonicals, and stood
a little behind the Judge's seat, only
long enough to pronounce that word,
and then withdrew.

The wretched prisoner moved not,
nor spoke, when the Judge had con-
cluded ; and, apparently mechanically,
turned round and accompauied the two
gaolers who stood beside him, and who,
putting his arms within theirs, gently
led him away from amidst the sea of
solemn faces around him, to the cell,
which, within a few short hours, he
would have toquit, onlytoappear before
afargreater assemblage, on a still more
awful occasion, with what decorum
and firmness he might,

CHAPTER VI

As soox as Mr Hylton had heard the
death-dooming word uttered by the
foreman of the jury, he instantly with-
drew; and breathing a hurried inward
ﬁrayer on behalf of the prisoner, and
is afflicted father, gently opened the
door of the room where he was await-
ing the dreadful issue; and, with as
much composure as he could command,
sat down beside the old man, who
moved not as Mr Hylton entered, but
remained with his face buried in his
hands, which were supported by his
knees. For some moments Mr Hyltun
spoke not, scarce knowing how to
break the blighting intelligence.

“ Adam, my friend, it is over!"” said
he, gently taking one of the old man’s
hands, and grasping it within his own.
Ayliffe looked slowly and fearfully in
Mr Hylton’s face, and read his son's
doom written in every troubled feature.
He tried, but in vain, to spealc: his
lips moved without uttering any sound,
and he sunk from his chair on his

knees, his hands clasped before him,
and his haggard face inclined towards
the ground.

“God, in whom you have trusted,
my dear troubled friend, support you
in this hour of darkness!” said Mr
Hylton.

“ Pray '—help—help me to pray !”
gasped the old man faintly ; on which
Mr Hylton knelt beside him saying—

“God be merciful unto thee, and
bless thee, and lift up the light of his
countenance upon tﬁee! Be Thou a
very present help in time of trouble,
unto this thy servant, who trusteth in
thee ! ”

Whilc they were thus engaged, the
Lord Chief Justice suddenly stood for
a few seconds before them, having, in
haste, mistaken the room for his own,
which adjoined that assigned to old
Ayliffe.  After a moment's pause,
he silently retired, having recognised
the bencvolent features of Mr Hylton,
with whose face he had been much
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struck, as he spoke on behalf of the
prisoner. The Chief Justice had been
aware of the prisoner’s father having
been in attendance all day in some
adjoining apartment, and saw at a
glance how the matter was. On en-
tering his own room, the Judge was
so much affected with what he had
thus accidentally witnessed, that he
sate in silence, and without unrobing,
for a considerable time.

When Mr Hylton had uttered a few
more sentences of Scripture, with
great ferveucy, the old man's tears
began to fall, and he heaved a long,
deep-drawn sigh.

At length, “1 scarce know where I
am,” said he faintly ; “yet—I have
had help, but for which surely I must
have died ! 1 thank thee, sir, for all
thy goodness to a poor heart-blight-
ed old man!" he whispered, slowly
rising from his knees, with Mr Hyl-
ton's assistance, and sitting down
trembling from head to foot ; “ I—dare
—not— ask,” he stammered; “thy
terrible face tells me—all is over with
him ! .

“I cannot say that it is not so!”
said Mr Hylton.

“Qh! Adam, Adam, my son! would
thou hadst mever been born!” ex-
claimed the old man, lamentably.
“Would I were dust, as is thy poor
mother! Oh, my Sarah! my Sarah!”
He placed his hands before hiseyes, and
the tears trickled down beneath them,

“He hath not to live beyond Mon-
day morning ! " said Le, after a loug
pause, with a sudden affrighted look
at Mr Hylton, who shook his head in
silence.

The old man groaned, and pressed
his hand over his heart, as though it
were bursting.

“What shall I—what canT say to
comfort you, Adam ?”’ said Mr Hylton
—‘“except, that there is one never-
failing source of succour, as you know
well, both for you, and for your son,
and for all mankind!”

*“Oh, my son! my son !'—let me go
to my poor son while yet he lives!™
said Ayliffe mournfully, and, taking
his stick and hat, essayed tremulously
to move towards the door,
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 Stay here, Ayliffe, while I go and
see whether, by the rules of this place,
you may be admitted to sce him—
that is, so soon after what has hap-
pened. Consider, too, what he has
had to go through this day, and that
his health has besides been somewhat
shattered of late—as well, poor soul!
it might be.”

Having received a promise from
Ayliffe to remain in the room till his
return, Mr IHylion withdrew, and
found no difficulty in obtaining writ-
ten leave from the under-sheriff for
immediate access to the wretched con-
vict, who, being thenceforth allowed
only bread and water, had been re-
moved from the bar of the Court to
the condemned cell ; through the open
door of which Mr Hylton saw, as he
approached, three turnkeys fastening
upon him heavy irons, the chaplain
standing in his robes beside him, and
holding in his hand a cup of water,
which he had in vain brought several
times to the closed lips of the con-
demned man.

This dreadful scene greaty agilated
Mr Hylton; who stood for a moment,
at a little distance, to regain some
measure of self-possession.

“Come, my man, take the cup of
water the parson offers thee!™ said
the head turnkey, kindly clapping
his hand roughly on the prisoner’s
shoulder.

Ayliffe started, looked with glazed
cye at the turnkey, breathing heavily
through his nostrils, his lips remain-
ing spasmodically closed. Mr Hyl-
ton hereupon entered, very pale.

“ Adam, my poor friend, God be
with youl™ said he, with a faltering
voice, taking the prisoner’s hand.

Ayliffe suddenly rose from his seat,
but sunk down, his irons being con-
nected to a strong staple in the floor.
1 am stifled ! he gasped, his breast
Leaving fearfully. “Thisisagrave!”
he added, looking, his features dis.
torted with horror, round the narrow
cellin which he found himself. *Open
the door—IJ cannot breathe ! ”

“Adam, if you have not forgotten
one who ever loved you!” said Mr
HyltonfRaking the cup of water from
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the chaplain, and bringing it to Ay-
liffe's lips, “drink this water from my
bhand 1’

But the prisoner turned aside,
convulsively gasping, “I choke! 1
choke ! ”

At length, however, on the perse-
vering cntreaty of Mr Hylton, he
greedily swallowed some of the water;
and then, as if for the first time
noticing the robed figure of the chap-
lain, stammecred, with a ghastly stare,
“Who—who are you?”

On the suggestion of Mr Hylton,
the chaplain withdrew, as alsodid the
turnkeys, closing the door behind
them ; and then Mr Hylton was alone
with the condemned. For some time
his solemn admonitions were lost
upon Ayliffe; whose first connected
words were-—

* The curse of God be on them that
have condemned the innocent for the
guilty—ay, a curse! " he added, almost
gnashing his teeth.

*“Adam!” said Mr Hylton, “vou
are too near the immediate presence
of the judgment-seat of the Eternal,
to be indulging in these unholy
thoughts!” .

The condemned man glared at him
wildly, evidently making a mighty
effort to kecp silent. ’

“Your father is waiting to see you
—heart-broken, yet bowing in rever-
ent submission before God; but, so
long as you cherish such resentful
feclings, i’ cannot bring him to this
cell.”

Mr Hylton saw a change coming
over his miserable companion, who
seemed terribly agitated, and about to
weep.

“ Does not your heart yearn after
the sight of that saintly father of
yours? ™ continued Mr Hylton, gently.

The son raised his band to his eycs,
sighed heavily, and shook his head
bitterly.

“Godis softening your heart, Adam,”
said Mr Hylton, his voice faltering
with his own strong emotions; * yield
to His holy influences! From Him hath
come all this that has happened to
you! Oh! let not Satan now steel your
heart, and close your ears,{hat he
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may have you presently his for ever !
Shall not the Judge of all the earth do
right? Kneel down with me, my fel-
low-sinner, and let us humble our-
selves before God, and beseech his
forgiveness and support! ™"

The prisoner’s tears flowed fast;
and, sobbing convulsively, he permit-
ted himself to be inclined gently on
his knees | Mr Hylton uttered a short,
solemn, and fervent prayer, in which
Ayliffe audibly joined ; and presently
rising, assisted by Mr Hylton, began
to exhibit an approach towards com-
posure, Mr Hylton speaking to him
gently and soothingly.

“You have much work to do, Adam,
and little time to do it in! Will you
iisten to me for a moment ?”

The convict sadly bowed his head,
and grasped the hand of Mr Hylton
in silence.

“Do you from your heart forgive
all those who you believe may have
injured you, as you would be yourself
forgiven by God ?”'

Ayliffe paused. ‘“No—not yet! I
cannot truly say I do!—but, with God’s
help, T will try.”

“He is at this moment helping you,
in saying these last pious words of

ours! Within a few hours, Adam,

ow plainly may you see the justice,
ay, and even the mercy and wisdom
of all that now appears so greatly to
the contrary! Prepare!— prepare,
Adam, to meet your God! Confess
your sins, if you would have them for-
given! Oh, how many have they
been! How many things have you
done during your life, that will not
now bear examination! yet all musr
be examined, and judged hereafter!
How much have you omitted to do,
that ought to have been done !—and
all these things are noted against you,
by an Eye that sleepeth not! Andin
this very matter—why, Adam! rouse
yourself——stir up your soul within you!
—reflect I—consider —what have you
not confessed this day in open Court,
before your earthly judge—before all
mankind? What, but the deadly ma-
lignity and revenge that you had long
cherished in your heart against your
enemy !—whom thc Gospel had told
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you to forgive !—but whom gou—oh,
Adam! went, under a hellish impulse,
secretly to be revenged on! If God
should” enter into judgment against|
you, what have you to say? Look at
the very root of this matter: concern-
ing the hare which (small cause of so
much evil!) led to all this. Did you
not then stifle your conscience, which
condemned you, when first you were
tempted to do wrong? Oh, where was
then your Bible? Where were your
father’s warnings! where were my
humble teachings? Had you but re-
sisted at the first—at the very first—
would you now have been here, Adam?
And was not Providence opening for
you, through my unworthy exertions,
a way for you out of your troubles?
Think, Adam, of the steps by which
you have gone wrong, and done de-
liberate wickedness, and brought your-
self directly hither! 1 say not this,
Adam, believe me, to chide and trouble
you in so awful a moment as this; but
am only striving to set you right
with your conscience, that when I am
gone, and before we meet again on
earth, and while your precious mo-
ments ebb fast away,”"—here Mr Hyl-
ton was greatly woved, and paused
for some moments,—‘you may think
of your sins, and humble yourself
under the mighty hand of God, and
give ear to no temptings of the fiend
who would seduce and delude you! "

Ayliffe clasped his hands together,
and gazing upwards, said tremulously,
“ I do confess my many and grievous
sins, O God ! and more now they seem
than they cver seemed before !”

“The world in which you stil, for a
little, live,” continued Mr Hylton, *is
fading fast from before your eyes,
Adam! It passeth away! It perish-
eth! TFrom you, within a few hours,
does it disappear, and is only some-
what more slowly vanishing from me,
and from all Living! Hither were we
sent for trial only, and but for a brief
space!—Then return we to Him wha
sent us, who is Eternal, Omnipotent,
Omniscient, Just, and Merciful ; and
who will assuredly, as he hath dis-
tinctly told us, render to every man
according to his deeds !”
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Mr Hylton uttered all this with
thrilling solemnity ; and, as he ceased,
the condemned man sunk again on his
knees, in an attitude of profound devo-
tion. Thus he remained for some min-
utes, neither he nor Mr Hylton speak-
ing. At length Ayliffe rose slowly,
and resumed his seat.

“ Adam,” said Mr Hylton, “let me
ask you a great question—one that I
will not ask a second time, be your
answer what it may. 'Tell me, who
am a minister of that God before whom
you are so0 soon to appear, and now
that all earthly hope is over—are you
innocent or guilty of the crime for
which you are to die ?”

The condemned man calmly ele-
vated his hands and his eyes towards
heaven, and with solemn firmness re-
plied, ““ God knoweth that I am as in-
nocent as the child that hath not been
born ; and may He reconcile me to die
for that which I never did, nor know
who did, nor why it was done. May I,
before I depart, cease to think it hard
that the innocent should die for the
guilty !”

Mr Hylton gazed at him in troubled
silence.

“Do you believe, sir, that T am in-
nocent of this murder?” Ayliffe sud-
denly inquired, turning to Mr Hylton
a face that wore an awful expression
—having no anger or sternness in it,
but being, in a manuer, radiant with
truth from heaven, which seemed to
lighten into the mind of Mr Hylton;
who replied—

“ As I live, Adam Ayliffe, T do I”

“Tam! I am! and, now that you
belicve me, I feel a great change here,”
he continued, raising his manacled
hands to his breast,—*“1 feel free and
light; and that I may die in full piety,
truth, and hope, and be forgiven all my
many sins, for His sake, who died the
just for the unjust I”

“ See, Adam, what peace may come
suddenly from Heaven, into so dismal
a cell as this !V

“It may!—it hath! Yet"—he
Faused—“ God grant that, when I am
eft alone, all my evil thoughts and im-
piety do not return!”

“ No, they will not, if you be con-
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tinual in your supplications, and stren-
uous in faith! But remember, Adam,
remember !—remember! time is short!
Thrice only will the sun rise upon
you!”

“Tknow it, sir! Tknowit! and very
terrible is it to feel and to know it!
But"—he became suddenly agitated—
“ there is yet a question I would ask—
yet T dare not.”

“1 know, Adam, what you mean,”
said Mr Hylton very piteously. “Alas!
I fear me—but,~—what think you,
Adam? Do you wish her to stay in
so sad a world after you?”

“The will of God be done! Ts she
—is my poor Sarah—is she gone?”
He shook in every limb,

* No, Adam, she is not; bat T must
own, it may be that you will both meet
sooner than you now think for. She
lics trembling on the very verge of
the grave. A breath might”—

“Qh, poor soul !—oh, dear Sarah —
oh, my own wife!” cried Ayliffe, dis-
mally. *“Mother of my child! must
we never meet again on ecarth? And
my child!—oh that thy mother had
never borne thee to me !”

Mr Hylton bowed his headin silence,
at this bitter outbreak, and his eyes
overflowed with tears.

“TLet her not know of my death, if
she live afterwards, till she may, with
God's blessing, bear it! And the old
man--my poor father l—where is be ?”
suddenly inquired Ayliffe.

“Te isin the prison, and hath becn
therc all the day long, and now, doubt-
less, is wondering why I return not to
perform my promise, and bring him to
see you. Can you bear to meet him,
Adam, if T get leave to Lring him?”
The prisoner groaned; and, after a
long pause, said, sorrowfully—

*“Tt cannot hurt me—but may it not
kill him ?”

“T hope and do trust not, Adam.
e, like his son, has sought for succour
from above! He knows, poor soul!
the worst of what has happened, and
T doubt not his coming may at first
grieve, but directly afterwards it will
greatly comfort you!”

With this, Mr Hylton quitted the
cell, and, having obtained the requisite
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rermission, returned, supporting on
iis arm the grief.worn father of the
convict, even the gruff turnkey pity-
ing him, as he passed silently along.
He almost dropped to the earth at
sight of the two turnkeys, standing
with blunderbusses at the door of the
cell in which lay his miserable son.
They were about to search the old man
before hie cntered; but the governor,
having been appealed to, gave permis-
sion for him to be admitted into the
cell after only a nominal search, pro-
vided Mr Hylton as a magistrate would
stay in the cell during the whole of
the interview—an undertaking which
Mr Hylton gave with great reluctance,
hoping to have been spared so sad a
scene ; for sad indeed, and heart-rend-
in%, it proved to be,

t lasted not long, however ; for the
limits of inudulgence allowed by the
prisou rules to the condemned had al-
ready been nearly exceeded when Mr
Hylton re-entered with the old man.

Oh! how great was the consolation
afforded to father and son, by Mr Hyl.
ton’s declaringhis conviction that that
son was really innocent of the barbar-
ous and horrible crime for which he
was nevertheless to die! Never had
the father doubted of his son’s inne-
cence, from the moment of his solemn
assertion of it, when first his father
had seen him in the gaol. On Mr
Hylton's mind this solemn assevera-
tion of the prisoner had produced a pro-
found impression—one painful and in-
tolerable ; for he himself, of course, as
implicitly and absolutely believed that
assertion as he had professed to the
Erisoner that he did. Tixed in sucha

elief, how awful appeared to him the
insufficiency of all carthly modes of
investigation, and administering jus-
tice, deliberate, impartial, unimpeach-
able even as had been that of the
memorableday which was then closing.
“Ol,” thought Mr Hylton, “ how, in
this dim scene of action, we grope in
the dark after truth, and maey miss it,
and do miss it, after all our best-di-
rected efforts.  And how fearful often,
as in this case, the consequence of
error !”

Mr Hylton had himself heard the
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whole of Ayliffe’s trial ; and felt that,
had he been either judge or juryman,
he could not possibly have come to
any other conclusion, according tothe
evidence, than that the prisoner’s
guilt had been fully established that
day in Court, and corroborated too,
most powerfully, by his own volun-
tary acknowledgment! ¢ DBut what,”
thought Mr Hylton, as he slowly con-
ducted his aged heart-broken com-
panion, from the gaol, to a small house
where he had kindly engaged a room
for him for a day or two, that he might
be near his son during the few sad
hoeurs left him of life,—* what is to be
done? What time is there for doing
that which may be done? Ilere is
Friday night —and on Mounday he
dies!”

Sitting down with old Ayliffe, as
soon as they were alone, Mr Hylton,
endeavouring to speak in such a
guarded and desponding manncr as
should kindle no hopes which might
be disappointed, engaged him in unre-
strained conversation concerning what
had been stated in Court by Mr Oxley,
touching the alleged origin of both the
Ayliffes’ ill-will to the Earl and his
family. 'With lively indignation did
Mr Hylton hear of the insulting and
oppressive condgict of Mr Oxley; and
on being told, above all, of his out-
rageous allusion to the workhouse, as
the destined resort of old Ayliffe, and
of the scornful fury with which the
condemned man had cast the offensive
speaker out of the cottage, Mr Hylton
was indeed confounded, on remember-
ing MrOxley’s statement to the Judge,
that there never had been any ill-feel-
ing or cause of dispute between him
(Oxley) and the Ayliffes! This Mr
Hylton mentioned to Ayliffe, who
thereupon told him, that on Mx Oxley’s
coming to his legs again, after being
jerked down by young Ayliffe, as has

een described, old Ayliffe heard him
say, with a venomous look towards
oung Ayliffe—‘ Ay, ay, Master Ay-
iffe! I owe thee a turn for this!”

As time was precious, and the even-
ing was far advanced, Mr Hylton hur-
riedly took leave of his companion,
promising, rather vaguely, to see him
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agaiu as soon as possible.  On his way
to the inn where his horse was put up,
a travelling carriage-and-four rolled
rapidly by him; and, on inquiry, he
found that it was that of the Lord
Chief Justice, who, having finished the
Assize, was thus already on his way to
Tondon. Mr Hylton rode round by
Sir Henry Harrington’s, on whom he
called, and found him ill in bed; but,
stating the urgency of his errand, Mr
Hylton was admitted instantly to his
room, and took down verbatim Sir
Henry’s account (signed by himself) of
the expression which the condemned
man had used on the occasion of his
conviction for having had the hare in
his possession; and that expression
was precisely the one which Mr Hyl-
ton had written down in Court, and
handed to the prisoner’s eounsel, but
which had been, nevertheless, peremp-
torily denied by Mr Oxley.

¢ Here, then,” thought Mr Hylton,
as he urged on his horse rapidly
homeward, “are two things—malice
established in Oxley against the pri-
soner, and a false, or at least an erro-
neous, account given by the former
of the words which had been used by
the latter, as showing settled malice
against Lord Milverstoke and his fa-
mily. But, alas!” thought Mr Hyl-
ton, as he revolved the matter in his
mind, ‘“to what do these two things
really amount ? Does the fatally con.
clusive proof on which Ayliffe has
been condemned depend on Mr Oxley ?
Suppose even all that he has said at
the trial were struck out from the
evidence, would not the glaring facts
proved by the Crown, and admitted by
the prisoncr, remain ? "—and Mr Hyl-
ton reflected on the fearful summing.
up of the Judge, knowing not how to
impugn any part of it. If this were
indeed so, then must poor Ayliffe be
left to his fate, and the innocent (as Mr
Hylton believed him) die the shame-
ful and horrible death of the murderer.

Thoughts like these greatly de-
pressed Mr Hylton—exhausted, more-
over, as he was with the agitation
and excitement of that dismal day,
during which he had scarcely tasted
any refreshment,

E
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CHAPTER VIL

Wuey within a mile of Milverstoke,
he slackened his pace to give his
horse a little breathing-time ; and
had hardly done so before he bheard
the sound of some one approaching
on horseback a little to his right, evi-
dently from the quarter where the
barracks lay. As he passed the cun-
trance of the by-road which led to
them, he saw, on glancing aside, an
orderly come trotting up at a brisk
pace, and who was going to pass him
git being about nine o'clock, and
ark). Suddenly, however, the soldier
stopped his horse, saluted Mr Hylton,
and said, “I ask your pardon, sir—
are not you Parson Hylton, sir?”

“T am,” said Mr Hylton, sufficient-
Iy surprised, reining up.

“Well, sir, I am the third man that
has been ordered from the barracks
within this two hours to your par-
sonage, sir—with a letter to you, sir,
from Captain Lutteridge. I have it
now, sir. Ilere it is,” giving it to
Mr Hylton; “but you cannot read it
in the dark.”

“1 suppose, my man, you don't
know what it is about? " inquired Mr
Hylton amazedly.

“No, sir; I know nothing of the
matter: my orders were only to take
this letter, and bring an immediate
auswer, sir, if you were at home ; and
my two comrades that went Dbefore
carried each this letter, and brought
it back, as you were not at the par-
sonage, sir.”

The barracks were at little more
than a quarter of a mile’s distance, so
-—*“Go back, if you please,” said Mr
Hylton, “as quickly as you choose,
and say that I follow you.”

“Yes, sir,” replied the man, and
galloped back as fast as Mr Hylton

conld have desired—he followed pretty
briskly, wondering much what urgent
matter might be astir. Arrived at the
barracks, he was forthwith shown into
a private room, where two officers
(one of them considerably older than
the other, of a stern, maiter-of fact,
soldierly appearance) joined him be-
fore Lie had had time to do more than
open the letter which had been given
him by the orderly. After a hasty
but handsome apology for troubling
him, and especially for the liberty
which had been taken, without or-
ders, by the orderly, in stopping him
on his return home—

“Tt is known to us,” said Captain
Lutteridge, the elder of the two offi-
cers, ““ that you have great concern in
the case which has been this day tried
at the Assizes, concerning the murder
of the late Lord Alkmond; and my
friend here, Lieutenant Wylsden, who
was present at the trial, has come
back, telling us that the Judge said
he thought it strange that Lord Alk-
mond should have gone out, as he
truly did, into the woods on that
night; and asked whether any one
knew the cause.”

“8ir,” repliecd Mr Hylton, with
sudden interest, “the Judge did say
so; and In so saying, expressed that
which I, and others, have often felt
and talked about.”

“Well, sir, I know little about it;
but for aught I know, that little may
have some bearing on the case of the
man this day condemned for the mur-
der. This, then, is all I have to say:
1, do you sce, sir, was at my Lord
Milverstoke’s on the night of the
murder, dining there, and afterwards
was at the ball, till it was suddenly
broke up by the news of my Loxd
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Alkmond’s murder. Now, when we
were all at dinner, naught happeued ;
but some time afterwards, when my
Lord Milverstoke and others had gone
to the ball-room, Lord Alkmond and
some few of us, principally officers,
remaincd behind; and a certain one
prescnt chanced to speak of a subject
which several immediately talked
upon—but not Lord Alkmond, who
seemed to become suddenly sad, and
even troubled. I sat mext to him,
and I saw that he grew very much
disturbed indeed as the talk went on;
but why, I could neither know nor
guess. He spoke to mc of some
matter altogether different, but T saw
that he was listening, as though in
spite of himself, to what the others
were saying—especially when one of
them, a nobleman, not now, I believe,
in England, told us of & thing which

had happened to him, or that he had’

heard of, 1 forget which. Then Lord
Alkmond did, as I thought, grow sud-
denly far more troubleg; and I, for
politeness’ sake, moved to go: so did
the others, cxcept two, who talked
very earnestly together, still on the
same subject. My Lord Alkmond
bade us, with forced gaiety, go to the
dancing, saying that he would before
long rejoinus. I sportingly said ¢ No,
come with us, my Lord.' ‘By-and-
by,” said his lordship; ‘I have a
small matter to do;’ and so we part-
ed, never again (as it proved) to meet
alive. Now, this is all I know, rever-
cud sir, and it may signify little, and
yet may mecan much. I, being a
soldicr, know not what bearing all
this may have on law matters: but
as the Judge, it seems, asked a ques-
tion which, had T been there, I could
have so far answered; and as the
Judge said, so Licutenant Wylsden
tells me, that it was strange that on
such an occasion my Lord Alkmond
should go into the wood—why, I too
say it was a little strange. The man
that has been tried to-day is con-
victed, and will, T suppose most
justlly, die on Monday; therefore,
sir, 1 have sent to tell you what you
have now heard, but what you can
make of it I know not.”
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These last pregnant words startled
Mr Hylton out of a reverie into which
he had fallen, while listening in silent
amazement to Captain Lutteridge.
“May I trouble you, so far, reverend
sir,” said the Captain, “as to ask
whether you have seen the prisoner
since his sentence?”

“T have,” replied Mr Hylton, as if
his mind were bent on something
else.

“Does he stand firm? The Lieu-
tenant here tells me he is a mar-
vellous tall, well-built, and strong
man, and would have made a fine
trooper. Methinks I must have seen
him about, some time or other, in
thesc parts.

“What was that matter, sir, on
which you gentlemen were speaking,
at which the Lord Alkmond grew so
troubled ?” inquired Mr Hylton sud-
denly and anxiously.

“Why," quoth Captain Lutteridge,
cvidently taken quite aback by the
question, “look you, sir—is it neces-
sary or proper that I should say what
passed, in confidential talk, at the
table of my Lord Milverstoke? For
I was the guest of his lordship; and
we cannot, 1 reckon, talk ¢lsewhere
about anything there spoken of. How
knew I what mischief 1 might do, or
how grievously I might thereby hurt
my hospitable host? ™

“But I implore you, sir, consider
that within little more than forty-
eight hours an innocent man may be
swinging ou a gibbet; and what you
have now told me may”—

Captain Lutteridge appeared quite
nonplussed at this turn of the mat-
ter, it never having occurred to the
frank and high-minded soldier that
such a question was likely to be
asked. Now it seemed to him to be
directly contrary to good manners,
and the rules of hospitality, that he
should disclose anything which had
taken place on an occasion of unre-
strained private intercourse at his
host’s tabﬂe; and that, too, relating
to the son of that host, and under
most afflicting and awful circum-
stances.

“T1 entreat—1I earnestly implore of
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you to tell me, sir,” said Mr Hylton,
eagerly.

“8ir, you see, I never thought of
this, nor did any of us, as we talked
the watter over in our room there;
so I am at a loss suddenly to answer
you. Let me tell you, sir, that it
seems certain to me that the thing
can have no real bearing on the case
of this murder. What could my Lord
Alkmond, sir, have had to do with
the man who has been this day tried
for murdering him? Did he dine
with us, siv, and hear what we said ?
And if he did, still it plainly could
have signified nothing in such a
case,"”

“Oh, forgive me, Captain—forgive
me! " answered Mr Hylton, carnestly.
"It may have every bearing — the
most vital bearing, for aught you and
I, at present, can know. You said,
but a moment ago, most truly, gal-
lant sir, that you, being an officer,
knew not the bearing which the
thing might have on law mat-
ters.”

“ Ay, T did then say so, but I never
thought of the question which yon
would presently ask, sir”—Captain
Lutteridge said this somewhat stifily,
looking rather angry. “And even
though it had a bearing, sir, do you
wish me, a gentleman and officer, to
tell out of my host’s doors what
took place within, whether it be a
matter great or little ? Sir, you should
not, being yourself a gentleman, stand
upon your question.”

“But I must, Captain; life is at
stake : this poor man, I declare in the
presence of Heaven, 1 believe to be
quite innocent.”

“Phew ! exclaimed the Captain,
with an air of complete astonishment,
and a touch of disdain too—"and that,
reverend sir, after my Lord Chief
Justice and a jury have found him
guilty ? Excuse me, sir, but who shall
know better than they? Besides, the
Licutenant herc tells us that your
very innocent man confessed the
deed in open Court. Did he not?"’
continued the Captain, sarcastically,
turning to his brother officer.

“Yes; I sayso, Captain—he did."”
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Mr Hylton i —
W oy no!:'aagerly interposed

“I say he did, sir!” quoth the
Lieutenant sternly; “or at least he
did as good, or I had no ears or under-
standing—and so said also the Judge;
1 marked it well "—

“I assure you, Licutenant ”—com-
menced Mr Hylton, with a gesture of
strenuous dissent.

“Why, look you, reverend sir,"
interrupted the Lieutenant, “did not
the prisoner say plainly and loudly,
that true it was he got the blood on
his coat from my Lord Alkmond's
body, and ran away from it, with a
bloody bludgeon, for his life? "

“Yes; but he said also that he did
not do the deed, aud only feared he
might be thought to have done it.”

“ And there, sir, I reckon, he lied,”
quoth the Lieutenant, warmly.

“ Interfere between us, Captain, for
the love of God, and for pity to man!”
said Mr Hylton, appealing to Captain
Lutteridge, who was a much older
man than the Lieutenant, and during
the latter's brief contention with Mr
ITylton had stood looking at the fire,
m a very thoughtful manner, On
being appealed to—

“Be quiet, Mr Wylsden,” said he
quickly,and somewhat authoritatively,
to the fiery subaltern; then turning
to Mr Hylton, he continued,—* Sir, I
have been thinking of this, and it
seems to me at present a somewhat
graver matter than it appeared to me
just now ; for, as you say, sir, this
man will hang in forty-eight hours;
and if he ought not to hang, that
would (as I thiok) be unjust, though
all the judges in the world said other-
wise. I will speak to you in a few
minutes, sir, wishing on this point to
consult those who are within there.”

With this the two officers hastily
withdrew, leaving Mr Hylton in a
state of no little excitement, impa-
tience, and amazement. What extra-
ordinary aspect was this miscrable
case about now to assume? What
could this conversation have been
about, that such a mystery was made
of it ? Troubled as he was, and serious
as was the case, he saw clearly and
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respected the motives which influenc-
ed the simple-minded and honourable
soldier, in demurring to give him the
answer which he had besought. Pre-
sently, he heard loud and earnest
talking in the mess-room adjoining,

“1 say, nay ! "—*"Tis monstrous!"”
—*“"Tis unofficerlike ! " — * Pity 'tis
you named it, Captain!” were ex-

ressions which he could not avoid

Kearing. Anonall the veices dropped
to a lower key, and he heard nothing
for some minutes but hurried whisper-
ing ; and at length his impatience,
which was becoming quite intoler-
able, was relieved by Captain Lut-
teridge, who came in alone, shutting
the door after him, and his flushed
face showed that he had borne an
active part in a somewhat keen dis-
cussion.

“Mr Hylton,” said he courtcously,
“1 have taken advice of several of
my brother officers, and we all do
think this a case of much difficulty,
and some danger, and that may per-
haps, for all I meant well, bring some
discredit on me as being guilty of tat-
tling or eaves-dropping, and that too
on so sad and bloody a business as
this in hand. What I have resolved
to do is this, sir: I will first see my
Lord Milverstoke and take his orders
—that is, his pleasure on the matter
—and if he object not '—

“Then 1s poor Adam Ayliffe sacri-
ficed ! " said Mr Hylton despairingly.

“How so, sir? " quickly asked the
astonished officer. “Of course, sir,
though my Lord Milverstoke should
be greatly hurt "—

“No, no—I mean, sir, there is xo
TiME for all this! It is now near ten
o'clock, and if anything be done to
get a respite even, I must go off to
London by the coach passing through
Milverstoke at midnight; and con-
sider, dear Captain, how long it will
be before I reach London—how much
I have to do there, and must yet be
back before Monday morning!”

“Sir, all that is doubtless so,” said
Captain Lutteridge, looking the pic-
ture of blank perplexity : he was
rapid and decisive enough in military
matters, but here he seemed for a
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while at fault. “Ho! without there!”
he suddenly exclaimed ; * saddle my
horse and another instantly, and let
Hickson, or some other of the men,
be ready to accompany me without
one moment’s delay.”

“Why this? why this, Captain ?”
inquired Mr Hylton,

“8ir, I am going to my Lord Mil-
verstoke's, an§ if he grant me leave
to tell you what you wish to know, I
will follow you on to Loudon, if I
gallop all the way on horseback.”

“Once more, sir, let me tell you
how 1 honour you for your high-mind-
edness; but will you not act in this
awful dilemma on your own judgment,
and let me quit for London immediate-
Iy with a somewhat lighter heart 2

“No, sir, not if T die for it, till 1
have sceun my Lord Milverstoke.”

Mr Hylton sighed heavily. “Do
you know his lordship 2 "

“Not intimately ; only as an hos-
pitable nobleman, who entertained us
all at a most princely banquet.”

“But T krow his temper and char-
acter well, Captain—haughty, stern,
inflexible ; and in this matter, above
all others”—

“I care not,” said Captaiu Lutter-
idge proudly, “ for his haughtiness, if
he were fifty Lords Milverstoke! I
will see him and take his wishes on
the subject, and, il need be, struggle
for his consent., No man shall hang
unjustly, if I can help it. But look
you, Mr Hylton, upon my word and
honour, I think nothing will come of
all this; and I fear, when I may have
disturbed and grieved, and it may be
angered Lord Milverstoke, the matter
that I may be permitted to tell, will sig-
nify little or nothing : T cannot see how
it does, I assureyou.” Heretheservant
announced the horses; aud hastily bid-
ding adieu to Mr Hylton, on whom
he promised to call in returning from
the Castle, and, if Mr Hylton had
gone to London, follow after him
fost-haste, if need might be—but if

ord Milverstoke proved inexorable,
of course Captain Lutteridge would
take no farther steps—off galloped the
Captain, aud his man, at top speed,
followed at & more moderate, but still



62

a quick pace, by Mr Hylton, If what
had just taken place at the barracks
appeared strange, however unsatisfac-
tory and tantalising, therc awaited
him at home, presently, intelligence
still more so, and ealculated to invest
the case in which he had interested
himself with real mystery. When he
was about to dismount at the parson-
age door, behold Mrs Hylton, unable
to restrain her impatience, rushed for-
ward to meet him; and before he
could give his horse into the hands of
the old gardener, who also had been
for the last two hours anxiously look-
ing out for him, and even before Mrs
Hylton conld speak to him about the
dismal result of the trial, she put an
open letter into his hand, saying—

“There, dearest ! read it, read it!”
Shortly after his quitting the parson-
age in the morning, Mrs Hylton had
also gone, pursuant to a previous ar-
rangement with him, to the infirmary,
which was at about five miles’ distance,
to be present with the unfortunate
wife of the man who was to be that
day tried for his life. Some three
hours after the parsonage had thus
been deserted for the day, the post
came in, bringing a letter addressed
to Mr Hylton, and marked outside
“post-haste.””  The gardener had ac-
companied Mrs Hylton, and only the
old kousekeeper and a servant girl
were left in the house. On Mrs Hyl-
ton’s return, about six o'clock in the
evening, this letter caught her eye,
and having opened it in_consequence
of the words *post-haste,” guess the
feelings with which she rcad as fol-
lows:—

“ RECTORY, MIDGECOMEE, 28¢h Blarch.
“Dear Mr Hylton,

“In my husband’'s absence, on an
expedition in which I am sure you
would take an interest, secing it is to
preach a charity sermon on behalf of
a lying-in society about to be founded,
and of which our bishop highly ap-
proves, and has invited my husband
to officiate on this occasion, I have
opened several letters which came for
him yesterday and to-day, and one of
them appears to have come from some
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place on the French coast, and relates
to that horrid murder of poor Lord Alk-
mond, which is to be tried (I think
my husband said) at the close of the
Assizes for your county. I do not
know the particulars of the case, but
this letter seems written by some one
who has lived in this parish, and
knows my husband—-and says, in ef-
fect, that the man that wrote it is a
mate in a small coasting vessel ; and
having seen a country paper, telling
about the murder of Lord Alkmond,
recollects one of their men being in a
boat on the very night it happened,
his vessel being at a couple of miles’
distance, waiting for this man to re-
turn from some errand to the shore.
He says it was nearly opposite Mil-
verstoke Castle, and he recollects
hearing guns fired in the wood, and,
immediately before or afterwards, he
saw one, or it might be two persons,
running very quickly along the shore.
He says the sailor recollects it, be-
cause he supposed ’twas some poach-
ing business. The writer says he
looks forward to being in England
very soon, after they leave Dunkirk,
from which place the letter seems
written., As the man who is ac-
cused is unfortunately a parishioner
of yours, and doubtless you take an
interest in the case, I thoughi it right
to tcll you of thiy ecurious letter,
which I would have sent, but that T
expect my husband home hourly, and
thought it better to keep the letter
till he comes. — With best remem-
brances to Mrs Hylton (how is she in
this bitter cold weather?) I am, dear
Mr Hylton, yours sincerely,
“Faxny MEerToN,

*P.8.—The man’s name is ‘ Jevons,
or some such name (but horridly
written), and my maid says she re-
collects that there was a young fel-
low of that name near us some years
ago, and thinks he went to sea. By
the way, he says something about a
note in the log-book.”

The letter almost fell from Mr Hyl-
ton’s hands by the time that he had
breathlessly read it over; and he look-
ed so harassed and confounded that
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his good wife, who had a world of
c?:estions to ask him, slipped out of
the room into an adjoining one, where
preparations for supper had been go-
ing on, and brought him a glass of
wine, which he drank from her hands
almost mechanically.

¢ Ifwe had had thisletter at the trial
to-day ! " he exclaimed.

““ Sure, my dear, I have not done
wrong ? I never saw it till T came
back this evening.”

“ No, my dear Mary, how can you
suppose that I think so? This 15 a
most extraordinary accident — if, in-
deed, there be suchathing as accident.”

“But poor Ayliffe "—she interposed,
anxiously.

He shook his head. “ The worst
has happened. He is condemned to
death, and is left for execution on
Monday morning ; the Judge made it
an awfully clear case of guilt! but I
have been with poor Aylifte since, and
verily believe him as innocent of it as
you or I. How is his poor wife ? Did
she know what was going on ?”

“No; the doctor had taken care,
for fear of accidents, to give her some
sleeping medicine, and shic has dozed
all day long.”

“ Mary ! said Mr Hylton, sudden-
1y, “I start for London by the coach
to-night, T will go to the Secretary
of State’s about this miserable victim
of mistake!”

“ Why, the coach will be here in
threc-quarters of an hour’s time!”

“ Put me up, dearest, a change of
linen at once, to be ready "—

“ But get your supper, first, surely,
Henry! You will be fainting for mere
want of food ! "

Having hastily swallowed a little
refreshment, he went out to borrow
ten pounds from his church-warden,
who lived at a ncighbouring farm-
house (not, himself, having sufficient
money by him). Having obtained the
necessary supplies, and made what
hasty arrangements the time admitted
of, especially in respect of his Sunday
duty, which gave him greai anxicty,
lest there should be no one to do 1t,
owing to this hurried movement of
his, he carefully placed in his pocket-
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book the all-important letter above
mentioned, also the memorandum
signed by Sir Henry Harrington ; and
kissed his wife, who bade her good
husband, with tears and fond cmbraces,
God-speed.

“ But, my dear,” said she, suddenly,
“ supposec there should be no room in
the coach, outside or in? "

¢ Oh dear, dear!” that never cccur-
red to me; “really, Mary, you are
always supposing such mischances "—

“Yes; %ut, dearest, you know we
must consider these things!”

Here they heard the distant horn of
the approaching vehicle, which had
only a few months before made its ap-
pearance in these parts; and, followed
by the gardener, bearing a small port-
manteau, Mr Hylton made his way
quickly to the inn where the coach
changed horses—so tormented by the
possibility (overlooked by himself) of
there being no place for him, that he
nearly forgot Captain Lutteridge’s ex-
pedition to the Castle. When that,
however, occurred to him, he became
very anxious, straining his ears in the
direction of the wood, but heard no
sounds. Fortunately there proved to
be a vacant place on the coach; had
there not, it might have gone hard
with poor Ayliffe, for posting up to
London was a very serious matter, and
quite beyond Mr Hylton’s means.
This was a little auspicious circum-
stance, which dwelt long and often
upon his mind as they rattled onward
to London on his momentous errand.
In about five minutes’ time the coach
rolled smoothly and rapidly past a
small solitary cottage near the road-
side, for which Mr Hylton’s cye had
been on the look-out, while a pang
shot through his affectiouate heart;
for he thought of the poor child lying
there, all unconscious that its mother
was on a bed of death, even if then
alive; and its father heavily ironed in
the horrible condemned cell, doomed
to die the ignominious death of a mur-
derer within a few short hours, unless
Providence should vouchsafe success
to the efforts at that moment being
made on his behalf by Mr Hylton.
Unuttered by his lips, from the depths
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of his pious and trustful heart, pro-
ceeded an humble prayer to God, from
this, His minister, that He would be
pleased to give His blessing to the
undertaking in which that minister
was then engaged. The night was
bitterly cold, and Mr Hylton much
exhausted from long-continued anxiety
and want of rest and food. Once or
twice he would have fallen into the
road, but for the interposition of his
friendly and more wakeful neighbour,
who told him, with a smile, on the
occasion of his being thoroughly rous-
ed from fitful sleep, about three o'clock,
by the echoing sound of the guard's
horn, and the thundering clatter of
hoofs and wheels through one of the
silent towns on their way, where they
changed horses—that any one who
had heard him might have supposed
that he was some capital convict escap-
ing from Jack Ketch!

“ What, friend!” said Mr Hylton,
slightly confused, ‘“ do you say that I
have been talking in my sleep? "

« Ay, sir, I reckon you have, in-
deed,” qnoth the coachman, with a
respectful Jaugh—for he of course saw
that Mr Hylton was a clergyman;
and was, besides, himself at that place
surrendering the reins to his successor,
and had gratuities in view.

No more on the road slept Mr Hyl-
ton, nor spoke hc more than a word
of casual and constrained civility to
his fellow-travellers, being intently
concerned with his own weighty and
troubled thoughts. He was going to
introduce himself forthwith to a great
Minister — the Secrctary of State—
without knowing how to obtain access
to so exalted a functionary, being
totally ignorant of all matters of offi-
cial etiquette and procedure, and un-
acquainted with any one in London
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who could give him assistance in his
desperate emergency. He trusted,
however, to the purity of his matives,
the consciousness of a courage which
no fear of man had ever daunted, and
the support and blessing of God. But
still he conld not blink the difficulties
of the case. He was bent on inter-
rupting the due course of the law, on
a memorable and unhappily notorious
occasion; he was trying to get inter-
posed the royal prerogative of mercy
towards the convicted murderer of
Lord Alkmond, after an unexception-
able trial, before the eminent Chief
Justice of England, who had publicly
and solemnly declared his entire ap-
proval of the verdict which consigned
the prisoner to the gallows. And with
what weapons had Mr Hylton entered
upon this warfare? His heart sunk
within him ag he surveyed their inade-
quacy. Suppose Mr Oxley and his
evidence were discarded altogether
from the case, was it not impregnable,
as built on unquestionable facts, and
the prisoner’s own acknowledgments?
What could Mr Hylton say, as a mat-
ter of conscience and honour, of the sin-
gular communication which had been
made to him by Captain Lutteridge,
utterly ignorant as Mr Hylton was of
the nature of the conversation which
appeared to have agitated Lord Alk-
mond shortly previous to his murder;
and, above all, restrained as Mr Hyl-
ton was from making any use of that
communication, till authorised by Cap-
tain Lutteridge ? And as for the letter
received from Mrs Merton, he had not
that original letter with him : in short,
Mr Hylton, as he drew near the mighty
Babylon—which he had not seen for
upwards of a quarter of a century—
became more and more dejected and
desponding.
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CHAPTER VIIL

Tuat simple-minded and gallant offi-
cer, Captain Lutteridge, performed his
promise to Mr Hylton to the very let-
ter, but felt exceedingly disconcerted
as he rode rapidly along to the Castle.
For, at what a moment, and on what a
subject, was he approaching the Earl
of Milverstoke ? On the very day on
which his son’s publicly-proved mur-
derer had been capitally convicted ;
the Captain having little or no per-
sonal acquaintance with his lordship,
beyond having experienced his splen-
did hospitalities; intent upon tearing
open cruel wounds, just as they might
be imagined beginning to heal —by
suggesting all sorts of painful and agi-
tating surmises to the BEarl concerning
his deceased son, if his lordship were
indeed unacquainted withthe facts con-
cerning which Captain Lutteridge was
coming to speak. “ Egad,” thought
he, “ T shall be thought a paltry, gos-
giping, meddling mischief- maker and
eaves-dropper ! What business had 7
to have said one syllable about a pri-
vate conversation at the Castle? Why
must I mention it at all? Bah!” The
Captain bit his lips; his gallop sub-
sided into a canter, then into a trot,
and the trot into 2 walk, as he thought
of all these things; and by the time
that he had reached the park gates,
which his attendant had gone forward
to get opened, %reatly to the astonish-
ment of the sleepy gate-keeper, the
Captain walked his horse very slowly
indeed — slower and slower, and at
length fairly stood still for some min-
utes, as did also his mechanical fol.
lower, who indeed would have stood
so for a fortnight, ov any longer given

eriod, as a matter of course, without
inward questioning or surprise, if so

had done, or ordered Zim to do, his
commanding officer. But Captain
Lutteridge recollected that his promise
had been given, and that, too, on a
matter of life and death; and sudden-
ly urging his horse into a rapid pace,
soon made his way along the winding
gloomy road leading to the Castle, and
reined up his reeking horse, and dis-
mounted, just as a couple of tall ser-
vants, startled by his attendant’s ap-
peal to the bell, slow!ly drew open half
the great central door, and came out
to inquire who it was that had arrived
at so unusual an hour. A great wood
fire, that had blazed in the hall durin
the day, was now burnt down to reg
embers ; and only a dull flickering
light fell from the antique lamp sus-
pended from the lofty roof.

The Captain strode into the hall
with a stout heart, and said, in his
usual peremptory way, “Is my Lord
Milverstoke in the Castle? "

“He is, sir.”

“ Send some onehither immediately,
who may take a message to his lord-
ship: I am Captain Lutteridge.”

For a moment or two he was left
alone, and inwardly protested that he
wounld give a hundred pounds to see
himself decently at the end of this
strange and bootless expedition; for
he felt now certain that he should ap-
pear before the harassed peer in no
other light than that of a very imper-
tinent and unfeeling intruder. Pre-
sently came the personage for whom
he had sent, who with an air of great
politeness assured the Captain that
on no account could his lordship be
disturbed at that hour, being just
about to retire to his chamber, and
being, moreover, somewhat indisposed.
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“Take his lordship, nevertheless,
my name, sir, immediately ; assuring
him that were my errand not most

ressing, I would not trespass on his
ordshii)’s privacy in this manner.”

On this the gentleman bowed and
withdrew, leaving the Captain with
all the comfortable composure of one
consciously standing on a mine certain
to explode within a minute or two.
He was presently invited into an ad-
joining chamber, where he saw a gen.
tleman in black, who begged to be fa-
voured with the nature of his business
at that hour with the Earl of Milver-
stoke.

“TIs it not encugh, sir, for me to say
who I am, and that I must see his
lordship, ifit be only for a few minutes,
on business that admits of no delay?
In short, life and death being, pos-
sibly, concerned !”

The gentleman gave him a strange
lock, and then withdrew, promising
to return very shortly, with the Earl's
pleasure on the matter.

My Lord was about retiring, and
is indisposed to see any one, sir,” said
he, reappearing after the lapse of a few
minutes; “but I am to say, that after
what you have mentioned, sir, his lord-
ship cannot but receive you for a short
time. Will you follow me, sir?”

So the Captain did, with a certain
quaint, cheerless determination, mixed
of courage and shawme ; aud presently
was ushered into a magnificent apart-
ment, where sat the Earl, alone, in
evenng dress, in deep mourning, with
a melancholy countenance, and a re-
strained demeanour.

“ 1 have the honour to receive you,
Captain Lutteridge,” said his lordship,
with a courtesy manifestly tinged with
stern surprise, “ at a very unusual
hour, at your pressing instance. Iam
told that you represent it as concern-
ing matters of life and death. What
can you possibly mean, sir?”

*“ Though I feel, my Lord,” replied
Captain Lutteridge, firmly, “that 1
appear intrusive,—and a great effort it
has cost me to come,—1I don't relish, 1
must own, the tone in which your
Jordship is pleased to address one who
has the honour to bear His Majesty's
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commission, and has had also the hon-
our to be a guest of your lordship's.”

* Captain Lutteridge, I beg your
pardon,” said the Earlloftily, *if any-
thing in my demeanour has offended
you. I am not well, sir, as I think;
and you may possibly be able to guess
that this has been a day not calculated
to compose my spirits.”

This last was said with real dignity
and sorrow, and his frank visitor’s
pique vanished as the words were
uttered.

“ Being a soldier, my Lord,” said
he, with a frank, courteous air, T will
come instantly to the point. Your
lordship has of course heard all that
took place at the trial of—of the man—
to-day ?

‘ 8ir, I have,” replied his lordship,
gloomily.

“'Tis about something which hap-
pened during the trial that T have felt
compelled to come to your lordship, in
this untimely manner; the man dies
on Monday morning, my Lord, if the
law takes its course.”

The Earl gazed at him in silence
for some moments, with a very pecu-
liar expression of countenance, and
the Captain gazed at the Earl; and
both were silent.

¢ Well, sir, and what then?” in-
quired the Earl, slowly.

“ Oh, my Lord, do not mistake me;
I am not come to plead for amurderer!”

" I earnestly entreat you, sir, to be
g0 good as to inform me immediately
of the object of this your most extra-
ordinary errand to me ; T protest that
I am quite confounded, sir, at present.”

“ Your lordship’s known firmness of
character will, I am sure, tolerate my
alluding for a moment to the—noble
victim of the convicted "—

“ In the name of Heaven, sir, what
are vou talking about ?” inquired the
Earl, with startling vehemence of
manner.

“ Do not, my Lord, be distressed;
I will come at once to the matter which
has brought me hither. On the fatal
evening which made your lordship
sonless, I had the distinction of being
one of your lordship's guests: ¥ re-
mained with the late lamented Lord
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Alkmond "—the Earl visibly shudder-
ed from head to foot—* and one or two
others, after your lordship and others
bad withdrawn; and to-day, in Court,
the Judge, it seems, inquired "'—

¢« I bave heard, sir,” said the Earl, in
asubdued tone,butstill withgreat stern-
ness, and making evidently a strong
effort to overcome his emotion, “ that
the Chief Justice asked a question,
which was not answered.—Have you
heard, sir, what that question was?”

“ Yes, my Lord ; it was concerning
the strangeness of the Lord Alkmond’s
quitting the Castle at such an hour.”
The Earl involuntarily closed his eyes
for a few seconds, in manifest mental
agony. *Icannot tell, my Lord, what
was the cause of his lordship’s leaving
on that occasion.”

“ Captain Lutteridge, I may scc

ou,” said the Earl, with an agonised
K)ok, “another day "—

“I pledge to your lordship the
honour of an officer and a gentleman,
that the few words which I have to
utter must be said now, or never!”

“Do you wish, sir, to see me fall
El‘ostrate at your feet?’ inquired the

arl, with an air of extreme misery.

“No, my Lord ; and I will conclude
in a moment, My Lord, I recolicct,
on the occasion to which I allude, a
conversation arising after your lord-
ship had withdrawn. T took no part
in it. I saw that, for some reason,
the subject talked of grew more and
more distressing to my Lord Alk-
mond: I tried to change the topic,
but it seemed fated to be persevered
with ; and at length his lordship was
so disturbed that I, with whom he
was talking, arose, much concerned,
to quit the room; whether others ob-
served it I know not, but we parted—
I going to the ball-room, his lordship
towards the corridor leading to the
terrace. That is all, my Lord, that I
know ; this has brought me hither;
and I am to ask your lordship for
leave to tell all thds, signifying much,
or signifying little, to those who
may say it is likely—in short, my
Lord, 'ti1s said by some—that there is
a mystery hanging over this case,
and that efforts will be forthwith made
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in the proper quarter to get the man’s
life spared long enough for further in-
quiry, if so be there remain time;
that is, the man at present having to
die, by his sentence, on Monday morn-
ing: therefore, my Lord, T, thinking
it only just to stir in this, when un-
fortunately having chanced this day
to let fall to others that which, till
now, had never passed my lips, am
here, as I said to your lordship, on
matters of life and death "—here the
Castle clock struck eleven; and the
Captain added suddenly, “if it be nat,
my Lord, already too late, the coach
passing through Milverstoke in an
hour hence.”

Captain Tutteridge was so complete-
ly absorbed with his own earnest feel-
ings, and the not very complicated
movements of his own mind—at best,
moreover, no particularly acute ob-
server of the manner of others—that
he did not see the tremendous agita-
tion which his noble companion was
doing his utmost to suppress. Had
the light, too, been somewhat brighter,
the Captain might have observed evi-
dences in Lord Milverstoke’s striking
countenance, of the shock which his
straightforward and unthinking visitor
had occasioned him, by the strauge ac-
count which he had given concerning
the mysteriousconversationat the ban-
quet, immediately preceding Lord Alk-
mond’s exit from the Castle into the
woods, from which he was destined
never to return alive, At length the
restrained breathing of Lord Milver-
stoke, becoming every moment more
and wmore violent, attracted the atten-
tion of Captain Lutteridge.

“ Why, my Lord, I fear much that
I have disquicted your lordship—that
you are ill.  God forbid, my Lord, that
I should have occasioned you this dis-
tress ; but T never thought it would
have come to this point, or T would
not have stirred in the matter. T hope
I have your lordship’s pardon for an
untimely visit ; one which, I begin to
fear, is somewhat unmannerly even,
But did your lordship never hear of
all this before? seeing three or four
others knew it besides me, and now I
wish T had not. My Lord! my Lord!
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you seem ill; shall T call for assist-
ance? "

Lord Milverstoke heaved a vast
sigh, and stretched forth his hand
violently, deprecating the threatened
movement of the Captain, who was
quite bewildered by the sight of such
fearful mental agony, which he could
not account for satisfactorily, merely
by referring to his preseut visit and
the communication which he had made,

¢ Shall I retire, my Lord 2" said he,

Lord Milverstoke rose hastily, shak-
ing his head, and walked to and fro
rapidly, with even increasing agi-
tation, having, indeed, a far deeper
cause for it than was dreamed of by
the Captain, though he had unknow-
ingly called it into action, Tke Earl
walked with heavy step to the door,
and secured it; then returned to his
seat, and in a low smothered voice
said, “What was the subject that you
talked of ?”

The Captain told him, in a single
word, which caused Lord Milverstoke
suddenly to sink back in his chair, as
though he had been scized with a fit.
Captain Lutteridge instantly rose and
went towards the door, saying to him.
self, aloud, “Now will T have help;”
which words, added to the loud sound
of his footfalls hastening to the door,
roused Lord Milverstoke, and with a
great effort he exclaimed, “ Sir—Cap-
tain Lutteridge—pray, sir, let us re-
main alone : this is my house ; surcly,
sir, I am master here!”

Both remained silent for some
minutes, during which the flustered
faculties of Captain Lutteridge were
occupied with only one thought—
“ Could any man living have supposed
all this would have come out of the
business ? "'

Language, indeed, could not ade-
quately describe the feelings wlhich
were at that moment convulsing the
very soul of Lord Milverstoke within
him; for a new and fearful light had
been suddenly reflected on some scenes
between him and his late son, which
had always occasioned the Earl, even
in his son’s lifctime, anxiety; and,
after his death, serious disquietude.
The former, however, had been in no
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small degree tinged with displeasure ;
the latter, with grief and misgiving.
The unbidden visitor before him, on
whose face the Earl's eye was fixed,
half unconsciously, had, as it were,
ruthlessly opened the grave of Lord
Alkmond, that his miserable figure
might glide reproachfully and in ter-
ror before a father who had ever, by
his own austerity and pride, checked
and disheartened that son, when he
might have meditated reposing hearty
coufidence in his father, as between
man and man. “What may not my
poor Alkmond have been burthened
with when he—when he implored me
—in vain,”—thought the Earl, press-
ing both his hands to his forchead,
and then rising and pacing the cham-
ber to and fro, with an expression of
countenance which led Captain Lut-
teridge to fear the possibility of his
being alone with one who was about to
burst out into madness. The Captain
resolved, therefore, simply to be on
his guard, making his observations in
silence upon the perturbed spirit be-
fore him. The Earl appeared to start
from one reverie only to sink into
some other, more agitating ; but gra-
dually the violence of his feelings
seemed to be somewhat abating.

At length, “My Lord, it is long
since the clock struck eleven,” abrupt-
ly exclaimed the Captain, rising.

“Is it, sir?” inquired the Earl,
languidly, and as though he did not
comprehend why the Captain had
made the observation,

“Yes, my Lord, nearlyhalf an hour :
the coach goes by at twelve, and Mr
Hylton starts "—

““What, sir? what sir?"” inter-
rupted the Earl, sternly. Oh, I had
forgotten; private circumstances, Cap-
tain Lutteridge, which you know not
of, nor ever can, have caused your
words this night to stab me as with
a knife! And besides, sir, sorrow
has of late not a little shaken my
nerves.”

“ My Lord, I cannot adequately ex-
press my regret: but time presses—
what is to be done ?

TheEarl looked as though evidently
making a strong effort to address his
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mind to what the Captain was saying
to him.

*“The mau hangs, my Lord, past
praying for, on Monday morning "—

“And why should he not, sir?”
thundered the Earl, in a voice which
echoed through the lofty and spacious
apartment, and for a moment all trace
of his lordship’s previous agony had
disappeared,

“Why, my Lord, perhaps,” said
Captain Lutteridge, stoutly and calm-
ly, ““he may not be rightly con-
demned.”

‘““ Are you in your senses, sir?” in-
quired the Earl, vehemently.

“Yes, my Lord,” replicd Captain
Lutteridge, quictly.

“I think you are not, sir! Nor
are you, sir! ~ Do you, in your sober
senses, come hither to the father of
one so0 savagely murdered "—his voice
shook—* as my son was, and speak of
the accursed miscreant convicted of
it, as possibly innocent, against proof
as clear as that Cain murdered Abel ?
And did 1 hear, sir, aright, that you
and Mr Hylton—Mr Hylton—are lay-
ing your heads together to defeat
justice—to call my son in anger and
horror out of his grave?” He paused.

“My Lord, a plain-spoken soldier
am I, and must needs come to the

oint. The time, my Lord, the time !”
e continued, in a loud and peremp-
tory tone.

“What is your object here, sir?”
inquired the Earl, with gloomy ficrce-
ness.

“Can I have your lordship’s leave
to tell Mr Hylton that which I have
Jjust mentioned to your lordship?”

“No, sir I"” answered the Earl, again
in a voice of thunder; and lis eye
seemed to glance lightning at his com-
panion; who bowed and said, rather
sternly,

“That, my Lord, suffices. God for-
bid that I should so far forget the
character of an officer, of a gentleman,
as to utter a syllable more to any one
living upon the subject, without your
lordship's permission, in whose house
1 hcar(i) it. Time, therefore, xow no
Yonger presses, my Lord,” said the
Captain, with sad emphasis; “and I
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can but, in quitting your lordship, ask
your forgiveness for thus having
troubled you so unwarrantably.”

“What can this, that you have told
me, sir,” said the Earl, with returning
agitation, ‘“by any possibility have to
do with the bloodthirsty miscreant
who is to dic on Monday? Should
you not, sir, have considered that, be-
fore you came, this night, hither?”

“ My Lord, I did consider, and that
to the best of my power: and I myself
said, that even should your lordship
give me the permission which T sought
for, I saw not its bearing on the case
of him that is to dic on Monday.”

“Nor has it, sir! nor ecan it, sir!l—
not one iote I”

The Earl seemed suddenly moved
by some inward feelings of a less
stormy nature than those by which he
had hitherto been agitated.

“Captain Lutteridge,” he continued,
“I am a man necarly broken down by
misery and misfortune, heavier than
man can bear : therefore I ask your
pardon, very heartily, sir, for any dis-
courtesy of which I may have been
gunilty ; but you have taken me fright-
fully by surprise.”

The utter wretchedness of the Earl's
voice and manner, as he spoke these
words, penetrated the heart of Captain
Lutteridge.

“My Lord, T trust you will say no-
thing of it. T owe your lordship un-
speakable amends for what I have
done; and now see what mothinks I
might have scen before, had I con-
sidered the matter fully,” replied tue
Captain, heartily: “but it was the
thought of lifc and dcath that led me
astray.”

“ Do you not think, sir, that if I be-
licved there were any reasonable doubt
of the guilt which has been openly
proved to-day, according to law,
against the prisoner, T would not, from
mere justice, wish him to escape 2”

*God forbid that you should not,
my Lord.”

“DBut this man, sir, has long had a
deadly malice against me and my
family, sir—so has his father; you
know not a tithe of the matter, Cap-
tain, I verily assure you.”
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“My Lord, I know nothing what-
ever of it, but from public talk.”

“Did you say, sir, that this night
persons are travelling to London to
attempt to procure the pardon of a
clearly convicted murderer? ”

“My Lord, Mr Hylton has by this
time, I reckon, taken his seat in the
coach, and such is certainly his object ;
80 I understood him.”

The Earl said nothing, but sighed
with mingled anger and astonishment.

After a pausc, “ Captain Lutteridge,” |
said he, “may I ask so great a favour |

of you, as that you will speak to me
again on Tuesday upon the subject
which you have this evening commu-
nicated tome ? Inever till now heard
of it; and can it be doubted, sir, that
anything relating to my late son, my
unhappy Alkmond, must be of painful,
nay, frightful interest to me "

“ Most willingly shall T attend your
lordship.”

“And in the mean time, Captair
Lutteridge, 1 implore you to spare the
feelings of a bereaved father, and talk
not of these matters to others, when
your so doing may serve only to
spread idle and distressing rumours.
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Remember, sir,”—his voice quivered—
“ his youthful widow !—she at present
survives—is at this unhappy moment
under the same roof with you, but may
soon follow her murdered husband to
the grave.”

“That grave shall not be more si-
lent than I, my Lord!"

The Captain, as he uttered these
words, rose, and bowing low to the af
flicted peer, who courteously and sadly
bade him adieu, quitted the apartment,
andimmediately afterwardsthe Castle;
riding rapidly home to the barracks,
higmind in a strange tumult. Hehad
seen no little service in his day, but
never before had meddled with such
matters as had just occurred between
himself and-the Earl of Milverstoke.
When he had reached the inn where
the coach stopped, he found that Mr
Hylton had gone by it to London some
quarter of an hour before; and with-
out knowing precisely why, the Cap-
tain took it for granted that, after
what had just taken place at the Castle,
Mr Hylton’s errand was in vain, and
that before his return to Milverstoke
the convict Ayliffe’s body would be in
the hands of the surgeon.

CHAPTER IX.

Rarnerlate in the afternoon of Satur-
day Mr Hylton arrived in London, and

ut up, for the few hours during which
Ee intended staying there, at the inn
where the coach stopped. He took
not long to dress, and still less to par-
take of refreshment, anxious to lose
not a moment of his precious time.
Forth, therefore, he sallied towards
Westminster, with the situation and
localities of which he had, in earlier
days, been not unacquainted.  As he
was hurrying along the crowded
sireets, the incessant and strange hub-
bub of which seemed stunning to a com-

parative recluse like himself, desper-
ately fatigued also, and absorbed with
a most portentous mission, it suddenly
recurred to him, as he got in sight or
the Government offices and ministerial
residences, that he was a total stranger
in London, having come off without
credentials or introductions of any
kind. How, then, was he to expect
reception and attention from the Se-
cretary of State, on a matter, more-
over, of such magnitude as attempting
to stay the execution of a criminal
whose counviction for so enormous an
atrocity as the murder of Lord Alk-
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mond had become a subject of national
attention? As all this flashed across
his mind, he stopped, struck his stick
despairingly on the pavement, and for
some moments arrested the attention
of the passers-by, as the very image of
one, indeed, in a horrid quandary.
For, looked at from this point of view,
the grounds or materials on which he
bad been relying for the success of his
application seemed suddenly shrunk
and shrivelled into nothing, or at Ieast
gross inadequacy to their object. But
the miserable image of Aylifle, lying
heavily ironed in the condemned cell,
brought within a few hours of eternity
—the sands of life running out fast—
and he too a perfectly innocent man,
as Mr IIylton in his conscience be-
lieved him, quickened his movements
and re-strung his relaxed energies.
Silently invoking God’s blssing on
his humane enterprise, he hurried on-
ward, and presented himself at the
door of the Secretary of State’s office,
before which was slowly pacing a
sentry, who paid no attention what-
ever to his inquiry whether the Secre-
tary of State were within. Makingu
his mind to encounter and disregar
all kinds of discourtesy, so as he but
gained his object, and trusting some
little to his sacred character and ap-

earance, and his consciousness of

aving a gentleman’s address, he
entered the outer office, from which
were at the moment passing several
gentlemen drawing on their gloves,
and some holding riding-whips in their
hands, as if intending forthwith to
wount their horses, which were stand-
ing at the door. One of these, a gay
young gentleman, evidently of quality,
Mr Hylton, in a courtcous manner,
spoke to, as he was passing, heartily
laughing at some joke of the person
nearest to him, and who seemed very
obsequious.

“8ir, I ask your forgiveness for the
intrusion,” quoth Mr Hylton in an
earnest manner, taking off his hat;
“but is the Secretary of State within?”

“What though he be?” jocularly
interposed the companion of the gentle-
man who had been addressed. The
latter, however, took off his hat with
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a bland and high-bred air, nobly con-
trasting with that of the rude intruder,
and said, “Lord Farnborough, sir, is
within, but cannot be seen, being here
beyond his usual hour of attendance,
engaged on business of great import-
ance : but, reverend sir, can I do aught
for you in the meanwhile ?”

“T greatly thank you, sir,"—

“My Lord, if you please "—inter-
rupted the one already spoken of, with
an air of vulgar sycophancy, which
was fittingly rcwarded by his noble
companion desiring him, with trans-
parent contempt of manner, to see
whether his lordship’s horse was in
readiness.

“Will you follow me, sir, for a mo-
ment ?” said the young Lord, and im-
mediately turned back, requesting Mr
Hylton to accompany him ; and the
two walked through several long,
lofty, dusky passages, till they arrived
at the room which Mr Hylton’s com-
paniou had only just quitted. Having
ordered out the servants, who were
busily engaged arranging the chairs
and tables, “What may be your er-
rvand, sir?"" said he, in a very gra.
cious manner. :

* My Lord—for 'tis plain I, through
unacquaintance with town, mistook
your Lordship’s rank and station "—

“Oh, think nothing of it, sir, I
b?g,” said his Lordship, rather has-
tily.

“I have just come up, my Lord,
concerning a case of life and death”—

“ Oh, some prisoner left for execu-
tion at one of the Assizes? I under-
stand : proceed, sir, if you please, But
may I ask you who you are, reverend
sir? "

“I am the Reverend Ienry Hylton,
Vicar of Milverstoke, my Lord.”

“Ilo ! Milverstoke | Milverstoke !
That is the place,” said his Lordship,
very gravely, ¢ where the man was
yesterday convicted for the murder of
my Lord Alkmond, Lord Milverstoke's
son?”

“Yes, my Lord ; he is to suffer his
sentence on Monday, unless he be re-
spited ; and on that subject I Lave
come u}i, and have but just quitted
the coach.”
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“Oh! you are seeking a respite?
but that, you know, especially in such
a case as this—however, of course you
are prepared with grounds 2

“1 am, my Lord.”

“8ir, you shall see my Lord Farn-
borough immediately : he will, I am
sure, receive you, however otherwise
occupied he may happen just now to
be.”  On this his lordship withdrew,
leaving Mr Hylton alone for a few
moments; on which he took out his
pocket-book, saw that his few manu-
scripts were there in readiness, and
hastily arranged his thoughts so as to
express himsclf with the utmost pos-
sible brevity, point, and force. After
scarcely three minutes’ absence, his
lordship returned, followed by a gen-
tleman, whom he desired to show Mr
Hyltou into the private room of Lord
Farnborough: a minute more, and
the all-important interview between
Mr Hylton and the Minister had com-
menced. The nobleman who then
filled that office of splendid responsi-
bility was an eminent statesman—a
great man---thie whole of whose ener-
gies and resources were just then
taxed to the uttermost by the dis.
tracted state of the country, and the
necessity of promptly and effectually
providing for its safety, and at the
same time justifying his measures
against a most malignant Opposition
in parliament. Mr Hylton, himself a
man of intellect, was instantly charm-
ed by the Minister's appearance ; for,
with a noble cast of features, decisive-
ly evidencing practised mental power,
he looked calmness itself: though evi-
dently harassed, by no means oppress-
ed, by his multifarious and distracting
duties. He quietly and courteously
pointed to a vacant chair nearly op-
posite to him, and on which Mr Hyl.
ton immediately sat down.

“Will you be so obliging as to state,
shortly, your business, sir?” said
Lord Farnborough.

“1 presume, my Lord, you have
heard of the murder of the late Lord
Alkmond ?”

“Yes, sir; and I find that a person
named Ayliffe was yesterday tried be-
fore the Lord Chief Justice at the As-
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sizes, convicted for the murder, and is
left for execution on Monday.”

*That is so, my Lord. I am the
Vicar of Milverstoke, and the couvict
is an old parishioner of mine, of hither-
to spotless and exemplary character.
I am perfectly satisfied that he is
really innocent of this charge.”

“ How came he to be convicted,
then? Have you any evidence which
was not laid before the judge and jury ?
And if it was not, why? Or do you
imagine that there has been any mis-
carriage "'

“If you will permit me, my Lord, to
state briefly the nature of the case as
laid before the jury”—

“ Pardon me, sir, a moment,” said
his lordship, gently ringing a small
hand-bell; on which a gentleman en-
tered, to whom he whispered in a low
tone. The gentleman withdrew, and
Mr Hylton proceeded to give a brief
and lucid sketch of the case, as proved,
to which he perceived the Minister
listening with perfect attention, While
Mr Hylton was proceeding, the gentle-
man above spoken of reappeared, but
immediately withdrew, alter having
silently placed a sheet of paper before
the Minister, who glanced at it for an
instant only, and resumed his attitude
of close attention to Mr Hylton.

“1 perceive, sir,” said his lordship,
when Mr Hyltonhad concluded, * from
your succinet and candid statement,
that any difficulties which might be
supposed to have existed, were con-
clusively disposed of by the prisoner's
own acknowledgment to the jury. I
must say that it appears to me an un-
usually strong case for a conviction,
You ask me, sir, to advise the inter-
position of the Royal prerogative to
stay the execution of the law—a mat-
ter always of infinite delicacy, and, in
this ecase, responsibility —and I, at
present, see no sufficient grounds for
doing so. Since you have been here,
however, T have ascertained that the
Lord Chief Justice has arrived in
town, and is now at his house. I ex-
pect his report this evening; and in
the mean time he is the person to
whom you should address yourself.”

“ My Lord—forgive me, but did I
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succeed in making mysclf understood,
as asking not for a repricve, but for a
short respite only, to afford time for
inguiry 2

# Perfectly, sir—but you had better
go at once to the Lord Chief Justice,
who has power to order — with
whom, indecd, it in the first instance
properly rests—the respite for which
you ask. I recommend you, sir, how-
ever, not to be sanguine.”

“But will his lordship receive me
at once?”

“ Unquestionably, sir; in serious
matters of this sort everybody is al-
ways accessible: God forbid that it
should be otherwise!”

The Minister’s significant glance,
while uttering the last words, at evi-
dently a newly-opened despatch, ap-
prised Mr Hyl};on that his audience
wasover. Bowing profoundly, hethere-
fore withdrew ; the Minister courte-
ously returning his salutation, while
his Jordship drew before him the im-
portant and pressing document, of
which Mr Hylton’s arrival had delay-
ed his perusal. Mr Hylton soon found
his way to the room where he had left
the young Lord, who had remained
there waiting for him. Mr Hylton
was anxious to have spoken on the
subject of his interview with the Min-
ister; but, from his lordshiy’s manner,
concluded that such a procedure was
contrary to etiquette. He, therefore,
contented himself with asking the ad-
dress of the Lord Chief Justice, which
was immediately procured for him ;
and shortly afterwards got into a
coach, and drove straight to the Lord
Chicf Justice's house, greatly disheart-
ened by the reccption which he had
just met with from the courteous but
frigid Lord Farnborough. On inquir-
ing whether the Lord Chief Justice was
within, a footman somewhat superci-
liously answered in the aflirmative, but
added that ‘his lordship, having only
a few hours before returned from Cir-
cuit, was about sitting down to dinner,
and could on no account whatever be
disturbed. Mr Hylton pretty sharply
said that his business admitted of no
delay. The butler, a corpulent, bald-
beaded, gentlemanly persou, happen.

3

ing at that moment to pass along the
hall, and hearing the peremptory tone
in which Mr Hylton was speaking,
came forward, andin an affable manner
said that he had no objection to hear
shortly the nature of the gentleman's
business, and by-aud-by tell it to my
Lord; but that his lordship certainly
could not be disturbed till after dinner.
The grave nature of Mr Hylton’s
errand, and the earnest humour of his
mind, prevented his being amused, as
he otherwise would have been, by
these menial airs.

“ Tell his lordship, if you please,”
said he quietly, ““ that T am the Rev-
erend Mr Hylton, the Vicar of Milver-
stoke.”

“Oh! is it about the Milverstoke
murder, sir?” quoth the butler, with
a good-natured air: “’tis a very aw-
ful murder, folks say.”

“Take in my name, sir, instantly,
to his lordship !™ said Mr Hylton
sternly.

“Bless us!” said the butler, half
whistling, but went to the library;
and, after a few minutes’ absence re-
turned, quite an altered man, bowing
obsequiously ; and Mr Hylton was im-
mediately ushered into the presence of
the Lord Chief Justice : a man consi-
derably advanced in years; of benevo-
lent countenance; care - worn, grave,
and of dignified bearing; a great law-
yer ; of simple and pure character,
and unassuming manners. He sate
beside a large fire, in dinner-dress, but
had been busily engaged reading, when
Mr Hylton's name was announced ; in
short, his lordship was carefully look-
ing over his notes of several capital
cases, and, amongst others, of that
which had brought Mr Hylton up to
town. The instant that his name
was mentioned, his lordship recollected
the striking scene which he had acci-
dentally witnessed, immediately after
sentencing the Milverstoke murderer;
and nothing could be move respectfal
or cordial than his reception of Mr
Hylton.

“Ifear I can only too surely con-
jecture, reverend sir,” said his lordship
gravely, as soon as Mr Hylton was
seated, ‘' the object of your visit to
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London; it must be connected with
that terrible case of the murder of Lord
Alkmond, tried before me yesterday.”

“ 1t is so, my Lord, indeed,” replied
Mrv Hylton sighing. The Lord Chief
Justice shook his head, and shrugged
his shoulders with dismal significance,
but said nothing, “1 trust that I
shall be able, my Lord, notwithstand-
ing those ominous gestures of your
Jordship’s, to satisfy you that a case is
made out for, at all events, some little
postponement of the execution of the
sentence, in order to afford time for
inquiry—I say—for inquiry——for in-
qui —

Mr Hylton suddenly seemed uncon-
scious of what he was saying, having
become very faint, and sinking back
in his chair—for a moment overcome
with exhaustion, want of food, and
long-continued agitation and excite-
ment, The Lord Chief Justice paid
him the kindest attentions; and after
a short time he recovered himself,
offering apologies, but attributing the
weakness frankly to the true cause.

“ Ah'! sir,” said his lordship, kind-
ly, “these are very agitating affairs,
even to us Judges, however long we
mafr bave been accustomed to this
melancholy portion of our duties; but
let us go in to dinner, Mr Hylton—
nay, I positively insist upon it! Tam
quite alone, with the exception of my
wife, whom I have scarcely seen since
my return from Circuit a few hours ago,
ot you and I would dine together alone.
Youcanuotdojustice to your case,what-
ever it may be, trust me, till you have
a little recruited your physical ener-
gics. We have, indeed, both travelled
far and fast since we met; and I, too,
am somewhat exhausted.”

Mr Hylton intimated that dining
would be, in his own case, just then,
an idle ceremony.

* Sir,” interrupted the Lord Chief
Justice, with an air of good-natured
peremptoriness, *I will not speak a
syllable to yon on business, however
pressing, till we have both enabled
ourselves, by a meal as brief and tem-
perate as you please, to attend to it
with revived, and only befitting ener-
gy.” This proved irresistible, and Mr
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Hylton presently found himself sitting
at the plain and unostentatious dinner-
table of the Lord Chief Justice and his
lady. Not a syllable was spoken by
either his lordship or Mr Hylton, dur-
ing diuner, concerning the subject,
nor on anything akin to it, which was
to be so solemnly discussed by them
presently; and within an hour from
their sitting down, they both with-
drew to the library.

¢ Now, Mr Hylton,” commenced his
lordship, withasuddenly-resumed judi-
cial air, turning over the leaves of a
manuscript volume, “ T have before
me my notes of the trial of Adam Ay-
liffe yesterday. What have you to
say on the subject ? Has anything im-
portant conie to light since the trial ?
For if not, I must tell you, at the out-
set, not to be sanguine as to the issne
of your benevolent enterprise; for a
clearer case, I think I have seldom, if
indeed ever, tried. I trust that you
have no fault to find with the way in
which I put the case to the jury? Pray
speak freely, reverend sir, and without
ceremony ; we are all only too liable
to error.”

“ My Lord, I frankly assure you
that I can take no exception whatever
to your lordship’s summing up: it was
fearfully simple and cogent, but per-
fectly and absolutely fair.”

“ Why, you see,” said the Chief
Justice thoughtfully, * the man’s own
hands fastened the rope round his
neck: he voluntarily took up a posi-
tion, from which the wit of man could
not extricate him. Had he been aquit-
ted, or such a state of facts as went to
the jury, trial would be a farce. He
brings himself to the body of the mur-
dered man, instantly after the murder,
and runs away bloody, and with a
bloody weapon capable of committing
the murder, as was sworn by the sur-
geon. Even if he thought he had
struck another man whom, according
to his own story, he had meant to
strike, what signifies it in point of
law ? The person whom he so killed
by mistake, he murdered : God forbid,
reverend sir, that there should be any
doubt about that!”

« Oh no, my Lord !—I do not pre-
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sume to question the law which your
lordship laid down : 1 own it seems to
be perfectly reasonable and just. But
I venture to come now, my Loud, at
once to what I humbly but confidently
submit will satisfy your lordship that
this case cannot possibly rest where
it does at present.”

“ Well, let me hear,” said the Lord
Chief Justice, disposing himself in an
attitude of great attention ; but the
tone of his voice seemed, to Mr Hyl-
ton, to argue sometLing like a foregone
conclusion as to the futility of what
was to be brought before him.

# Pernit me to ask your lordship,
that I may not be over-estimating the
value of what I am going to adduce
before you, whether you did not deem
of great importance the absence of any
sound of footsteps in the wood, on the
night of the murder, in any other di-
rection than that in which the prisoner
ran?”

“ Certainly, certainly; surely I my-
self pressed the witnesses on that part
of the case?”

“ You did, my Lord.”

“ And indeed the point is most im-
portant. If you recollect, My Solici-
tor-General read a passage from Lord
Coke, in which that very condition is
relied on as an integral part of what
he calls his violent presumption of
guilt.”

“ Well, my Lord, and so it occurred
to me,” said Mr Hylton, taking out
from his pocket-boof;, evidently with
no little excitement and expectation,
the letter of Mrs Merton; which, after
explaining who the writer was, and
how it was that her communication
had not reached him till alter the trial,
he put into the Chief Justice’s hauds,
and eyed him, as he perused it, with
extreme anxiety, scrutinising every
feature. The Chief Justice read it
attentively — very attentively, even
twice —looking at the outside, the
postmark, and superscription; and all
the while in perfect silence, and with
a countenance from which it was im.
possible to collect what impression had
been produced on his mind. Then he
quietly Taid down the letter, towards
Mr Hylton; whose face fell as he said,
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“Well, my Lord, what think you?
Have I overrated the importaunce of
this letter?

'“ You have not had the experience
that I have had, Mr Hylton,” said he,
with a serious air, ““ nor have you any
idea of the cunning devices to which
prisoners and their friends will have
recourse, to mislead inquiry and divert
suspicion. I have known of one or
two, and heard of several, instances
not unlike the present.”

“ Why, surely, surely, my Lord, you
cannot have borne in mind who the
writer is—a lady, a friend of mine,
wife of a clergyman, and she of a most
cxemplary character? The idea, my
Lord, of her "—

“ Oh, Mr Hylton, you guite misap-
prehend me. Independently of even
your own testimony, I think I know a
little myself of this lady : she belongs
to a family with whom I have some
acquaintance, and her hushand is, T
understand, a distinguished divine.
This good lady believes, doubtless, in
the %enuineness and authenticity of
the letter she speaks of; but” —he
shook his head—* that carries us a
very little way on our journey indeed !
I told you not to be sanguine, Mr
Hylton, as you must remember. Be-
sides, where is the original ? How could
any judge safely act, in even the most
trivial case, on the document now be-
fore us, which is not even, nor pro-
fesses to be, a copy ? And observe you,
the original itself would, in my opinion,
carry us no further. Come, my dear
sir," said he kindly, observing Mr Hyl-
ton’s blank and crestfallen look, “ can
you yourself supply me with reasons
against the validity of those with which
Y am forced to encounter your letter?”

“Yes, my Lord. Remember, I pray
you, that I am not askiug for a pardon,
nor calling on you to assume tﬁ)e func-
tions of a jury, but only to interpose a
little time for inquiry, before this poor
wretch goes hence, and s no more seen !
Suppose he be executed on Monday
morning, and the same afternoon the
writer of the letter in question should
arrive, and uncontestably establish the
truth of what is contained in it ?”

“Why, suppose he did, Mr Hylton!
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Apply an unbiassed mind to the case,
as if you had yourself to administer
justice. Areyou, by the way, a magis-
trate?” Mr Hylton bowed acquies-
cence. “1 am glad of it. Suppose
the writer did actually see one, or two,
or any number of men, runuing along
the shore, as represented; how are
they to be connected with the bloody
transaction in the wood ? Is it not, to
begin with, by the way, separated from
the shore by cliffs?”

¥ Yes, my Lord, but by no meang by
lofty cliffs; persons have been known
to drop over without injury : there ave
no rocks beneath. And who can say
but that the persons mentioned in this
letter may have done the deed ?”

The Lord Chicf Justice shook his
head ; but took up the letter and read
it again, with, as Mr Hylton san-
guinely supposed, more thoughtfulness
than his lordship wished to be visible
to an observer.

“ Pardon me, my Lord,” said he,
“but there occurs to me another way
of putting the case. And while we
thus discuss it, how fast fly away this
man's precious moments !

“T am perfectly and painfully aware
of that, reverend sir,”’ replied his lord-
ship, looking pointedly at Mr Hylton,
who felt the delicate rebuke, and
bowed.

“T was going to say, my Lord : Sup-
pose I bad received this letter, or the
one to which it refers, before the Court
opened yesterday morning, and the
prisoner’s.counsel had apphed to your
Jordship to postpene the trial till the
next Assizes?”

“ Sir, that is well worth considering,
undoubtedly. You put your points
ably, Mr Hylton.”

Again the Chief Justice took up the
letter, ““Is this in Mrs Merton’s own
handwriting?"” heinquired, apparently
carelessly.

“Twill swear to it, my Lord. And,
by the way, foraught 1 know, Mr Mer-
ton may by this time have brought, or
forwarded, the original letter to my
house, and it may be there awaiting
me at this moment."”

“ Certainly, certainly; that may be
80," said the Chief Justice, musingly,
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but still discouragingly. “Is this,
however, the only matter which you
are desirous of bringing before me ?"
he inquired.

“Oh no, my Lord: I have three
others.”

““I shall be very happy to hear them,
sir, Pray proceed.”

“What I now am about to mantion,
my Lord, is of a confidential, and at
present, I own, an unsatisfactory na-
ture ; but, if time be given, I am not
hopeless of discovering something
highly important. Your lordship re-
collects observing at the trial, on the
singularity of Lord Alkmond'’s having
gone out inte the woods at such an
hour of the night, and when such fes-
tivities were going on at the Castle.”

“ Undoubtedly : it is indeed a curi-
ous circumstance, which I should like
to have had, if possible, explained.
Did I not ask some of the witnesses
about it 2"

“Yes, my Lord : Mr Oxley, Lord Mil-
verstoke's agent. Since the trial—
but T repeat, my Lord, that I am at
present placed in circumstances of ex-
quisite embarrassment, with refercnce
to this subject.” The Lord Chief Jus-
tice looked with great curiosity at Mr
Hyiton, on his saying this. “I have
some reason to believe, and that, too,
from persons of station, that Lord Alk-
mond’s going into the wood was not
so wholly unaseountable as at present
it -appears, but was connected with a
circumstance or circumstances which
may possibly — [ say possibly, my
Lord—come to be, in due time, fully
disclosed ; and the person to whom I
allude was in commumication, on the
subject, with another persoa of exalted
station, at the moment of my quitting
Milverstoke. The issue I shall not
know till I return; but I have heard
sufficient to excite lively anxiety and
curiosity ; and possibly — but, my
Lord, I repeat, only possibly-—the re-
sult may be suddenly to invest this
dreadful tvansaction with great mys-
tery. My word, however, 18 pledged
to take no further steps at present, nor
to indicate even the nature of what I
have heard, without the express per-
mission of the person to whom I have
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been alluding. I may, nevertheless,
tell your lordship, that T am acting on
information sent to me with great anx-
iety, in consequence of a gentleman
being present at the trial, who, on his
return home, communicated to a friend
that which had fallen from your lord-
ship, and led him to use his utmost
exertions to bring this matter to my
notice immediately, Thrice had a
mounted messenger from him been
sent to my house between the close of
the trial and my veturn to Milverstoke;
and I met the last messenger, and fol-
lowed him back, while yet on my way
home. Itis a scruple of extreme deli-
cacy alone that suddenly prevented
this gentleman's at once communicat-
ing to me what he knew.”

To all this the Chicf Justice listened
with profound attention. I am sure,
Mr Hylton,” said he, gravely, “that a
gentleman of your superior capacity,
to say nothing of your position as a
clergyman and magistrate, is aware of
the responsibility attaching to any-
thing said by you to me on such an
occasion as this, and that you cannot
be unconsciously yielding eagerly to
first impressions, and misty conjec-
tures? ”

“My Lord, T speak most advisedly,
in my conscience believing it possible
—and at present I put it no higher—
that there may be somcthing in the
background fully warranting the step
which I am taking. I donot fuel my-
self at liberty, speaking for a moment
as a man of even mere worldly honour,
to mention who is the person of whom
T am speaking, or what his station in
society. Nay, my Lord, I now recol-
lect what I feel bound to mention, that
he expressed his own belief that the
matter would prove not to beconnected
with that in question; but he had pre-
viously said enough to make me take
a very, very different view of the af-
fair."”

“ And you assure me that the mat-
ter is at this moment in a train of in-
quiry ?” ‘

“Undoubtedly, undoubtedly, my
Lord.”

“Very well, Mr Hylton : all this is

curious at least. What next?”

7

*Why, my Lord, I have, I thiok,
discoverced facts tending to impeach
the perfect trustworthiness of Mr Ox-
ley as a witness.”

“Y doubt whether that gentleman’s
evidence really touches the merits of
the question, one way or the other.”

“Butthe Solicitor-General, my Lord,
on the part of the Crown, pointedly
mentioned that evidence to the jury;
and afterwards proved it, as giving
a peculiarly malignant complexion to
the case.”

“He did, sir, certainly. Well, Mr
Hylton, and what of that matter?"”

“Why, the way that it strikes me,
my Lord, is, that Mr Solicitor-General
may be supposed to have himself felt
theimportance of establishing a motive
on the part of the prisoner for perpe-
trating so enormous and seemingly un-
accountable a crime, as slaying the
eldest son and heir of a very eminent
peer of the realm. However this may
be, my Lord, what prejudice may it
not have worked against the unfortu-
nate prisoner, turning the minds of his
jury away from a dispassionate ex-
amination of the case?”

“Mr Hylton, do not lay too much
stress on such topics. Look at the
undisputed facts—the bloody reality,
ifTmay so speak, of this dreadful case,
standing even solely on the prisoner's
own voluntary statement: the bloody
sleeve—the bloody club—and the af-
frighted flight from the corpse of the
murdered man! Let us bring our com-
mon sense to bear on these few, but
terrible, facts of the case; and then
how unimportant become the topics
which you secem about to urge, Mr
Hylton! DPray, however, proceed.”

“Shortly, then, my Lord, do you re-
member how indignantly the prisoner
repudiated the words put into his
mouth before the magistrate who con-
victed him for having possession of
the hare?” .

“Ido perfectly, and was struck with
it, sir.”

“And your lordship may recollect
his counsel proposing another form of
expression, which was in consequence
of a written suggestion sent him in
Court? I, my Lord, sent that paper;
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I proposed that question; for the ma-
gistrate (who also committed him on
the charge for murder) had on the day
of that committal told me the words
which he had heard the prisoner utter ;
and I have with me Sir Henry Har-
rington’s own signed statement (here
Mr Hylton produced it) made yester-
day evening after the trial, attesting
the words to have been most distinetly
heard by him, and to be—*‘He shall
smart for it, that brought me here;’
and Sir Henry observed the prisoner
glance furiously at the mau who had
so cruelly and perfidiously used him.”

Mr Hylton paused ; so did the Chief
Justice, presently observing— Well,
Mr Hylton, does all this carry your
case really one hair's-breadth further?
Suppose the prisoner went into the
wood to kill or feloniously assault his
enemy, and by mistake killed the
other? Have you not admitted that
to be murder?”

“Forgive me, my Lord, if T press
these points too far,” said Mr Hylton,
with sudden emotion, “but the in-
terests of humanity impel me—1I have
a poor manacled and fettered figure
perpetually before my eye "—

“God forbid, Mr Hylton,” said the
Chief Justice, solemnly and kindly,
laying his hand on that of Mr Hyl-
ton, *“that you should suppose it ne-
cessary to apologise for anything that
you have said here. I wish you
knew how greatly T am touched by
your noble and disinterested exer-
tions, which my heart is all the while
most zealously seconding; but God
hath given me the scales of Justice to
hold, and my rcason must not be dis-
turbed by my feelings. Proceed,
dear sir, and say all that occurs to
you, even though you stay till mid-
night."

IIow mildly and kindly was this
said! Yet the words rapidly froze the
Chief Justice into a pillar of ice, as it
were, before Mr Hylton's eyes; and
for a little while he paused to aver-
come his emotions.

“I feel, my Lord, getting weak and
exhausted in this mortal wrestle with
your lordship, on so awful an occa.
sion. It is what I am not used to;

NOW AND THEN.

and I must soon cease.”
for a moment, at a loss.

“You were speaking,” said the
Chief Justice, very kindly, *“of Mr
Oxley's perverted or mistaken repre-
sentation of what had fallen from the
prisoner.”

“I thank your lordship, and have
only to say that Sir Henry is ill in
bed of the gout, or might have been
i"xt the trial and contradicted Mr Ox-
ey.”

i Is this gentleman Mr Oxley sup-
posed to bear any ill feeling towards
the prisoner?”

*That, my Lord, is the last topic
which 1 was going to urge. The
prisoner and his father (of whom,
with your lordship's permission, I
shall say a word presently) have been
persecuted beyoud all bearing —so
they both tell me, and I believe them
implicitly—by Mr Oxley, who wants,
as they say, to get them out of a
small freehold cottage of the father’s,
in order that a new and more direct
approach may be made from the high-
road to Milverstoke Castle. Mr Ox-
ley has, doubtless, exceeded his in-
structions, and what he has done is
probably all unknown to Lord Mil-
verstoke ; but Mr Oxley’s conduct
has been unfeeling and insulting in
the extreme, to these poor people, who
are in great distress; and not long
before last Christmas, with a bitter
sneer, Mr Oxley predicted that the
father would probably soon find him-
self in a much larger house —the
workhouse.”

“The brutal fellow! " exclaimed the
Chief Justice, indignantly. .

“On this, my Lord, the son, who
was present—tfle prisoner, and who
is a man of giant strength, rose from
his stool, grasped Mr Oxley by the
collar, and flung him several yards
through the door, like a rotten fag-
got.”  The Chief Justice listened
with an carnest air, but in silence.
“QOn that occasion, my Lord, the
father heard Mr Oxley mutter some
sinister expressions to this effect—
T owe thee a turn for this."”

“I think it very possible that he
did say so; but, was 1t Mr Oxley who

He seemed,
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brought the prisoner to the bleeding
body of Lord Alkmond, made him
run away as for life, with a bloody
club, and then owu it all in open
Court? Oh, Mr Hylton!”

“ A word more, my Lord,” said he,
in a desponding tone, after both of
them hag been silent for some mo-
ments, during which the Chief Jus-
tice’s eyes were fixed on the fire, his
face indicating that he was in deep
thought—‘ only one word more, and
my melancholy mission is closed. I
have known the prisoner and his
father for upwards of twenty years;
and do assure your lordship that the
old man I have ever regarded as a
perfect pattern of Christian virtue—
as an Israelite in whom there is no
guile—as one of the patriarchs of old
—I have scen him fearfully tried—in
deep affliction—ruined at last by his
generosity to another: in short, in-
deed, a second Job, my Lord!” Ilere
Mr Hylton suddenly stopped, for his
voice failed him. The Chief Justice
rose from his seat, and, as if to avoid
seeing Mr Hylton's emotion, slowly
walked away ; really, however, to
conceal his own feelings; but soon
he returned.

“Thou excellent person! Thou
servant of God! Thou true Samari-
tan!” saild he, greatly moved, and
taking Mr Hylton by the hand, “to
my dying day I cannot forget thee.
I saw thee kneeling beside that old
man! When I am at my last end,
would that so thou, or one as holy,
might kneel beside me /™

“May God bless your lordship,
living and dying!" faltered Mr Hyl-
ton; and it was not for several mo-
ments that either recovered his self-
possession.

“Let us now return to this sad
busiuess,” said, at length, the Chicf
Justice, mildly, and very gravely,
“ Have you anything further to
urge? "

“Only that this poor soul, the pri-
soner, so far from being of the bar-
barous nature which could suffer him
to do this cowardly deed of blood, is,
and has been ever, beloved by young
and old, who know him as one of
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generous heart; has more than once
perilled his life for others; aud has
never done otherwise than as became
a son trained by such a father as his,
until sharp misery, and despairing
love for his sick wife, led him to
listen to the voice of the tempter in
that matter of the harc! And finally,
my Lord, yesterday, immediately after
hLe had his irons put on, and was placed
in the coudemmned cell, T was with
him; and, by all his hopes of Heaven,
he solemnly asseverated his total in.
nocence, and his absolute ignorance
of the person who did, or the manner
in which was done, this horrible mur-
der; and that, too, when T had, to the
best of my power, taught him that he
had looked his last on life—that HERE-
AFTER was close upon him. And, my
Lord, by my own hopes, and in the
presence of Him whom I serve, I
verily believe, notwithstanding all ap-
pearances, that this man is innocent,
or I should not have been this day
with your lordship, in whose just
hands,” said Mr Hylton, with a sigh,
“I now leave the matter,”

“It is one, Mr Hylton, of some difli-
culty, and requires a consideration,”
sald the Chief Justice; * which must
be, as far as possible, perfectly dis-
passionate, and as deliberate as the
urgency of the case will admit of. I
shall read over my notes of ‘the evi-
dence with carve, and give my best
attention to all that you have so dis-
creetly, and so eloquently, urged upon
me this cvening. You must, if you
please, leave with me that letter
which you received from Mrs Merton;
and, if you feel disposed to return
hither in two hours’ time, you shall
know my decision.”

Seeing by his countenance and
manner, that the Chicf Justice de-
sived to be immediately left aloue,
Mr Hylton withdrew, his lordship
bidding him good evening cordially,
but so very gravely, that he thercby
unconsciously shot dismay into the
soul of Mr Hylton. As the latter
quitted the library, the butler ap-
pruuched, bringing him his hat and
stick, witl great respect, and in si-
lence ; and the next moment he was
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alone in the open air—determining to
pace the gloomy square in which the
Chief Justice’s house was situated, or
the immediate neighbourhood, till the
two hours should have expired. How
anxiously, as he walked about, did he
revolve In his mind all that had taken
place !—whether he had omitted any-
thing, or urged anything ineffectual-
ly! Also he pondered the whole de-
meanour of the grave and discreet
Chief Justice; his significant speech,
his significant silence; how his prac-
tised judicial mind would be likely to
view the case; and then good Mr
Hylton thought within himself how
he would decide the case, were it in
Lis bands. At length, after having
pulled out hiswatch more than twenty
times, and waited for at least three
minutes beyond the appointed two
hours, Mr Hylton presented himself
again at the Chief Justice's door;
another person mounting the steps at
the same time, and whose face NMr
Hylton imagined that he had seen
somewlere before, This was, in fact,
the Chief Justice's head clerk, who
had been shortly before summoned
to attend his lordship immediately.
‘When the door was opcened, this geun-
tleman went at once to the library,
and, having knocked, was admitted ;
while Mr Hyiton was shown into a
large empty dining-room adjoining.
DPresently he heard the library door
opened ; steps across the hall; then
the street door opencd and closed;
and then he, too, was shown into the
library, where sat the Chief Justice,
looking somewhat fatigued, and in
the act of returning his watch into
its place.

“Well, Mr Hylton,” said his lord-
ship calmly, “after much considera-
tion of all the facts of the case, in
all their bearings, as far as I could,
I have felt myself at liberty to order
a temporary—a bricf—respite for the
prisoncr "—

“God bless your lordship! God be
thanked!” commenced Mr Hylton ex-
citedly ; but was promptly checked,
for the Chicf Justice elevated his
finger, and slowly shook his head in
a scrious and admonitory manner.
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“T have thought it right, after your
strenuous and advised representations,
to afford a little time for further in-
quiry ; but am bound to tell you,
that 1 feel the reverse of being san-
guine as to the ultimate issue. The
more I consider it, the blacker scems
the case against the prisoner, as it
was proved at the trial before me
and the public; but God forbid that,
when human life is at stake, the
faintest chance of saving it, and pre.
venting the dismal spectacle of an
innocent man’s life being taken from
him, through a mistake of the law,
shonld be thrown away. All your
energies must from this moment be
exerted to establish facts tending to
raise a very strong presumption,
against fearfully strong appearances.
For this purpose I have granted a
delay of a fortnight, that all neces.
sary inquiries may be set on faot,
especially with regard to the letter
spoken of in that which you left with
me; and you will have the goodness,
by the way, at the earliest moment
that is practicable, to forward to me
that other letter. It is right to in.
timate to you that, should you be so
fortunate in your exertions, as, on a
proper representation to the Earl of
Milverstoke, to prevail on his lord-
ship to concur in recommending the
prisoner to the merciful consideration
of the Crown, expressing a doubt as
to the guilt of the prisoner, it might
be attended with an important and
beneficial effect, as coming from so
distinguished and deeply injured a
prosecutor.”” To this suggestion Mr
Hylton listened in silent despair.
“What use is to be made by the pri-
soner of this brief extension of his
earthly carcer none knows better,
reverend sir, than yourself, and I pre-
sume not to say a word on that sub-
ject. Humanity plaivly dictates one
thing—the steadfast depression of the
prisoner's hopes to the Jowest point
possible, lest the result of your
charitable interference should have
been only to inflict twice on him
the pangs of death. Good-by, Mr
Hylton, good-by; God speed your
efforts, and if the prisoncr be inno-
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cent, may your excrtions to prove it
succeed.”

« But the respite, my Lord—I beg
your lordship's pardon—but Monday
morning is awfully near us; when
will your lordship order "

“Your anxiety, sir, is only natural ;
but you may safely leave that matter
in my bands,” said the Chief Justice.
“It has been already seen to: the
respite you may regard as already on
its way: it will be forwarded, for
your consolation I may tell you, by
two separate Government messcngers,
and reach the gaol, at the latest; to-
morrow afternoon.”

Mr Hylton saw plainly that the
matter might not be pressed further;
but what would he not have given
to be permitted, if practicable, to ac-
company one of the bearers of the
prectous little documents, which some
ten minutes before had been signed
in daplicate by the Chief Justice, di-
recting exccution upon Adam Ayliffe
not to be done until the Monday fort-
night from the date of that erder of
the Chief Justice. So, with a heart
beating gratitude to that merciful and
considerate judge, Mr Hylton respect-
fully took leave, and walked with
buoyant spirits and quick steps to
his inn, thinking to return by that
night's coach, but which he found,
to hig concern, had left upwards of
two hours before: Mr Hylton having
supposed that it would quit Loudon
at the same hour as it passed through
Milverstoke—a mistake which he
would soon have found out, but for
his being so completely absorbed in
the pressing and all-important affair
which had brought him up to Lon-
don. Unless he had taken a post-
chaise all the way, which no adequate
necessity justified him, under the cir-
cumstances, in doing, and for which,
indeed, he had not by him the re-
quisite funds, nor knew where to ob.
tain them at a moment’s notice in
London, he could not veach the county
town in which at that moment lay
the miserable object of his solicitude
before seven o’clock in the evening,
by an carly moyning coach, which did
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not start from the inn at which he
was staying, but from another, in a
different part of the town. On reach-
ing his iun, he went straight to bed,
quite overpowered with long want of
rest, travelling, and mental exhaus-
tion; but directed himself to be called
at half-past three o'clock without fail,
that he might be in time for the early
coach, which left at half-past four
o'clock. The moment, however, that
he got into bed, he sunk into the
black abyss of forgetfulness, into sleep
unbroken and profound ; and when he
awoke, scarcely knew where he was:
the place around him was quite
strange, the sun shonebrightly, and for
several minutes he seemed struggling
out of some wild and gloomy dream.
A guard’s horn pealing in the coach-
yard beneath him, however, effcctually
recalled his scattered faculties, and
forth he sprung from his bed in con-
sternation. It was nearly nine o’clock,
and the coach by which he had hoped
to start, was then some forty miles on
its way towards Milverstoke! He
rang his bell hurriedly; and all he
could learn from the Boots was, that
he had knocked till he was tired, and
bad even come into the room and
spoken to Mr Hylton, who answered
him, but must have fallen asleep again.
There was no help forit. He was not
a man to curse, in a dilemma such as
this, himself and everybody and every-
thing about him. A misfortune had
occurred, which appeared to have been
inevitable; and 1n rcality no one so-
ever was to blame. He Lad nothing
for it now but to secure a place by a
coach starting at seven o'clock that
evening ; and having done so, he be-
took himself to the nearest church,
and attended the service there, and
again at Westminster Abbey in the
afternoon—fecling during the day no
little misgiving concerning the duty
at his own church, and whether, alas !
there should have been no one found,
at such short notice, to do it all. As
he went to the Abbey, and also as he
came away after the service, he called
at the Seeretary of State’s office, but
all there was silent, and apparently
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deserted—the sentry gravely telling
him that no one attended there on
Sundays. But it occurred to Mr Hyl-
ton, nevertheless, to knockandinquire;
and it was very fortunate that he
did so, for he found that no less a per-
souage than an Under Sceretary and
several clerks were there, engaged on
important business connected with
apprehended disturbances in the North.
With no little difliculty, Mr Hylton
obtained access to one of the chief
clerks; and from him learnt that a
communication had been received
over-night from the Chief Justice, of
Lis having ordered afortnight's respite
to Adam Ayliffe, under sentence of
death for the murder of Lord Alk-
mond ; that two duplicate orders to
that effecthad been forthwith despatch-
ed by special messengers, who would
deliver them, during the ensuing after-
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noon, into the hand of the proper aw
thorities,

“ But forgive my anxietyin a matter
in which I have taken a deep interest,”
said Mr Hyltou: “Suppose the mes-
sengers should happen to miscarry 2™

‘It may, of course, be the worse for
the prisoner,” replied the clerk some-
whatimpatiently; “but suppose thesky
were to fall—you know the saying,
sir. A special messenger miscarry,
sir! Was ever such athing heard of 2

With such consolation as could be
derived from this somewhat irritaole
official, who was not overpleased at
his extra day’s work at the office, Mr
ITylton departed, without having ask-
ed several other questions which had
occurred to him, concerning the aid of
Government in the inquiries which
were to be set on foot, as suggested by
the Lord Chief Justice.

CHAPTER X.

Ar seven o’clock, precisely, Mr Hylton .

took his place on the coach, which in
due course would bring him to the
county town where Ayhife lay await-
ing a fate only, by extraordinary ex-
ertions on the part of Mr Hylton,
{)ostponed for a few fleeting days; and
he purposed sending on his portman.
teau to the inn at Milverstoke, himself
staying behind to have an interview
at the gaol with poor Ayliffe, and
possibly his father. As he travelled
along, he calmly reviewed the occur-
rences of the last few days, and agi-
tating and alarming as they were,
thought that strcaks of light were
really beginning faintly to glistea in
the murky horizon, and felt devout
thankfulness at the prospect of his
being permitted to be an humble in-
strument in the hands of Providence,
of rescuing an innocent man from an
iguominious death. What, he began-

to inquire, would be the cffect of this
respite on the mind and heart of Ay-
liffe? As they drew near the county
town, about ten o'clock in the morn.
ing, he pictured to himself the dismal
scene which might, but for his exer.
tions, have met their eyes that morn-
ing in passing the gaol. As they
rolled rapidly onward, he was struck
with the numerous foot-passengers
whom they met, and in increasing
numbers; and at length~—how shall it
be written ?—he almost fell from his
seat; for he heard the voice of a per-
son who held a long printed paper in
his hand, shouting.

“ Why, sir—Parson Hylton—sir "—
sald the coachman, drawing up hur-
riedly fora moment, *sir, how’sthis?—
They're crying Adam Ayliffe’s last
dying speech, and full confession of
the murder of Lord Alkmond!™”

And sure enough, the man near
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them announced *thelast dying speech
and confession of Adam Ayliffe, who
was hanged this morning for the mur-
der of "—

“ Let me get down,” said Mr Hyl-
ton, faintly, turning deadly pale: “ Am
I dreaming ? What inscrutable dispen-
sation of Providence is this? Have,
then, both the special messengers mis-
carried, after all ? or has Lord Farn-
borough thought fit to overrule the
Chief Justice ? Oh, horror!" thought
he—and all this with lightning rapid-
ity. He staggered towards the man
who had the papers, eagerly snatched
one of them out of his hand, and found
that there was no name of Adam Ay-
liffe whatever in them. Nor had the
crier deliberately falsified the contents
of his gloomy documents; but having
obtained a number of them to dispose
of, and not having heard of the respite
which had arrived for the great crimi-
nal, whose expected execution was the
talk of the county, had taken it for
granted that he had suffered in due
course ; the fact being, that there
really had been an execution that
morning at the gaol, but only of the
two men convicted at the beginning
of the Assizes, for stealing the pair of
shoes at the fair, and the cheese from
the dairy. Poor souls, they had died,
it seemed, with great penitence, ac-
knowledging, if not the lenity of the
laws, the justice of the sentence under
which they suffered ; for, indeed, how
could they do otherwise, when the
cheese and the shoes had been found
in their actual possession ? Their last
moments had been, however, a little
disturbed at the sudden, and, as it
seemcd to them, unjust escape of their
expected fellow-sufferer, the murderer;
a complaiut, as Mr Hylton afterwards
learnt from the chaplain, which was
one of the very latest among the words
spoken by them on earth. The gal-
lows, having performed its deadly
office, was being taken down, as Mr
Hylton, with avcerted eyes and a sick-
ened heart, made his way to the gaol
through the remains of a far greater
erowd than would have been drawn
together to witness the exit of the
two poor thieves. In answer to his
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hurried inquiry, how Ayliffe had borne
the temporary postponement of his
sentence, the turnkey to whom he
spoke informed him that the man was
pretty well considering, but that there
had been a great stir when the news
came. Mr Hylton was immediately
introduced to the chaplain in the gov-
ernor's room, and found, to his cou-
solation, that the considerate Chief
Justice had caused the respite to be
accompanicd by an injunction to the
authorities to warn the prisoner, that
the only use which he ought to make
of the few days longer allowed to him
on earth, should be to prepare the
better for hereafter. No intimation
had reached the prison of the grounds
oun which the respite had been obtain-
ed; and Mr Hylton abstained from
satisfying the curiosity or anxiety of
even the chaplain and governor. With
equal discretion, he left the prison
withouthaving had any interview with
Ayliffe, in order to be spared useless
pain, and avoid questions causing an
agonising embarrassment. The chap-
lain had been intrusted with the criti-
cal task of communicating to Ayliffe
the unexpected result of Mr Hylton’s
unknown exertions on his behalf; the
intelligence arriving only a few hours
after Ayliffe, and the two other capital
convicts, had partaken of the sacra-
ment, He bore the agitating commu-
nication in total silence, but shortly
afterwards became wildly excited, in
spite of all the earnest cautions of the
chaplain, expressing his conviction
that, by some providential means, his
innocence had been discovered and his
life spared ; and it was not till after he
had become calmer that the official
document was shown him, by which
his wretched life was extended for one
fortnight longer, and one fortnight only.
Shortly afterwards he became very
desponding : and when his father was
admitted to him, wept bitterly, and
lamented that his troubles were pro-
longed, and that his peace of mind
was endangered. The old mau him-
self had been tenderly and discreetly
dealt with, on being told of the respite,
by the chaplain; who had already con-
ceived a great respect for him, infl.
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nitely heightened by the firmness and
composure with which he received the
intelligence, and conducted himself
towards his son. With what tempered
sternness and affection did he enforce
the teaching of the chaplain, and de-
press the wildand unwarrantable hopes
of him who still hung suspended over
the grave, as it were, by only one
single hair of his head !

Serious and anxious was the frame
of mind with which Mr Hylton now
rode on to Milverstoke. e felt the
fearful responsibility which his ener-
getic humanity had entailed upon him,
Iest he should have really, in the preg-
nant langnage of the Chief Justice,
done no more than twice inflics the
pangs of death on the eonviet, and
awfully perilled his religious condi-
tion. He also thought with momen-
tary trepidation of the Earl of Milver-
stoke, and the effect upon him which
the intelligence of the respite might
have had; especially when he should
have heard through whose agency it
had been brought about; and, more-
over, the result of Captain Lutteridge’s
interview with the Earl, Mr Hylton
had yet to learn. On that score, how-
ever, his uncertainty, at all events,
might soon be relieved, for his way
lay within half a mile of the barracks;
to which, accordingly, on arriving at
the road leading up to them, he di-
rected his horse’s head, and rode at a
quickenied pace. On cntering the
room in which his intervicw with the
Captain had taken place, that officer
quickly made his appearance, in full
uniform, his men being drawn up,
ready for drill, on the ground opposite
to the window ; and his manner secem-
ed to Mr Hylton cold and constrained.

‘“ Look you, reverend sir,” said Cap-
tain Lutteridge, closing the mess-room
door after him, “I was as good as my
word ; went straight to my Lord Mil-
verstoke; and sorry I amthat I thought
of going. It has done you no service,
sir, and 1 have greatly angered (about
which I care not) and grieved my
Lord Milverstoke, for which I do care
greatly.”

1 deeply regret to hear it,” replied
My Hylton; *but permit me to ask
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what was the result of your interview ?
Are you at liberty to tell me what
you went to inquire about? "

“ No, sir,” answered Captain Lut-
teridge, peremptorily.

“No!” echoed Mr Hylton, with a
dismayed air.

‘" Not one word, sir!”

Mr Hylton felt distressed and con-
founded. Here had broken down,
suddenly and altogether, one of the
Erops on which rested the precious

ut precarious fabric of his hopes for
Ayliffe. A miserable beginning was
this of lis fortnight's exertions !
 Perhaps, Captain Lutteridge, you
have heard of the respite for a few
days, which T have succeeded in ob-
taining ?”

“ Yes, sir, last night.”

“TI trust that you heard with some
satisfaction the news that a fellow-
creature may be spared from suffering
unjustly an ignominious death?”

“ Sir, I say I heard it, and T wish
nobody to die unjustly; but how he
can die unjustly, whom the law hath
ordered to die, I know not. If this
man be hanged when his respite is
over, doubtless it will be all right,
being according to law. Had I been
he, I would rather have had it all over
at once, being so near it; now he will
die every day till it is over.” His
words smote the heart of his listener.
* For this reason, sir, when a court-
martial orders sentence of death, we
carry it into effect quickly—the thing
is over, forgotten, and the men return
to duty.”

“ But suppose the man shot were
not really guilty ?”

“That,” said the Captain, drily,
“ pever occurred in my time.”

Mr Hylton sighed: he saw that it
was useless to reason with the im.
practicable soldier, who, morcover,
glauced once or twice at his men
through the window, as though he
wished to mounthis horse immediately.

' Pardon me, Captain, as I fear I
detain you; but this wretched person’s
life seems now, in a manner, depen-
dent on my exertions!”

“ Yes, sir, as doubtless you must
have well considered beforehand. But,



NOW AND THEN.

by the way,” added the Captain sud-
denly, “on what grounds did you get
the respite, sir? Of course you said
nothing of the matter on which we
spoke here, sir? "

% Captain Lutteridge,” said Mr Hyl-
ton, with dignity, “Tam a gentleman,
as are you; and though a Clristian
minister, struggling on behalf of one
condemned unjustly, as I verily be-
lieve, to death, I could not break my
promise, though, I own, with a con-
science grievously disquieting me at
the time, as it has also done ever since.”

“] hope quite unnecessarily,” said
the Captain, with a quaintly-confident
air,

“ But understand me, sir, when 1
say this: [ must tell you, in candour,
but in perfect truth and houour, that,
to some extent, I made use of the fact
that"—

“Hollo! How, sir? —how’s that,
sir ? 7 interrupted the Captain, his
whole face becoming suddenly flushed.

“ Hear me, Captain Lutteridge, ”
said Mr Hylton, calmly ; “hear what
passed between the Lord Chief Justice
and myself. I placed my application
to him on four distinct grounds; and
one of them certainly related to what
had passed between us "'—

“ The d— it did!—1I beg your
pardon, sir, but by ——! 1 can’t help
1t, sir, though you're a pavson ; but"—
burst out the Captain, who seemed as
if he were going into a frenzy.

*1 say, sir,” continued Mr Hylton,
eyeing him with stern steadfastness,
—“that onc of those four things relat-
ed to what had passed between us;
only glancing, however, at it.”

“'Go on, sir! Go on, sir!—If you
please, that is,” said the Captain, with
ill-suppressed vehemence.

“1 will, sir, if you interrupt me
pot,” said Mr Hylton, thoroughly
rouscd, and speaking with a delibe-
rate determination which instantly
arrested the Captain’s impetuosity;
but he walked to and fro hastily, his
boots clattering, perhaps, a very trifie
more than they needed to have done,
“I told the Judge that some one in
Court had heard him inquire whether
any one could say why Lord Alkmond
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had quitted the Castle at so late an
hour of the mnight; had afterwards
communicated with a person, whoe
thought it possible, and only possible,
that he might be able to throw some
light on the matter, but must first ob-
tain the permission of some one else;
was attempting to do so when I quit-
ted Milverstoke ; and that, till 1 re-
ceived express permission, I could say
no morc on the business. I also said
that the person who had spoken to me
had expressed his opinion that the
conversation would prove to have no
bearing on the case.”

“Yes, yes, I did say that—1I did, I
recollect ; but, excuse me, reverend
sir,” he added with a somewhat puz-
zled air, ¢ I did not quite understand
all that went before ; 'twas too long:
I ask the favour of you to repeat it,

Mr Hylton deliberately repeated
what he had said, adding,

“But I never made the slightest
mention of Lord Milverstoke, nor you,
sir, nor of any one about you ; nor spoke
of any officer being concerned ; nor of
this place ; nor of Milverstoke Castle.”

“Well, sir,” said the Captain, ap-
parently relieved, yet evidently not
perfectly satisfied, “I suppose that
that would not give the Lord Chief
Justice any inkling, eh? These great
lawyers can find out so much more in
everything than we can.—Eh? how is
it, really, sir?”

“You know, Captain Lutteridge,
now, as much as T do; and let me
add that, in my opinion, this did not
form one of the grounds upon which
the Lord Chief Justice proceeded in
granting the respite ; but he went
principally on another very remark.
able circumstance, freshly "—

“Egad ! so one of our men outside
there told Lieutenant Wylsden, this
morning, that something strange had
turned up. What is it, if it please
you, reverend sir? " inquired the Cap-
tain eagerly.

“Forgive me, Captain Lutteridge;
but at present it would be premature,”
replicd Mr Hylton, guessing that good
Mys Hylton must have been talking
a little on the subject, since his de-
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arture.  “T have yet to ask, did

ord Milverstoke distinctly refuse to
allow you to tell me that which you
went to ask his leave to do? "

*“8ir, T have given you an answer,
and cannot go further. I am not at
liberty to do what you ask, and will
not.”

“ Did his lordship know of the mat-
ter, ov did you first tell him?”

** 8ir, I shall—thatis, sir, I can say
nothing more than that you get not
one syllable on this matter from me:
and — harke'e, sir,” he added very
significantly, “T wish you well out of
asking my Lord Milverstoke your-
self ; but my men, reverend sir, are
waiting, and I bid you good morning.”

So ended this disheartening inter-
view; Mr Hylton remounting his
horse and quitting the barrack-yard
much more depressed than he had
entered it. He was about to turn
back, toinquire of Captain Lutteridge
whether he had told the Earl who had
gone to London on the business of the
respite ; but hearing the Captain’s
loud voice giving the word of com-
mand, he abstained, and continued
his cheerless exit.

As he neared the village, he over-
took an increasing number of persons,
who appeared as if they had walked
from some distance. The faces of
many of them he knew : they saluted
him as he quickly passed, with a dash
of awe and expectation in their respect-
ful obeisances. He quickened his pace
to escape from the gaze of eager scru-
tiny, and at length increased his speed;
but that only added to the excitement
ofthose whobeheld and were overtaken
by him ; and by the time that he had
reached his own gateway, he was al-
most hemmed in by a little crowd,
which in a quarter of an hour's time
had nearly doubled their numbers ; so
that he was forced to quit the room
again, leaving Mrs Hylton no little
excited with what was going on; and
approaching his gateway, he assured
the erowd, who instantly uncovered
and became silent, that Ayliffe had
got a fortnight’s —and only a fort-
night’s — respite, because of some
little doubts about his guilt; and then
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Mr Hylton earnestly besought them
to go away immediately and peace-
ably; and was obeyed within as short
a fime as could have been reasonably
expected.

But what had been the first thing
which occurred to him on entering the
parsonage? A letter lay on the table,
unopened, even by auxiously curious
Mrs Hylton—it baving arrived only
same half an hour before her husband’s
return—bcaring a great black coron-
eted seal, and being addressed to him
in Lord Milverstoke's handwriting,
with that formidable name at full
length, in the corner of the letter.
Mr IIylton, with forced calmness,
opened it, and read as follows:—

¢ CASTLE, Monday, 8 o’clock, A.M,

“ The Earl of Milverstoke requests
(the word originally written was vis-
ibly ‘desires’) the attendance of Mr
Hylton at the Castle, as soon after his
arrival from London as possible.”

Mr and Mrs Hylton looked at one
another in silence for a few moments,
as soon as they had read this omin-
ously laconic summons, the signifi-
cance of which they had been hurried-
ly discussing, at the moment of Mr
Hrylton’s quitting her, to dismiss the
little crowd assembled before his door.

1 do not perfectly like the peremp-
tory authoritative tone of this note,”
said he to Mrs Hylton; “but let us
not be quick at taking offence, when
none may be intended. As one of his
lordship’s occasional chaplains, he has
a right to command my services; but
if he consider that, being his chaplain,
1 have no right to endeavour to rescue
one whom I believe an innocent man
from an infamous death, I will, with
God's blessing, prove my right, and
disprove that which he assumes.”

“My dear Henry, you will have a
terrible scene to encounter, I see too
plainly,” said his wife, apprehen-
sively. ..

“ Painful, Mary—very, very painful
it may be; but what is to ferrify a
man supported by a sense of duty, cx-
ercising an unquestionable right, and
that, too, in so sacred a cause? My
parishioner, Ayliffe, shall not die
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wrongfully, if T can lift up a finger to
prevent it, did I live surrounded by
forty Lords Milverstoke. If he be
one of the great nobles of the earth,
think, my Mary, of Him whose servant
I am !—whose bidding I do—ay, and
will do, though hell itself should rise
against me! And in my Master’s
name, the Lorp of Lorns and Kine of
Kimxes, will I encounter this proud
Earl, and, it may be, humble him into
submission to the will of God, and
make him yield to the dictates of our
better nature!” Mrs Hylton flung
her arms round her husband with
fond enthusiasm, and sobbed.

“But, I must say, there are great
allowances to be made for him,” said
she presently. * What would be our
feelings, dearest Henry, if this loved
one of ours—our only one—were’'—
She suddenly stopped.

“ Sweet soul!” exclaimed her father,
looking tenderly at the little girl, who
was listening absorbedly to this col-
loquy between her parents; ‘dear
soul! I should wish to accompany
thee to Heaven, however black and
horrible might be thy path thither!
And I would pray for grace to forgive
thy murderers ; and if I could not get
that grace, then wouldst thou, beloved
one! be an angel in Heaven, and I,
thy unhappy father, be for ever ex-
cluded. This my Master hath tanght
me—this He hath most expressly told
me! Come hither, my lictle Mary,
and let me feel thy arms about me,
strengthening me in my religion; for
of such as thon art, is the kingdom of
Heaven!”

The child sprang into his open arms
and sobbed aloud ; he folded her fondl
to his breast, in silence ; and Mrs Hyfi
ton’s tears fell fast. She gazed at her
husband with almost reverend love
and admiration ; for, as he spoke, there
beamed upon his harassed features an
expression that was heavenly. For
him she entertained no fears whatever;
she knew his utter devotion to his call-
ing; his lofty sense of the greatness of
his office ; his unwavering faith ; his
indomitable courage. She knew well,
algo, his discretion ; his complete com-
mand of temper ; jn short, the simpli-
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city and elevation of his whole charac-
ter. That minister of God was indeed
s burning and a shining light, which,
placed on an eminence, would have
scattered far a blessed radiance ; but
a Wispom unquestionable, and by him
unquestioned, had placed him, not on
the mountain, but in the valley; had
assigned him a remote and obscure
station in the great vineyard. But
how noble the opportunity of doing
good that seemed now afforded him!
Already had he felt stirring within
him energies, the existence of which
he bad not known, till they were thus
unexpectedly called into action; and
at the moment of his thus conversing
with Mrs IIylton, he experienced but
one serious anxiety-—— lest the Earl,
fatally for his own final peace and
happiness, should be permitted to
harden himself into hopeless inhuman-
ity, and, in the inscrutable wisdom of
the great Orderer of all events, suc-
ceed in intercepting the flow of merey
—nay, of Justice : and gloat over the
sacrifice of one, as guilty, whose inno-
cence he himself would, however un-
consciously, have prevented from be-
ing vindicated. Mr Hyltou knew the
substantial nobleness of the Earl's
character, with all the faults which
cast baleful shadows around it; and
those faults were exactly such as might
now be expected in fulfroperation and
activity,—hideous serpents writhing
around a black pillar of pride. Alas!
blind and deadly animosity and re-
venge would now disguise themselves
as retribution and justice! How were
they to be unmasked ?

To Tord Milverstoke's significant
summons, Mr Hylton returned a cour-
teous reply, which was carried back
by one of the Earl's servants, who had
been sent a second time to know
whether Mr Hylton had returned from
London. His note simply excused its
writer till the evening, at a named
hour, on the reasonable and true plea
of extreme fatigue from having travel-
led all night, and also having some
matters of importance to trausact
during the day, in consequence of his
sudden absence from home. Lord
Milverstoke’s, however, was not the
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only letter which had awaited the ar-
rival of Mr Hylton. It seemed that,
during the Saturday, Mr Merton, the
husbandof Mr Hylton’s correspondent,
who, unknown to herself, had rendered
him such service with the Lord Chief
Justice, having returned home late on
the Triday cvening, and perceiving
the possible importance of the com-
munication mentioned in Mrs Merton's
note, resolved to set off with the Tetter
itself, at an early hour on the Satur-
day morning, to the parsonage at Mil-
verstoke.  He had left the letter with
Mrs Hylton, finding the errand on
which Mr Hylton had gone to London,
whom he heartily wished God.speed ;
and, moreover,relieved the good lady’s
anxieties concerning her husband’s
duty on the morrow, by pledging him-
self either personally to occupy the
pulpit aud reading-desk at Milverstoke
church, or provide some one who
would ; which done, he returned home ;
and it may be as well to say, that he
proved able to perform his promise. A
crowded and very attentive congrega.
tion heard both the morning aud after-
noon service ; their prayers being de-
sired ““for one appointed to die, and
for others dangerously ill and greatly
distressed in mind.” Most, if not all
of those present, thought only of the
condemned criminal, his sick wife, and
troubled father ; but others bethought
themsclves alse of the Lady Alkmond,
lying dangerously ill, and piously in-
cluded her in their prayers.

Neither the Earl nor Lady Emily
made their appearance at the church.
There had been a kind of gloomy ex.
citement throughout the village and
neighbourhood during the Saturday
and Sunday, rising high on its being
discovercd that Mr Hylton had sud-
deuly gone up to London on behalf of
Ayliffe—being supposed to have had
very sufficient reasons for so doing.
When, however, good Mrs Hylton, in
the fulness of her feeling heart, let out
to Mrs Wigley, the churchwarden's
wife (who told it to her husbaud, and
he to the doctor and surveyor, and
they to many others), the purport of
the mysterious letter from Mrs Mer-
ton, the public feeling quickly rose
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to a pitch of painful intensity. But
when, above al, news came down from
London on the Sunday night, by the
coach which had passed through the
county town, that a respite, or a re-
prieve, had actually arrived, the feel-
ings which it excited cannot be de-
seribed. In spite of black appearauces,
Ayliffe’s high character had proved,
for a long time, like a buckler against
reproach and suspicion, till the trial;
when the reported stern concurrence
of the Lord Chief Justice with the ver-
dict of the jury, staggered the strong-
est friend of the convicted. Now, how-
ever, that a reprieve had arrived—
which was believed to have emanated
direetly from his Majesty, as a personal
act—the tide was entirely turned in
Ayliffe’s favour, and good Mr Hylton
given credit for a very potent influ-
ence over the will and pleasure of his
sovereign. Hence the excitement
which had attended his return—an ex-
citement which would have manifested
itself in a less subdued manner, but
for a consideration of the peculiar and
painful position of the Eail of Milver-
stolce. The following is an exact copy
of the letter, the alleged existence of
which had, almost alone, wrung the
respite from the hesitating Chief Jus-
tice of England :—

“DuNKiIrk, 15tk March.
“Reverend Mr Merton,

“Being at this present here,
sir, at which place a man of which I
had been shipmate in another coaster,
of which I am no longer on board, but
in another vesscl that I am mate of,
and the reason of this trouble to you,
sir (which have doubtless forgot Jack
Jevons, whose mother you knew in
Midgecombe), is my seeing the County
Paper which he show’d me on Sunday
last, where is described the horrid mur-
der of Lord Alkmond by somebody
caught, but, reverend sir, perhaps
others had hands in it, as this may
show and my log-book too which I
writ it in at the time, that is that as
our boat was rowiug back from the
shore to the ship, this last was about
two miles off,in a line with Milver-
stoke Castle (S.8.E.} on the exact same
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night of that murder, and the man (his
name is Jno. Harrup) heard gun-fire
in the wood once or twice near the
Castle, and just then saw one or (may
be) two men running like for life along
the shore to the east, thinking them
running away only from sport, because
cateh’d in the woods, and poaching,
Jno, Harrup was only 4 or 5 hundred
yards from the shore, which I entered
in my log all on that day and Harrup
is still here, only we are going up
further than this before we return,
which will be very soon, and God send
us good trading in these quarters, and
best respects (and hope of forgiving
this trouble) from Rev. Sir, yrs’ mo.
dutifully; and to command ; (the name
of this vessel is the Murning Star).
J. Jevons. (Putting up in London at
Wapping, at the Commodore Anson).”

Addressed—‘‘ The Rev. Mr Merton,
Rector of the Parish, Midgecombe.”

After perusing and re-Perusing this
guaint, but, in Mr Hylton’s estimation,
all.important document, the suspicion
hinte(fat by the Chief Justice, that it
might be only some cunning device to
mislead justice, flickered »”*h cruel
frequency around Mr Hyscon’s mind.
Yet there secmed an authentie air
about the letter ; and Mr Merton had
assured Mrs Hylton, that he distinctly
recollected a young man called Jack
Jevons living at Midgecombe, about
seven or eight years before, but of
whom he knew little except that he
was the son of a worthy widow (a
parishioner of Mr Merton’s), since
dead, and had run off to sea, to her
great displeasure ; but Mr Merton had
never heard of anything to the disad-
vantage of Jevons; and, since receiv-
ing the letter, had, through inquiries
made by one of his servants, heard
that Jevons was really the mate of
some coasting vessel. However this
might be, Mr Hylton’s first business
was to make an exact transcript of
this letter; and then, in performance
of his promise, he enclosed the original
to the Lord Chief Justice, putting his
packet with his own hand, and in the
presence of a witness, into the post-
office. He also sent by a special mes-
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senger a note addressed to Mr Mel
combe, an able and experienced attor-
ney, in a neighbouring town, request-
ing his attendance at the parsonage,
at an early hour in the ensuing morn-
ing, on a matter of importance ; which
consisted, in fact, of the energetic pro-
secution of inquiries concerning the
writer of the above letter, and whether
or not he had returned to England, or
if not, where the ship might now be,
and whether, and how, it could be dis-
covered, 1f Ayliffe’s earthly salvation
dependedon the issueof these inquiries,
and within the time already limited,
how awfully precarious his fate !
Having bhad some trifling repose
during the afternoon, and partaken of
a spare dinuer, Mr Hylton ordered his
horse to the door; and having made
another copy of the letter on which
so much depended, he carefully placed
it in his pocket-book, and set off, in
a pious, firm, and solemn spirit, for
Milverstoke Castle, which he reached
about seven o'clock. As usual, when
he went unattended, he turned off
into a by-path which led, at a few
hundred yards’ distance from the
Castle, towards the stables; and there
dismounting, gave his horse into the
care of a groom, who, hastily trans-
ferring his charge to another, ran off
at top speed in an opposite direction,
while Mr Hylton slowly made his
way back into the main path which
led to the front of the Castle. He
walked thoughtfully along; and on
reaching the door by which he usually
entered, was spared the trouble of
announcing his arrival, by a servant
who was stationed there holding the
door half open. He raised his finger
towards his lips, and then said in a
low tone, “The Lady Emily, sir, has
given orders that when you arrived
gou should be conducted into a cham-
er, for a short time, near her lady-
ship’s apartments, where her lady-
ship will speedily come to you.”
*Tell her ladyship,” said Mr Hyl-
ton, with some surprise, “that I will
await her arrival in any room she
Eleases, but that I earnestl request
er ladyshig to come quickly, for I
am here on business, doubtless of im-
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portance, with his lordship, and by
appointment.” He had not sat down
more than three or four minutes, and
was looking at his watch with fast
increasing anxiety, wheun the door
was opened quickly but silently, and
the slight, but tall and graceful,
ﬁ§ure of Lady LEmily entered, and
advanced to him, extending both her
hands, which were very cold as he
clasped them, and her face was deadly
pale.

“ Dear Mr Hylton, I hear that my
papa has sent for you. What is 1t
about ?” she inquired with eager ap-
prehension.

“I really Znow not, though T have
a suspicion, dearest Lady Emily ; his
lordship did not say, in his brief note,
why he wished to see me. Pray, did
he expect me sooner ? "

She looked down for a moment,
and after a hesitating pause, said, “1
believe he did, and was dreadfully
angry, 1 hear, at your not coming
earlier.”

“Have you scen his lordship to-
day ?"”

“Only for a moment, early in the
morning, but he did not see me;
and I never recollect him locking so
much agitated. Do you know a Cap-
tain Plumridge, or some such name, a
dragoon officer at the barracks? He
came here on Friday night, very late,
I am told. Dear Mr Hylton, what
did he come about?” said Lady
Emily anxiously.

“T cannot say that T do not know ;
but he came of his own free will to
ask his lordship a question, and I cer-
tainly was aware that he was com-
in .”

“ Was it "—she trembled visibly—
“was it to beg the life of—you know
—Mr Hylton—whom I mean?” con-
tinued the agitated girl.

“No, it was not, Lady Emily,” re-
plied Mr Hylton.

A sudden piercing glance of her
ustrous eyes fell upon him, with
an expression which he could not
at the moment fully understand;
and she sighed for some moments in
silence.

“Dear Mr Hylton, you know how
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I love you, and would believe you
against all the world,” said she, at
length, seizing his hand with con-
vulsive earnestness. “Do you think
this man ought not to die? Do yon
think he is innocent ? "

“In the most solemn manner I
assure you that, whether I be right or
wrong, I feel as certain of his inno-
cence as that the sun rose this morn-
ing!”

Her bright eyes were fixed upon
him with a mournful intensity as he
spoke, and her bosom heaved fast.

“ Then,” she said, in a tremulous
whisper, *you will NEvER get my
papa to believe ic! No, not if you
were an angel out of heaven, coming
down before his very cyes from the
clouds to tell him so!"

“Why, my dearest Lady Emily,
why say you so?" inquired Mr Hyl-
ton with great earnestness.

“Oh, I know it !” she replied, shak-
ing her head ; “and I am very, very
unhappy after what you have just
said ; and so will somebody else be,
when 1 tell her "—

“Dear Lady Emily,” said Mr Hyl-
ton, much moved, “1 know whom
youmean'! And does she forgive™—

“ Yes, she does! though she knows
not whether he be guilty or not of
this horrid crime. She has prayed to
God, so have I; and though he be
guilty, we both forgive him, and do
not wish him to die. And if he be
innocent! Oh, Mr Hylton! Then to
die! And my papa to wishit!”

The low thrilling voice in which
she uttered these emphatic words pro-
duced an indescribable effect on Mr
Hylton.

“You know what a dreadful day
we must have looked forward to in
this ” — she shuddered — * and when
we heard last night that it was ot to
occur "'—

“ My dear Lady Emily,” whispered
Mr Hylton, “I have no time to ex-
plain details ; but I must tell you that,
since the trial, a fact has come to light
tending strongly to show some other
hand engaged in this awful business
than that of poor Ayliffe! The finger
of Providence seems to have pointed
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out some traces, which with His bless-
ing may lead to"—

“Who is that? who is that?” in-
quired the terrified girl, hastily rising
from her chair, and opening the door.

It was her maid, who hurriedly
whispered that she had just heard
that his lordship had ordered horses
to be got ready to go instantly to the
parsonage.

“T must leave you; you must go to
my papa directly ! ” said she, with a
face full of alarm.

“ 1 will, dear Lady Emily "—

“ And oh, consider bis feelings ! "'—
her eyes filled suddenly with tears.

“T do! I will! —my heart bleeds
for him! I fear he will be exceeding-
ly angry with me for what I have
done.”

“] fear he will!” sighed Lady
Emily ; “ but—think of us when you
are with him ! and do not, for worlds
—no, not for worlds—let him know
that I have been with you!” Then
she hastily took from her bosom a
small black-edged packet, and put it
into Mr Hylton’s hands: “ You will
know what to do with this,” said she
earnestly : (it contained a £10 bank-
note). Another moment and she was
hastening along, followed by her maid,
to Lady Alkmond's chamber; and Mr
Hylton proceeded round to the front
door, and ringing the bell, was quick-
ly admitted, and walked with firm
step and yet firmer heart, following
one of the attendants who had usher-
ed Captain Lutteridge into the Earl's
presence, and who, now opening the
library door, announced Mr Hylton,
and, on lis entry, instantly withdrew.

“8o, sir,” said Lord Milverstoke in
a low hoarse voice, rising from his
chair, his eyes flashing the moment
that he saw Mr Hylton, “ you have
robbed the gibbet of its due, to-day !”
Mr Hylton slowly approached, with a
respectful inclination, towards a chair
which seemed to have been placed for
him, but remained standing beside it,
and spoke not, observing the fearful
excitement under which the Earl was
labouring : “1 say, sir, you have
robbed the gallows this day ! you have
made groans rise from the grave of
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the murdered ! ”* said the Earl, with a
vehemence of manner to which Mr
Hylton had never seen, or even ima-
gined, an approach.

“1 hope not, my Lord,” he com-
menced gravely.

“1say you have, sir! The dead in
their graves are crying out against

ou!”

“God forbid, my Lord! Nay, God
forbid ! "’ repeated Mr Hylton.

“Blood crieth out from the ground!
—And you have dared to interfere to
defeat the vengeance of Heaven !—
Presumptuous!™

*“You are labouring, my Lord, under
great excitement; let me implore of
you to endeavour to calm yourself,
and I will respectfully and readily
answer anything which your lordship
may demand of me. Recollect, my
Lord, that T have come willingly to
attend your lordship "—

“What have you been doing, sir?
You, having a sacred duty to me and
my family, being at present one of my
chaplains, sir, have bestirred yourself
—have busied yourself—have gone
about—to save the forfeited life of the
guilty—of him who did his endeavours
to blast me and my house—him whose
accursed body was forbidden to pollute
the grave! Yes, sir, such was the
voice of the laws of your country!
such the voice of justice! and you—
you forsooth l—have dared to step for-
ward and disobey and defeat that law,
and pervert that justice! What sir!”
the Earl started forward a step or two
nearer to Mr Hylton, who moved not,
“ would you, then, have that blood-
stained monster let loose upon me 2—
Am [—are I and mine—henceforth to
skulk in terror from the light of
day, for fear of the assassin? Oh!
hideous !—You ingrate! you meddling
priest !—There stand you, calm be-
fore my madness! madness which you
are bringing upon me !—which I feel
coming upon me—and all at the bid-
ding of one who was bound religiously
to me and mine!” The Earl stepped
back and threw himself down on the
couch ; the veins of his forehead were
swollen ; he shook perceptibly, and
uttered a groan that seemed rending
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open his breast, while his eycs were
fixed upon those of Mr Hylton, who
stood in an attitude of respectful firm-
ness. “ Why speak you not, sir?
Have you then no defence ?—no ex-
cuse ? Do you really stand there, sir,
and defy me?”

“Ohno, my Lord! no! I takeGod
to witness how my soul is torn at
beholding you; fearful as is your lan-
guage to be heard by a Christian, and
a Christian minister "—

“Bah ! talk not, sir, to me of your
Christian character!” thundered the
Earl. “ Where was "—

*Your lordship means not to insult
me, or outrage my sacred oflice,” said
Mr Hylton, with solemn composure ;
“too well I know your lordship's
lofty character. When yon are calmer,
you possess a soul loving justice; to
that soul I appeal—for that calmness
I wait ; T will then render fuoll account
of everything, even the smallest mat-
ter that I have done "—

“ Now, sir! now! the present mo-
ment! You shall have no pretence,
sir, for contriving evasive answers, or
cunning subterfuges! Sir, there is a
seat beside you! Mr Hylton—I re-
quest you—I beg—I desire—you to
be seated. DBegin! begin, sir!'—I am
calmer—I am calmer than I was—
calm I never shall be again—my soul
is shaken by your misconduct—your
cruelty—your perfidy ! "

“1f, my Lord, you desire me, as
distinctly as I may, to give an ac-
count of my doings, in this unhappy
business, I will at once "—

“Well, sir !—at last, then !—but re-
member, sir, two things I demand !'—
explain the past! forbear for the fu-
ture!—to those two, sir, address your
words !’

“ Have I, then, my Lord, really free
speech? Hear me first, my Lord, and
afterwards, if you choose, dismiss me
hence as you will, with whatever in-
dignity, with whatever reproach!”

“Gh! I am all ear, sir! all atten-
tion!" exclaimed Lord Milverstoke,
with an exhausted look, his eyes fixed
heavily on those of Mr Hylton, who,
with a dignified bearing and a pre-
sence of mind which had never for a
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momentdeserted him, inclined fowards
Lord Milverstoke with a countenance
full of respect and sympathy, believ-
ing now that the fearful storm had
spent its chief violence.

‘ Having leave, my Lord,” he be-
gan with quiet deliberation, * from
one who never once broke his word,
that I know of, and who, I verily be-
lieve, from his high nature, cannot, I
will spcak as becomes one man to
another, in the presence of Him who
made us both, and orders every event
that ever happened or can happen,
however mysterious and awful, His
nature being such. I will speak as
though I might never again speak
here, nor enter this Castle, I acknow-
ledge the duty I owe your lordship,
one that, humble and imperfect as
may be my mode of doing it, I would
earnestly desire to do,to the end of
my days,—or to the end of your lord-
ship’s will and pleasure. It was I
that buried your dead out of your
gight, my Lord, and in that awful
moment was so moved by your ma-
jestic sorrow, that I scarce could per-
form my sacred functions.” Lord Mil-
verstoke's eyes fell to the ground for
a moment, and his lips quivered, but
manifestly with no intention to speak,
and Mr Hylton's voice slightly trem-
bled : “ When you quitted that burial-
place, these eyes followed you, and
I breathed a humble Erayer to Al-
mighty God, that He who had broken,
would heal your heart—a prayer that
has seldom since been absent from
me, or forgotten when I offered up
my own supplications. My Lord, this
most cruel, this barbarous and most
bloody murder, is hideous at this
moment in my eyes, as in your lord-
ship’s : the vengeance of Heaven, of
Him to whom vengeance belongs,
will assuredly light upon the head of
him who did this deed, be it sooner,
be it later, than man may look for;
and I pray God that such vengeance,
if it be His will, may be swift. Now
crave I your lordship's most absolute
word and promise to be performed,
while [ say but little more. I know
not that I ever knowingly broke
my own word, or spoke that which I
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knew to be false; and so I now tell
your lordship firmly, even though a
thousand torturing racks were stretch-
ed in readiness before me, I believe
in my soul, in my soul of souls, that
this wretched man, Adam Ayliffe, is
innocent of this deed, for which he is
nevertheless doomed to die !” Lord
Milverstoke started from his chair,
his breast heaving suddenly and vio-
lently, and he walked to and fro for
a few moments in silence, while Mr
Hylton proceeded :—* I belicve that
had he been able, and had had the
opportunity, his giant strength would
have slain a thousand who had raised
a hand against the precious life of
your son; ay, or of any one else.”

“Oh! insupportable!—intolerable!”
vehemently muttered the Earl through
his closed teeth, as he paced to and
fro before Mr Hylton—looking, how-
ever, away from him, as if resolved
not to interrupt him.

“1 deliberately ackuowledge that,
as the case was proved at the trial on
Friday last, no other verdict than
Guilty would have been just "—

“0Oh! what candour!” muttered
the Earl to himself, with a kind of
hitter fury.

“So said, as doubtless your lord-
ship has heard, the Chief Justice of
England ; so said the jury; so said all
who heard: there, had it stood, I would,
had T been so required, have done
mine office towards the dying guilty,
nor dared to meddle with his righteous
doom. My Lord, these eyes saw,
these ears heard, that wretched con-
vict, when first he was thrust man-
acled and fettered, and blighted by the
curse of his sentence, into the cell
where he awaited, and, T fear, still
awaits, an ignominious and unrighte-
ous death. In that terrible hour, be-
lieving himself thenceforth beyond
the help of man, did he solemnly avow
himself innocent. I believed him
then, and have ever since; and I be-
lieve him now.”

“How long—how much longer all
this drivel ?"" quoth the Earl to him-
self, as if nearly bursting through all
self-control.

“ But not on my mere belief, nor
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any man’s mere belief, could the ver-
dict which has been given be shaken.
Yet have I gained, with efforts which
nothing could have induced me to
make, gut a conviction that I obeyed
the will of God, a brief and precious
respite for this wretch. Thave striven
—1 have been in long and mortal
struggle with the excellent and just
Chief Justice, and laid such cause be-
fore him as forced his righteous mind
to delay this death. And for the
grounds—the reasons—these am I
ready to lay before your lordship, if so
your lordship pleases.”” Mr Hylton
paused, and bowed.

“ Ho, then at length my lips are
loosed !—is it—even—so ? " said the
Earl. “And I may speak? and am
able to speak, not being choked with
all the nonsense that T have been hear-
ing, and I hope, for your sake, sir,
that even you yourself have forgotten !
So, the idiot chatter of the convict.
cell-——but "—the Earl with a great
effort restrained himself—* but state,
sir, such reasons, such grounds, as
you have urged—state, I say, your
pretences—false I know them !—sir,
sir, I ask your forgiveness! TLan.
guage unjustifiable and unbecoming
has passed from these lips—I crave
forgiveness, sir! Scarce know I some-
times what I say or think. But, sir,
in mercy to me, tell me briefly why—-
why the law falters about this death,
and so stultifies its most solemn do-
ings in so few days, before all man-
kind ?”

“ My Lord, such reasons as T alleged
satisfied a reluctant Judge ; but only
so far as to grant delay, No glimpse
of mercy—of pardon—was there in
his gloomy face ; but this brief delay
he granted for inquiry.”

Here Mr Hylton produced the copy
he had made of the letter which he
had forwarded that day to Loundon,
and explained briefly how and when
he himself had received it. Then he
read it to the Earl with deliberate em-
phasis, observing his lordship give a
slight start when the running of the
two men along the shore was men-
tioned ; but he seemed instantly to
recover himself, and heard Mr Hylton



94

read, without interrupting him, to the
end. Then Mr Hylton observed, on
quickly glancing at the Earl, an ex-
pression of withering scorn flit in-
stantaneously over his agitated fea-
turcs.

“ And that wretched scraw] has de-
layed this day’s justice, aud satisfied
the powerful miud of the Chief Jus-
tice. Sir, T tell you he must be a
dotard! e should be removed! He
deserves impeachment! I willin my
place in Parliament impeach him !”

“ Sees then, really, your lordship
nothing in all this ?—no reason even
for pausing—for considering whether
it may not be possible to trace out the
guilty and save the innocent ? Oh, my
Lord, not one single fortnight, before
the tree be felled, which, once felled,
must lie for ever as it falls!”

“Who sees not, sir, that this your
letter is a transparent device—a for-
gery—an imposture—a practice upon
your credulity ? And are keys such as
these henceforth to open our prison-
doors 2 Oh, horrible, horrible mock-
ery!”

“ The writer, my Lord, is known—
known to one whom your lordship
knows—the Rector of Midgecombe—a
gentleman, surely, and of honour and
veracity.”

“ Oh, how can I patiently hear you,
Mr Hylton,” said the Earl reproach-
fully, and with infinitely greater calin-
ness than he had till then manifested,
““ seriously urging on me such despi-
cable drivelling — for s it not such?
Will that paper of yours bear an in-
stant’s scrutiny 2 And is it fo be the
potent instrument of letting loose again
on society — oh, T shudder! T sicken!
Why, sir, how long is justice to be thus
befooled ? How long must we wait till
these persons—sir, the mere stating of
it shows the monstrous absurdity of
your proceedings.  Your feelings per
vert your judgment and disturb your
understanding, sir. A false pity makes
you credulous and cruel : credulous
arc you to the guilty: cruel are you
to the innocent : eruel to the living:
cruel to the memory of the dead !

“ No, my Lord ! The dead may be
in spirit present with us_at this mo-
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ment—hearing and seeing, or knowing
how the truth is—oh, my Lord, my
Lord ! ”—Mr Hylton said all this very
solemnly, and saw that the Earl was
for a moment startled by the thought
which had been suggested to him.
'* And beware, my Lord, lest you your-
self be credulous of guilt where guilt
is not. Is it not worse than being cre-
dulous of innocence where innocence is
not, but guilt? This last is an error
reparable ; the other irreparable ; and
au account thereof must be given here-
after. I speak with the liberty and
authority of my office. I come not
unbidden before you; I intrude not on
the retirement of grief. But you call
me hither; and, as a messenger from
my Heavenly Master, I stand before
you, and plead against this your pre-
cipitate judgment of your fellow man.
* If thou, Lord, shouldst mark iniquity,
O Lord, who should stand ?’ To Him
all things are known, even our most
secret sins; quite forgotten, it may
be, by ourselves: unknown to any liv-
ing; but marked and remembered by
Him! all seen by the unsleeping Eye!”

The Earl remained silent; his face
suddenly went of a ghastly whiteness.

Mr Hylton proceeded :—* Awful is
this visitation of his Providence—like
a thunderbolt hath it fallen upon you.
Humble yourself under the mighty
hand of God ! Think not of vengeance,
which is His, and He will repay it!
How know you His object in all this?
or the cause of it ? That there is some
deep mystery hanging over this fear-
ful occurrence, I in my conscience do
believe. It may be one never to be
solved on this side of the grave,” pro-
ceeded Mr Hylton, who felt that his
words were sinking into the heart of
the agitated listener. * T have myself
reason to suspect—perhaps to fear—
that something strange and solemn
may yet come forth from all this; yet
to me all is now darkness. My Lord,
I ask your pardon ; Idid not hear what
vour lordship said,” continued Mr Hyl-
ton, observing that the Earl asked him
some question.

“T know not, sir,” said he, in a low,
subdued tone of voice, and with a
strange apprehensive expression of
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countenance, * what you wish to con-
vey to me. What do you mean, sir ?
What are you alluding to?"

He paused, and Mr Hylton remained
silent, from several considerations.

“ Did you, sir,” said, presently, the
Earl, “scnd Captain Lutteridge to me
as an emissary to torment me, and”’—
he stopped, evidently suffering under
strong emotion.

“ My Lord, I did not send Captain
Lautteridge hither ; he proposed it him-
self; he refused, from a scruple of
honour, to disclose some matter which
vet he said had happened, or, if I un-
derstood aright, something that had
been said at your lordship’s banquet-
ing-table before "—

“ Have you seen him, sir, since your
return ?"’ said the Earl faintly.

“1 have, my Lord.”

‘ And what said he?”

“ That he had seen your lordship;
and he simply refused to give me any
information whatever, or to give me
any cause for his withholding it."”

The Earl sighed heavily. * And
tell me, sir, did you found on auything
that had fallen from him, any plea
urged before the Chief Justice ?”

“ My Lord, I was forced to quit
Milverstoke "—

“I know, I know that, sir. But
give me an answer! Give me, sir, an
aunswer to my question !—candid and
true, I know, from your character,
that such answer will be.”

“Trepeat, my Lord, that time pressed
upon me, I may say, mortally. I saw
the Captain but for a short time; he
refused totell me aught that had passed
at your lordship’s table, without your
lordship’s express permission, which
he said he would get refused, or grant-
ed, before I quitted for London; but,
to my infinite concern, the coach came
before he did, and 1 quitted by it, or
my mission had been useless. Under
these difficulties, my Lord "—the Earl
listened with agonising carncstness—
*“Y did most undoubtedly say to my
Lord Chief Justice solely this, that I
might possibly be able, hereafter, to
show him some reasons for the Lord
Alkmond’s having quitted the banquet-
ing-table, to go into the wood as he
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did ; but I mentioned not names nor
places, least of all those of your lord-
ship; neitherdid I in any way suggest
or insinuate them.”

The Earl eyed him all the while that
he was saying this gloomily. * Do
you, Mr Hylton,” said he, * helieve

ord Milverstoke, when he asserts or
denies anything ?”

“ Most absolutely, as I would that
your lordship would so believe me.”

“ Then, sir, I tell you that I verily
believe it to be beyond all question,
that the bricf conversation which Cap-
tain Lutteridge represents as having
taken place at my table, had no con-
nection whatsoever with the frightful
occurrence which has reduced me to—
that which you see before you. Yet,
sir, would I not have such matters
talked of, giving occasion, as passibly
they might, to vulgar scandal and gos-
sip, and offensive and hurtful specula-
tion and wondering, Dut, sir, is it
possible that the Chief Justice laid
stress on such matter; and founded
upon it, in any degree, his respite?”

“ T know not, my Lord, for he said
not; he told me with a face which,
ever since, I have seen frowning be-
fore me, that he was all against me!
and that, in a manner, I took the prof-
fered respite at my peril—on peril,
that is, of making the prisoner twice
die.”

“ Think not, sir, from what I have
said in this matter,” said the Earl,
with an exhausted air, “that T con-
sent to this foolish respite; I think
it a foul perversion of justice, and of
most horrid example ! ”

“Iwas hoping, my Lord, that milder
and better thoughts were rising up in
your mind! "’

“ Draw not false consequences, sir,
from appearances. Methinks 1 seem
calmer than when we met; but, be-
lieve me, sir, my heart seems dead
within me, and my mind may perish
at any instant. I feel my soul failing
me. Things that you know not, re-
vived by what you have been saying,
are well-nigh maddening me: 1 can
now no longer think or talk. Leave
me, Mr Hylton; but be assured, my
will is inflexible, ny judgment uncon-



96

vinced — utterly untouched by any-
thing that you have urged.”

“ 8till would T ask your lordship to
listen to the other ground on which I
pressed my precarious suit with the
Chief Justice. Mr Lord, I have rea-
son to believe that—without desiring
to impute anything of wilful miscon-
duct to one of the principal witnesses,
he was seriously mistaken, at least, in
attributing to the prisoner that which
he has ever strenuously disclaimed—
ill blood to your lordship, or any mem-
ber of your family. That witness
stated that this unhappy man, and
even his father, had long entertained
malignant feelings towards your lord-

ship.”
“ So they have, sir! I kuow it!"”
interrupted the Earl, fiercely: © but

why am I to be dragged into these
matters ? Am I to sit in judgment on
cvery paltry perversion of proved
facts, subsequently thought of by the
condemned and his friends ? No more
of it, sir! No more of it, sir! I will
hear nothing : blood glares before my
eyes! the cry of it 13 in my ears!
Leave me! leave me, sir! and pursue,
if you will, your insane efforts to cheat
the gallows finally of its prey !—to
bring again to Milverstoke your injur-
ed, your pious parishioner! Oh! it is
maddening ! Sir, I would be alone!”

1 take my leave, then, my Lord,
thus laden with your bitter, but I fecl
unjust, reproaches ; my conscience
being clear and void of offence to God
and man, and dictating my duty. That
duty T must and will do, my Lord,
caring for consequences nothing what-
ever.”

“ Good even, sir, good even!” in-
terrupted the Earl, nmpetuously, and
with a miserable countenance; and
bowing in silence, Mr Hylton with-
drew, greatly oppressed ; inwardly be-
wailing the Earl’s sufferings, but more
his unchristian temper; desponding
for the issue of his own enterprise of
mercy aud justice, but with no trace
of exasperation or irritation for the
many harsh expressions and imputa-
tions which had been levelled at him
by the proud, infuriate peer,

That night slept good Mr Hylton
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in deep, sweet sleep, forgetful of all
things—alike of bodily fatigue, of men-
tal anxiety, and the bitter, impassion.
ed reproaches to which he had listened,
with manly aund Christian forbearance,
just before retiring to rest. Him they
disturbed not sleeping, whom, when
awake, they had not provoked to for-
getfulness of whose minister and ser-
vant he was; whose work he had to
do; whom he had hereafter to appear
before, and show how that work had
been done !

It cannot be exactly told how it
came to pass, but there seemed a sort
of tacit understanding, that evening,
among the leading inbabitauts of Mi%-
verstoke, that they should confer to-
gether on the matter of the respite;
and one by one they dropped into the
parlour (a large, yet snug and simple-
fashioned one it was) of the Blind
Hound—for so had the inn at Milver-
stoke been immemorially called, owing
to an ancient tradition in the Milver-
stoke family, While Mr Hylton was
engaged in his exciting interview with
the gloomy lord of the Castle, the par-
lour of the Blind Hound was well-nigh
filled. The doctor had felt it his duty
to call upon the churchwarden, Mr
Wigley, a man whom he had most
thoroughly cured at least a fortnight
before, and who being somewhat, it
might possibly be, imprudently, at the
Blind Hound, thither vigilantly fol-
lowed him the doctor; and they two
were incontinently joined by at least
six or eight others.

‘ There’s no getting over the blood
on coat and stick—there oughtn’t to
be, and therefore there can't, and so
there’s the end of all that, Mr Wigley,”
said, in a peremptory and authorita-
tive tone, Mr Glynders, the farrier,
whose professional services were often
required at the Castle.

“ Well, nay now, say I; na]y, saving
your better knowledge, Mr Glynders,”
quoth Mr Wigley —a most devoted
admirer of the parson’s—* why m:ﬁy it
not be true, as the poor man said at
the trial, that he did stumble in fright
over a body that had been murdered
by another ? "

“ Pho ! so would get off every mur-



NOW AND THEN.

derer,” replied Mr Glynders haughtily.
«T stand with my Lord Chief Justice,
and be said 'twas all gammon, and
quite impossible to be true ; and he
was right 1"

“ Why,” said Mr Muddle, a small
farmer, very modestly, “saving your
presence, Mr Glynders, I do remember
something that, if you please, I will
mention. Do you, gentlemen, any of
vou recollect Nick Gould having me
up at Sessions, two years ago, for an
assault ? He showed the Justices a
shirt of his, with blood on the neck
and wrist, and swore I did it with my
fist, when nobody else was by : he was
beheved, and T fined. I, knowing all
the while it was a eruel and false lie,
and perjury—for I fetched no bloed,
striking him only on the shoulder, and
kicking him elsewhere (as 1 would
again, were he to do again what he
then did), — hows’ever, I paid the
money, and be hanged to hum; and,
three months afterwards, over his
cups one night, he owned the blood
was that of a pig he'd killed just be-
fore!”

“ Now, why can't it be so here, Mr
Glynders ? " said Mr Wigley, replen-
ishing his pipe; “answer that.”

“ Because it can't—that's flat,” re-
plied Glynders dogmatically.

“ Alas! Mr Wigley,” said the doc-
tor, “though I'm a bit shaken about
this case, I don’t see how that matter
of Mr Muddle squares with this, secing
that there it was merely pig’s blood,
and none of man at all; whereas here,
'tis owned by Ayliffe to be the blood
of poor Lord Alkmond past all dispute ;
=0 there's o likeness between the two
cases.”

*“Yes, to be sure, that is so; and
what T was going to say, doctor,” said
Mr Glynders. 8o now you've had
your say, Muddle; and a pretty one
tis !

Mr Muddle modestly went on smok-
ing in silence, inwardly owning that
he was quite vanquished, but not dis-
tinctly sceing how that had been
effected by Mr Glynders. Here there
Wwas a pause.

* T wonder,” said the doctor, “ what
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any one of us would have done had he
becn in Ayliffe's place—gone to do as
he said he did—and, stick in hand, lit
on the bloody body ?”

“ T should have tried torevive him,
or see if he were really dead,” said one.

“1 should have hollo’d out, Mur-
der !" quoth another.

“ 8o should 1,” said a third.

“T should have shouted, and run
for help "—

I should have listened for steps,”
said several in a breath.

“ And suppose,” said Mr Wigley,
“you’d heard some one coming after
you while ﬁou were running, and had
suddenly thought how ugly and black
it might scem against you—adad, if
I'd thought of all that, I'm thinking
I should have done as Ayliffe did, and
been glad enough to get clean outon’t.”

“ And a stick, with bloed on it, in
your hand, too, would be a nice com-
panion to get home and be caught
with,” quoth Glynders.

“Nay, nay ; you're too hard on poor
Ayliffe,” said one.

“Suppose he'd thrown the stick
away, and it had been found bloody,
wouldn’t that have been worse ?

No one answered this, for it seemed
so convineing ; till Mr Muddle some-
what timidly said, “No; why, it might
be said some one else had done it with
Ayliffe’s stick !

Here was another pause; where-
upon, *“ You see, gentlemen,” said Mr
Glynders, dignifiedly, *How wrong
you all get, when once you go beyond
my Lord Chief Justice and the jury.
Depend on’t they're always right, or
it’s no use having judge and jury.”

“That which troubles me most in
the business,” said the doctor, “is
what all this has brought on poor old
Ayliffe and young Mrs Ayliffe. Better
people never Iiveg in this country, that
ever I heard of; and as for the old
man, he's brought up his family better
than most of us.”

“ Well, no one says ke's done any-
thing wrong, and much is he to be
pitied,” said Mr Glynders; “yet ‘tis
provedhehad a terriﬁlc grudge against
my Lord and Ais.” .
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“What!” said Mr Wigley, “old
Adam Ayliffe!—mylife on't, 'tisfalse!"
And all present, but Glynders, eagerly
echoed his words. ** Neverdid Ayliffe
do hurt to any man, woman, child,
beast, bird, or any living thing.”

“ By the way, sir,”’ interposed Mr
Wigley, addressing the doctor, “how
comes on poor Mrs Ayliffe —is she
likely to get over it?”

“No, I fear not ; theillness that she
was iu, from the sudden fright, brought
her divectto the grave's edge, and there
she has been ever since. A single
puff may blow her in, as it were ! "

“So 1s it with the Lady Alkmond
at the Castle, as I surely hear,” said
Mr Glynders, somewhat sternly ; “and
what can signify Adam Ayliffe’s wife
to that poor lady 2"

“Make not comparisons, Mr Glyn-
ders, I bescech you,” said the doctor,
who had been himself occasionally in
attendance on Lady Alkmond, in ad-
dition to two physicians {(one of them
of great eminence from London, and
another from the neighbouring town),
and the resident family physician.
“Burely God hath afflicted both, and
the one is as innocent, and as much to
be pitied, as the other.”

“What ! where the one’s husband—
bless the poor Jady—died unjustly, and
the other’s will die justly 2"

Here was a pause.

“1 wonder what my Lord Milver-
stoke says to all this,” exclaimed one;
and added, addressing Mr Glynders,
“What say you, Mr Glynders? We
should like to hear.”

“T uever mention what happens at
the Castle,” he replied impressively.
“ But thus much I may say—his lord-
ship desires only the thing that is
right to be done; which is, that this
man Ayliffe should suffer.”

¢ 'Tis a dreadful thing to hear one’s-
self told, with one's own ears, that
one’s body’s to be dissected and anato-
mised ! ” said one, and there was a per-
ceptible shudder throughout the room.

1 hope it won’t come to that,” said
the doctor mildly; *but if the thing i
to be, why, T must say "—he paused
suddenly, and added, in a different
voice— it surely does not signify
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much—does it >—what is to become of
the shell, if the kernel’s safe; and I
think I know,” he continued, dropping
his voice to a lower tone, “ those who
will have the anatomising of poor Ay-
liffe; for what must be must be, and
there’s no use mincing things—is
there ?” he asked, looking round with
a melancholy shake of the head. But
every face looked blank—no one an-
swered; for beforethedisturbed mind’s
eye of each arose the dismal object of
a skeleton—the skeleton of one whom
all of them had familiarly known for
vears as a man frank, good-natured,
Ligh-spirited, ready to oblige every-
body, of spotless character till this
questionable charge, and who, while
they were talking, lay, as it were, alive
in death—his manly limbs heavily
ironed, his heart broken,

“There's a deal of work to be done
this next few days by those who have
got this respite — isn’t there?” said
one.

“ 1t will all come to nothing, you'll
find, this that was heard of, about a
man seen running away,” said an-
other. “I suppose it’s that which
gained the respite, but those must be
sharp who have the catching of that
same man during the fortnight. I
should like to know what said the
King on the subject, when Mr Hylton
saw his Majesty ? "

 Me never saw the King—not he,”
said Mr Glynders, somewhat sneer-
ingly.

“ Didn't he!” echoed Mr Wigley
confidently, and somewhat peremp-
torily—for he being churchwarden,
and in frequent commuuication with
Mr Hylton on parish business, and in-
deed on many other matters, felt that
he had a right to appear better in-
formed than others of his movements ;
and the grander they appeared, the
more elevating, of course, to Mr Wig-
ley. His significant *“Didn't he!”
seemed conclusive; and after some
other conversation of a general nature,
the party was about to break up, when
the landlord announced that Mr Hyl
ton had just called, on horseback, as
he passed, to inquire whether Mr
Wigfey were there; and on learning
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that he was, had ridden on, leaving
word for him to come at once to the
parsonage, as Mr Hylton had some-
thing to say to him. Mr Wigley, on
hearing this, looked important, yet
changed colour a little ; and all present
silently gave him credit for being as
high in the counscls of the Vicar as he
had been intimating. And to be sure,
shortly afterwards, Mr Hylton, all
fatigued and depressed in body and
mind as he was, gave Mr Wigley half
an hour's audicnce ; and then put him
upon making many inquiries, early in
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connected with the great murder case,
which Mr Wigley inwardly wondered
had never before happened to occur to
any of the very astute party at the
Blind Hound. His ears also tingled a
little at a chance-word falling from
Mr Hylton, which dissipated into thin
air the notion of his having scen the
King on the matter; but that good Mr
Wigley perhaps justly deemed unne-
cessary to be again alluded to else-
where, and besides, seeing the King's
minister personally was, after all, in a

' general way, exceedingly like seeiug

the ensuing day, coucerning a point ; the King himself.

CHAPTER XL

The first thing that Mr Hylton did, in
the morning, was to attempt to follow
up the inquiries suggested by the mys-
terious letter from the mate of the
Morning Star: taking such means as
occurred to him, to ascertain whether
any one living near the sea-shore had
noticed anything wunusual on the
eventful night in question; or any-
thing which, when originally obscrved,
mighthave appeared unimportant, yet,
on being now minutely inquired into,
night become of pregnant significance.
Then histhoughtsdirected themselves,
in hisdire dilemma and perplexity, to-
wardsa question which he dared hardly
even propose to himself :—Could any
one bave had any imaginable Motive
for killing Lord Alkmond? Scarcely
venturing to follow up the shadowy
possibility, vet led on irresistibly by
the vague and mysterious character of
what might have taken place at, or
immediately after, the banquet on that
fatal evening—he thought within him-
self, as he stood in his little library,
“Had the unfortunate young noble-
man, in an ungnarded and guilty hour,
yielded to headlong passions, and lit
up in the hearts of others the fires of

intense and unappeasable malignity
and revenge? DBut,indeed, how could
that degrading suspicion be entertained
in the case of a young noblemau, situ-
ated as he was—imore especially at
that particular period—coming down
at a season of exulting family festivity,
accompanied by his beautiful Viscoun-
tess, and his cherished little son and
heir? Had, nevertheless,” — for Mr
Hylton felt such an awful sense of re-
sponsibility upon him ascompelled him
to do with his might what his hand
had undertaken to do—and to let no
false delicacy, no improbability even,
however glaring at first sight—pre-
vent him from exhausting every pos-
sible supposition—‘“had Lord Alk.
mond so far forgotten himself, iu a mo-
ment of licentiousness, in a temporary
God-forgetting recklessness, as to in-
cur the blasting guilt of ruining female
virtue, and turning into ﬁengs those
interested in protecting or avenging
it? If not at, or near, Milverstoke,
had such miserable occurrence hap-
peued elsewhere ; and had the blood-
thirsty avenger tracked his unsuspect-
ing steps, and lain in wait for him.
Why was Lord Alkmond at all in the



100

woods at such an hour on such an oc-
casion?” Mr Hylton almost started
in trepidation at the possibilities which
he was conjuring up around him—the
fearful figures with which he was
peopling his disturbed and morbidly
active fancy. For that something had
occurred, and of a very peculiar nature,
was evident from what little had
dropped from Captain Lutteridge and
the Earl himself; the latter being—
and, indeed having owned himself—
greatly distressed and agitated about
the matter, and having peremptorily
forbidden both Captain Lutteridge and
Mr Hylton to utter a syllable about it
to any one.

“ But let me not,” said Mr Hylton,
almost aloud, ‘““let me not wrong the
noble and innocent dead, in order to
protect even the wronged, and inno-
cent, and mortally-endangered living !
To the winds with such injurious and
cruel suspicions!” Yet, struggle as
he might, he could not quit the dismal
train of thought into which he had
seemed forced; and his speculations
received a fresh impetus, on its sud-
denly occurring to him, that he had
heard of the young Lord’s having been,
for some time shortly previous to the
fatal occurrence, in low and troubled
spirits ; and Captain Lutteridge had
distinctly told him that, whatever was
the subject which had been introduced
into the conversation, it had disturbed
Tord Alkmond to a pitch that was ab-
solutely intolerable, and he had been,
apparently, incapacitated from pre-
senting himself at least till after some
interval, intended for recovering his
spirits, in the ball-room. lato the
woods he had gone, and to a consider-
able distance from the Castle; and he

could not have been long absent, before.,

being murdered by the hand of fright-
fully ferocious violence. Had the fa-
tal blow been struck by the persons
who were represented as having been
seen running along the shore ? and
had they iutended to slay Lord Alk-
mond ? or had they mistaken him for
some other person? If so, for whom ¢
I1ad his lordship unexpectedly en-
countered poachers, and, owing to his
dress, in the gloom of the night, been
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confounded with some obnoxious
keeper? Or had he, with the spirit
of a soldier, endeavouyed to resist and
capture any person, and been suddenly
felled to the earth by some one be-
hind? Or—horrid thought, haunting
Mr Hylton in spite of aﬁ that had oc-
curred in the condemned cell—had, as
suggested by the Lord Chief Justice,
the blow been really struck by Ayliffe,
under the belief that he was inflicting
it on Hundle, the perfidious informer
against him? Or was it possible that
Lord Alkmond had gone out into the
wood by appointment—a supposition
that seemed to the last degree impro-
bable, With whom? For what? And
at such an hour, and on such an occa-
sion? If Ayliffe had gone into the
wood in the way which he had repre-
sented, how knew he that Hundle
would be there? And had Hundle
been there that night? After being
long tormented by these and many
other perplexing conjectures, Mr
Hylton anxiously asked himself the
question — whether, if, at the fort-
night’s end, the case should stand as
it did at that moment, he could then
offer any valid reason whatever, why
the sentence of the law should not be
carried into effect? For what would
there, in such case, be, to extricate
Ayliffe from the rational presumption
arising out of his appalling proximity
to the deed, in point of both time and
place, as had been established to de-
monstration—buthis own unsupported
assertions? Would there be reslly
doubt enough to warrant a further sus-
pension of the sentence? Mr Hylton
sighed, and inwardly answered in the
negative. Had he, then, been guilty
of precipitation? For surely very
guilty would be such precipitation:
and of that guilt all would convict
him, bowever unjustly, by the adverse
issue of his exertions. Alas! if he
had nourished hopes but to be blighted!
How heavy and thankless his respon-
sibility ! Accused on every side: by
the prisoner, and all who pitied and
wished him well; by Lord Milverstoke,
and those interested in the prosecu-
tion ; by the public, roused on behalf
of justice !
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Greatly disturbed was he by these
doubts and fears; yet he felt consoled
by the conscious purity of his motives,
his perfect disinterestedness. Nay,
was he not acting directly against his
awn worldly interests, in thus making
a mortal enemy of the Earl of Milver-
stoke? This last, however, was a
consideration which gave him not an
instant’s concern. And for the rest,
he had from the first besought, and
continued faithfully to seek, the aid of
Heaven, and its guidance in all his
doings ; wherefore he felt a supporting
consciousness of being engaged upon
his duty, tesolved to shrink from no
suffering or sacrifice, whether foreseen
or not; to leave no effort untried; to
work while it was day; for the night
came tn which no man might work.

He felt an almost insuperable re-
pugnance to visiting poor Ayliffe,
during the pendency of these critical
Froceedings. What questions might
he not ask P—questions, the not an-
swering of which might prove as fa-
tally delusive as the answering disin-
genuously ; and as te equivocation of
any sort, under any circumstances, it
was a thing impossible to Mr Hylton
—Tlest of all, as a minister of religion,
and towards a dcath-doomed fellow-
creature. And with reference to Mr
Hylton’s present object, what useful
information had he to expect from Ay-
liffe? There seemed but one subject
on which Mr Hylton could with any
advantage question him : and yet,
when considered, how ineffectually,
whatever might be the answer ! —and
that was, concerning the reason which
Ayliffe had had for expecting to meet
with Hundle in the wood, on the par-
ticular night when he went thither.
But, as the case stoed, what signified
that reason, however satisfactory and
conclusive ? except, indeed, as tending
to negative the notion that he had gone
thither with any feelings of hostility
towards Lord Alkmond, whom, never-.
theless, he might have mistaken for
the object of his own particular ven-

eance. But Mr Hylton received one
rief message from the unhappy occu-
pant of the condemned cell, which no
man, least of all snch an one as Mr
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Hylton, could disregard !— I goback

into darkness while you are away !”

On this, " Poor soul !” said Mr Hyl-
ton, ordering his horse, “ I will quickly
be with thee!”

As he rode along, his mind lost sight
almost cntirely of the temporal in the
spiritual, the present in the future in-
terests of the condemned ; and by the
time that he had reached the gaol, his
mind was in an elevated frame, be-
fitting the solemn and sublime con-
siderations with which it had been en-
gaged.

A turnkey, with loaded blunderbuss
on his arm, leaned against the cell
door, which he opened for Mr Hyl-
ton in silence, as he approached—
disclosing poor Ayliffe sitting on his
bench, double-ironed, his head buried
in his hands, his elbows supported by
his knees. He did not move on the
entrance of Mr Hylton, as his name
had not been mentioned by the turn-
key.

XAdam ! Adam !—the Lord be with
thee! Amen!” exclaimed Mr Hylton,
gently taking in his hand one of the
prisoner’s.

Ayliffe suddenly started up, a gaunt
figure, rattling dismally in his irons ;
and grasping, in both his hands, that
of Mr Hylton, carried it to his heart,
to which he pressed it for some mo-
ments in silence, and then, bursting
into tears, sunk again on his bench,

“ God bless thee, Adam! and lift up
the light of His countenance upon thee!
Put thy trust in Him: but remember
that He is the All-Seeing, the Omni-
scient, Omnipotent God, whois of purer
eyes than to behold inigquity !

Ayliffe wept in silence, and, with re-
verent affection of manner, pressed to
his lips the still-retained hand of Mr
Hylton.

“Come, Adam! speak! Speak to
your pastor—your friend-—your minis-
ter!”

“You scem an angel, sir!” said
Ayliffe, looking at him with a dull, op-
pressed eve, that was heartbreaking,

“Why an angel, Adam? I bring
Kou’” said Mr Hylton, shaking his

cad, and sighing, “no earthly good
news whatever; nothing but my un.
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worthy offices to prepare you for here-
after! Prepare!” continued Mr Hyl-
ton, with an awful solemnity, “ pre-
pare to meet thy God, for He draweth
near?  And who may abide the day of
His coming !

“ 1 was readier for my change when
last T saw you, sir, than now,” said
Ayliffe, with a suppressed groan, cover-
ing his face with his manacled hands.

*“ How is that, poor Adam?"

““Ah! good sir! I was, so it scemed,
half over Jordan, and have been drag-
ged back. T see not, now, that other
bright shore, which made me forget
earth! All now is dark!”

His words smote Mr Hvlton to the
heart. ** Why is this? Why should
it be? Adam!” said he, earnestly,
“have you ever been, can you possibly
ever be, out of God's hands? What
lappens but from God? And if He
hath prolonged this your bitter, bitter
trial, what should you, what can you
do, but submit to His infinite power
and goodness ?  He doth not afflict wil.
lingly, nor grieve the children of men, to
crushunder his feet all the prisoners of
the earth ! Hewill not cast off for ever;
but though He cause grief, yet will He
have compassion according to the multi-
tude of Hismercies!”

“Oh, sir! oft do I think his mercy is
clean gone for ever! Why—why am
T here ? " he continued, with sudden
vehemence. * He knoweth my inno-
cence—yet will make me die the death
of the guilty? That cannot, cannot
be just !

“ Adam! " said Mr Hylton, earnest-
ly, “ Satan is indeed besieging you!
Even if, in the unscrutable decrees of
Providence, you be ordained to dic for
what you did not, have you forgotten
that sublime and awful truth and fact,
on which depend all your hopes—the
death of Him who died, the just, for the
unjust?”

Aylifie's head sunk down on his
knees.

“Al, sir!” said he, tremulously,
after a pause, during which Mr Hyl-
ton had not iuterlcred with his medi.
tations, ' those words do drive me
into the dust, and then raise me again
higher than I was before!”
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“And so, verily, they ought, Adam!
Is there a God? Has he really re-
vealed himself to us? Are the Serip-
tures true ? Am I the true servant
of a true Master? If to all this you
say, yea, speak not again distrastfully.
If you do, if you so think, then are
you too like to be beyond the pale of
mercy. 1 am free, Adam,—you are
bound,—yet are both our lives every
instant at the command and absolute
disposal of Him who gave them, that
we might be on trial here for a little
while.  For aught I know, I may
even yet die before you, aud with
greater pain and grief; but both of us
must surely die, and much of my life
is gone forever. As your frail fellow-
mortal, then, I besecch you to listen
to me! Our mode of leaviug life is
ordered by God, even as our mode of
entering into, and living in it. To
some He hath ordained riches, others
poverty; to some pleasure, others
misery, in this life; but all for rea-
sons, and with objects best known,
nay, known only to Himself! Adam,
you have now been four days here be-
vond that which had been appointed
you: now that we are alone, have
you aught to confide to me, as the
minister for whom you bave sent?
What saith my Master? 1f you con-
fess your sins, He is faithful and just
to forgive you; but if you say that
you have no sin, you deceive yourself,
and the truth is not in you. And if
that last be so, Adam, what shall be
said of you, what can behoped for you ?”

“1If you be thinking, sir, of that
deed for which I am condemned,” said
Avyliffe, with a suddenly radient coun-
tenance, * then am I easy and happy.
God, my maker, aud who will be my
judge, knoweth whether I speak the
truth. Ay! ay! I am as innocent
of this deed as you are!”

“It is right, Adam, that I should
tell you, that all mankind who know
of your case, from the highest down
even to the lowest, do %elieve you
guilty.”

'* Ah, sir, is not that hard to bear? "
said Ayliffe, with a grievous sigh, and
a countenance that looked anguish un-
speakable and insupportable.
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“T¢ is, Adam—it is hard ; yet, were
it harder, it must be borne, Here is
Lord Milverstoke, who hath lost his
son, his only son, the heir to his title
and his vast possessions—lost him in
this mysterious and horrid way : is not
that hard to be borne? And now,
Adam,—I ask you by your precious
hopes of hereafter,—do you bear ani-
mosity towards him who believes you
to be his son’s murderer?”

There was an awful silence for
nearly a minute, at the close of which
Ayliffe, with an anguished face, said,

“Qh, sir! give me time to answer
you! DPray for me! T know whose
example I ought to imitate ; but "—
he suddenly seemed to have sunk into
a reverie, which lasted for some time;
at the end of which,—* sir—Mr Hyl-
ton,” said he, desperately, “am I
truly to die on Monday week? Oh,
tell me! tell me, sir! Life is sweet, 1
own!”

He sprung towards Mr Hylton, and
convulsively grasped his hands, look-
ing into his face with frenzied earnest-
ness.

“T cannot—1I will not deceive you,
Adam,” replied Mr Hylton, locking
aside, and with a profound sigh. “My
duty is to prepare you for death;
but "—-

“Ah!” said he with a desperate
air, I am to be hanged like a vile
dog!—and every one cursing me, who
am all the while innocent I——and no
burial service to be said over my poor
body '—never—never to be buried!”
With a dismal groan he sunk back,
and would have fallen from the bench,
but for Mr Hylton stepping forward.
“ Bir—sir,” said Ayliffe presently,
glaring with sudden wildness, “did

ou see the man at the door, with the

lunderbuss? There he stands! all
day ! all night! but never comes in!
—never speaks! Would that he would
put it to my head and finish me in a
moment ! ”

“Adam! Adam! what aw(ul lan-
guage is this that 1 hear?” said Mr
Hylton, sternly. ‘“Is this the way
that you have spoken to your pious
and venerable father ?”

“No! no! no! sir!”—he pressed
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his hand to his forehead —*but my
poor head wanders! I—I am better
now! Iseem just to have come out
of 2 horrible dream. But I should
never dream thus, if you would stay
with me—till—all is over !

Feeling it quite impossible then to
ask the miserable convict such ques-
tions as he had wished, Mr Hylton
resolved not to make the attempt, but
to do it as prudently and as early as
might be, through old Ayliffe, or the
chaplain or governor of the gacl. He
was just about to leave, and was con-
sidering in what terms he could most
effectually address himself to Ayliffe,
when, without any summons having
issued from within, the door was un-
locked, and the turnkey, thrusting
in his head, said, “I say, my man,
here’'s the woman come with thy
child, that thou'st been asking for.
They'll be let in when the gentleman
goes.”

Ayliffe started up from his seat
with an eager motion towards the
door, but was suddenly jerked down
again, having forgotten, in his mo-
mentary ecstasy, that his irons were
attached to a staple in the floor,

“Come, come, my man,” said the
turnkey sternly, ‘“thou must be a
bit quieter, 1 can tell thee, if this
child is to come to thee.”

“ Give me the lad! give me the
lad! give me the lad!” said Ayliffe,
in a hoarse whisper, his eyes strain-
ing towards the approaching figure of
the good woman, who, with a sorrow-
ful and apprehensive look, now came
in sight of the condemned man.

“Lord bless thee, Adam Ayliffe!”
she began, bursting into tears : “Lord
love thee and protect thee, Adam ! "

“ Give me the lad !—show me the
lad!” he continued, staring at her,
while she tremblingly pushed aside
her red cloak ; and, behohy, there lay in
her arms, simply and decently clad, his
little boy, awake, and gazing, apparent.-
ly apprehensively, at the strange wild
figure whose arms were extended to
receive it.

“ Adam, father of this thy dear
child,” said Mr Hylon, in a soothing
manner, interposing lor a moment be-
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tween Ayliffe and the child, not with-
out some alarm, “wilt thou handle
it tenderly, remembering how feelle
and small it is? "’

On this poor Ayliffe turned to Mr
Hylton with a face of unutterable
agony, weeping lamentably ; and still
extending his arms, the passive child,
eyeing him in timid silence, was placed
within them. He sat down gently,
gazing at his child for some moments,
with a face never to be forgotten by
those who saw it. Then he brought
it near to his face, and kissed inces-
santly, but with unspeakable tender-
ness, its tiny features, which were
quickly bedewed with a father’s tears.

* His mother !'—Oh, his mother !—
hismother ! " he exclaimed, in heart-
rending toues, still gazing intently
at the child’s face, which was directed
towards his own with evident appre-
hension, Its little hand for a moment
clasped one of the cold irons that
bound its father, but removed it im-
mediately. The father, seeing this,
seemed grievously agitated for some
moments; and Mr Hylton, who also
had observed the circumstance, was
greatly affected, and turned aside his
head. After a while,

“ How easily, my little lad, could I
dash out thy brains against these
irons,” said Ayliffe in a low desperate
tone of voice, staring wildly into the
child’s face, “and save thee from
ever coming to this unjust fate that
thy father hath!”

Mr Hylton was excessively alarmed,
but concealed his feelings, preparing,
nevertheless, for some perilous and
insane action of the prisoner’s, en-
dangering the safety of the child.
The gathering cloud, however, passed
away, and the manacled father kissed
his unconscious child, with all his
former tenderuess.

“They’ll tell thee, poor lad, that I
was a murderer! though it be false as
hell! " muttered Ayliffe, fiercely—
“They'll shout after thee, ‘There
goes thc murderer’s son!'"” He paus-
ed—and then with a sudden start,
said in a hollow tone,—* There will
be no grave for thee or thy mother to

come and cry over!”
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“Adam,” said Mr Hylton, very
anxiously, *weary not thyself thus
—alarm not this poor child, by thus
yielding to fear and despair; but ra-
ther, if it can remember what passeth
here this day, may its thoughts be of
thy love, and of thy gentleness and
piety ! If it be the will of God that
thou must die, and that unjustly, as
far as men are concerned, He will
watch over and provide for this little
soul, whom He, foreseeing its fate,
sent into the world.”

Ayliffe lifted up the child with
trembling arms, and pressed its
cheeks to his lips. The little crea-
ture did not cry, nor appear likely to
do so, but appeared the image of
mute apprehension. The whole scene
was so painful, that Mr Hylton was
not sorry when the governor of the
gaol approached, to intimate that the
interview must cease. The prisoner,
exhausted with violent excitement,
quietly surrendered his child to his
attendant, and then silently grasped
the hand of Mr Hylton, who there-
upon quitted the cell, the door of
which was immediately locked upon
its miserable occupant —who was
once again alone !

The inquiries which Mr Hylton had
caused to be set on foot, with refer-
ence to Hundle, proved to be unpro-
ductive. What, indeed, had been the
precise object which Mr Hylton had
proposed to himself in making them,
beyond partially corroborating the
statements made by Ayliffe himself
at the trial, and whenever he had
been interrogated on the subject, that
he really had had reason to believe
that Hundle was to be in the woods,
on the evening when Ayliffe had
gone to lie in wait for him? When
guestioned on the subject, the pri-
soner said that he had ascertained
the intended visit of Hundle, by hap-

ening to overhear a conversation
getween him and another, both of
whom had agreed to be in the wood
in quest of game, as Ayliffe under-
stood, on the memorable evening in
question ; and it had unhappily oc-
curred to Ayliffe, that this would
afford him a fitting opportunity, not
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only of severcly chastising Hundle,
but of subjecting him to the severe
¢nalties of the law against poaching,
gy detecting and capturing him 1n
the very act. Mr Hylton secretly
Loped that Hundle mught have ab-
sconded in conscquence of Ayliffe’s
statements at the trial; but when Mr
Wigley rode over to the village where
the man resided, for the purposc of
making the desired inquiries concern-
ing him, he was found engaged in his
ordinary employment of a farmer’s
day-labourer, one which it seemed
that he had never suspended since
the disastrous occurrence which had
led to the inquiry. e totally de-
nied, and with an astonished air
which impressed his interrogator, that
he had ever made any such arrange-
ment for going to the wood as had
been alleged by Ayliffe, or that he
had ever drcamcd of doing so; and
declared that he was at his own cot-
tage during the whole of the evening
in question, as his mother also em-
phatically affirmed. He admitted that
he had acted a shabby and cruel part
towards Ayliffe about the hare, but
Eleaded the distress of himself and
is mother; and, when asked how
he could have supposcd that one in
such circumstanccs as those of Ay-
liffe, could possibly pay any portion
of the expected fine, said that he had
heard of Ayliffe’s having high fiiends,
who would not see him in trouble for
a pound or two; and mentioned the
Vicar of Milverstoke as the chief of
such friends, having heard Aylifle
himself speak of that reverend gen-
tleman in terms of impassioncd grati-
tude and respect. Hundle offered to
be confronted with Ayliffe, at any
momeut, on the subject in question,
and voluntarily accompanied Mr Wig-
ley in quest of the person whom Ay-
liffe alleged to have concwrred with
him in his projected expedition ; but
the man had, some ten days before,
it seemed, gone to another part of the
country. The only practical result,
then, of these inquiries was, so far
from bein% in any degree corrobora-
tive of Ayliffe’s statcment, to give it
a flat contradiction; which unspeak-

105

ably disheartened and distressed Mr
Hylton, tending to paralyse his hu-
mane exertions—nay, even somewhat
to shake his confidence in Ayliffe’s
truthfulness and innccence.

The day after that on which Mr
Hylton had reccived this dispiriting
information, he resolved to see Ay-
liffe, and probe his conscience on the
subject.  Two little incidents oc-
curred to him, on his melanchol
ride from Milverstoke to the gao{
which, though insignificant in them-
selves, yet made a lasting impression
upon him. On reaching the cottage
in which poor Ayliffe’s child was liv-
ing, he dismounted, in order to make
his usual weekly payment outof Lady
Emily’s bounty ; and on entering,
found there his good wife, Mrs Hylton,
with his little gaughter, who was in
the act of putting, with childish excite-
ment of manncr, a small silver token
into the hand of the child; who, though
incapable of appreciating the gift, yet
smiled upon the little giver with what
appeared to Mr Hylton to be an expres-
sion of ineffable sweetness. “ And
this is the child of the reputed mur-
derer of Lord Alkmond!” thought he;
and a tear came into his eyes, and he
sighed deeply. As he rode along, that
poor child’s countenance accompanied
him, pleading hard in favour of its
miserable parent !

‘When he had gone about two-thirds
on his way, he saw at a distance the
figure of a man, sitting on a milestone,
just under a tree—and who should
this prove to be but old Ayliffe! He
was not for some time aware of Mr
Hylton’s approach: the wind, which
was very bitter, coming from an oppo-
site dircction, and the old man sitting
in a sad and thoughtful attitude, with
his eyes bent upon the ground, Mr
Hylton stopped for sume moments to
look at him, much moved, and even
startled by the coincidence which had
happened—that he, going to see the
death-doomed son, in whom his confi-
dence, till then so firm, was beginning
to be shaken, should have e¢ncountered
both the son and father of the con-
demued, each under circumstances so
touching and unlooked for.

H
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Mr Hylton had come up with Ayliffe
before the latter scemed aware of his
approach; and to his arrested eye, the
old man’s countenance appeared in-
vested with an aspect of grandeur.
There might be seen in it gloom and
grief; a certain stern composure and
dignity, speaking of nature’s own no-
bility. And he had, withal, an ap-
pearanuce so utterly poverty-stricken !
And his features were so pallid and
wasted !—He had walked upwards of
five miles from lis cottage to the
gaol; and his wearied limbs requir-
ed the rest which he was taking
—the book which then lay wpon
his knees being also somewhat
weighty for an old man’s carrying
so far.

He was bringing, ke said, in an-
swer to Mr Hylton’s inquiries, his
own old Bible, to read out of it to his
son, at his earnest request; and in-
tended to leave it with him during
the few remaining days of his life.
“There is no difference in Bibles,
sir,” said the old man with sorrowful
deliberation of manner, “so each be
the pure word of God—that I do well
know ; but this one will my poor son
weep precious tears to see; and I
shall weep gricvously over it, after he
is gone ! "

“My excellent, my pious friend,”
said Mr Hylton, “I go this day again
to see your son; but with heavy
heart. How fast is wearing away his
time! and yet I make no advauce to-
wards his rescue, or pardon! No,
not one step! And assuredly I do
believe that he will dic on the day
now appointed by the law!”

“The will of God be done, sir!”
exclaimed Ayliffe, taking off hLis hat
as he spoke, and looking reverently
and awfully upwards.

“1 gricve to tell you, Adam, that T
can do nothing with my Lord Milver-
stoke, in the way of getting him to
say that he doubts, be it never so
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little ; or of prevailing on him to re.
commend to mercy.”

The old man covered his eyes with
his hand, and shook his head sadly.
After a long pause—*Sir,” said he,
speaking in a low broken tone of
voice, ‘‘he was a father, as yet I am.
Some short while ago, he thought as
little to lose his only son, as did I to
have mine taken horribly from me, as
he will be, a few days hence. Yet
who hath ordered both these things
but Almighty God, whose creatures
we all he? And if his lordship doth
verily believe that my son slew his,
who shall wonder if he think it right
that my poor son should die, accord-
ing to the law of God and man! But
as for me, my days are now few and
bitter, and this is like to close them
somewhat sooner than they would
have been. Yet have I not read this
Book, which I have here, in vain; and
I bear malice to no man. Alas! my
poor son’s own sin first led him into
the way that brought him down into
this horrible pit; and God is just, His
doings are never to be questioned;
and if the punishment seem to us be-
yond the sin, that matter leave I
humbly to God, who will one day
make plain what he hath done, and
why. And often think I what may
be said for God's reasons in permit-
ting this young noble to be slain,
whom verily I believe my poor son
slew not! Soon, sir, to all appear-
ance, must they meet face to face,
and in the presence of God; and for
such mecting do I daily strive to pre-
pare my son!”

All this was said, with some few
intervals of silence, uninterrupted by
Mr Hylton, who listened to the
speaker, and gazed at him with
thrilling and awe-subduing thoughts.
“This man,” said he to himself, “ has
not read that blessed Book in vain!
Aud oh! that I, with all mankind,
might so read it !
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CHAPTER XIL

Ox his return to the parsonage that
evening, after a brief but affecting in-
terview with the prisoner, who with
unvarying and calm consistency re-
asserted the truth of his statement
concerning Hundle, and evinced a
sensible improvement in the tone of
his feelings,—as his hopes diminished,
his resignation increasing,—Mr IIyl-
ton found Mr Melcombe impaticntly
awaiting his arrival, with intelligence
of a sufficiently exciting character,
which had come from London by that
afternoon’s coach, in a letter from Mr
Melcombe’s agent.  The latter gen-
tleman was a skilful and experienced
man ; and instantly on receiving Mr
Melcombe’s instructions, in a case so
calculated to excite his interest and
stimulate his energies, had taken the
best practicable means of becoming
acquainted with the arrival at Lon-
don, or any other port, of the Morn-
ing Star. But, above all, he had
stationed a clerk, of tact and vigi-
lance, near the Commodore Anson
tavern, at Wapping, with instruc-
tions to discover and announce the
arrival there of John Jevons, or any
other person belonging to the Morn-
ing Star. The merchant to whom
that vessel belonged had been dis.
covered by Mr Mclcombe without dif-
ficulty, through information afforded
by Mr Merton; and from such owner
had been ascertained, beyond a
doubt, the following highly satisfac-
tory, and apparently important in-
formation :—That the Morniug Star
must, on the day in question, have
been passing that part of the coast
where Milverstoke Castle was si-
tuated; having quitted the port to
which she belonged on that morning,

wind ; that John Jevons was the mate;
that there was on board a sailor named
Harrup ; that the place usually fre-
quented by the sailors, in London, was
the Commodore Anson ; and that the
destination of the vessel had been that
which the letter specified. Why, how-
ever, the vessel had lain-to when op-
posite Milverstoke Castle, except it had
been becalined—and why, moreover,
the boat, with Harrup in it, had gone
ashore, or whether, indeed, such a fact
had happened at all, the owner knew
not ; but aware of the cause of the in-
quiries which were being made on the
subject, had promised to afford every
information in his power, and at the
earliest moment. Now the letter
which Mr Melcombe had brought from
London, was {rom his agent, aunounc-
ing the arrival, on the preceding even-
ing, of the Morning Star; the disco-
very, late on the same night, at the
Commodore Anson, of Jevons, the
mate; and that the writer had ob-
tained an appointment from the Se-
cretary of State, at his office, for the
ensuing morning—when he would be
inattendance with Jevonsand ITarrup!

Mr Hylton was so overjoyed and ex-
cited by this bright gleam of sunshine
(for such he esteemed it) that Mr Mel-
combe was forced to remind him of the
slight importance which, after all,
might be attached to these circum-
stances, by the high authorities in
whose hands lay the fate of the pri-
soner. Mr Melcombe was not so san-
guine a man as Mr Hylton, and of
course better acquainted with the prac-
tical administration of justice ; and
when, by means of what he said,
there appeared before Mr Hylton's
mind's eye, as it were, a pair of scales,

and with a fair though intermitting |in one of which were the proved and
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admitted facts of the case—and in the
other this mere possibility and ground
for conjecture—the latter scale seemed
alas ! instantly to kick the beam. Had
there been time, Mr Hylton would
have started for London to be present
at the allimportant interview. That,
howerver, being impracticable, he was
obliged to wait for information by
due course of post; and, to be sure,
on the morning but one after the re-
ceipt of the above intelligence, Mr
Hylton rode over to Mr Melcombe's
office, and read with him the following
deeply interesting letter from his Lon-
don agent, Mr Burnley :—

“1In the matter of Adam Ayliffe,
Junior.

¢ POMEGRANATE CoURT, TEMPLE,

7th April.

“ Dear Sir,

“Thave just come from the
Secretary of State’s, where we have
had an interview of considerable
length, but not (I regret to say) of so
satisfactory a character, as far, that is,
as concerns the prisoner’s interests, as
could have been desired. His lordship
is a man of few words, but those pro-
digiously to the point, and he showed
himself perfectly acquainted with the
whole facts and bearings of the case.
Considering the present troubled state
of public affairs, and the anxiety they
occasion, this is greatly to be praised.
Mr Under Secretary was present, and
also paid close attention, and asked
geveral keen questions. The two men,
Jevons and Harrup (who were had in
separately), behaved very properly,
though they were somewhat flustered
at first; butJevons, on seeingtheletter,
said at once it was his, and explained
why he wrote it ; and Harrup said just
what it wasto havebeen expected, from
the letter, that he would say—mnamely,
that he saw two men running along
the shore, near the water’s edge; one
of whom, he thought, ran faster than
the other: he could not tell what sort
of clothes they wore, nor whether they
carried anything with them: and on
sceing them, and hearing shotsabovein
the wood, and thinking them poachers,
he lay on his oars for a moment, and
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sung out ‘ Hallo, my hearties !* When
he had said thesubstance of all this, my
Lord asked him the following pertinent
questions: ‘Do you know Adam Ay-
liffe, or any of his family or friends ?’
The man said that he had never even
heard of the name—nor ever becn at
Milverstoke. ‘How soon after your
return to the vessel did you mention
to the mate, or to any one else, the
things which you have just told us?’
—He answered, directly that he had
got on deck, when he said, ¢ There's
been sport going on in yon woods.’
‘Why had you been ashore?'—He
said, to try to get some carpenter’s
tools; having left several of their own
behind them, at the port. ‘How long
had you left the shore, when you saw
the men running ? '—* About a quarter
of an hour." “In what direction were
they running?’'—*Easterly—towards
the east.” ¢ Would that be as if they
were going away from, or towards, the
wood ?'—‘ Going away fromit." ‘Does
the wood come close down to the shore,
or are there cliffs?’—The man could
not say; but Mr Under Secretary said he
knew the place himself well, and whis-
pered something tohis lordship which I
could not hear. ‘Did the man who
ran appear to be tall or short?’—He
had not taken sufficient notice, and it
was also too dark to do so. ‘Didyou
think anything more about this matter
after mentioning it to the mate?’'—
No; till he afterwards heard it talked
of. “When was that?'—When they
were at Dunkirk., ¢ Who mentioned it,
and why ?'—The captain brought a
newspaper on board, and spoke to the
mate, and they both looked at the log-
book, and called him (Harrup) down,
and reminded himofit.  Who first told
you of the matter when you came back
to London ? *—Then he mentioned my
clerk, as I explained to his lordship.
“Was it before or after the firing of the
gun that you saw the man running ' —
He thought it was within a very few
minutes after. ‘ How many minutes,
do you believe ?'—Perhaps four or
five; or it might be less. ‘Did you
hear a gun fired more than once?’'—
He thought twice, but it might have
been even three times. * What hour of
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the night might this have been, as
nearly as you can recollect ?'—* About
ten o'clock.” Then Harrup was order-
ed to withdraw. ‘I{as there been any
reward offered by Lord Milverstoke or
the magistrates, for the discovery of
any one connccted with the transac-
tion ?” asked his lordship of me; and
I answered ‘ No.” DBefore Jevons was
brought in, his lordship asked me,
very particularly, what inquiries we
had made at Milverstoke, to ascertain
whether any one near the sea-shore
had observed persons running on the
occasion in question. T told him what
we had done, reading him your last
letter to me, announcing that you
could learn nothing on the subject.
When Jevons was called in, he gave,
as 1 have already said, a clear and
plain account of how he came to write
the letter, disclaimed all knowledge of
the Ayliffes, and knew but little of
Milverstoke. Ncither he nor any one
on board had heard the sound of
gun-shot from shore. His lordship
asked, very quietly, two or three acute
questions, designed to detect any ma-
terial difference between the accounts
of those parts of the transaction which
both must have observed; but I never
heard any person answer more satis-
factorily than Jevons did; it could
have left no doubt in any one’s mind,
that whatever might be the vulue or
effect of the evidence, it wasgiven truly
and bona fide. Then Jevons was order-
ed to withdraw ; and, after a few mo-
ments’ silence, his lordship said, ad-
dressing Mr Under Secretary and me
—* All that we have just heard might,
had it been known at the time of the
trial, possibly have been fit to lay be-
fore the jury; but they might have
deemed it immaterial or irrelevant, or
as showing only that possibly others
were concerned, with the prisomer, in
the murder—they escaping, and he
happening to be detected: his guilt
being, of course, in either case the
same. But the persons represented as
running along the shore may have had
nothing whatever to do with the mur-
der,norknown anything about it: what
aslight foundation,’ these were his lord-
ship’s words, ‘for so large a super-
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structure! The Lord Chief Justice,
however,’ continued his lordship, © will
be seen, and shown the notes of what
has taken place this morning (a clerk
had set down everything as 1t went
on); and, in the mean time, those two
persons who have been here to-day
should be forthcoming, if required. I
think it right to intimate to you,” said
his lordship to me, ‘for communica-
tion to the prisoner’s friends, that, as
I am at present advised, T see no
grounds for delaying, beyond the pe-
riod now fixed, the carrying into ef-
fect the sentence of the law.  Iregard
the evidence adduced at the trial as of
rare cogency, and, in truth, irresist-
ible. There 1s, however, one matter
not mentioned to-day, on which it is
desirable to communicate with the
Lord Chief Justice; and in the mean
time you will be pleased to leave here
the address of the clergyman who has
taken so much interest in this case,
and who called on me aud on the Lord
Chief Justice upon thissubject.’ From
his lordship’s manner, I should not be
surprised if the reverend gentleman
were to have a communication made
to him respecting some matter which
Lie may have mentioned to the Lord
Chief Justice. The moment that I
have anything new, you may rely on
bearing from me: and meanwhile T
am,
“Your very faithful servant,
“Jonaraax BurnLey.
“P.S.—As you intend to take no
costs in this case, nor shall [-—regard-
ing it as a matter of humanity. At
the same time, if funds be provided by
those well able to afford it, 1 think 1t
would be not unreasonable for both
youand me to be reimbursed the moncy
which we may actually expend on the
occasion, but, equally with yourself, T
will not hear of anything further,”

" The “matter not mentioned to-day,”
to which the Secretary of State had
referred, Mr Hylton perfectly under-
stood ; and the allusion to it threw
him into a brief but extremely anxious
reverie.  He had not felt himself at
liberty to communicate the point to
which Lord Farnborough must have
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alluded, to Mr Melcombe, whose in-
quiries concerning the matter on the
present occasion he easily parried.
Both he and Mr Meleombe were some-
what dashed in spirit by the foregoing
letter. Neither of them could deny
the weight which there was in the Se-
cretary of State’s observations. As
for the prospect of being able to extort
from Lord Milverstoke an explanation
of the mysterious conversation at the
banqueting-table, and, above all, per-
mission to communicate it to the Se-
cretary of State, Mr Hylton had re-
garded it as being quite as much out
of the question as procuring his lord-
ship to join in a recommendation to
mercy. Ought he, indeed, under all
the dreadful circumstances of the case,
to be pressed upon such a subject ? It
required no small amount of firmness
even to contemplate making the effort.
Momentousas were the interests which
a strong sense of duty had impelled
Mr Hylton to take into his keeping —
the saving an innocent man from the
blighting death of the guilty—he
nevertheless could not regard the un-
fortunate Earl of Milverstoke other-
wise than as an object of profound
sympathy ; as one whose grieved and
harassed heart should not be assailed
with rude intrusiveness, but approach-
ed with the delicacy and deference due
to the terrible sufferings with which
it had pleased the wisdom of God to
visit him. If Mr Hylton verily be.
lieved in Ayliffe’s innocence, he re-
membered that it was still in a some-
what daring disregard of all those ap-
pearances and facts which abundantly
Jjustified, not only the Earl of Milver-
stoke, but every dispassionate impar-
tial person, in believing Ayliffe to be
really guilty of that cowardly and sa.
vage murder, of which he had been
openly, and fairly, convicted by a
court of justice. What father might
not be expected to act similarly, if
similarly situated ? To the Earl, Mr
Hylton had himself most expressly ad-
mitted, that if he had felt satisfied of
Ayliffe’s guilt, he would not interpose
to shield a murderer from that punish-
ment with which the law of both God
and man visited his crime. Mr Hylton
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had brought himself to disbelieve in
Ayliffe’s guilt; but how was he to
bring to that conviction the cruelly
bereaved father, the Earl of Milver-
stoke? To attempt to coerce an un-
derstanding so clear and powerful as
his? For, indeed, of this' Mr Hylton
sometimes feared that his efforts were
falling but little short. Yet he in-
wardly disclaimed, as equally absurd,
insulting, cruel, and hopeless, all de-
sign to influence the feelings of Lord
Milverstoke, independently of his judg-
ment. Mr Hylton was justly entitled
to place much reliance on his own un-
derstanding, which was really of a su-
perior order; yet he often apprehen-
sively asked himself what degree of
confidence was he now—at this late
stage of the affair—warranted in re-
posing in his own judgment, running
counter as it did to that of the Lord
Chief Justice and the Secretary of
State, neither of them surely incap-
able of forming that judgment, or
biassed by partiality or any assignable
improper motive whatever; both ot
them, moreover, being men of high in-
tellectual power, of great experience,
and most humaunely disposed. Forti-
fied by their unshaken conclusions,
did not the Earl of Milverstoke stand
as it were upon a rock ; and might he
not well be excused for repulsing Mr
Hylton’s pertinacious efforts with a
kind of impatient scorn and indigna-
tion ? These were reflections occasion-
ing him increasing anxiety and mis-
giving, especially with reference to
what he feared to have been the unau.
thorised use which he had made, with
the Lord Chief Justice, of Captain
Lutteridge’s intimation concerning an
alleged occurrence at the Earl of Mil-
verstoke's own table, and which it was
sought by Mr Hylton to connect, in
spite of representations to the con-
trary, with the death of Lovd Alk.
mond. How injurious and unwarrant-
able must not this appear to the Earl!
and this, too, as he saw by Mr Burn-
ley's letter, the Lord Chief Justice had
communicated to the Secretary of
State ; who seemed, in consequence of
it, evidently about to take some ste

or other which might place Mr Hyl.
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ton in a position of greatly aggravated
and alarming embarrassment and re-
sponsibility. And his fears were
abundantly justified by the event;
for, on the morning after Mr Mel-
combe’s visit, Mr Hylton received by
post a letter, wearing an official as-
£ect, addressed ““To the Rev. Hemry
Iylton, at the vicarage, Milverstoke ;"
with the name of the Secretary of
State, '* FarNBorOUGH,” in the corner,
scaled with his seal of officc, and bear-
ing the authoritative words, “ On His
Majesty's Service.—Immediate.” A
little fluttered by the sight of this for-
midable missive, Mr Hylton withdrew
with it into his library, where he open-
ed it, and read as follows :—
“LoNDoN, 15th April.

“Reverend Sir,

“T am directed by Lord Farn-
borough to communicate with you
upon a matter of considerable diffi-
culty, and also of pressing urgency ;
as it relates to the case of a prisoner,
Adam Ayliffe, capitally convicted at
the last Assizes for your county, of
the murder of the late Lord Viscount
Allemond, and now awaitingexecution.
on the 18th instant, having been re-
spited till that day by the Lord Chief
Justice, in consequence of representa-
tions made by you to his lordship, on
the day ensuing that of the sentence.
Lord Farnborough has bestowed the
greater attention on this case, in con-
sequence of the illness aund absence
from London of the Lord Chief Justice,
withwhom, however, his lordship some
days ago fully conferred on the subject.
And I am now to recall to your recol-
lection one particular ground proposed
by you to the Lord Chief Justice for
delaying execution on the prisoner.
You represented, in a very confident
manner, that if time were afforded,
you might be able to discaver the ex-
istence of facts at present enveloped
in mystery, the tendency of which
was (unless you have been misunder-
stood) to connect the death of the
deceased Lord Alkmond with matters
which were not brought to notice at
the trial. You are further reported to
havé intimated, that the persons able

111

to afford such information are of rank
and station, indisposed to speak of the
matter at present, from scruples of
delicacy, fearing the imputation of a
breach of confidence. You also fur-
ther stated, that the person to whom
you had alrcady spoken, and promised
again to apply, had expressed an opin-
ion (in which you yourself, as you
stated, had heard sufficient o prevent
your concurrence) that the informa-
tion, when obtained, would prove to
have no bearing on the case, relating
though it did to the late Lord Alk-
mond’s quitting Milverstoke Castle at
a very unusual hour, and under very
unusual circumstances, for the woodin
which he was so shortly afterwards
found murdered. I am directed to
draw your mosi serious attention to
the responsibility attaching both to
persons making these communica-
tions, and to thuse who have it in
their power to prove, at once, that
these suggestions and representations
are either well founded or totally
groundless. A peculiarly painful re-
sponsibility is, moreover, thus cast on
those whose duty it is to direct the
administration of justice, and advise
his Majesty in a matter of life and
death., As a clergyman and magis-
trate, you nced not be reminded of
what Lord Farnborough is entitled to
expect from you under these critical
circumstances ; and you arc requested,
without a moment’s delay, to furnish
his lordship with such information as
may be acted upon, one way or the
other. And Lord Farnborough directs
me to inform you finally, that in the
absence of any further communica-
tion from you, or of intelligence, relat-
ing to this subject, of a nature deci-
sively favourable to the prisoner,
the present respite will not be ex-
tended.
1 have the honour to remain,
*Reverend Sir,
“Your very faithful and most
obedient servant,
“J. C. L. WyLMmINGTON.

“The Reverend Henry Hylton,
© Viear of Milverstoke.”

“« The present respite will not be ex-
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tended !’ —Oh ! words of portentous
significance ! " exclaimed Mr Hylton
aloud, in a despairing way, as, having
finished reading the letter, he leaned
back in his chair, in dire dismay and
perplexity. What had sprung up out
of his own unjustifiable precipitation !
for by no gentler name could he then
characterise what he had done in
making to the Lord Chief Justice the
communication of which that eminent
and conscientious functionary had felt
it his duty to apprise the minister in-
trusted with 'the executive authority
of the State; and whom the above
letter of the Under Secretary showed
to have been plunged into deep anx-
iety by such communication. One of
the first things that recurred to Mr
Hylton's recollection, was the Earl of
Milverstoke's peremptory and empha-
tic assurance to him, that the matter
spoken of by Captain Lutteridge could
have no bearing whatever upon the
question of the prisoner’s guilt or in-
nocence : and so had, in the very first
instance, said Captain Lutteridge him-
self! Had it thus become Mr Hylton's
duty, without harassing the Earl any
more, to act upon his deliberate assur-
aunce, and write off to the Secretary of
State, frankly abandoning as unten-
able the plea for delay which had
called forth hislordship’s letter? But
suppose he should do so, Ayliffe be
executed, and it were to be afterwards
discovered that the matterin question
had a bearing, and a vital hearing,
upon the question of his guilt or in-
nocence — showed that whoever else
might have committed this mysterious
murder, Ayliffe had not; and that he
had been hanged in spite of his vehe-
ment and unwavering denial of guilt
and assertion of innocence, and with-
out a stain on his previous character
to lend colour to so frightful a charge
as that in vespect of which he had un-
justly suffered ?  Was not that a pos-
sibility sufficient to make the most
stout-hearted man shudder? Was,
then, Mr Hylton again to importune
the Earl upon the subject ? to show
him the lctter from the Secretary of
State ? and leave with his lordship
the painful responsibility of withhold-
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ing the desired information? Suppose
he should demand from Mr Hylton,
why he had not at once conveyed to
the authorities, with whom he had
been so busily communicating, the
Earl’s own deliberate and emphatic
declaration on the subject ?

Mr Hylton was a courageous man,
and of inflexible firmness of purpose;
yet he comtemplated another inter-
view with the Earl with grave, very
grave, anxiety. Fear he knew not;
but what was not due to the feelings
of the father of a murdered son?® And
had not Lord Milverstoke movingly
acknowledged to him that, though the
conversation of which he was in quest
had no bearing on the dreadful mur-
der of his son, yet was it so connected
with other associations and recollce.
tions as to occasion his lordship ex-
quisite pain in advertingto it? Again;
had not the Secretary of State addressed
to him weighty matter ; and was he
not entitled to the prompt and deci-
sive answer which he had demanded ;
and the refusal or neglect to afford
which, would plainly absolve him
from all kind of responsibility, and a
thousand-fold augment that which al-
ready rested upon others? Again:
Mr Hylton was beginning to regard
with ‘intense disfavour and repug-
nance this attempt to extort and di-
vulge private conversation, that which
had passed in the unrestrained free-
dom of fancied security, the confiden-
tial intercourse of private life. It re-
quired the conviction of some positive
and overwhelming necessity to over-
come such feelings in the breast of a
gentleman—and a gentleman, indeed,
and of pure and high feelings, was Mr
Hylton. But all this while poor Adam
Ayliffe was lying in irons, broken-
hearted, and drawing nearer HOURLY
to the ignominious agonies and hor-
rors of the scaffold! ~ What was to be
done? indeed. Mr Hylton, conscious
of the purity of his motives, and yet
perceiving the thick darkness which
seeemd to lie upon the path of duty,
humbly commended himself and his
proceedings to God, and besought His
assistance, that he might not, from
mistaken motives, be blindly and



NOW AND THEN.

rashly attempting to thwart the will
of Providence ; and instead of further-
ing the ends of justice, frustrate and
pervert its efforts to attain them. For
suppose, after all, that Ayliffe were
falsely protesting his innocence, had
really slain Lord Alkmond in mistake
for another, or — horrid thought ! —
had, through Mr Oxley’s proceedings,
fallen iuto a mortal frenzy of hatred
against the Earl of Milverstoke and
his son, and vesolved to wreak his
vengeance on both or cither as oppor-
tunity offered? How many had gone
to the scaffold as loudly protesting
their innocence as at present did Ay-
liffe, and concerning whose guilt there
yet never was cven a shadow of doubt!
Distracted by these considerations, he
folded up the letter, placed it in his
pocket-bock, ordered his horse, and re-
solved to go straightway and take
counsel with quiet and judicious Mr
Melcombe. After having gone a little
way past the road which led to the
barracks, “ Why,"” said Mr IIylton to
himself, suddenly stopping his horse
~—*“ Why should I not try my fate
again with Captain Lutteridge?” He
remained stationary for several min-
utes, and then, turning his horse’s
head, rode up to the barracks; re-
solved to read to the Captain the
letter of the Secretary of State, and
see what new view of the case it
might present to that straightforward
and well-meaning officer. The Cap-
tain received him with a sort of bluff
caution ; that of a plain unsuspecting
man, who, fecling that he had, some-
how or other, got himself into diffi-
culties on former occasions, was now
at all events resolved to present no
salient points of attack. Mr Hylton,
with whom time was becoming mo-
mentarily more precious, came to the
subject of his application at once:
assuring the Captain that he, Mr Hy!.
ton, had taken no steps of any kind
since they had met on the last occa-
sion ; but that the affair on which he
had honoured himself by then speak-
ing to the Captain, had suddenly as-
sumed a moze serious aspect than ever,

* This, sir, in short, is a quandary;
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one you have got into, and must get
out of,” said the Captain, in a matter-
of-fact manner; “and how do you in-
tend doing it? Ican'’t help you. We
military people generally, you see,
look a hair’s-breadth or so beyond our
noses, if one may so speak, in the
moves we make—considering not only
how to advance, but how to retreat;
not only, do you see, how to get to a
place, but, by Jupiter — forgive me,
sir!—what to do when there —and
then, how to get back again!”

“1 cannot deny, Captain Lutter-
idge,” said Mr Hylton, with a very
harassed air, “that I feel myselfin a
terrible perplexity "—

“Then give me, so please you,
your hand,” said the Captain, advan-
cing to him cordially, with his right
arm extended. “ You know what my
opinion was, t'other day, when you
gave me the honour of a visit, and I
thought, by ! hem! T ask your
pardon, sir—but—ch, sir? Has any-
thing new come of it ?”

“ T have received, within this hour,”
said Mr Hylton, seriously, while he
opened his pocket-book and took out
the Secretary of State’s letter, “a com-
munication of such weight and consc-
quence, that I shall leave it to speak
for itself, Captain Lutteridge.”

* All about that abominable vaga-
bond, I suppose, who "—

‘ Captain Lutteridge,” said Mr Hyl-
ton, with touching dignity of manner,
“you pain me indeed. Why should
you, an officer, a man of birth, a gen-
tleman, use language such as this
towards a poor wretch at this moment
shivering in irons, and expecting hour-
ly to dic an unjust death, as T believe
it will be, since, as I have told you, I
think himn innocent ?

“ T ask your pardon, reverend sir,”
said the Captain, courteously; “but
do not forget that we thiuk differently
abcut this affair — at least, you and
Lord Milverstoke do. As for me,” he
added, with alook of sudden vexation,
“little care T, truly, whether this gen-
tleman live or die |

“ This is the document T spoke of,
Captain, Will you read it? " said Mr
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Hylton, with a sigh: and his compan-
ion immediately took the letter, read-
ing every line of it as scrupulously as
though it had been some death-warrant
addressed to, and requiring execution
by, himself. “Phew! Phew! sir!™”
he exclaimed, or rather whistled, when
he had finished reading the letter,
down even to the signature ; “ by this
time you must be somewhat sick of
this business! Well, I do say, not in-
tending disrespect to civilians, least
of all to your cloth—but — give me,
reverend sir, a military trial, and a
quick death according to order, with-
out questions asked after the court
hath broke up! It saves a world of
trouble—all such as this you are giv-
ing ');ourself, and occasioning others
too!”

“ But—forgive me, Captain—what
say you to the substance of this letter?
Is my tongue to be tied, and is yours,
and this man to die, therefore, possibly
unjustly ? "

¥ Why, sir, as to the letter, what is
the Secretary of State to my Lord
Milverstoke or me? Can he force open
our lips? No; nor fifty Lords Farn-
borough, sir!”

“ But I trust you see now how care-
ful I was, with both my Lord Farn-
borough and the Chief Justice, to say
nothing, till authorised, about persons
or places, as well as things?”

“ That, sir, of course, you would
be,” interposed the Captain, somewhat
sarcastically.

“ But let me ask,” continued Mr
Hylton, “ supposing this letter had
been addressed to you, Captain, and
you were in my place—what answer
would you give?”

“ Why, sir, I would not have put
myself in your place, do you see; for
1 should have deemed myself to be
(which doubtless you, reverend sir, by
reason of your holy cloth, are not)
meddling somewhat.”

“ But, Captain Lutteridge, I implore
an answer—time presses frightfully 1"

“ Why, you see, sir, I am a soldier,
and you & parson, reverend sir: there-
fore "—the Captain Eaused;_tht} con-
sequence, of which he had indicated
the approach, not appearing, or pre-
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senting itself, exactly when he wished
it.

“1 must, in virtue of the sacred
office which T hold, and of which you
have reminded me, implore you to let
no imaginary notions of honour "—

“ Honour ! — honour imaginary ! I
give you my word, reverend sir, that
I never heard anything so monstrous
fall from man before!” said the Cap-
tain, with an amazed air.

“Oh, sir, I neither thought, nor
said, aught that you could except to,”
replied Mr Hylton. “ No man values
honour more than I; nor do I think
any man living can have a truer,
keener sense of 1t than you, Captain
Lutteridge : all I dread is, lest while
you strain honour too far, a fellow.
creature be sacrificed.”

* What would you then, reverend
sir,” inquired the Captain, somewhat
appeased, “ with me, now, after what
has before passed between us? For I
do protest that I know not! Say
plainly, siv! "

“ This being an imminent matter of
life and death,” said Mr Hylton, after
a pause, “ do you feel yourself at liber-
ty to authorise me, if I should deem it
proper, to communicate to the Secre-
tary of State what you told me before
I went up to London?™

“No, sir,” replied the Captain,
quietly.

“ Is that really your final determi.
nation, dear Captain?” inquired Mr
Hylton, with such a kind of intensity
in his manner as quite touched the
soldier’s heart.

“ Upon my word of honour, sir,” he
replied earnestly, “ I really fear it is.
You see, sir, I have often talked over
this matter with my brother officers;
and we all, being bred alike, think
alike. Where one’s own honour, and
another man’s life, are in conflict, what
the deuce to do we know not. We
made not honour : it is made for us;
it governs us all, or ought; and it
shall govern me, and be obeyed, so
help—hem! 1 beg your pardon, sir,
for what I was going to say, but did
not, you being a clerg‘yman.”

% Joam distracted | " said Mr Hyl.
ton, pressing his hand to his forehead.
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“ So methinks, with much respect,”
quoth the impenetrable soldier, ' you
have good reason to be, reverend sir.
Look you at the way in which you
have fixed everybody: my Lord Mil-
verstoke, my Lord Farnborough, me—
but most especially yourself! Surely,
good sir, it was not I that did all this!”

* True, true, Captain,” replied Mr
Hylton, with a melancholy air, and
sighing deeply ; “ and yet, had you not
yourself, with all a soldict’s honour-
able frankness, first volunteered to tell
me all this "—

“ Piff! Paff! — Phew! " exclaimed
the Captain, suddenly starting up as
if he had just received a pistol-shot.
“ Why, sir—egad — you are right!
What you say is quite true!” Cap-
tain Lutteridge stood rubbing his chin,
and gazing earnestly, in perturbed si-
lence, at Mr Hylton. * Why, hang
me, sir, If it is not I that have put
you, and everybody else, into a false

osition ! " He paused, gazing at Mr

ylton with the look of a man astound-
ed by some sudden discovery. “ Sir,
in his Majesty's service there is not, I
do believe, agreater fool at this moment
than am 1, Captain Lutteridge. The
devil hath this day suddeuly paid me
off, handsomely, a somewhat long
score. I beseech you, reverend sir,
in this horrible state that I am in, tell
me what should Ido? T own all this
never occurred to me, nor those that T
have talked with on the subject! T
wonder my brother - officers yonder
never thought of it; for as for myself,
I am a fool--an arrant fool! Sir—I—
1 beg your pardon for putting you into
all this difficulty.”

“ My dear Captain,” said Mr Hyl-
ton, mildly, having waited till the Cap-
tain’s excitement had a little abated,
“ 1 really meant not to suggest any-
thing of this kind : it did not occur to
me lY'___

“ Oh yes, it did, sir; but you were
too civil to say it. 1 stand an ass,
sir—a very ass before you! And what
the deuce to do I know not; yet, on
my honour, T never meant to do any-
thing but what was proper and hu-
mane.”

“ Still, Captain, let us not overlook
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the real difficulty of the case, nor for-
get what is due to yourself, and also
to me, as men of honour, as well as of
humanity and religion. It is I that
have entailed all this perplexity, by
my unauthorised communication of
what you had so frankly told me, in
your love of justice and fair play. I
may have erred in what I did—but
what else could I have done? I was
forced to leave by that night's coach,
or all would have been in vain; and
had I not made some use of whit you
had told me, I might as well have
stayed here. And when I came back,
and poor Ayliffe’s body was swinging
in the air, you might have reproached
me for my false honour and punctilio,
and (for aught I could then have
known) might have said that, in a
matter like this, your delicacy would
have given way.”

¢ 8ir, there’s nogainsayingit. What
a puzzle you must have been in,
Sometimes, it seems, things will so
turn out, that no man can possibly
know how to act; and then the only
thing is, to do nothing, which can
never be wrong.”

* Oh, Captain, Captain! cannot it ?
Look at this case—this very case!”

“ 1 don’t know, for the life of me,
what to do!” said Captain Lutteridge,
walkinghastily up and down the room,
‘“ Let me, sir, read the letter again.
It is a somewhat longwinded round-
about despatch. Methinks I could
have said as much in twenty words.”
He read it over pretty rapidly. “One
thing, sir, it shows, that you certainly
acted handsomely at headguarters, in
not committing one whom you had no
right to commit.”

* Indeed, Captain, I so deeeply ap-
preciated your disinterested and noble
anxiety to assist the cause of justice
and humanity, that I was doubly—
trebly—on my guard.”

“Quite correct, sir, to be so-—quite.”

“ Now, suppose, dear Captain, that
you had hapgened to be in London at
the time, and had thoughts of going
at once to headquarters to prevent in-
justice—fatal, irreparable injustice—
in this matter, being unwittingly done,
don’t you think you might have said
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Jjust as much to my Lord Chief Justice
as you did to me P—and felt that Lord
Milverstoke could have no right to in-
terfere in such a case of life and death
as ought to be left to every man's own
counscience, alone, to deal with?”

“ There's no knowing what a man
might do when suddenly pushed, and
off his guard. Dut, for the matter of
this letter,”—he turned to it again,—
“ 1t seems that you handsomely told
the Judge what I said, that I thought
the matter in question had no bearing
on the case.”

“1 did most distinctly, most empha-
tically.”

“ But, forgive me, reverend sir,~—
how came you to say, thereupon, that
you differed with me?”

“Pardon me, dear Captain; Ithought
T was right in doing so. It appeared
to me that, at a point of time so all-
important as that of Lord Alkmond’s
quitting the Castle for the wood "—

“That, sir, is what T so marvel—
have always marvelled—at. What
possiblebearing—pshaw!—what could
duelling have to do with this vaga.
bond and Lord "—

“ Duelling ! echoed Mr Hylton,
with a great start: while Captain
Lutteridge sprang clean out of the
chair in which he had the moment
before sat down, and slapped his hand
desperately on his mouth, as though
he would have forced back the words
which had leaped forth neverto return.

“Did I say duelling2” commenced
the Captain, in a low tone, after a
long gasp, and staring amazedly at
his companion, who looked equally
astounded.

“Yes, you did, Captain Lutteridge
said Mr Hylton in an absent manner
having fallen into a deep reverie.
The Captain stood still, his eyes
fixed on the floor, in silence.

“Bah ! at length he exclaimed,
with such a violent stamp of his foot
that the floor quivered under it. “I
—TI—look on this as a stroke of fate,
sir!” said he, approaching Mr Hyl-
ton with a desperate air, his face quite
flushed. “We don't part, rcverend
sir, till we have agreed on what is to
be done with the word that hath thus
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accursedly jumped out from me,” con-
tinued the Captain, hastily going to
the door, which he locked, and took
out of it the key. Then he strode to
the fireplace, and gave Mr Hylton, in
passing, a furious glance. “ Look
you, sir, we soldiers are plain people ;
andif you, beingone cunning in speech,
came hither to lay a trap for me "—

“Captain Lutteridge,” replied Mr
Hylton, calmly, “yourlanguage shows
that you labour under sudden excite-
ment. Do you, now that I remind
you of your expressions, really mean,
sir, to insinuate that I, a Christian
minister, and, I trust, a gentleman
also, could, under any conceivable c¢ir-
cumstances whatever, stoop to the
baseness of inveigling you into a
breach of confidence ? 1 forgive you,
Captain Lutteridge, and also the gross
and, saving your presence, vulgar in-
dignity,” continued Mr Hylton, point-
ing sternly to the door, “ which you
have just perpetrated upon me.”

“ Mr Hylton— veverend sir—I—
beg your pardon ; I—ask forgiveness,
having quite forgotten myself, and
you too,” said Captain Lutteridge,
bowing profoundly, while the colour
a little deserted his cheek; and has-
tily stepping to the door, he unlocked
and threw it open. Then, returning to
Mr Hylton, he resumed—* You are as
free as air, sir: free to go whither you
please ; to say, to do, what you please,
sir—anywhere—to anybody. You are
a gentleman, sir ; and I, an officer, have
not, I fear, acted just now as became
an officer and a gentleman.”

Nothing could exceed the soldier-
like simplicity, gravity, and fine spirit,
with which all this was said by Cap-
tain Lutteridge.

“'Tis all forgiven — forgotten : it
is as though it had never happened,
my dear Captain,” replied MrHylton;
“and I shall dcem myself honoured
if you will suffer me to shake you
by the hand, for whose character I
have already learned to feel great
admiration. I never saw one whom
I believed to be actuated by nobler
motives—of that be assured ; and as
for this strange word that has escaped
you, it is buried Jere "—he placed his
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righthand on hisheart—*itis consider-
ed by me, already, asutterlyunspoken.”

“Most excellent and reverend sir,
give me your hand!” said Captain
Lutteridge, almost with tears in his
eves, grasping the proffered hand of
Mr Hylton. *I never came in m
life ncar onc that behaved with sue
haudsomeness, by—1I beg pardon, sir!
But 1 never did! And I am begin-
ning, I know not how, to take quite
a different view of the entire matter.
By Jove, sir, your whole conduct on
behalf of this poor wretch is disin-
terested and great, beyond utterance.
The trouble you have taken— what
you have put up with while doing
all that you have done, no ove thinks
so highly of as your humble, unwor-
thy servant, Captain Lutteridge ; and
God himself only can reward you, for
He put it all in your heart to do!
Sir—I—T almost begin to think this
man—Heaven forgive me for calling
him a vagabond, poor wretch !—
must be, as you say, innocent —
though his case has, it must be
owned, a desperate ugly look, or you
would not have been led to do all
you have done; but if he de inno-
cent "—the Captain paused for a mo-
ment—** I have been all this while
doing my best to tie the rope round
his neck!”

While Captain Lutteridge was say-
ing all this, Mr Hylton appcared to
be attentively listening to him in
silence ; but his mind was closely
engaged with the subject which had
been suggested to it, by the preg-
nant word which had fallen from Cap-
tain Lutteridge — Duelling! — Duel.
ling? Had ¢hat, then, been the topic
which Lord Alkmond could not bear
to hear talked of, and by which he
had been so much agitated, as Cap-
tain Lutteridge had represented ?
Why go out mto the wood—and di-
rectly from the banqueting-table ?
The more Mr Hylton thought of it
—and his idcas sprung up and fol-
lowed one another with ]i%htning ra-
pidity—the greater were his amaze-
ment and anxiety ; for he recollected
Lord Milverstoke’s agitation on the
subject being mentioned; his lord-
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ship’s acknowledgment that it occa-
sioned him great agony, from reasons
of which, as he had said, Mr Hylton
could have no notion; and his lord-
ship’s solemn declaration that it had
no connection with, or bearing upon,
the awful bereavement which he had
suffered. And, again, what reason
could there be for his stern refusal
to allow the matter to be communi-
cated to the official authorities, even
in so grave a case as that affecting
the life of a fellow-creature? Aud he
had said, moreover, that it might, it
talked about, afford matter for inju-
rious and harassing gossip and specu-
lation! He was thus getting deeper
and deeper into gloomy speculation,
when Captain Lutteridge’s last words,
alluding to the rope round Ayliffe’s
neck, startled Mr Hylton out of his
reverie.

“ True — certainly, Captain Lut-
teridge,” said he, as if still somewhat
confounded by the course of his own
bewildering reflections; *“ but that sin-
gle word which you have so naturally
let fall, at a moment when you were
off your guard, has plunged me head-
long into a sea of conjecturc and per-
plexity, I own myself utterly at a
loss how to connect this conversation
with the death of poor Lord Alk-
mond ; and consider you warranted
(for all that at prescnt occurs to me)
in your frequent assertion that there
really was no such connection.”

‘* That may all be, sir, and perhaps
is really so; but now the point is,
what must be done herein ? Anything
—nothing ?"

“Were I disposed to make any
use, and you to permit me, of the in-
formation which I now possess "—

et Lord Milverstoke’s leave, and
the thing is done! If his lordship
carc not, I am sure I don’t.”

“But what if his lordship should
hear that which has happened here to-
day, Captain Lutteridge?”

“What if he do? It will make
him angry, very angry, withme ; but
that I cannot lelp.  He may curse
my folly, but cannot question my
honour: and what say you, by Jove,
sir, to wy going myself to my Lord
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Milverstoke, and plainly telling him
what has happened ? If it will serve
your purpose in this strait that you
are in, why, T will go at once, and
within an hour’s time his lordship
shall know all that has happened, and
do as he pleases.”

¢ Resolution such as yours cannot
be daunted, I see, my dear Captain; |
and I entreat you, then, to do as you'
propose ; and in justice to me, ex--
plain how it fell out, without effort of
mine, and that I will, of course, nei-
ther say a word, nor take a step, till
I have his lordship’s consent to do s0.”

“1 will do all this, and the sooner
the better: and why may I not tell
him of Lord Farnborough’s letter?
I'm sure there’s nothing can come of
it, though. Men don't fight duels
with bludgeons, and at night-time, eh ?
And strike from behind, too? You'
don’t suppose anything so wild as all
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that? Had my YLord Alkmond been
stabbed or shot, the case might have
looked somewhat different. But duel-
ling was doubtless the thing talked of
that night, and a bloody duel was
spoken of, too, that had no long time

i before taken place. All this, however,

let us see what my Lord Milverstoke
will say to. He, for aught I know,
may let you Eo up teo London with
your news, and make what you can of
it. 'Tis a hopeful case, truly; but
here is my horse, and within an hour
shall I learn what his lordship hath to
say concerning this my folly.”

The Captain and Mr Hyltor then
mounted their horses; the former
galloping off towards Milverstoke
Castle, the latter to the town where
Mr Melcombe resided, with whom he
was more anxious than everto confer
on the subject of the Secretary of
State’s letter.

CHAPTER XIIL

As Mr Hylton rode along, he felt a
miserable suspicion strengthening in
his mind, that the mystery on which
he had been placing so fond but gra-
tuitous a reliance was vanishing into
thin air, as far as concerned any pro-
bable connection between it and the
tragical cnd of Lord Alkmond. The
last words of bluff Captain Lutteridge
~—the bludgeon, the pistol, the rapier,
the dagger—quite haunted MrHylton,
forcing upon him an inference destruc-
tive of his hiopes on hehalf of Ayliffe.
He, of course, made no mention to Mr
Melcombe of the accidental disclosure
of Captain Lutteridge; but both of
them were greatly perplexed as to the
course proper to be taken with refer-
ence to the Sceretary of State's letter,
which nevertheless loud!ly demanded
that something should be done, and

that something quickly.

Little thought Captain Lutteridge,
as, inwardly cursing his own stupidity
at every step he took, he hastened on
to the Castle, of the scene which his
announced arrival would terminate.
"Twas one between young Lady Emily
and her father, with whom she was
angel-like pleading the desperate cause
of Ayliffe! Any one who been pre-
sent, hearing the conversation which
had taken place that morning in the
sick chamber of Lady Alkmond, be-
tween her Ladyship and Lady Emily,
on the subject of Ayliffe, might have
believed himself Iistening to the con-
verse of two angels : so gentle, so piti-
ful, so pious was it, as no words can
tell. Lady Alkmond lay in bed, in
extreme weakuess, in a state most pre-
carious; so frightful had been the
shock sustained by a delicate system,
at a period when that delicacy was in-
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finitely enhanced by the distant pros-
pect—now, alas! at an end—of an-
other addition to the ancient house of
her murdered Lord. The Earl, on en-
tering her chamber at his usual hour,
on the morning of the day on which
Mr Hylton and the Captain's last in-
terview had taken place, on sitting
down beside the bed, leaned down and
kissed the lily-hued cheek, and press-
ed the slight attenuated fingers of the
gentle sufferer with an air of incon-
ceivable tenderness. Had his atten-
tion not been entirely absorbed by her
whomn he had come to visit, he might
have observed Lady Emily, who sat
on the opposite side of the bed, look-
ing pale and apprehensive ; for she
knew that Lady Alkmond intended to
utter one word—only one word—into
the Earl’s ear on his retiring, which
word Lady Emily had undertaken
afterwards, on that same morning, to
enforce upon her father, with all her
powers of dutiful and loving persua-
sion and intercession, She trembled
like an aspen leaf, therefore, when the
Earl, after sitting rather longer than
usual, rose to take his departure; and
Lady Alkmond, gazing at him sweetly,
ashekissed herforehead and clasped her
hand, softly whispered, “ Forgive!”
Lady Emily observed her father slight.
ly start, but only very slightly. Ie
looked for a moment earnestly at Lady
Alkmond, and, after pressing his lips
to her pale cheek, withdrew in silence.
When he lhad quitted the chamber,
Lady Emily glided round to the side
of her sister, and both of them remain-
ed for some moments silent, and with
beating hearts.

“ Don’t fear, love! ” whispered Lady
Alkmond.

“I tremble, Agnes; IfeelI do, but
'tis not from fear. I will do what I
have promised ! ”

Lady Emily’s fingers gently clasped
those of her sister-in-law, whose beau-
tiful check was of an ashy whiteness,
and her bosom heaved ; for Lady Alk-
mond knew the firmuess of the resolu-
tion which Lady Emily had forined, to
follow her stern father to his library,
soon after he had quitted the chamber
where they were sitting, and brave the

119

peril of angering him, upon a subject
on which he had never hitherto inter-
changed a syllable with her. And she
well knew hisfierce inflexibility of cha-
racter, and that, on the trying topic
which she was going to urge, that
inflexibility would be exhibited with
tenfold force. But she had received
several letters from Mrs Hylton, s¢
feelingly advocating the cause of Ay-
liffe, his dying wife, and unfortunate
little son, and so strenuously protest-
ing the writer’s and her husband’s
conviction of Ayliffe’s innocence, that
Lady Emily resolved, cost what effort
it might, to make an attempt to wring
from her father that expression of a
desire for mercy to be extended to the
prisoner, which Mrs Hylton assured
her would probably be attended with
success, and save an innocent man
from the horrible and ignominious
death of a murderer. That morning
she had been early in his library, and
placed on the table at which he usual-
ly sat, a little copy of the New Testa-
ment, with a slip of paper in it, on
which she had written in pencil the
words, “ Matthew, xviil. 85.” On his
return from Lady Alkmond's room,
Lord Milverstoke repaired to his li-
brary, in which he walked to and fro
for some time, meditating with no
light displacency on the word which
had fallen from Lady Alkmond. He
suspected its true import and object ;
and on taking his seat, and opening
with some surprise the Testament
which lay before him, guided by the
reference written by the trembling
fingers of his daughter, he read as fol-
lows—* So likewise shall my heavenly
Father do dlso unto you, if ye, from
your hearts, forgive nol, every ome his
brother, their trespasses.” This verse
the Earl read hastily ; then laid down
the book, folded his arms, and leaned
back in his seat, not with subdued
feelings, but very highly indignant.
He now saw clearly what had been
intended by the faint but impressive
whisper of Lady Alkmond,even could he
have before entertained a doubt upon
the subject. Oh! why did not thoughts
of the heavenly temper of these two
loving and trembling spirits melt his
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stern heart? 'Twas not so, however;
and even anger swelled within that
FATHER'S breast of untamed fiercencss
—anger, almost struggling and shap-
ing itself into the utterance of “ Inter-
ference ! intrusion! presumption !”
After a long interval, in which his
thoughts were thus angrily occupied,
he reopened the Testament, and again
read the sublime and awful declaration
of the Redeemer of mankind ; yet
smote it not his heart. And after a
while, removing the paper, he cally
replaced the sacred volume on the spot
from which it had been taken by Lady
Emily. Not long after he had done
s0, hie heard a faint tapping at the dis-
tant door, but without taking any no-
tice of it, although he had a somewhat
disturbing suspicion as to the cause of
that meck application, and the person
by whom it was made. The sound
was presently repeated somewhatloud-
er; on which “Who is there ?—en-
ter!” called out the Farl londly, and
in his usual stern tone, looking appre-
hensively towards the door—which
wasopened, as he had thought, and per-
baps feared, it mightbe, by Lady Emily.

“Itis I, dear papa,” said she, closing
the door after her, and advancing ra-
ther rapidly towards him, who moved
not from his seat ; though the appear-
ance of —xow—Mhis only child, and that
a daughter most beautiful in budding
womanhood, and approaching araTHER
with timid, downcast looks, might well
have elicited some word or gesture of
welcoming affection and tenderness.

* What brings you hither, Emily ?”
he inguired coldly, as his daughter, in
her loveliness and terror, stood within
a few feet of him, her fine features
wearing an exi)mssion of blended mo-
desty and resolution.

“Do you not know, my decarest
papa ? " said she gently ; “ do you not
suspeet? Do not be angry !—do not,
dear papa, look so sternly at me! I
come to speak with you, who are my
father, in all love and duty.”

“1 am not stern—] am not angry,
Emily. Have I not ever been kind to
you? Why, then, this unusual mode
of approaching and addressing me?
Were I a mere tyrant, you could not
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show better than your present man-
ner does that T am such 1”

His words were kind, but his eye
and his manner blighting, His
daughter’s knees trembled under her.
She glanced hastily at the table in
quest of the little book which her
hands had that morning placed there ;
and, not seeing it, her heart sunk.

“Be seated, Emily,” said Lord Mil-
verstoke, moving towards her a chair,
and gently placing her in it, immedi-
ately opposite to Lim, at only a very
little distance. She thought that she
had never till that moment seen her
father’s face; or, at least, had never
before noticed its true character. Iow
cold and severe was the look of the
penetrating eyes now fixed on her;
how rigid were the features ; how
commanding was the expression which
they wore ; how visibly clouded with
sorrow, and marked with the traces of
suffering !

 And what, Emily, would you say?”
he inquired calmly.

“Dearest papa, I would say, if I
dared, what my sister said to you so
short a time ago—Forgive!”

“Whom?” inguired the Earl, striving
to repress all appearance of emotion.

“Him who is to die on Monday
next—Adam Ayliffe. Oh my dearest
papa, do not—oh, do not look so fear.
fully at me!”

“You mean, Emily, the murderer of
your brother!” He paused for a mo-
ment. “Am I right? Do I under-
stand you?" inquired her father,
gloomily.

“But I think that he is not—I do
believe that he is not.”

““ How can it concern you, Emily, to
think or believe on the subject? Good
child, meddle not with what you un-
derstand not. 'Who has put you upon
this, Emily ?

“My own heart, dear papa

“Bah, girl ! cried the Earl, unablo
to restrain his angry impulse, ““do not
patter nonscnse with your father on a
subject like this. You have been
trained and tutored to torment me on
this matter "

“Papa !—my papa!—I trained! I
tutored! By whom? Am I of your

IR
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blood ? " said his daughter, proudly
and indignantly.

“You had better return, my child,
to your occupations "—

“My occupation, dearest papa, is
here, and, so long as you may suffer
me to be with you, to say few, but few
words to you. It is hard if I cannot,
I who never knowingly grieved you
in my life. Remember that [am now
your only child. Yet I fear you love
me not as you ought to love an only
child, or you could not speak to me as
you have just spoken!’ She paused
for a moment, and added, as if with a
sudden desperate impulse—* My poor
sister and I do implore you to give
this wretch a chance of life, for we
both bzlieve that he is innocent ! ”

For a second or two the Earl seemed
really astounded; and well he might,
for his youthful daughter had suddenly
spoken to him with a precision and
distinetness of language, an energy of
manner, and an expressjon of eye, snch
as the Earl had not dreamed of her
being able to exhibit, and told of the
strength of purpose with which she
had come to him.

“And you both believe that he is
innocent! ”* said he, echoing her words,
too much amazed toutteranother word.

“Yes,we do! we do! in our hearts.
My sister and I have prayed to God
many times for his merey; and she
desires me to tell you that she has for-
given this man Ayliffe, even though
he did this dreadful deed ; and so have
I. Wife and sister of the dear one
dead, we both forgive, even though the
poor wretch be guilty ; but we believe
him innocent, and if ke be, oh, Heaven
forbid that on Monday he should die ! ”

"“Lmily,” said the Barl, who bad
waited with forced composure till his
daughter had ceased, “do you not
think that your proper placeis in your
own apartment, or with your suffering
sister-an-law ?”

“Why should you thus treat me as
a child, paﬁa ?” inquired Lady Emily,
scarcely able to restrain her tears.

"“Why should I not?" asked her
father calmly.

Lady Emily looked on the ground
for some moments in silence.
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“Does it uot occur to you as pos-
sible that you are meddling ? meddling
with matters beyond your province ?
1s it fitting, girl,” he continued, unable
to resist an instantancous but most
bitter emphasis on the word, *that
you should be nere talking to me at
all—for one moment even, on a matter
which I have never thought of naming
to you—a child 2"

“T am a child, papa ; but I am your
child, and your only one; and love
you more than all the whole world,”
replied his dauglter with ineffable
sweetness,

“ Obey me, then, as a proof of that
love: retire to your chamber, and
there wonder at what you have ven-
tured — presumed, this morning to
do.”

Lady Emily felt the glance of his
eye upon her, as though it had light-
enied ; but she qunailed not.

“My dear, my only parent, I im-
plore you send me not away; let
me'—

“Emily, I cannot be disobeyed; I
am not in the habit of being discbeyed
by any one; it is very sad that T
should see the attempt first made by
my child.”

“Oh, papa! forgive me! forgive
me!” She arose, and approaching
him hastily, as she observed him about
to advance, sunk on one knee before
him, clasping her hands together.
“0h, hear me for but a moment. I
never knelt before but to God, yet
kneel 1 now to my father. Oh, have
mercy ! nay, be just!”

“Why, Emily, verily I fear that long
confinement, and want of exercise and
of changed scenes, are preying upon
your mind; you are not speaking
rationally. Rise, child, aud do not
pursuc this folly—or I may think you
mad !” e disengaged her hands
gently from his knee, which they had
the moment before clasped, and raised
hev from her knceling posture, sho
weeping bitterly.

"I am not mad, papa, nor is my
sister ; but we fear lest God's anger
should fall upon you, nay, upon us all,
if you will not listen to the voice of
compassion.”
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“Be seated, Emily," said the Earl.
“Excited as you are at present,” he
continued, with rapidly increasing
sternness of manner, * no words of
mine will be able to satisfy youof the
gricvous impropriety, nay, the cruel
absurdity of all this proceeding. You
talk to me like a parrot about mercy,
and compassion, and God’s anger, and
so forth, as though you understood
what you were saying, and I under-
stood not what I am doing, what I
ought to do, and what I have done.
Child, you forget vourself, me, and
your duty to me. Ilow dared you to
profane yonder Testament, and insult
your father, by placing it before him,
as you did this morning? Did you
doso?”

“T did,” she answered, sobbing.

“You presumptuous girl —forget-
ful of the fifth commandment!"”

“Oh! say not so—say not so! 1
love, I reverence you—and I FEAR you
now,” said Lady Emily, with passion-
ate energy, gazing at him, with tears
running down her cheeks, Lier dark
hair partially deranged, her hands
clasped together in a supplicatory
manner. “I prayed to God, before I
came to you, that I might not be doing
wrong—that you might not be angry
with me—that, if angry, you might
forgive me.”

“Angry with you! Have I not
cause? Never dared daughter do such
thing to father before! You presume
to rebuke and threaten me—me—with
the vengeance of Heaven, if I yield
not to your sickly, dreaming, drivel-
ling scutimentality. Silence!” he ex-
claimed, perceiving her about to speak.
“T have not had my eyes closed, I tell
you now, for days past. I have ob-
served your changed manner. You
have been deliberating, long before-
hand, how to perpetrate this unduti-
fulness.  As though my heart had not
been already struck, as with a thunder-
bolt, from Heaven, you, forsooth—yon
idle, unthinking child !—must strive
to stab it-—to wound me, to insult me!
This is not your own doing—you dared
not have thought of it. You arc the
silly tool of others. Silence! hear
me, undutiful girl.”
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“Papa, T cannot listen to you say-
in§ all this, in which you are so wrong.
—I am no tool of anybody! Twice
bave you said this ~thing!” Her
figure the Earl perceived involantarily
becoming erect as she spoke, and her
eye fixed with steadfast brightness
upon his. Had he been sufficiently
calm and observant, he might have
seen in his daughter, at that moment,
a faint reflection of his own lofty
spirit—intolerant of injustice. * And
even you, papa, have no right what-
ever thus to talk to me. If I have
done wrong, chide me becomingly ;
but all that you have said to me only
hurts me, and stings me, and I cannot
submit to it.”

“Lady Emily, to your chamber!"”
said the Earl, with a stately air, rising.
So did his davughter.

“My Lord!” she exclaimed magni-
ficently, her tall figure drawn up to
its full height, and her lustrous eyes
fixed unwavering upon hisown. Nei-
ther spoke for & moment; and the
Earl began, he knew not why, to feel
great inward agitation, as he gazed at
the erect figure of his silent and indig-
nant daughter.

“My child!” sald he at length
faintly, with a quivering lip, and, ex-
tending his arms, he moved a step to
wards her; on which she sprung for
ward into his arms, throwing her own
about his neck, and kissing his cheek
passionately. His strong will for once
had failed him; hisfulleyesoverflowed,
and a tear fell on his daughter's fore-
head. She wept bitterly. Fora while
he spoke not, but gently led her to a
couch, and sat down beside her.

“Oh, papa, papa !” she murmured,
“how I love you!”

For a while he was silent, strug-
gling, and with partial success, to
overcome the violence of his emotions.
Then ho spoke in a low, deep tone, and
with a strange expression of counte-
nance.

“The voices of the dead are sound-
ing in my cars, Emily! the tranguil
dead! 'Tis said, my Emily,” —he
paused for some mwoments, and his agi-
tation was prodigious,—*that I was
stern to your sweet mother "—
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“0Oh, dear, dearest, best beloved by
daughters —never ! ” she cried vehe-
mently, struggling to escape from his
grasp—for he held her rigidly, while
gazing at her with agonised eyes—
that she might again throw her arms
around his neck.

“And I now fearfully feel—I fear,
that I was stern, as I have this day
been stern to you. Forgive me, ye
meek and blessed dead ! "—~his quiver-
ing lips were closed for a moment, as
were also his eyes. “Alas, Emily!
she is looking at me through your
eyes. Oh, how like!” he remarked,
as if speaking to himself. His daugh-
ter covered her eyes, and buried her
head in his bosom. “ I you, my
Emily, forgive me?”

“ Oh, papa! no, no; what have I to
forgive? Everything have I to love,
my own sweet papa! Much I fear
that I may have done what a daugh-
ter ought not to have done! I have
grieved and wounded a father that
tenderly loved me”'—

“ Ay, my ehild, I do,” he whispered
tremulously, gently drawing her slen-
der form nearer to his heart. “Emily,”
said he, after a while, “ go, get me that
Testament which you placed before
me; ch go, dear child ! She still hung
her head, and made no motion of go-
ing. “Go,get it me; bring it tome! "

Sherose withouta word, and brought
it to him ; and while he silently rcad
the verse to which she had direeted
his attention, she sat beside him, trem-
bling and in silence, her eyes timidly
fixed on the ground.

“ It was in love, and not presump-
tion, my Emily, that you laid these
awful words before me.”

“Indeed, my papa, it was," said
she, bursting into tears.

He appearcd about to speak to her,
when words evidently failed him sud-
denly. At length—* And when that
sweet soul "—he paused—* this morn-
ing whispered in my ear, did she know
of this that you had donc?” Lady
Emily could not speak. She bowed
her head in acquiescence, and sobbed.
Her father was fearfully agitated.
“ Wretch that I am !—I am not worthy

of either of you!" Lady Emily again
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flung her arms round him fondly, and
kissed bim. “ I am yielding to great
weakuess, my love,” said he, after a
while, with somewhat more of compo-
sure. * Yet, never shall I—never can
I—forget this morning! I have long
felt and feared that I was not made
to be loved : I have seen it written in
people’s faces. Yet ean I love!”

“T know you can !—I know you do,
my own dear papa! Do you not be-
lieve that T love you? that Agnes
loves you ?”

“I do, my Emily—TI do! Yet till
this mowent have 1 felt alone in life.
In this vast pile, to me now how
gloomy and desolate! with these
woods, now so horrible around me, I
have been alone—utterly alone! And
yet were you with me—you, my only
daughter—who, I suppose, dared not
tell me how much you loved me!”

“ Oh, do not say so, papa! I knew
your grief and suffering. They were
too sacred to be touched. I wept for
you, but in my own chamber ! ”’

“ You stand beside me as an angel,
Emily,” said the Earl fondly, ©“ as you
have ever been; yet I now feel as
though my eyes had not really seen
and known you!”

They walked slowly to and fro, the
Earl affectionately supporting her tall
slim figure; and as he gazed at her,
though her eyes were hcavy with
weeping, and her features partly con-
cealed bencath her dark dishevelled
tresses, he beheld in them a beauty
which he had never fully seen before,
and which no one knew him familiarly
enough ever to have remarked to him.

“ Papa,” said she at length, evident-
ly with timorous rcluctance in her
manner, “shall 1 offend you if "—she
paused, and glanced at him apprehen-
sively.

“ No, Fuily, sweet love ! you will
not—you cannot now offend me,” said
he, sighing deeply, and speaking very
gravely, but aflectionately. “Tknow
what 1s in your gentle heart —your
earliest words this morning are still
ringing in my ears. Can you believe
and trust in me now, my dear Ewily?”

“ Indeed, indeed, papa, I can!”

“ As you love me, then, sweet girl!
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do not at present speak to me on this
dreadful affair. T know all that you
would say : but you do not, you can-
not, you ought not, to know as much
of this matter as T do. Remembering
the solemn and fearful passage of Holy
Writ which you have showed me,
Emily, T yet declare to you I believe
in my conscience that there is no sha-
dow of doubt about the guilt of Ayliffe.
So said his judge, an able and merci-
ful judge; so said the jury; so say
the whole world! T could tell you of
expressions of dreadful malice, on his
part, against me and my family. DBuat
why—why, my love, should T distress
you, or harass myself?”

Lady Emily was going to speak,
but he added—

“ Suppose before he suffer the sen-
tence of the law, he were to acknow-
ledge that he did this awful deed—
what then, Emily ?”

“ What mean vou, dear papa ? " she
inquired faintly.

“ Should his life be even thenspared?
—or should he dic?” said the Earl
in a very solemn manner.

“ Oh, papa ! ” she murmured, after
a pause, sighing heavily. “Dut,” she
added, ““ suppose he should not confess
it, but die, saying that hie is innocent,
and it should be so found afterwards,
would not that beawful, dearest papa?”

* My dear Emily, unfortunately few
criminals suffer their just sentence
without falsely protesting innocence.
Were we to believe them, against all
proof positive of guilt, how could law
or justice be administered ?”

“ But—forgive 2 word more, papa—
suppose he should really die inno-
cent?”

“ My dear child, that is, I own, a
shocking supposition ; but—you may
speak of this again to me, I hear the
sonnd of steps coming along the cor-
ridor.”

The Earl was right; in a few mo-
ments a servant gently opened the
door, and announced that Captain
Tautteridge had just arrived from the
barracks in great haste, and begged
to be allowed immediately to see his
lordship on an important matter. The
Earl started, and, after a few seconds’
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angry pause, said, “ Let him be shown
hither.”

When the servant had withdrawn—
‘“ Emily," said be, “ this isa well-mean-
ing, thick-headed soldier, who has
occasioned me great distress by his
folly and meddling ; but after the mes-
sage which he has sent, I am bound
to see him. Away, my love—I hear
him coming — God bless thee! God
bless thee I'™ he continued, kissing
her fondly. * Go through yonder
door;” and Lady Emily ran to the
private door, and in a moment more
Captain Lutteridge entered, and found
the Earl alone.

“1 fear your lordship is ill,” said
the Captain, approaching him, and
bowing courteously.

# No, sir; but 1 am harassed,” re-
plied the Earl, who had resumed all
his habitual haughtiness of manner:
“and may T request the favour of
being at once informed what may be
your urgent business with me ?”’

The Captain was, as usual, exces-
sively irritated by the Earl’s mode of
address, but was then conscious of
being in no position to quarrel with,
or resent it.

“I will to the point at once, my
Lord,” said he, with forced composure.
“T am come to own myself to have
bee]n just playing the part of an utter
fool.”

There was something in his quaint
embarrassed manner which instantly
arrested the Earl's attention, and he
listened with stern curiosity.

“ Your lordship may believe that
as a gentleman, and having the honour
of bearing his Majesty’s commission,
T would rather suffer death than will-
ingly or knowingly break my word "—

" For Heaven's sake, sir, proceed;
go on:” said the Earl impatiently,
observing Captain Lutteridge hesitate
for a moment.

“ Well, my Lord, yet so the matter
is;—in a conversation had, scarce an
hour ago, with Mr Hylton, about this
caitiff that is todie on Monday—Icould
submit to beshot for having to acknow-
ledge to your lordship, that unadvised-
ly, and in the heat of the very speech
in which I was protesting to the con-
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trary, out slipped the accursed word—
uelling.”

“ What, sir! " exclaimed the Earl,
starting out of his chair, and standing
erect, gazing at Captain Lutteridge in
a kind of stupified silence.

“ Yes, my Lord, I am a man of few
words, and those few, how foolish
sometimes ! My Lord—I say — out
sprung this thrice accursed word—
duelling "—

« Merciful heavens !—these people
will assuredly kill me, between them
all,” exclaimed the Earl, striking his
forehead with hisclenchedhand, “And
what then, sir?”" he presentlyinquired,
desperately, but with the manner of
one quite exhausted.

“ Nothing, my Lord,” replied the
Captain.

“ How say you, sir? Are you trif
ling—bandying words with me ? What
mean you, sir, by— nothing ¢

“ My Lord, what I mean I say;
what I say, that I mean,” replied Cap-
tain Lutteridge, doggedly.

The Earl glanced at him for a mo-
ment, with an cxpression which pre-
vented a somewhat fierce speech that
the Captain was about making; and
then—

“ Have you any other business with
me, sir?” inquired the Earl, with evi-
dently suppressed fury.

“None, my Lord—none, I thank my
stars,” replied the Captain, coolly, and
even sarcastically.

“8Sir, I seem the sport of destiny
this day !—Never felt Fso humiliated!
I wish you good day, sir,” said the
Earl,

“You see, my Lord,” said the Cap-
tain resolutely —“I am cool, your
1drdship is not; wherefore 1 over-
look "—

The Earl rang his bell violently ;
and stood in silence, till a servant ap-
peared ; on which his lordship mo-
tioned the Captain to the door, with
an air which was to that gallant per-
son quite intolerable.

“This is your house, my ILord,”
said he, haughtily, * and I have no
right in it; nay, I had no business
here whatever, seeing I ought to have
better understood the nature of the

125

person living in it. For the present,
my Lord, good day. But I pray you,
by no means to forget the words
which you have this day used to me,
nor the manner in which, before your
menial, you have presumed to dismiss
a gentleman and an officer. Be assured
that if your lordship be disposed to
obliviousness hereof, I am not.”

With this the Captain made a low
and formal bow, and with slow digni-
ficd steps withdrew.

If he imagined that his last words
had had the least effect on Lord Mil-
verstoke, he was mistaken : for his
lordship was sunk deep in a reverie
with which the name and threats of
Captain Lutteridge had no connection
whatever.  And indeed, as for the
Captaiu himself, something occurred a
few moments after his exit from the
Farl’s library, which made him for
awhile forget the only as yet un-
avenged insult which he was aware
of having ever experienced in his life;
for he happened to encounter the Lady
Emily, who, unexpectedly to herself,
crossed his path on her way to Lady
Alkmond’s apartment, and disappear-
ed in 2 moment.

“ By my sword ! " said the Captain
to himself, as he hurried on, “ what a
beauty is that girl already! And in
two years' time—heigho—naught will
be heard at Court but of her. But, if
she hath a temper like her father's—
why, Heaven pity him that is capti-
vated by hert”

‘When the Captain was fairly on his
way back to the barracks, his first
stingin%recollection of the treatment
which he had experienced from the
Earl made him seratch his ear vio-
lently, and then dig his spurs into his
startled but obedient horse, who there-
upon pelted onward with him, till sud-
denly reined up, on its rider’s meeting
another horseman, and that was Mr
Hylton, on his way home from Mr
Melcombe's.

“8ir, good day,” quoth the Captain.
“ Are you going to the Castle? Ecod,
if you be, look out! You will be clean
caten up in one minute! Look ont,
therefore, is all T shall say, that am
just escaped to tell you.”

1
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“ Why, Captain, what is the matter,
eh?”

“Matter? Egad, go and sce, if you
be so minded : for I'll be hem! I
ask your pardon, sir, you being a par-
son—good day, sir.”

“But stay—stay, Captain! Am I
to go to the Castle to see Lord Mil-
verstoke ?

“Oh, certainly ! " said the Captain,
smiling grimly. “Go and put your
head into the lion’s mouth for a mo-
ment ! You may come out again !
And if you do, blessed be the stars
that will shine on Mr Hylton— good
day, good day, sir ! "—and away rode
the Captain, leaving Mr Hylton in a
perplexed, whom he had found in a
very melancholy, mood: for Mr Hyl-
ton had quitted Mr Melcombe without
having scarcely a ray of hope left on
behalf of the unhappy convict, for
whom he had so powerfully but (as
he now feared) unavailingly exerted
himsclf. ‘While he and Mr Mclcombe
had been in the midst of their anxious
conusultation on the course to be pur-
sued, Mr Iylton’s attention was called
by his companion to a person just
then passing along the street, 1into
whicli the window of Mr Melcombe's
office looked, and who was no other
than old Ayliffe, in his broad hat, long
threadbare blue coat and high walk-
ing-stick, on his way from the gaol.
Oh, what a face was his! wasted, and
full of sorrow aud resignation! And
his step seemed feebler than Mr Hyl-
ton hiad before observed it to be. He
heaved a deep sigh while gazing after
the venerable figure of one whom he
did not venture to summon into the
apartment in which his son's welfare
was the sole subject of discourse and
consultation. Mr Hylton told My
Mcleombe, with a depressed air, that
he bad accidentally discovered what
had been the topic of conversation at
the Karl of Milverstoke’s table, at the
moment of Lord Alkmond’s quitting
it ; but that it had become known to
him in a manner which at present

revented his making any use of what
Ee had heard; yet that he was able to
assure Mr Mclcombe, that the conver-
sation scemed to throw no light what-
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ever on the gloomyaffair, and, indecd,
appeared quite 1ncapable of being
in any intelligible or probable wa,

brought to bear upon it. Mr Meft
combe looked blank enough on hear-
ing this,

“ Then 1 fear the game i up, Mr
Hylton—if you will forgive the ex-
pression,” said Mr Melcombe, shrug-
ging his shoulders, and sighing. Mr
Hylton only shook his head, “Can’t
you give me—I mean, are not you at
liberty to give one the least inkling,—
just a hint—a mere breath—eh? 1
would receive it in sacred confidence.”

“On no earthly consideration,” re-
plied Mr Hylton, sadly. “ My lips
are scaled till I see one from whom I
accidentally learnt what T know, But
this I can tell you—certain I am that
there is something or other strange
and mysterious about Lord Alkmond’s
fate, unconnected though what I have
heard may be with the facts proved
against the prisoner.”

“ Does the intelligence which you
have thus become possessed of in
any way vary your view of the facts
proved at the trial #” inquired Mr
Melcombe. After a pause, during
which Mr Hylton rapidly ran over
them, he answered in the negative.

“Does it bear at all on the new
facts laid before the Secretary of State,
as mentioned in my agent’s letter ?”
Again Mr Hylton paused, and longer
than before.

“T cannot say that it does; nor
yet will I say that it does not.”

“The way to try the question fairly
is, to put yourself in my Lord Farn-
borough's place, and ask yourself
whether that which you now know
warrants you in further suspending
the execution of this sentence.”

*Of course, acting only on the
knowledge which he would then have
of the case, I mean, independently of
my own unshaken conviction of the
prisoner’s innocence ? '

“ Of course; most certainly. You
sce, Mr Hylton, my Lord Farnborough
has a tremendous responsibility upon
him, and must rest the exercise of his
discretion on sure grounds. What
conclusion, then, on these principles,
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ought Lord Farnborough to arrive at,
as the case now stands, and supposing
him informed of that which you say
that you now are? ”

«Oh, do not ask me!" replied Mr
Hylton, gloomily.

“Js it information likely to bring
you at all into communication with
the Earl of Milverstoke® What cffect
will it have on him if he know it?
Have we auy chance of getting from
his lordship an expression of doubt of
the prisoner's guilt, or a recommenda-
tion to mercy?” Again Mr Hylton
paused, turning over in his mind the

ossible result of Captain Lutteridge’s
interview that day with Lord Milver.
stoke ; and having done so, shook his
head and sighed.

“1Well, mystery ! mystery all! all is
mystery ! 7 exclaimed Mr Mecleombe,
shrugging his shoulders: “my duties
scem a farce at present. We are
walking in a fog, a blinding fog ;"
but, thought he, I see through that
fog the dim, ghastly outline of a gal-
lows! “My real opinion,” he con-
tinued, “is that you have done all
that can be done ; and this un-
happy fellow must be left to his fate.
Bat, by the way, Mr IIylton, you
must needs answer the Under Secre-
tary’s letter, and without delay. I
never read one at once so courteous,
so solemun, so exacting of an answer.
As a gentleman, buf above all, as a
Christian minister, you are bound to
be promptly candid in this matter,
and relieve his lordship from the har-
assing doubts which it is you only
who have raised in his mind.”

“'Tis true, Mr Melcombe; I fecl
the pressure of your words,” said Mr
Hylton, ““and if possible T will send
an answer by this night's coach ; but
I must first sec or hear from Lord Mil-
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verstoke ; and so have not "—looking
at his watch—‘ a moment’s time to
lose. Pray come over to the parson-
age to-morrow morning.” And with
this Mr IIylton took his leave of Mr
Melcombe, grievously depressed, and,
indeed, reduced well-nigh to down-
right despair. He feared within him-
self to contemplate the scattered frag-
ments of the structure of hope which
he had raised with such well-meant
precipitation. ITe felt, indeed, sick at
heart. Not all the endearments of
good Mrs Hylton could cheer his
drooping spirits for a moment. He
began now to afflict himself on account
of having only protracted the mortal
anguish of Ayliffe, and—in language
terrible to be recollected—made him
suffer twice the pangs of death. Tittle
thought he of the angel whe, in the
form of Lady Emily, had that day
joined her passionate advocacy with
his! That her gentle hand had struck
a blow which reached a long ice-bound
heart, whence gushed upon her streams
of pent-up love and tenderness, as from
a source never, perchance, to be dried
up again: but had that dear noble
creature succeeded in overruling her
father’s supeyenr? In his sudden
condescension towards one whom he
rightly regarded as, in such a matter,
but a child, had he not shown a glimpse
of reasoning, adverse to her wishes,
which was not to be answered ? Of all
this Mr Hylton knew nothing; and,
in forming the resolution to go that
evening to the Castle, ascertain the
state of his lordship's feelings on the
subject, and make one last earnest ef-
fort to shake his confidence in the pri-
soner’s guilt, and persuade him to join
in a rccommendation to mercy, Mr
Hylton felt himself at once discharg-
ing a duty and exercising a right.
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CHAPTER XIV.

SuorrLy after arriving at the parson-
age, MrHylton partook of aslight and
hasty dinner; and then,taking with him
the letter of Mr Mclcombes London
agent, and that of the Under Sceretary
of Stateto himself, set off for the Castle,
with heavy forebodings, when he ad-
verted tothe ominous intimations with
which Captain Lutteridge had that
day left him. Mr Hylton’s courage
was not at fault ; and in a cause which
he believed to be righteous and just,
he would have faced the bloodiest ty-
rant whom ever carth had scen and
shuddered at. He would not else have
been a truc servant of his Daster,
whose awful words should be ever
sounding in our ears, subduing vain
fears, and strengthening fecble pur-
poses (and so they cver were with Mr
Hylton) :—1 say unto you, my friends,
Be not afraid of them that kil the body,
and after that have no more that they can
do. But I will forewarn you whom ye
shall fear: Fear Him who, after fe
hath Eilled, hath power to cast into hell ;
vEa, I say unto vou, FEar HIM. ¢ So0,”
said Mr Hylton, within himself, as he
went o pay probably his last visit, in
Ayliffe’s lifetime, to the Lord of Mil-
verstoke, “let me ask myself—do I
verily in my conscience believe (as
said the Judge to the jury in this poor
man’s case) that Adam Ayliffe is, in
spite of all appearances against him,
innocent of the erime for which he is
adjudged to die?” And after a brief
and serious revolving of the matter,
lie answered, “ Yes, I do: then will 1
make this last effort, and, if it fail, con-
sole mysclf by reflecting that what I
thought my duty I have done, care-
less of consequences.”

Tlaving come to this conclusion, he |
felt a wonderful composure of fecling, -

and serenity of spirit, which deserted
him not for a moment, even when he
entered the room in which Lord Mil-
verstoke awaited him, and which had
been the scene of their former agitat-
ing intervicw. He cxpected to see
the Earl with a fierce and scowling
countenance, and to hear him speak
in a voice of bitter contemptuousness,
if indeed he were not even roused into
fury ungovernable. But Lord Milver-
stoke received him with marvellous
calmness of manner, albeit with vis-
ible gloom.

“ Prav, Mr Hylton, be seated,” said
his lordship, with a sort of solemn
courtesy which sensibly affected his
visitor. *Tam far from well, in either
mind or body, but doubtless you have
that to say which I ought to hear, and
at once, therefore, sir, speak freely. 1
am all attention.”

“Your lordship has to-day seen Cap-
tain Lutteridge,” said Mr Ilylton, re-
solved to take advantage of this unex-
pectedly calm humour of the Earl, and
touch first the most dangerous topic
which he had to deal with.

“T have, sir. He told me what had
passed between you and him this day.
Captain Lutteridge is a plain-spoken
%ent]eman, and somewhat abruptly

roketomeamatter very painful; and I
fear I dismisscd himroughly, for which
1 am sorry, and ask his pardon ; and
T request you, if you should sec hjm,
to tell him this from me.”

“T trust your lordship is satisfied
that 1 bad taken no means whatever
to betray the Captain into the inadver-
tence which he must have explained
to your Jordship.”

“He did not say that you did, Mr
Hylton, nor suggest it ; and I believe
that you could not possibly do so base
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and paltry a thing. And now that
you know what formed the subject of
conversation at my table, on that—
that—hideous night—let me ask you,
sir, whether you agree with what 1
told you some time ago, that what was
said on that occasion could have no
bearing on the case which you have
thought proper so vehemently, so tena-
ciously, to advocate and uphold?”

“My Lord, I feel it my duty to ac-
knowledge that 1 have been unable,
since hearing what was the subject
of conversation on that dismal night,
to see any means of connecting
that conversation with the event
which we all so deeply deplore ;
which still seems to me enshrouded in
mystery and terror. But I am un-
shaken in my belief of the innocence
of Ayliffe’—

“ 1 feel it, sir, very difficult to listen
to you with calmness ; but I restrain
my feelings, and I request to be in-
formed of your object in coming hither
to-night.”

“My Lord, T deem it right to show
your lordship how at present stands
the case, which now probably can have
only one ending, and that on Monday
morning next.” Here he took out of
his pocket-book two letters, and hand-
ing them to his lordship, said, *The
first, my Lord, of these letters, is one
which gives an account of what took
place before the Secretary of State,
with reference to the communication
forwarded from Dunkirk ; and the se-
cond is the Under Secretary’s letter
tome, on the subject concerning which
I have just spoken to your lordship.”

The Earl took the two proffered do-
cuments, and opened first the latter
with visibly checked eagerness, read-
ing it over in silence. I will not,”
said his lordship, when he had come

the end, “ask you, sir, whether
naw you feel justified in having made
the representations which have called
forth this very marvellous and credit-
able despatch’; for such, I suppose, I
must call it. But if you have no ob-
jection to be so communicative, sir,
1 wish to know what course you may
now be intending to pursue. 1 wean,
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speaking with precision, how you will
endeavour to make it appear that you
have not grievously disturbed the ad.
ministration of justice.”

 Oh, my Lord, while I acknowledge
the courtesy of your lordship’s lan-
guage, I feel the searing severity of
vour rebuke, and must submit to it.
But while I do so, suffer me to say
that my conscience acquits me of hav-
ing done, intentionally, wrong. I
acted in a great, a terrible difficulty.

“ T think, sir, you evade—no, sir, I
beg your pardon—I mean, I think that
you did not hear, or have forgotten,
my question. T ask you again, what
course you intend to pursue with re-
ference to this letter? You pause, Mr
Hylton. If it be anyreliefto your feel-
ings, I have to inform you that I shall
myself immediately write to my Lord
Farnborough, telling him how I am
forced, by circumstances, to disclose
a conversation which took place in
the fancied privacy of my own house,
I shall also mention the subject of
that conversation ; "—he paused, and
involuntarily closed his eyes for a
moment— “ and that—my—unfortu-
nate murdered son was present, and
probably heard what was said; and
shortly afterwards left the Castle.
This 1 intend to do, sir, immediately ;
and then, sir, I presume your end will
have been so far answered,” said the
Earl, momentarily resuming his usual
sternness of tone and manner, Mr
Hylton bowed in silent acquiescence.
*“And what inference do you think
proper, sir, to draw from this circum-
stance, touching my unhappy son’s
murder?” the Karl proceeded to in-
quire, with il.subdued velhiemence,
and a voice in which a faint tremor
was perceptible,

“My Lord,” replied Mr Hylton
calmly, “I do not profess to draw
any inferences. I know mnot that T
am entitled to draw any, nor that T
am able to do so.”

“This babbling Captain told you,
sir, I believe, that the late Lord Alk-
mond seemed disturhed—distressed—
at the conversation? ”

¢ Certainly he did, my Lord.”
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“ And of course, sir, you placed im-
plicit reliance on what he said? and
were ready to act on what a man in
his cups fancied that he observed in
another? DBut I cannot pursue this
farther, sir,” said the Earl, having
slightly changed colour. “ And now,
concerning this other letter.”

That also his lordship read entirely
through, When he had done, he said,
with a contemptuous air, “It did not
require Lord Farnborough'’s talents to
dispose of ¢his flimsy farce! DBut ave
youw satisfied on this point also,
sir ? "

“ My Lord, T cannot carry the mat-
ter further, and look upon it, after the
two letters which your lordship has
before you, as concluded ; or at least
placed beyond my judgment or respon-
sibility.”

*“ And what then, sir?” inquired
Lord Milverstoke, eyeing Mr Hylton
steadfastly.

“YWhat then, my Lord, indeed ? ”
echoed Mr Hylton, with a deep sigh.

“T will tell you, sir.  Justice will
be satisfied, and a lesson taught to
those who have striven to defeat it.”

“ My Lord, pardon me, T cannot sit
silent while "—

“ T tell you, sir,” continued the Earl
excitedly, “that you must and shall
sit silent before him whom you have
so deeply injured, whose feelings you
have outraged, whose heart you have
wrung, whose soul you have tortured
almost to madness. I tell you, sir,
that you have acted in vain and pre-
sumptuous defiance of common sense,
the law of the land, and the prin-
ciples of justice; and most deliberately
stabbed hearts into which it was your
province rather to have pourcd sym:
pathy and consolation. How, sir,
shall you ever make me amends for
the days and nights of misery which
your intrusive meddling and false hu-
manity have occasioned me? Was
your ohject, sir, to Irold me up as a
mark for the arrows of calumny? To
earn for yourself the reputation of the
good and merciful, at my expense,
coarsely carcless of the peace of my
family? To make me appear, I say,
vindictive and rclentless, that you
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might appear the reverse? Bat,
doubtless, you have been partially sue-
cessful ; and I beg of you to spend
an early day next week, a very early
day, sir, in humiliation and fasting,
that you may acquire a smarting
sense of your inhumanity, and pos-
sibly even learn a little humility, and
to place less confidence in your own
somewhat overwecning and presump-
tuous judgment! Oh, let me hear,
sir, what you have to say! By all
means, Mr Iylton; plausibility will
not even now desert you!” said the
Earl, with a most bitter smile, it being
the first approach— buat such an one!
—to a smile of any kind that had been
seen in his features since his son’s
death.

“ My Lord, I sce before me, in your
lordship, only a cruelly injured and
bereaved father; your lordship sees
in me only an humble clergyman,
unable, and indisposed, even were he
able, to resent insult, or render railing
for railing. 1 dare not, I cannot, take
or feel offence at anything which has
just fallen from your lordship; and I
believe that, though your words are
sharp and cutting, your lordshipmeant
not offence against one who never
uttered a disrespectful or hasty word
to your lordship ; who at this moment,
God be my witness, loves and pities
your lordship "—

“ I thank you, sir,’
Earl loftily.

—“ And sympathises with your
sufferings,” continued Mr Hylton,
calmly.  “But, my Lord, I choose to
appeal for a moment, confidently, to
your own high feelings. I call upon
you to remember my sacred character
and office, and to bear with me while
I solemnly denounce, in the name of
Him whom I serve, your preseut fierce,
unchristian, implacable spirit!”

“Mr Hylton,” said the Earl, his
eyes glistening with fury, “I would
be tranquil and temperate with you,
in spite of your provoking me to for-
get what is due to myself, as well as
you. Pray, sir, exercise, in your
amazing meekness !—a little discre-
tion ; and consider whether you are
not guilty of inordinate assumption

’

interposed the
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in thus addressing him whom you
have injured, and towards whom you
express no single word of regret or
apology !

'“ For what, my Lord, am I to apolo-
gise ? 7 inquired Mr ITylton mildly.

#If your own heart do not tell you,
sir, words of mine arc unavailing.
And now that you have, perhaps, no
fresh indignity to offer me under the
guise of saintly counsel and rebuke ”
—Mr Hylton gazed earnestly at the
Earl, but evidently with no intention
to interrupt him, and with a look
which made the Earl falter for a sec-
cond or two—‘let me, in my turn,
presume to offer you some advice ; to
give you, sir, a recommendation, and
methinks a very solemn one. To the
prison, sir—to the cell of the justly
doomed betake yourself, and make
efforts which, I would fain hope, may
not even yet be unavailing, to repair
the almost mortal mischief that you
have done! Try, sir, to turn the
guilty eye which is there again to
hereafier—that eye which you have
diverted fatally to earth! Calm that
spirit!  Collect those wandcering and
distracted thoughts! Clear away
the confusion which you have there
created! DBe his, reverend sir, for
some few days to come, your terrible
task!"”

“I have not, my Lord,” said Mr
Hylton calmly, when the Earl had
ceased, “your lordship’s known elo-
quence, your powers of blighting sar-
casm—gifts from God, for wise pur-
poses, towards yourself and others,
and not weapons to be thus used
against an unoffending, though most
unworthy, servant of that Great
Giver ! who is Lord of TLords, and
King of Kings! Oh, my Lord! my
Lord! to the condemned cell my
steps shall, indeed, soon be bent! Its
poor occupant shall have my fervent
Yrayers, my most affectionate offices !

will prostrate by his side my own
unworthy soul before the awful throne
of God, now, I humbly trust, bright-
ening before his eye, from which are
falling fast away the films of earth.
I will try, unscathed by your cause-
less curse, to lift up those trembling
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hands, and support those feeble knees :
and oh! my God! for His sake, who
ever liveth to make intercession for
us, assist my efforts on that occasion ;
and before he, this poor victim of
error, go heuce, may he declare his
forgiveness of thosc who express no
forgiveness towards him!”

No man living could have then seen
and heard Mr Hylton, unmoved:
what dignity and solemn tenderness
were in his cvery look, his every
word ! The Earl of Milverstoke gazed
at him in silence, as he spoke; and
when he paused, said, with some effort
to retain his former sternness of tone,
‘ 8ir, this is very eloquent and mov-
ing, and quite 1 the style of your
profession !—but endeavour to be rea-
sonable and just. Have I said, sir,
that I would extend no forgiveness
towards this unhappy wretch?”

* Do youjeel that you con, my Lord?”
inquired Mr Hylton, and his eyes
secmed to search the soul of Lord
Milverstoke, whose wasted and agi-
tated features were suddenly flushed,
but he spoke not: “ one word—one
such word, my Lord, from those truth-
Jul lips of yours would be indeed "—

‘ Are you my confessor, sir?" in-
quired Lord Milverstoke sternly.

“No, my Lord, I am not; but still
one who, till I may be dismissed, am
intrusted with sacred functions to-
wards your lordship and your housec-
hold. I charge you, my Lord, by your
hopes of eternal life and happiness,
passing through the forgiveness of in-
Jjury—1 charge you, my Lord, to give
11;13 ?uthority, on your behalf, to tell
this"—

“Let not my name be mentioned in
that place of guilt and pollution!”
said the Earl with great excitement.
“By what authority, sir, do you
presume thus to talk to me? to tell
me that you are entitled to ask me
such a question? If between my God
and myself T endcavour to do my duty
towards Him and towards man—who
shall interfere? Sir, you still are, at
present, one of my chaplains, and I
forbear; but you will find it pru-

dent to pursue these topies no fur-
ther.”
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Mr Hylton bowed with sad respect-
fulness. “I ask your lordship to bear
with me—possibly for the last time
that I may be seen, or my voice be
heard, within your lordship’s residence
—in your lordship’s presence. Change,
for a moment, the case that is now,
my Lord ; and suppose that Adam Ay-
liffe had been the murdered man, and
your lordship unjustly accused as the
murderer, and doomed to die, though
innocent—to be ignominiously hanged,
my Lord—your big, proud heart burst-
ing indignantly amidst universal yet
undeserved execration "—

*“Why, sir, will you exercise vour
rhetorical powers upon me? I have
acknowledged your elogquence; I add
to it, if it gratify you, that you are a
masterof yourart; you display powers,
sir, that I never dreamed of your pos-
sessing ; and, to show you the gross
injustice of your accusation against
me, if ever it be in my power to con-
tribute towards placing your talents in
a more conspicuous position— of use-
fulness, I mean, sir,—I will pledge my-
self to do it. Yes, sir, heartily, zeal-
ously — from motives unimpeachable
by God or man. Is not thata forgive-
ness of wjury ? For, sir, I tell you
that 1 bear an almost intolerable sense
of the injury which you have done me
—which yon continue to do me—in-
jury with which you are now mingling
insult ! — insult, sir—bitter insult! 1
feel that you are absurdly striving to
practise upon my feelings, and to trifle
with my understanding! Yes I do,
siv,” added the Earl, darting towards
Mr Hylton a glance of mingled fury
and scorn.

*Forgive me, my Lord Milverstoke ;
you cannot have arrived deliberately
at that conclusion; and you are wrong-
ing yourself, and not me! Oh, my
Lord, my Lord, my question remains
unanswered! Your cxpressions of in-
tended good towards me, 1 am con-
straincd to rcceive with implicit cred-
ence: but I ask no forgiveness for my-
self; it is for "—

“Pshaw, sir! Now, let me re-
mind you of a passage that you know
well—Why sce you the mate that is
in my cye, and not the beam that is
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in your own? 'Tis almost descending
to the ridiculous, sir; but it is you
who force that descent—you, preacher
of humility to others! see with what
tenacious conceit and pride you refuse
to own your faults, and proudly dis-
claim a proffered forgiveness!”

“God must judge between us, my
Lord,” said Mr Hylton, with a sigh.
“1 am not conscious of feeling that
which you impute to me.”

“ That, sir, I believe,” interposed the
Earl bitterly; “and now we under-
stand each other!”

“But if aught in me—my speech,
my manner, anything that I have said
or done—have given offence, Idisclaim
all iutention of doing so, and ask your
lordship’s forgiveness most sincerely,
and thankfully will receive it.”

“You have it, sir.”

“ And now, my Lord "—

“ Pursue the subject no further, sir,”
interrupted the Earl, “lest you should
clean provoke me out of all patience.
I know what you would repeat and re-
iterate. Would you not be well pleased
to see me accompany you, and present
myself with you in the cell of—of "-—
the Earl stopped, shuddering, and ve-
coiling from the presence which he
had conjured up.

“If you even did, my Lord, it might
stand you in stead, hereafter, before
the awful bar of God, when you and I,
and this your abhorred and despised
fellow-man, are standing to receive
our final and irrevocable judgment ! ”
As Mr Hylton said this, he dropped
his head involuntarily, and spoke in a
very thrilling tone as he continued—
“There, also, will stand one who,
could he now speak from amidst the
silence of the grave, would say only—
Furgive! Inhis name, my Lovd, I"'—

*Oh, you presumptuous, horrible,
and most barbarous person!"” ex-
claimed Lord Milverstoke, starting up
from his seat, his features flushed, his
eves glaring with fearful expression at
Mr Hylton: “is the grave not sacred
from your vile, profanin¥ touch, your
polluting presence ?''—he walked to
and fro, apparently almost gasping for
breath. ! Leave the room, sir!l—leave
me —never let my eyes light on you
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again ! — you, whose miscreant hand
would pluck out my heart, and trample
upon it and the mangled body of my
son together '—Out upon you ! "

“ May God forgive me, my Lord,

if’!_

“Silence! A word, sir, and you
drive me to madness'" The Bail
stood still for a few moments, pressing
both his hands upon his head. * And
all this—all this—to save "—he gasped
—*“from the gallows—a wretch—a
bloodstained wretch.—Look you, sir,
lIook! 8o let him perish!” and rush-
ing forward towards the table, on
which stood a large and costly lamp,
he struck it down with frenzied vio-
lence, and they were instantly in dark-
ness.  “ Begone, sir!”

“I go, my Lord; and so may not
you go, hereafter, into OUTER DARK-
xess! Amen! Oh God! Amen!”
exclaimed Mr Ilylton, at the same
time slowly groping his way towards
thedoor, and along the wall near which
he bad been standing.

“Begone ! messenger of Satan, seut
to buffet me ! cried the Earl, with
hoarse vehemence, stamping his foot
furiously on the floor; and when Mr
Hylton had nearly reached the door,
and was considering whether he should
make one more effort, before quitting
the Castle for ever, he heard a loud
groan issue from the Earl, and then a
sound as of one falling heavily.

Mr Hylton hastily opened the door,
and with great presence of mind
avoided calling out for assistance, lest
he should fatally alarm Lady Alkmond,
whose apartments were, though at
some distance, in that quarter of the
Castle. With as little disturbance as
was possible under the circumstances,
assistance was soon procured for the
Earl, the library within a few minutes’
time being crowded with servants and
others ; who, it may easilybe imagined,
were fearfully shocked on entering,
with lights, tﬁe darkened room, where
they found on one side of the library
table the Earl stretched insensible on
the floor, and on the other the scat-
tered fragments of the lamp which he
had, in his sudden frenzy, destroyed,
Hapvily medical aid was instantly at
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hand. The physician resident in the
Castle, in attendance upon Lady Alk-
mond, expressed no surprise at the ill-
ness of the Earl, whom he had known
to be for some time in a state of con-
sidcrable excitement, and who had
during that very day complained to
him of indisposition. It could not be
for some little time pronounced whe-
ther Lord Milverstoke was suffering
from an attack of apoplexy; but the
remedies applied had reference to such
an alarming visitation, and he was
profusely bled on the spot, and then
carried to bed—a messenger being im-
mediately despatched to the county
town for the attendance of the consult-
ing physician, a person of great skill
and eminence. Mr Hylton stayed for
some time, in such a state of anxiety
and distress as seemed likely, com-
bined with his own long-continued ex-
citement and fatigue, to precipitate
him also into serious illness. To the
amazed and troubled inquiries of those
whom he had summoned into the
room, Mr Hylton answered merclythat
the Earl bad been engaged up to al-
most the last moment in anxious con-
versation on the subject of recent
events, and especially upon one which
would probably occur within a few
days. Fortunately, he was not asked
how they came to be in darkness, and
the lamp broken upon the ground;
and it was naturally supposed that
the lamp might have been overthrown
accidentally in the hurried movements
of Mr Hylton in obtaining assistance.
As calmly as he could, under circum-
stances of such an agitating kind as
those which had happened just pre-
viously to his quitting the Castle,
he considered, on his ride home-
ward, what course was now proper to
be adopted with reference to answer-
ing the inquiries which the Sceretary
of State had directed to be address-
ed to him. As he conccived it re-
quisite that no time should be lost,
he hastened on to the parsonage ; and
in time for despatch by that night’s
coach, which passed at midnight
through the village, he addressed
the following letter to the Under Se-
cretary of State :—
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¢ PARSONAGE, MILVERSTOKE.
“ is’

“ I nave the honour to acknow-
ledge the receipt of your letter of the
15th instant, and to express the deep
and grateful sense which I entertain
of Lord Farnborough's anxiety to see
justice done in a case which I humbly
conceive (however erroneously) to be
one of peculiar difficulty and responsi-
bility. I made the represeutations
to the Lord Chief Justice, which were
substantially of the nature mentioned
in your letter, under a strong convie-
tion of the responsibility which attach-
ed to me in making them. I have
now to inform my Lord Farnborough
that, after great efforts, and partly
through an accident, Thave discovered
the nature of the occurrence which
immediately preceded Lord Alkmond’s
departure from the Castle to the wood.
It consisted of a conversation, merely,
among some of the guests left at the
table, after Lord Milverstoke and others
had quitted it, Lord Alkmond remain-
ing behind. A topic was casually in-
troduced, which led to rather animated
conversation, and which was observed
to be extremecly disagreeable, and even
painful, to Lord Alkmond, who took
no part in it ; and, finding it persevered
in, quitted the room, and was not seen
afterwards alive by any of the guests
at the Castle. The gentleman who
first told me of this circumstance was
one of those who had dined at the
Castle on that occasion; and hearing,
after the trial of this case, of a remark
which had fallen from the Lord Chief
Justice, sent for me, and told me of
the fact of this conversation, but de-
clined mentioning what was the sub-
jeet of it, until he should have received
my Lord Milverstoke’s permission. I
have just quitted the Castle; where, I
lament to say, that while I was with
his lordship, ke was seized with sud-
len—and possibly, I fear, serious—
illness; such as will probably render
it impossible for his lordship to do what
he explicitly declared to me that it was
his intention to do to-morrow—nanre-
ly, to write and inform my Lord Farn-
borough, that the conversation in ques-
tion was on the subject of duelling. I
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conceive, under the special circum.
stances of the case, that I am justified
in making this disclosure; to which,
however, I trust Lord Farnborough
will give no publicity, unless it be
deemed absolutely necessary for the
ends of justice. T feel bound in can-
dour to state, that after anxious reflec-
tion during this day, T am at a loss to
suggest any probable connection be-
tween the happening of this conversa-
tion and the perpetration of the mur-
der; nor have I, at present, any rea-
son to believe that more light can be
thrown on the subject, notwithstand-
ing the possibility of the fact proving
to be otherwise, were time allowed for
further inquiry. And I must add, that
the Earl of Milverstoke has repeatedly
and most explicitly stated to me, that
he knew no reason whatever for Lord
Alkmond’s being agitated by such a
conversation as that above mentioned;
and could not conjecture what bearing
it could have upon the horrible mur-
der of the late lamented Lord Alkmond.

“T have been made aware of what
passed before Lord Farnborough and
yourself, relating to this matter, I
have no new facts or suggestions to
offer on this subject, which T must
now finally leave in the hands of his
lordship, under the direction of a super-
intending Providence. I cannot, how-
ever, abstain from adding, thatmy own
conviction of the prisoner’s innocence
remains unshaken ; but, at the same
time, I cannot deny the strength of
the case against him, if regarded solely
with reference to the facts established
at the trial.

“T have the honour to be, Sir,
“ Your obedient servant,
“ Henry Hyrrow.
“‘ The Hon. H. J. C. Wylmington.”

“ Alas, Adam! my poor friend! I fear
all is over! I have done my best—but
in vain,” were the words with which,
on the ensuing morning, Mr Hylton
led into his library old Ayliffe, who
had come down tolearn the final result
of Mr Hylton’s benevolent exertions:
having walked for that purpose all the
way from the county town where his
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son lay awaiting death. Ayliffeclasped
his hands together in silence, and look-
ed unutterable things at Mr Hylton,
who seemed unable to bear the misery
that gleamed upon him from those
penetrating blue eyes, the expression
of which he had, in happier days, so
often admired.

“ Then he must die !” faintly ex-
claimed the old man, after awhile, his
cyes never having wandered for even
an instant from those of Mr Hylton,
who only shook his head, in sad affirm-
ance of Ayliffe’s words. “ Oh!let me
return to my son!” said the old man,
slowly rising. “ Adam! my son! my
son! would God I might die with thee!
How we could uphold one another in
passing through the decp waters! Wilt
thou not pray for us, sir, that God
would be with us in this bitter hour? "’

“ Ay, my poor brother, let us kneel
before Him who will sce, and hear,
and answer us, though it may not be
as we would at this mmoment desire!”

Mr Hylton gently assisted Ayliffe
to his knees (for he appeared bewil
dered, though he had spoken calmly);
and sinking on his own, with faltering
voice addressed a short and fervent
prayer to the Almighty, that He would
vouchszafe support to those who reve-
rently strove, whether living or dying,
to yield themselves to His sovereign
will in all things.

¢ The blessing of an old man, son-
less, be upon thee and thine, thon
minister of God!”" said Ayliffe, when
they had risen from their knees; and
his countenance, voice, and gesture
seemed, as he spoke, scarcely to be of
this world.

“ Amen, Adam! amen!” said Mr
Hylton, grasping his hands affcetion-
ately.

“Ts it fixed that my son die on Mon-
day ?” inquired Ayliffe, with dreadful
calmness.

“TIt is—alas! it is!” replied Mr
Hylton; “I sce now no earthfy means
whatever of delaying the day, or pre-
venting the execution of the law.”

“ Friday '—Saturday !—Sunday ! »
said Ayliffe, gazing intently at Mr
Hylton.

* Yes, Adam; three days! only
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threc ! How important are they for
HEREAFTER |

* And then my son is no more on
earth! Let me go to my son! I stay
too long from him!” The old man
rose from his seat, and, walking slow-
ly to the door, taking his hat in one
hand and his staff in the other, exclaim.
ed, as if to himself, “ Adam! Adam!
I am coming to thee !

“How go you, Adam, my dear
friend ? Have you any conveyance
thither ?” inquired Mr Hylton earuest-
ly. His words seemed for a moment
to rouse his nnphappy companion.

# God will guide me! If he do not
give me strength, I die by the way;
for truly, truly, sir, my heart is faint
within me, aud my knecs tremble ! ”

“ Remain a mowment till my return,”
said Mr Hylton, hurriedly—and pre-
sently came back, accompanied by Mrs
Iylton, wha, in tearful silence, assist-
¢d her husband in pouring out a glass
of wine, which the old man took with
thankfulness, his hand trembling the
while ; and observing Mrs Hylton in
tears, he shook his head mournfully,
attempting to speak to her, but his
lips uttered no audible sound, At that
moment their little daughter timidly
approached the door, and, entering the
room, stole beside her mother, looking
at thosc around her apprehensively
and in silence. Then the old man’s
feelings gave way, as he gazed at her;
the tears forced themsclves down his
cheeks; he shook his head for some
time, evidently struggling for specch;;
and at length said, in a faint voice,
“The Lord bless thee, little one!™

“ Lay thy hands upon her, Adam,
and give her thy blessing, thou suf:
fering saint !” said Mr Hylton ; and
gently placing his daughter before the
old man, he put his hands upon her
head, and solemnly and tremulously
repeated his words, ¢ The Lord bless
thee! Amen!”

Shortly afterwards he quitted the
parsonage, and would not hear of any
assistance being provided to enable
him to return to the gaol. Mr Hyl
ton pledged himsclf to visit the un-
happy convict, if possible, on that very
day; “Though I tcll you, Adam, it
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will be a far sorer trial to me than I
can well bear. 1 trust, however,” he
continued, with great emotion, * that
your poor son is satisfied that I have
not lightly lengthened his suffer-
ings.”

“QOh, sir! reverend sir! If it were
lawful for man to bow to man, my
poor Adam would fall on his knees
before thee, and even kiss the dust off
thy feet!”

“ Let him receive me calmly, Adam,
I entreat thee; or I may not be able
to discharge the solemn office whichI
shall have gone to perform—to admi-
nister such counsel and comfort as
God may enable me. Farewell now,
Adam, for a while; and tell your son,
if T be not with him before you are,
that T am coming—that T will not, 1
cannot, desert him.”

Within a few hours afterwards, Mr
Hylton, after a mclancholy ride thi-
ther, entered the gaol, and took an op-
portunity, before going to the con-
demned cell, of seeing thg chaplain—
an excellent person ; exemplary in the
discharge of his duties at the prison,
and who had been unremitting in his
attentions to Ayliffie. The first word
uttered by the chaplain concerning
him not a little agitated Mr Hylton.

“Poor soul!” said the chaplain,
“he is about to ask you to use your
influence as a magistrate with the au-
thorities (I told him that I knew it
would be in vain), that when he has
suffered, his body may ‘not be given
over to be anatomised, but-be buried
in your churchyard, in the same grave
with his mother, and that you will
bury him.”

“I—I—cannot, then, sce the un-
happy man today! My feelings are
alrcady overpowered. 1 am quite un-
fit to discharge the duty which I came
to endecavour to do,” said Mr Hylton
—and his disturbed countenance and
gestures confirmed what he said. “Is
his father with him?”

“No; he has not yet returned from
Milverstoke. He was to have scen
you, and asked vou, in his son’s name,
to do what T have just mentioned.”

“ He hias been withme,” said Mr Hyl-
ton, almost in tears; “but his heart
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must have failed him; he said not a
word to me on the dismal subject.”

“ That old man is piety personified !
His reverent submission to the will of
God, in this awful dispensation of His
providence, has made all my own past
teachings, my dear friend, seem poor
and incflectual—every act of my life a
shortcoming. His image is ever be-
fore my eyes; his voice, solemn and
calm, ever sounding in my ears. I
sit, in spirit, at his feer!"”

“1, my friend, have long done so!
And his son, does he waver in assert-
ing his innocence ? ”

“No, not for a moment ; he is firm
as at the first—declaring his belief
that, when too late, it will be shown
that the deed was done by others, and
that he knew nothing of 1t whatever.
Once he showed unusual emotion on
the subject, and, drawing himsclf up
with an air of true dignity, if ever I
saw dignity in man, exclaimed, ‘No
murder could I do at all; but least of
all could I strike, coward-like, from
behind. When I think of tkaf, and
that people can believe that Adam Ay-
liffe, an Englishman, did so, I feel as
though my heart would clean burst,
for shame and anger!’”

Mr Hylton listened to this in agi-
tated silence, for he could not speak.

“ And, in truth,” continued the chap-
lain, “ there is something noble in the
poor fellow’s features, and their expres-
sion is of a pure frankness, such as
never, I am sure, masked the heart of
a murderer. I have come to your con-
clusion, and I terribly fear that this
man is going to suffer wrongfully. But
what can be done? Who is to be
blamed ? Consider that the gloomy
position which exposed him to the
gallows was sought out by himself;
and, as we cannot see with God's eyes,
human justice must do the best it can.
I have, I think, satisfied Ayliffe that a
fairer trial than he had could not have
been. I have said to him, ‘Had you
been a sworn juryman, as your father
has several times been, and on such
a trial as yours, your verdict, on your
oath, must have been Guilty ; '—and
he was silent.”

“In what state of feeling is he, now
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that he believes his doom to be un-
changeably fixed ?”

“Then 1t really is fixed ? ” inquired
the chaplain suddenly, and very

ravely.

1 doubt no more that he will suffer
on Monday, than that the sun will risc
on that morning, Alas!T am too well
able to express that conviction. 1
have left no stone unturncd; have
moved in lhigh—mnay, the highest—
places in vain.  Ouly last night, there
was a truly awful scene between Lord
Milverstoke and me, the consequence
of which T cannot foresee ; for he was
seized with a fit while I was with him,
endeavouring, to the best of my ability,
to induce upon him a Christian tem-
per of forgiveness and mercy.”

“Ts his lordship, then, stern and
implacable as ever?”

“Indeed, I fear heis; but God grant
that, in my zeal, I may not have gone
further than my duty warranted. My
heart bleeds for his sufferings; so did
it all the while I was withlum, Bat,
alas ! his willis as iron, seemingly not
softened by affliction.”

% Oh, what a contrast—what a con-
trast to this old man Ayliffe! Before
I leave you,” said the chaplain, sud-

" denly placing his hand on Mr Hylton’s
arm, and spcaking with an air of pe-
culiar solemuity, “let me say, that
you must, with me, attend the prisoner
in his last moments! He will expect
it—nay, I believe he will this day ask
you to do so!”

¢ Oh, my dear friend,” replicd Mr
Hylton, rather faintly, * forgive me!
—1I pray you, cease! Surely suffi-
cient for the day is the evil thereof!”

“True, my friend ; but prepare you
for the painful question : and therefore
only do I mention it.  And now you
must lose no time, if you would be of
service to the prisoner.  You will find
two Prayer-books in the cell : and will
probably see the prisoner reading in
the great old Bible of his father.”

*“Adam! God be with you!” ex.
claimed Mr Hylton, as soon as the
turnkey had unlocked, unbarred, and
thrown open the door of the cell.

Poor Ayliffe rose eagerly, the clank-
ing of his heavy fotters sickening the
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soul of his sorrowful visitor, whose
hand he grasped convulsively, and
then carried to his lips, but spoke uot
a word.

“ Alas, Adam! 1 have only gloomy
tidings for you, if you need to be told
them : all earthly hope is now utterly
extinguished ! The day of your depar-
ture is near athand. Ifeel it a sacred
duty to assure you that, on Monday
morning—on Henday morning, Adam
—the will of God will be accomplished
on you. Then He who gave you life,
will take it from you: He who placed
you on earth, will remove you from
it. May you, Adam, be ready for that
tremendous change !

Finding that Ayliffe was firmly
grasping his hand, and sighing deeply,
but apparently not suffering violent
emotion, Mr Hylton, in a low earnest
tone. continued to address him.

“Regard this transitory life, hence-
forth, as over—fled like a dream—gone
as a shadow—yet leaving its traces in
most awful responsibility, on account
of what has been done in that brief
space, in that fleeting dream and pass-
ing shadow! TLook upward! For
that is your spirit formed—of that,
made capable. Be not disheartened,
—be not presumptuous! It is fear-
ful to look back on the loug array of
sins which you have committed, known
only to God and yourself, to whom He
may now have made many visible,
which had before been forgotten! What
sins wilfully committed ! what stifling
of the voicc of conscience!— what
myriad holy warnings disregarded !
Let not the foul tempter and enemy
of mankind, in these your last hours,
deceive you : be prepared against him,
Ile will strive, as 1 kuow he has
striven, to tell you of great sins, and
little sins, and that none which you
bave committed do deserve this pun-
ishment which is inflicted uwpon you—
nay, he will impiously tell you that
this death, which is coming on you, is
unjust ! "—Here Ayliffe heaved a pro-
found sigh, but wade no attempt to
speak. *“ Whether you die innocent
of the crime for which the law of man
has declared your life forfeit, God per-
fectly knoweth, as you cannot doubt;

K
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and if your conscience be herein void
of offence towards God and man, God
forbid thatsuch a consciousness should
nevertheless lead you down to destrue-
tion, by inciting profane and rebellious
thoughts! Adam, asa servant of the
living God, I earnestly warn you
against this deadly snare and danger,
and remind you that, as you cannot
escape in anywise from the power of
God Almighty, you must needs re-
sign yourself into His hands, whose
wisdom is unsearchable, infinitely past
finding out, but also whose goodness
and justice are perfect and absolute :
and i1 this dispensation, which appears
to you strange aud unreasonable, yet
in a moment—in the twinkling of an
eye—He could reveal abundantly suf-
ficient grounds and reasons for this
His ordering. He may not be pleased
to do so with you in this life, though
possibly, when you are gone, He may
vouchsale to make plain all that now
seems mysterious and confounding.
And He may not choose now to show
you a reason for what He doth with
you, because He will have you tho-
roughly exercise your faith and obedi-
ence, as the condition of your immor-
tal soul entering into happiness with
Iim, that can have no end. And,
though you dic innocent of this parti-
cular act charged against you, and so,
in the language of men, die unjustly
—(yet forget never that this evil over-
took you when seeking revenge, and
indulging malignity most utterly ab-
horrent to God, and contrary to all re-
ligion)—yet, Adam! think of Onc¢ who,
ignominiously dying, asked that, ¢f
were possible, the cup ol agony and
death might pass from Ilim, yet sub.
mitted to the will of His Father, aud,
knowing no sin, died yet the just for
the unjust! Adam! let this thought
kindle your spirit into faith and love !”

 Oh, sir, there—there are all my
hopes : all is darkness, but there!
And when T am, though only for a mo-
ment, put off that thought and hope, 1
sink! and am quite undone !

This Aylifle” said very earnestly,
and in a way that greatly consoled
and encouraged Mr Hylton, who then
spoke long and movingly to him of
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the gloricus but awful Presence in
which they were; and brought dis-
tinctly before him the gracious pro-
mises, but also the strict conditions, of
the Gospel. Poor Ayliffe’s answers
told Mr IHylton of the constant pre-
sence and teaching of old Ayliffe, whom
Mr Hyltou likened to the guardian
angel of his son.

*“And now, Adam, one question I
must ask you, and the answer must
be a true one, and it will tell at once
whether your peace and hopes for
hereafter be weﬁ or ill founded. Do
you, from your heart and soul, forgive
all mankind—even those whom you
think to have most grievously wronged
you?”

“Ay, sir, Ido; God be thanked, I
do!” replied Ayliffe, quickly and
heartily, and with such a heavenly
smile on his features that Mr Hylton
felt an indescribable awe in looking at
him and listening to him.

“Do you forgive Lord Milver-
stoke ?”’

Oh, sir, why should I be angered
with him? His sou has been mur-
dered, and he thinks that I did that
murder! DBut he has done nothing of
malice against me, who di¢c~—not
through Ais will or moving—accord-
ing to the law of the land. Never in
this case have 1 felt malice towards
my Lord, so God be my witness!”

“There is another, Adam,” said Mr
Hylton, pointedly.

“1 know, sir, whom you mean—one
that has truly been my enemy, and
the foe of my father and me.”

“I mean Mr Oxley, Adam.”

“T do clearly and perfectly forgive
him, asT do hope myself to be forgiven;
but I must say the truth, sir—it has
been a long and a hard business to do
this. But God has heard prayer for
me, and helped me to feel the forgive-
ness that I now profess; and I hope
Mr Oxley will, when I am gone, be-
think him of his unkindness towards
those who never injured him, and were
striving hard to live honestly, though
near upon starving.”

“And yet, Adam, is thero one
other"—

“ Oh, sir, you speak of Hundle, that
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first led me into all this. Whatever
he has done against me, I have for-
given—I do forgive! He was a cruel
and deceitful man to me—but he must
answer to God for it!"

“And have you, Adam—it is my
duty to remind you—nothing to an-
swer for against that man? With
God, intended guilt is guilt—for He
sceth into the heart!”

“T know it, sir! T know it ! " replied
Ayliffe, with a contrite air. “ 1 went
out to lie in wait for Jonas Hundle,
with foul ill-will; and Satan might
have urged me much further than I
had meant ; for I will own, sir, that as
I walked in that wood, waiting to see
him, when I thought of him, these
fingers tightened like a vice round my
stick. Oh, sir, a terrible business 1t
might bave been!”

“And all this, Adam, fully seen
and known by Almighty God at the
time! The forgiveness which you
pray for, must first be shown by you—
there must not be one spark of animo-
sity lurking in your heart, or it will
pollute the whole beyond cleansing !
And have you thus thoroughly for-
given ?”

“ Ay, ay, I have, God being my
witness! and from the time I fivst felt
that I had done so, T was a changed
man; and, even in these irons, felt for
a while free and light-hearted ! Lhave
forgiven! I do—so may God forgive
me!” said Ayliffe, with a look of such
meek sincerity that Mr Hylton impli-
citly believed him, and said very cheer.
fully—

““Why, Adam! God hath been with
you! and He is with you, aud will be
with you!"”

“ Qo I do humbly believe and hope,
sir; yet I feel oftentimes sharp and
bitter pains and pangs, and fall into
darkness. There's one— nay, there
be more, that I leave behind me—
would that they went with me, if such
were the will of God, and so were quit
of a miserable world!”

 Beware of such thoughts, Adam !
for they lead to unholy repinings and
doubts. God may have good, or evil,
in store for them; but only when He
pleases will they go after you. In the
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course of nature, your good, your vir-
tuous father must follow you, and it
mway not be long ; but while he lives,
surely you will be thankful that he is
left here to watch, for a while, over
those whom you love ?”

* But, sir, there is & thing that does
cruelly trouble my poor soul: where
is their bread to come from? Who is
to work for them when I am gone?
Oh, sir! almost my last thoughts will
be of that! My child is a poor, little,
weak creature, and likely never to be
able to stir for himself! Now would I
cry, and could ever, when T thiuk of
him and Sarah: but [ cannet cry!
Tears will not come, though they
might ease my heart, which feels hot
and choked!”

“ My poor fricnd "' satd Mr Hylton,
whose tears had fallen fast, ““ believe
me when I assure you that God has
already raised up a friend for those
whom you will leave behind you. Cast
your care on ITim who careth for you:
those whom you leve will not, shall
not, perish; they shall not come to
want!”

Here Ayliffe put his hand into his
bosom, and took out a small packet,
neatly fastened with thread, and open-
cd it. There were two small papers,
and cach contained a loek of hair,

“ This is Sarah’s, sir; and this is
Adam’s,” said he; and he gave such a
sad, heart-broken look, first at them,
and then at Mr Hylton, that the latter
turned aside his Flead to conceal hig
emotion.

‘“ Ah, sir! 7 said Ayliffe ealmly, and
sighing, “ I wish my tears could come ;
but L am past it! " Then he folded up
the little precious remembrances, and
replaced them in his bosom. * Are
these to be buried with me, sir 2" said
he, with an eminous, a fearfully signi-
ficant look at Mr Hylton ; who, remem-
bering what the chaplain had prepared
him for, felt suddenly sick at heart.

* What answer can I give you, my
poor friend ? 7 inquired Mr Hylton, in
a low tone, looking down; and there
was a dismal silence.

“ Oh, sir, cannot you, being a ma-
gist.rate, beg off my poor body, for

urial ? Some pangs it might save me,
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to think that I lay in the blessed
earth of our churchyard at Milverstoke,
inmy mother’s grave—ah ! you buried
her, sir.”

“Idid, Adam—TI did ; may you scon
meet her sainted spirit! And why
care about the darkened dust that you
leave behind you, if your spirit live
for ever, in happiness "'—

¥ Sir—good, kind sir—I cannot help
it! It is the nature that I am made
of! My flesh creeps to think that—
that this body "—he shuddered visibly
from head to foot.

“ Poor friend! your feelings I re-
spect — I would have your wishes
attended to; but, alas! I have no
power whatever, It pains me to re-
mind you, Adam, of the sentence "—

“ Oh, T heard it, sir ! ” said he, and
seemed for a moment absorbed in a
sickening recollection. “T know that
80 as my soul be right, it signifies little
about my poor body ; but I should
not tell truth if T said that this thing
did not grieve—nay, fright me. How
I do think of it, sir ! Do, sir, promise to
do what you can!”
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“1 promise to do my utmost endea-
vour.’

* Thank you, sir ! he replied with
a deep sigh.

“ And now I must leave you,
Adam"—

He rose up suddenly, his irons
raitling so as to startle Mr Hylton.
“Not —not for ever, sir!"” said Ay-
liffe, with wild alarm in his face,
stretching his arms forwards.

“ What do you mean?” inquired
Mr Hylton faintly.

“ Oh, sir! good, dear, merciful sir!
do come to me again! I cannot die
happy if I see you not again!”

T will be with you again,” faltered
Mr Hylton; and, fearful of a more ex-
plicit promise being exacted from him,
knocked at the cell-door, which was
immediately opencd. Then cordially
grasping both the poor convict’s hands,
he fervently blessed him, and with-
drew, with feelings much disturbed by
the recollection of what had pass-
ed, and the prospect of the dismal
chue which, after bis promise, awaited
him,

CHAPTER XV.

Fernve assured that he would be too
much agitated by thoughts of the en-
suing Monday morning, to admit of
his doing duty at his church on the
approaching Sunday, Mr Hylton suc-
ceeded in procuring the assistance of
a friend ; and when the hour of divine
service had arrived, was thankful that
he had been relieved from a duty which
he then felt that he certainly could
not have gone through—at least with
the requisite degree of calmness and
self-possession.

hen the congregation, which was
crowded, and very sad, saw Mr Hylton
walk, unrobed, into his own pew, while
a stranger entered the reading-desk,

they too surely surmised the cause;
and many eyed the harassed, benevo-
lent countenanee of their pastor, with
beating hearts. Ile was once obliged
to change his position ; for, as he
stood, his eye fell on the seats, now
vicant, which had usually been occu-
picd by old Ayliffe and his son, Oh,
where were those two then? Where
would one of them be at that time on
the morrow ? There were portions of
the sublime service of the Church
which fell on all ears, and sunk into
all hearts, that day, like sounds from
the unseen world | —When arrived at
the appropriate part of the service, the
minister paused for & moment, and
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amidst deathlike silence said—* The
prayers of this congregation aredesired
for several persons dangerously ill,
and for one appointed to diel”

The responses to the Litany were
but faintly audible ; yet they came
from the depths of hearts smitten with
sympathy and fear.

All that day Milverstoke, though a
secluded and rural district, afforded
significant evidence of the excitement
which pervaded the minds of those
who lived in it and the neighbourhoeod.
Many strangers came to the church,
both morning and afternoon; and were
a‘terwards to be seen talking in the
churchyard, and at the doors of the
houses. As Mr Hylton, with Mrs
Hylton and their little Mary, walked
on to the parsonage, the obeisances of
those whom he passed were silent and
almost reverential—bearing eloquent
homage to his untiring, albeit ineffec-
tual zeal, in the cause of humanity.

All were filled with concern at the
final failure of his exertions to avert
the fearful catastrophe which was to
take place on the ensuing morning.
The opinion of the neighbourhood upon
the subject had undergone a great
change, influenced by the profound re-
speet which every one entertained for
the Vicar, his character, and talents.
“ If such a man,” it was said, and not
without good reason, “ were so satis-
fied of the innocence of Ayliffe, as to
have persevered with his strenuous
exertions on his behalf even up to the
Jast moment, and had caused such
doubts to be felt in the highest quar-
ters as had led to the fortnight's re-
spite, which, alas! was so awfully to
end on the morrow—there must be co-
gent grounds for the belief on which
he had acted.” Rumvur had got hold
of some of the circumstances on which
Mr Hylton bad founded his futile
hopes—and those circumstances had
been, as is usually the case, exagger-
ated and misrepresented, but all in fa-
vour of Ayliffe. Vague whispers were
heard of something baving occurred
at the Castle, on the night of the mur-
der, of a mysterious character, con-
nected with the officers.  Captain
Lutteridge's visits to the Castle had
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been noticed, ard also those of Mr
Hylton. The sudden illness of the
Earl of Milverstoke, occurring just
when it did, and especially while he
was in consultation with Mr Hylton,
gave a strange, dark complexzion to
the whole affair. But the most sub-
stantial of all these matters, was that
founded on the facts which were alleged
to have been witnessed from the sea,
on the night of the murder,—two men,
no one could conjecture who, seen
running along the shore, as for their
lives, in a direction from the wood,
not many minutes after the murder
had been committed! What was the
inference ? No one thought of the pos-
sibility that these two might have been
accomplices of Ayliffe; but they were
given credit for having been the sole
perpetrators of the appailing murder,
for which he was alone to die! Then,
upon all this doubt and mystery, was
brought to bear the excellent charac-
ter which he had ever barnc—one per-
fectly irreproachable till thus accused ;
one of a generous, affectionate, oblig-
ing nature: oh—said all—'twas im-
possible that he could be a murderer!
Then thought they of the father! the
wife! the child! Oh! how this last
was hugged and kissed—all unconsci-
ous of the cause of such accumulated
endearments—that Sunday afternoon,
by the good, pitiful, weeping women-
folk of the village! With what awe
was regarded the shut-up cottage of
the Ayliffes, on which were written,
in their eyes, desolation! and terror!
and injustice ! And, indeed, this dis-
mal and mysterious affair had obtained
notoriety, not only throughout the
county, and those adjoiuing it, but the
whole kingdom. The murder of the
son and heir of a peer of the realm,
and that one so powerful and eminent
as the Earl of Mi&j verstoke, might well,
indeed, be regarded as an incident of
national interest and importance.
The fortnight’s respite had awaken-
ed, indeed, universal curiosity and ap-
prehension, lest from any cause there
should be an unhappy miscarriage of
Justice, by the escape of the guilty, or
the sacrifice of the inmocent. The
authorities of the county were pre.
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pared for the attendance of a prodi-
gious concourse, on the ensuing morn-
ing, to witness the execution of one
who was either most terribly and ir-
reparably wronged, or the most cow-
ardly and bloody of murderers. Pru-
dent precautions were taken, under
these circumstances, to preserve the
public peace. Many special constables
were sworn in; every turnkey in the
prison was armed, and their numbers
were doubled. A strong party of sol-
diers, both horse and foot, was ordered
to be in attendance, the former under
the command of Captain Lutteridge
(who heartily wished that he had beca
in another part of the country); and
they were to march into the open
space in the centre of the prison, at a
very early hour in the morning. All
this had been deemed necessary by the
High Sheriff, as a matter of precau-
tion, in consequeunce of certain intima-
tions which had been conveyed to
him, of its not being improbable that
a rescue might be attempted—as had
been the case, under less exciting cir-
cumstances, only half a year before,
in another part of the kingdom, where
a man had been executed who, being
at the time believed, was afterwards
proved, to have been innocent of the
crime for which he died.

At seven o'clock on Monday morn-
ing, Mr Hylton, pale and harassed,
made his appearance at the chief gate
of the prison ou horseback; having,
not without some difficulty, got through
the throng of persons pouring down to
the gaol; in front of which stood—
sickening spectacle! the expectant
scaffold, already surrounded by a great
and continually inecreasing crowd —
though the brief work of death was
not appointed to take place before nine
o'clock. When Mr Hylton had ridden
within the gates, and becfore he had
dismounted, his eye fell en Captain
Lutteridge, who, the reins of his
horse being held by one of his men,
was walking slowly to and fro with
folded arms before the troopers. His
features were stern and gloomy, and
he returned Mr Hylton’s hasty and
somewhat agitated salutation in si-
lence. It was a calm, bright spring
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morning ; and the hedges and trees
which Mr Hylton had passed were all
beginning to put on their glistening
verdure ; and the birds were hopping
and fluttering about, free as the air,
and chirping and singing merrily!
Mr Hylton had sighed only the more
heavily for observing them, He found
the chaplain robed and waiting for
him, as they had appointed, and, with-
out haviug spoken more than a word
or two, followed him towards the con-
demned cell, where, shortly after their
arrival, the Sacrament was to be ad-
ministered. The door stood open—
three turnkeys being near it, on the
outside, cach with bis blunderbuss;
and Mr Hylton’s knees trembled be-
neath him, and he felt deadly faint, at
the first glance he got of the occupants
of the cell—father and son silently
locked in each other's arms. Not a
word had they been heard to speak for
nearly half an hour.

“Do not—do not disturb them; T
cannot go in,” whispered Mr Hylton;
and they both withdrew, returning to
the room which they had quitted. The
chaplain spoke not to him, nor Le to
the chaplain, for some time.

“But that my word is given to this
poor soul, I could almost pray to be
disabled from witnessing thisappalling
scene,” at length said Mr Hylton.

“Courage — courage, my dear bro-
ther!” replied the chaplain firmly;
“the voice of duty calls you hither;
and you shall now see such piety and
virtue in trouble, and in death, too, as
shall for ever hallow this morning’s
scene in your memory. Ihave myself
been on my knees, and in tears, be-
seeching God that the lesson which T
am this morning learning may be
written on my heart till it cease to
beat ! and that he would give me for-
titude fittingly to discharge my sacred
duties on this awful morning ! Be not
apprehensive ; our charge is_subdued
into a sublime calmness, and has in-
quired after you with serenity almost
approaching to cheerfulness. There
is with him at this moment, as you in-
deed saw, a visible angel! But now
let us return,” said the chaplain, ob-
serving that Mr Hyltoa had recovered
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his composure. * All is in readiness
for the last sacred rite of our religiou!”
Again they set out on their solemn
errand.

“ Adam, my friend,” said the chap-
lain gently, on entering the cell,  here
comes he whom yon have asked for—
Mr Hylton!"

The old man and his son were still
locked in one another’s arms, which,
however, on the chaplain speaking,
were slowly unloosed ; and two such
countenances presently looked on Mr
Hylton, silently taking his seat beside
them, as filled him with fear and re-
verence, Tearless were the eyes of
both, but there was IMMORTALITY in
their expression, a heavenly radiance
on their solemn and wasted features.
Neither father nor son spoke, whiie
gazing calmly at Mr Hylton, who, as
he grasped a hand of each, felt them
to be cold as death, but there was no
tremorin them. After afew moments,
they again slowly folded their arms
round each other,

“Speak, Adam; tell these good
gentlemen what God hath done for
thee! Speak, my son, for thy God!
Hath he not taken all fear of death
from thee?” said at length the old
man in a low tone, but with great
firmness,

“Ie hath! and T know it is He
that hath done it, of his unspeakable
mercy ! ” replied his son, who, leaning
forward, kissed his father’s white hair
with gentle fondness and reverence.

‘“Here,” said the old man, “is my
only son; God gave him to me, and
hath allowed us many years of love
together. Heis row taking him back
again! I shall stay a little time after
thee, Adam —only a little; and as-
suredly we meet again !”

“The blessing of the ever-merciful
God be upon you, Adam—upon you
both!" said Mr IIylton tremulously.

The prisoner slowly raised to his
lips Mr Hylton’s hand, and kissed it.

1 thank you, sir, for coming as you
promised! But — 1 cannot speak
much,” said he, adding, with an air of
infinite sweetness, “Oh! what love
and pity you have ever shown me!”
Here the chaplain made a sign to Mr
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Hylton that all was in rcadiness for
the Sacrament, which was thercupon
administered with an awful solemnity.

When it was over, “How much
longer hath he to live ? " inquired the
father, with a faltering voice, as soon
as he had risen from his knees, and
kissed the forehead of his son. He
spoke to the Under Sheriff, who had
joined with them in the sublime cere-
mony which was just over.

“Qne hour and a half, or only a very
few minutes more than that,” replied
that functionary, looking sadly at his
watch.

“May my son and I pass that hour
alone ? " inquired the old man; and
added, turning to his son, * Adam,
wouldst thou not rather that we spend
this our last hour together, with no
eye on us but that of God?"”

“Yes, I would,” rcplicd the prisoner,
calmly; “but oh, sir! remember!”
said he, turning towards Mr Hylton,
and fixing on him an eye of mysteri-
ous expression.

“Ido! Twill!™ replied Mr Hylton.
“At the hour's close, T will, with
God's permission, again be with you,
and remain!” On this the prisoner
grasped his hand with silent energy.

“We will now leave you,” said the
Under Sheriff, “ for exactly one hour,
and then it will be necessary for you
to quit this room for another;” by
which he meant the press-room, where
the prisouer’s irons were to be knocked
off. All then withdrew, and the cell
door was closed and locked. Word
was from time to time brought to Mr
Hylton and the chaplain, during the
ensuing hour, that the occupants of
the cell were engaged in almost con-
stant prayer. The chaplain's room,
in which, together with the Under
Sheriff, they were sitting, overlooked
the yard where the military stood ; and
shortly after they had entered this
room, the window being open, Mr Hyl-
ton overheard the stern peremptory
voice of Captain Lutteridge uttering a
word or two to the dismounted dra-
goons, which were followed by the
sounuds of remounting. When the
noise thus occasioned was over, both
Mr Hylton and the chaplain distiuctly
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heard the confused hum as of a great
multitude, apparently close to them;
and such was indeed the fact — the
Governor taking occasion, as time
wore on, to come into their room, and
inform them that the concourse with-
out was beyond all measure the great-
est that he, or any one else in the
prison, had ever seen collected to-
gether; but he added that the road
through which they should have to
pass to the fatal spot was very short,
railed off, and guarded by a strong
body of constables.

“And though we think it right to
be prepared,” he added, glancing down
through the window significantly, “at
present there has been not the slight-
est ground for apprehending any sort
of disturbance.” Mr Hylton took the
opportunity of the Governor leaving
the room to speak alone with the
Under Sheriff, on a subject which
sickened the speaker as he mention-
ed it.

“ Must c¢very portion—every portion
of the sentence be carried into literal
effect, Mr Under Sheriff ?”

“Certainly, sir,” he replied with a
surprised air ; but added quietly, “ Oh!
you mean, I daresay, whether the body
must be given up to be dissected ? 7
Mr Hylton nodded in silence.

“ Assuredly, ” was the answer,
“quite a matter of course, reverend
sir, however painful to the friends or
survivors of the criminal. It is a
part of the sentence; and can on no
account be dispensed with. Not,” he
whispered, with a significant look, “if
I may say it between us, that suppos-
ing great interest were to be made,
more than a nominal ” — Here the
prison bell began to toll—ch! dismal,
dismal sound '——and the Under Sheriff
suddeuly started, ceased, took out his
watch, and, observing the hour, with-
drew in silence. In a few minutes’
time, Mr IIylton hcard a clanking
sound, as of onc passing their door in
fetters; and, immediately afterwards,
the chaplain informed him that the
prisoner was going to the press-room,
where his irons wore to be removed,
and then the final preparations would
be made.
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“ Poor soul! he will now socon be
out of his misery ! said the chaplain:
and, as he spoke, a turnkey came
silently, motioning them to follow
him.  Mr Hylton, with a beating
heart, accompanied the chaplain into
the chamber, where, as he entered, he
saw a turnkey in the act of knock-
ing off the prisoner’s irons, Ay-
liffe stood erect, with calm and solemn
countenance, his eyes fixed upwards,
and his lips firmly compressed to-
gether; while his father, with both
his hands grasping one of the pri-
soner's, had buried his head so that
his face could not be seen. The toll-
ing of the bell at intervals bad an al-
most palsying effect upon the shaken
nerves of Mr Hylton. There was a
petrifying silence for a few moments,
as soon as the irons had been removed
from the prisoner ; when Mr Hylton,
with suddenly averted eyes, then ob-
served approaching one whose ghastly
office was only too manifest. But at
that moment a hasty step was heard
entering the room; and Mr Hylton,
turning round, observed the Governor
of the gaol, with a face blanched by
strong emotion of some sort or other,
rapidly beckon to the Under Sheriff,
who instantly quitted the room.

“1 devoutly hope,” whispered the
chaplain to Mr Hylton, with evident
agitation, * that this is no riot or at-
tempted rescue !

They both turned towards the door,
which still stood open, and Mr Hylton
followed the Under Sheriff out of the
room. In a few seconds afterwards
he lost all sense of what was going on,
and staggered unconsciously into the
arms of the Governor, as the latter
uttered the words—'"* A reprieve! Posi-
tively! A reprieve!”

The Under Sheriff, with cool self-
possession and thoughtful humanity,
stepped instantly back to the press-
room, and, without entering, locked
the door ; and then went to ascertain,
beyond all doubt, how the fact really
was. That something extraordinary
had happened was evident. Outside
was a prodigious commotion ; inside
were Captain Lutteridge and his dra-
goons, sword in hand, ready to charge



NOW AND THEN.

at an instant’s notice : buf, thank
God! there was no necessicy for their
services. A confused cry bad, some
few minutes before, been heard from
the extremity of the crowd, which
stretched round a large building, so
as to be unable to catch any view of
what was going ou at the gaol; but
turning the opposite way, on hearing
sounds from that direction, they be-
held a startling sight—a post-chaise
and four, with a horseman riding be-
side it, all at full gallop; and inside
the chaise was a man waving some-
thing white.

“Stop! stop!—stop the exccution!
A reprieve ! a repricve! " was shouted
by both the person inside the chaise
and the horseman without. The cry
was instantly caught, and presently
an unusual thundering sound was
heard from the vast concourse, echo-
ing the word * Reprieve ! reprieve !
reprieve !

Round the outskirts of the crowd
wasin a twinkling seen dashing along
towards the back of the gacl, where
stood the chief entrance, the post-
chaise, with its occupant, and the ac-
companying horseman, each of whom
bore a precious document, even under
the royal sigrn-manual, both having
been separately despatched from Lon-
don, to prevent all possibility of ac-
cident ; and just eighteen minutes be-
fore the prison clock struck nine, the
two authoritative acts of mercy were
in the hands of those to whom they
were addressed, the representative of
the High Sheriff, and the Governor
of the gaol.

Ay, there bad been no miscarrying
—there was no mistake! The swords,
carbines, and muskets of the expect-
ant soldiery were not, thank God!
to be turned upon the vast honest-
hearted English crowd which stood
outside, shouting, till their voices were
well-nigh cracked, “ Hurrah, hurrah!
God save the King!"”

On hearing all this, Captain Lut-
teridge hastily dismounted, and got
sight of one of the documents which
had proved of such prodigious potency.
He quietly read it all over, and then
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somewhat quickly returned to the
yard, and mounted his horse.

“ My lads, " said he, addressing the
soldiers, “hearken to me, do you sce.
His Majesty the King, whose servants
we are, hath been pleased to reprieve
the prisoner, of his own good will and
royal pleasure; whereupon, my lads,
we may by-and-by rcturn to our quar-
ters, and 1n your hearts you may say,
‘Loug live King George;'—though
that, doubtless, you do always; for
you serve the best and greatest king
on earth, that is certain.”

The Captain was even meditating
for a moment an extravagance—viz.
to give his men leave to shout “God
save the King!” but discipline and a
sense of dignity repressed any such
exuberant manifestation of enthusi-
asm. He looked, however, at their
pleased faces with great inward satis-
faction; and a smile nearly stole over
his grave rigid features, as he said to
himself, — ** Those lads of mine are
good lads; and methinks T know one
that will make another of them, if
this man that was to have suffered be
he whom I have seen about Milver-
stoke. Piff! paff! IfTcan only eatch
hold of this Aylifte, Pllhave him pretty
quickly clapped on horseback, and in
the ranks—and a better trooper than
he will make, is not to be seen. I'll
warrant me he’ll do a trifle of good
service for his most merciful Ma-
jesty ! ”

But the Captain was here reckon-
ing without his host. It was true
that a pardon had arrived for poor
Ayliffe, but only a conditional one,
and that condition was— transporta-
tion to the colonies for life! When
the astounding news of his deliver-
ance was commuunicated to him whom
they suddenly snatched out of the
gaping jaws of death, the hangman
had just completed pinioning the pri-
soner's hands.

“ Loose those cords,” said the Under
Sheriff, as calmly as he could; and,
holding in his hand the document on
which he was acting, he approached
Ayliffe, and said, “Adam Ayliffe, his
Majesty the King hath sent thee a
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pardon under his own sign-manual,
on condition that thou be transported
for life.— God save the King: so thou
well mayest say!”

The prisoner staggered back for some
paces before the cords could be loosed,
as ordered by the Sheriff.

Y Come, lad! come, come!” quoth
the executioner, following him, “take
it steadily — take it quietly, lad!
Thou’st plenty of time to think on’t
now, I assure thee, both here and
elsewhere !

But Ayliffe still staggered back, with
the appearance of one stunned by some
gsudden blow. Then he sunk, with a
half-stupefied air, on his knees, with
his hands clasped together. From this
position the executioner raised him,
and seated him ou a form which was
near. Inafew moments’ time his face
was covered with a clammy sweat—
oue, indeed, which had suddenly burst
through every pore of his body. His
grim attendant took out his pocket-
handkerchief and wiped Ayliffe’s face
gently.

“Fetch him some water, Gregory,’
said the executioner to his man, who
in truth had not yet quite recovered
his own wits, which had been scattered
by the suddenness of the affair.

He soon obeyed his master, and in
a few moments’ time returned with a
cup of water. Ayliffe, however, secmed
to recoil from the sight of it, and,
as though with a choking sensation,
hastily motioned off the hand that
held it to his lips; and there was hor-
ror in his eye. At length he opened
his mouth with a sudden gasp, and
heaved a mighty sigh—and another—
and another.

 This is right,” quoth the execu-
tioner, patting him on the back; “ he’ll
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soon come to himself. Nay, lad, don't
be frighted—I've done with thee !
Why—how thou starest! Well,"” he
added hastily, whispering, as he heard
the Governor's well-known heavy step
approaching the room, * Good- by,
good-by, my man. I do think thou
wouldst have done well, and stood it
bravely outside!”

Ayliffe gazed vacantly at him, as
the hideous functionary slunk away—
all present seeming to breathe more
freely when he was gone.

OldAyliffe had fallen senseless on the
floor the moment that he had heard the
Sheriff’s announcement, and lay there
for some minutes quite unobserved;
those present being sufficiently occu-
pied with the person principally con-
cerned in that day’s tragic and agitat.
ing proceedings. The rescued prisoner,
however, by-and-by recovered himself
sufficiently to think of his venerable
parent : bat by the time that he
was fully couscious of what had taken
place, alas! he found himself the soli-
tary tenant of a cell in the prison,
whither he had been conveyed, almost
unconsciously, by the Governor's or-
der, for security’s sake. Inanswer to
his loud and agonising cries, he was
presently informed by the Governor
that his father was not well, having
been somewhat overcome by the sud-
denness of that which had just taken
place. The truth was, that the poor
old man had lain insensible so long, in
spite of all that could be done for him,
as to alarm the gaol doctor for his
safety. He was treated with all ima-
ginable kindness, and taken to a
chamber in the prisoner’s part of the
gaol—lying on the very bed which
hiad been occupied, some few months
before, by his unhappy son.
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CHAPTER XVL

Tuere was yet another person then
within those gloomy walls on whom
the marvellous occurrence of that
morning had groduced an overwhelm-
ing effect, and that was Mr Hylton;
to whom alone was attributable, under
Providence, the deliverance of Adam
Ayliffe from the ignominious and hor- |
rible death which, to all human ap-:
pearance, had been inevitable.
Impelled by an irresisiible impulse,
and fortified by an unwavering con-
viction of the prisoner’s innocence, Mr
Hylton on the ¥riday evening, as a
Jast resource, had, relying on the
King’s well-known sternly indepen-
dent character, written a letter to his
Majesty, under cover to a nobleman, !
then in London attending Parliament, |
and with whom Mr Hylton had been !
acquaintedat College. He earnestly en-
treated his lordship to lose not a mo-
ment in securing a personal interview
withtheKing; or, at all events, the de-
livery into his Majesty's hands of the
letter in question, touching, as it did,
life and death ; its object being to save
from execution, on the Monday morn-
ing, 2 man who was, in the writer's
opinion, as innocent of the death of
which he had nevertheless been found
guilty, as the Secretary of State him-
self, to whom application on behalf of
the convict had been unhappily made
in vain. Mr Hylton's letter to the
King was expressed in terms of grave
eloquence. It set out with calling his
Majesty’s attention to the execution,
six months beforc, of a man, for a
crime of which three days afterwards
he was demonstrated to have been in-
nocent. Then the letter gave a mov-
ing picture of the exemplary life and
character of the prisoner, and of his
father ; pointed to testimonials given

in his favour at the trial, and added
the writer’s own ; together with the
most emphatic and strong conviction
which could be expressed in language,
that whoever might hLave been the
perpetrator of this atrocious murder, it
was not the prisoner doomed to die on
Monday. It then conjured his Ma-
jesty, by every consideration which
could properly have weight with a
sovereign intrusted with authority by
Almighty God to govern according to
Jjustice and mercy, to give his personal
attention to the case then laid before
him, and act thereon, according to his
Majesty’s own royal and clement judg-
ment. This letter Mr Hylton’s noble
acquaintance, happening to be absent
from town for a few days, travelled
thirty miles, at great inconvenience,
to lay before the King; who did not
receive it till past midnight, at St
James's, and after he had been in bed
for upwards of an hour, On hearing,
however, from the nobleman who
brought the letter, that it was one of
a very urgent natuve, concerning life
and death, those who were intrusted
with guarding the royal repose caused
it to be broken by the delivery of the
packet. His Majesty instantly got
out of bed, and, after hastily glancing
over the letter, ordered T.ord Farn-
borough to be sent for immediately,
with directions to bring along with
him all the papers which he had, or
could lay hishand on, relating to Adam
Ayliffe, then lying under sentence of
death for the murder of Lord Alkmond.
His Majesty had paced his chamber
many times, somewhat impatiently,
before his astonished minister arrived :
for the latter, being in bed when he
received the royal summons, had had
to go from his private residence to his
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office, in order to get the documents
required by the King, and had expe-
rienced greatdifficulty in finding them;
all clerks and others being, as might
well be supposed, out of the way. Im-
mediately on his entering the King's
antechamber, Lord Farnborough en-
countered his Majesty, who with bluff
earnestness begged him to be seated
at a table, duly furnished with lights
and writing materials, and then the
King requested to be informed of the
whole facts of the case; to which he
paid great attention. When Lord
Farnborough had, in his usual terse
and emphatic fashion, given his own
view of the matter, assuring his Ma-
jesty, with expressions of profouud re-
spect, that a clearer case for hanging
there never had been, if justice were
to be any longer administered in the
country; his lordship appeared con-
founded when the King said, very
thoughtfully, that he was by no means
50 clear on the subject as his lordship
seemed ; and in fact felt so uneasy on
the matter, being one of life and death,
that he counld not return to bed with-
out deciding one way or the other,
Lord Farnborough assured the King
that he need feel no anxicty whatever
on a matter which was exclusively
within the province of his ministers.

“But look you, my Lord Farn-
borough,” quoth the King, somewhat
hastily and sternly, '* suppose you and
I differ on this matter ? "'

“ Please your Majesty, we are your
Majesty’'s sworn responsible ser-
vants "—

“ 8o, so, because you are my ser-
vants, my Lord Farnborough, I am to
be your puppet, eh ?—to register your
decrees, nolens volens ! By those that
begot me, and those before me, but I
will show you otherwise! Look you,
my Lord, and all of you that serve me,
I am set over my people to protect
them, and am answerable for them to
Him who set me over them : and if it
cost me my crown, look you, as [ must
answer for it hereafter, [ won't see the
humblest creature calling me King
deprived of his life, even though ac-
cording to law (which can’t give back
life taken wrongly), if I in my con-
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science do verily doubt whether he
ought to die.”

Lord Farnborough said something
rather faintly about a constitutional
monarchy—

“ Ay, ay,” said the King, catching
the word, “but I am also a conscien-
tious King, my Lord. My advisers
may be impeached in Parliament if
they give me evil advice; but I have
to answer to the King of Kings ; and
none but a King can tell a King's
feelings in these matters. God only
knows what 1 suffered some half a
year ago, in a matter of this sort—eh,
my Lord? What say you to that?
Have you forgotten it ?

“ Not at all, please your Majesty:
but T take leave humbly to represeut,
Sire, in the matter now before your
Majesty, that your Majesty, as the
guardian of the laws, has no discre-
tion herein, but must allow the law to
take its course.”

“T won't, I won'r, my Lord. There
are features about this case that I
don’t like; and, in short, I shall not
have this man die. Transport him
for life, if you please; then, if we be
wrong, he may return: BuT — there
are paper, pens, and ink; pray, my
Lord, let it be done instantly, for time
is precious; I will put my hand to it
now-—and then methinks I shall sleep
soundly till morning."”

“ Pardon me, Sire,” began his lord-
ship, with an air of vast deference—

“ No, no! not you—I have nought to
pardon you; 'tis another 1 mean to
pardon"’—

' Sire, this really is one of the plain.
est cases of guilt "—

“ Did you not say the very same
thing to me, my Lord, on the occasion
I have just spoken of ?” inquired the
King with stern solemnity: “did I
not then say I had doubts? but X yield-
ed to your certainty, my Lord! And
what followed?”

"* Please your Mujesty, we are all
frail; all human institutions are liable
to error ''—

* Therefore,” said the King quickly,
“ought we the longer to doubt in
matters of life and death, my Lord.”

" I do assure your Majesty that this
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interference of your Majesty will give
great dissatisfaction "—

“To whom ? Where? Why?” in-
quired the King with great dignity.
“ What is that to me, when my con-
science is concerned, who have sworn
an oath, when God Almighty placed
my crown on my head, to cause law
and justice, 1¥ MERCY, to be executed
in all my judgments? Who swore that
oath, my people or I? I did, and, with
God’s assistance, will keep my oath.
And as for my people, they are a brave
and virtuous people, and won’t obey
me the less because T will not again
let any one die on a gibbet hastily."

Tord Farnborough remained with
his eyes earnestly fixed on the King,
and his pen in his hand, which hung
down by his side.

“ Let it be done, my Lord,” said the
King, peremptorily : and his Minister
obeved.

Within a couple of hours’ time, down
went the messengers of mercy, whose
arrival has been alrcady duly told.
The King went to bed very comfort-
ably; the Minister returned to his,
most exceedingly uncomfortable —
with, as it were, a bee buzzing in each
ear, and tickling, even to stinging, his
consequence both personal and official;
expecting to be questioned pretty
sharply in Parliament on what had
taken place. He resolved, however,
that thew he would loyally uphold his
royal master’s ast at all hazards, and
give him full credit for the noble spi-
rit in which he had acted; and he
would ask, what if it should afterwards
turn out that, but for the King, this
man would have been hanged inno-
cent? And who should gainsay the
propriety of the King's reference to
the painful occasion of a former fatal
and irreparable miscarriage of jus-
tice?

When Mr Hylton entered the cell
where Ayliffe sat, now not fettered,
the latter sprung from his seat, and
then dropping on his kness, embraced
those of Mr Hylton, crying like a child,
Yet he knew nothing of that last inter.
ference of his exemplary benefactor,
which had saved him, at the eleventh
hour, from swinging a dishonoured
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corpse from the gallows which was at
that moment being taken down.

“ God has been very, very merciful
towards you, Adam,” said Mr Hylton,
“ and your spared life wiil be a monu-
ment of that mercy ! Adam, now that
no power on earth can again place
you in jeopardy on this charge, I ask
you, as in the immediate presence of
your merciful God, are you innocent ?”

“QOh, Mr Hylton ! ob, kind and
most beloved sir! how can you ask?
Do you, then, doubt? Have I not just
been standing half-way in eternity,
and almost face to face with Him that
was to judge me; and could I stand
there with a lie on my lips? Ay,1am
innocent as my own poor crippled
child.” Here he burst into an agony
of weeping.

“ Well, well, Adam, you must for-
give me. I ought not, perhaps, to
bave asked you such a question—1 feel
that I ought not; but you know not
yet the immense responsibility which
I have incurred on your behalf, and in
rcliance on your word. Adam, once
forall, I tell you that I am as thorough-
ly persuaded of your innocence of this
awful crime, as I am of mine own;
and may God himself, if it please His
infinite wisdom, one day make it plain
to us, even here, in this life,”

Ayliffe answered, with a look and a
manner cloquent with injured inno-
cence, “ Amen! yea, Amen! Amen!
sir!” And then, burying his face in
his hands, uttered aloud a fow words
of fervent prayer and praise, to which
Mr Hylton reverently responded.
“ And now for Sarah, sir. Oh, Sally!
Sally ! Sally! shall we, then, mect
again!” exelaimed the poor prisoner,
in a passionate and frantic manner.

‘ Adam, try to be calmer; it is very
natural that you should be excited "

“ Why, sir, Is she dead?”" said Ay-
liffe, in a whisper that echoed through
the sonl of Mr Hylton, who was also
startled by the wild despairing eye
which was staring at him.

“She is not dead, Adam,"” replied Mr
Hylton; *“and I go hence to see her.”

Ayliffe burst into bitter weeping,
and sobbed, “ Oh! that I might go
with you, sir, to see her dear, pre-
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cious face, though but for one mo-
ment!"”

* Adam, be thankful to God that it
is with you as it is—that I have now
to prepare her, not for your death, but
for your preserved life.”

*Oh! yes, sir! thanks be to God
for His infinite mercy ! T leave it all
to Him! for what have I deserved at
His hand!”

“YWhat, indeed, Adam!" echoed Mr
Hylton.

With infinite tenderness and judg-
ment did he discharge the ecritical
duty which he had undertaken. Iis
cauntious words fell upon the ear, and
sunk into the fainting soul, of poor
Mrs Ayliffe, like drops, as it were, of
living water. What tears oozed from
her closed eyes, and flowed down her
wan and wasted cheeks! She knew
not, so vigilant had been her faithful
attendants, at the repeated instance of
Mr Hylton and the doctor resident at
the infirmary, the awful aspect with
which had dawned upon her doomed
husband that memorable Mondaymorn-
ing; and all that Mr Hylton dared to
tell her was, that her husband’s life
was no longer in danger. It was not
till Mr Hylton was riding at a brisk
canter into the village, passing many
old familiar faces wearing an expres-
sion of tearful congratulation at the
issue of his humane exertions (the last
of which, however, had not then be-
come known); nor till he felt Mrs
Hylton sobbing in his arms, and saw
his little Mary crying she scarce knew
why, but not with an unhappy cry,—
that that pious pastor of his flock felt
the full luxury of having done good,
and beheld upon his humble handi-
work the radiant seal of God's bless.
ing. Oh, happy moment ! in which
he forgot all his past agonies and long
unrequited toil, and said, with profound
devoutness and self-abasement, “ Not
unto us, O God ! not unto us, but uyTo
THY name give glory, for thy mercy,
and for thy truth's sake.”

About the middle of the next day
he went out on foot, some mile or two
upon the road, to meet one whom he
expected, and into whose well-nigh
broken heart, also, he had been the
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honoured instrument of pouring the
balm of consolation. 'Twas old Adam
Ayliffe, who, as he approached, was
sitting between a farmer and his wife,
who had gone in their market-cart
purposely to bring him home. The
good woman’s arm was kindly placed
round the spare and feeble figure of
the venerable sufferer, as her husband,
on Mr Hylton's coming up, stopped
the cart. The old man then tried to
rise, but in vain, his knees evidently
tottering under him; and with trem-
bling hands he raised his broad hat
from his head, and locked unutterable
gratitude towards Mr Hylton, who
himself could hardly speak, as he
graspedoneof Ayliffe’sextended hands,
His eyes were fixed tearlessly on Mr
Hylton for a long time, during which
they spoke volumnes of thrilling feeling.

“God bless thy dear bald head,
Adam ! " said the farmer’s wife, gently
pressing upon it his hat; “do not
thoucatchcold; the parson, belike, may
come and see thee, whenwe gethome.”

“ Yes, yes, I will,” said Mr Hylton,
and followed them on to the cottage ;
which, during the preceding day, and
that morning, had been got to rights
and made very tidy, against the old
man's return, by some dozen eager
and affectionate pairs of hands; who
had trimmed the little garden, cut the
hedge, and cleaned the small windows
till they looked clear as crystal. Ah,
dear little services, how eloquent you
are '—When the cart had arrived at
the cottage, old Ayliffe was carefully
helped down, gazing at his cottage
looking so trim and tidy, with feel-
ings not difficult to be understoed, but
hard to express. Within was Mrs Hyl-
ton, who had intended to come out
and welcome home the poor old
man ; but on secing him her heart
failed her, and she continued to busy
herself with the little table, on which
her own hands had, shortly before,
placed some small matters of refresh-
ment. When Adam entered, leaning
on Mr Hylton's arm, all who were
present, and there were seven:al, rose
and received him silently, being un-
able, when they saw his face, to speak
a word ; nor could he, but shook his
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head in silence. And when one of
them, on his sitting down, brought
him his little grandson, he folded in
his arms its pale and silent figure,
and presently his tears fell fast.
They relieved him; and by-and-by he
was able to say, though in a very
faint way, “ God bless you all, good
friends!” and he drank, without ut-
tering a word, the wine which Mr
Hylton had placed in his trembling
bhand; and, perbaps recollecting on
what occasion it was that wine had
last touched his lips, he looked up-
ward with an awful expression.

In the course of the next week, poor
Adam Ayliffe was removed, handcuff-
ed, from the county gaol, together with
several other prisoners, and conveyed
to a vessel in a neighbouring port ;
and thence was duly brought to Lon-
don, and placed on board a ship, to
be conveyed abroad, in pursuvance of
the grievous conditions of his par-
don. He had spoken scarcely a syl-
lable between the time of his quitting
the gaol and being lodged on ship-
board, a handcuffed convict, shunned
even by his guilty brethren as one
stained with blood, and unjustly
saved from the scaffold. He resented
no petty indignity which was offered
him, and there were many, inflicted by
those who loathed the vile Cheat-the-
gallows! His patient endurance they
attributed to consciousness that he
had no right to cumber the ground—
to pollute, by his accursed presence,
the land of the living. All this he
bore in silence. His big, indignant
hcart seemed constantly on the point
of breaking. No kind word to Zim
ever fell upon his ear. He felt deso-
late and blighted ; bearing the brand
of Cain upon the brow of innocence.

For he was innocent !

The unfortunate Earl of Milver-
stoke lay, for a long while, in a most
precavious state. The first words
which he spoke, on regaining full
consciousuess, after having remained
without it for nearly a fortnight, were
to his_daughter, who sat, pale and
worn, beside him.

“Emily,” said he, feebly, “let me,
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during the day, see Mr Hylton:” and
he was obeyed.

When that reverend person seated
himself, some hours afterwards,in a
chair placed for him beside the pros.
trate peer, it was with mingled hope
and apprehension; for with what
feelings his lordship might recollect
the closing scene of their last memo-
rable interview, Mr Hylton knew not.
He gazed at the sunken features of
the Earl with decp emotion.

“Mr Hylton,” said his lordship,
faintly, ‘“have you forgiven me?”

“ My dear Lord,” he replied geutly,
“T have nothing to forgive. Were
you fit to bear it, I should ask you to
forgive me "—

“Do you think that God will for-
give me? 7 inquired the Eatl, closing
his eyes,

“To be sure He will, my dear Lord!”
replied Mr Hylton with energy ; “ He
will! if He be but rightly asked for
forgiveness !” TheEarlshookhis head
sadly ; and his wasted fingers, white
as snow, grasped Mr Hylton's hand.

“ May I—still—reckon on yourpious
services—towardsme and my family 2"

“Oh, my dear Lord,” replied Mr
Hylton, with subdued fervour, “yes!
as long as I live, and it may please
God to enable me to serve you!”

“There are those here,” said the
Earl, speaking from his weakness,
with difficulty, “ who love, who reve-
rence you : and I am one of them, but
the unworthiest ! " Again his fingers
gently compressed those of Mr Hylton,
who was much affected. “When I
have a little more strength, Mr Hylton,
we will speak of TaT—of which we
have formerly spoken; but it will be,
on my part, in a different spirit.”

Mr Hylton bowed silently, with
feelings of earnest respect and sym-
pathy, and also with others of a pro-
found and agitating character. For
alas! to him had been intrusted the
trying and terrible duty, undertaken
only in deference to the agonising
importunities of Lady Emily, of com-
municating to her noble parent intel-
ligence, which had veached her acci-
dentally, and while utterly unprepared
for it; and by which not only she,
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but shortly afterwards Lady Alkmond,
had been fearfully agitated, and for a
while prostrated.

Among several letters which had
come to the Castle, shortly after the
Earl’s sudden illness, was one marked
“Tmmediate ” and * Private and Con-
fidential,” and bearing outside the
name of the Secretary of State. From
this letter poor Lady Emily learnt the
lamentable iutelligence, that her bro-
ther, the late Lord Alkmond, had,
when on the Continent, and shortly
before his marriage, slain, in a duel,
a Hungarian officer ; whom, having
challenged for some affront which had
passed at dinner, he bad run through
the heart, and killed on the spot : the
unfortunate officer leaving behind him,
alas! a widow and several orphans,
allthereby reduced tobeggary. Thedis-
pute which had led to these disastrous
results had been one of really a trivial
nature, but magnified into importance
by the young TLord’s quick and im-
perious temper, which had also led
him to dictate terms of apology so
humiliating and offensive that no one
could submit to themn. Wherefore the
two met; and presently the Hunga-
rian fell dead, his adversary’s rapier
having passed clean through the heart.
It was, however, an affair which had
been managed with perfect propriety ;
with an exact observance of the rules
of duelling! All had been done legi-
timately ! Yet was it MCURDER; an
honourable, a right honourable, mur-
der: but murder as clear and glaring,
before the Judge of all the earth, as
that by which Lord Alkmond had him-
self fallen. When, therefore, thus fear-
fully summoned away to his account,
the young noble’s own hand was
crimsoned with the blood which he had
shed : and so went he into the awful
presence of the Most High, whose
voice had ever upon earth been sound-
ing tremendous in his ears,— Where is
thy brothar? What hast thou done?
The voice of thy brother's blood crieth
unto me from the ground. Unbappy
man! well might lus heart have been
heavy, when men expected it to be
lightest! Well might his counte-
nance darken, and his soul shudder
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within him, under the mortal throes of
a guilty conscience! From his father's
splendid banqueting-table he had been
driven by remorse and horror ; for his
companions, unconscious that they
were stabbing to the heart one who
was present, wouLp TALK of duelling,
and of one sanguinary duel in parti-
cular, which bore a ghastly resem-
blance to his own. Such poor amends
as might be in his power to make, he
had striven to offer to the miserable
family whom he had bereaved, beg-
gared, and desolated, to vindicate an
honour which had never been for one
instant rcally questioned or compro-
mised by his slain opponent; and, if
it lad been tarnished, could BLOOD
cleanse and brighten it ?

All the money which he could ordi-
narily obtain from the Earl, had from
time to time been furnished by Lord
Alkmond to the wretched family of
his victim. For them it was that he
had importuned his father for a sum of
money sufficient to make for them an
ample and permanent provision. Only
the day before ihat on which he had
quitted London, to partake of the
Christmas festivities at Milverstoke,
he had written an earnest letter to the
person abroad, with whom he had long
communicated on the subject, assuring
him that within a few weeks a satis-
factory final arrangement should be
effected. And he had resolved to make
a last strenuous effort with the Earl;
but whom, nevertheless, he dared not,
except as a matter of dire necessity,
tell the nature of his exigency. And
why dared not the son tell that to his
father? And why had that father
shrunk, blighted, from the mention, by
Captain Lutteridge and Mr Hylton,
of the conversation which had driven
his son out into the solitude where he
was slain? Alas! it opened to Lord
Milverstoke himself a very frightful
retrospect : through the vista of years
his anguished, terror- stricken eye
settled upon a crimsoned gloom —

—Oh, Lord Milverstoke '—and then
would echo in thy ears, also, those ap-
palling sounds,—what hast THOU done ?

For tav— Honour ! also, had been
dyed in blood !
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TroueH no one liked to own it, or
much less speak of it, the coming
struggle for Senior Wrangler was
pretty generally felt in the University
to be one, as it werc, between patri-
cian and plebeian; since it had been
for a length of time perceived that the

coutest lay between a noble member |

of a leading college, and an obscure
sizar of an obscure college, which had
never before signalised itself by pro-
ducing even a creditable candidate for
the launrel. The aristocrat was de-
servedly popular: a favourite with
everybody. Handsome and graceful,
engaging, affable, dignified, and unaf-
fected, there were also a certain charm-
ing modesty and pensiveness in his
demeanour, which some attributed to
the carly and severe religious disci-
pline which he was said to bave re-
ceived—a notion borne out by his ex-
emplary conduct at college ; and others
referred to profound love of study.
These appeared somewbat unusual
characteristics of the immediate heir
to one of the most ancient peeragesin
the realm, and its vast unencumbered
estates,—to wealth which made dizzy
the heads of those weak enough to con-
template the possession of it with cn-
vious longings. To its destined lord,
however, it appeared unattended with
these effects. He was as assiduous and
systematic in his studies, as though
his daily bread had depended alto-
WZether on his obtaining academical dis-
tinction. His private tutor, himself
a picked man, who had gained almost
the highest honours, gave out, from
time to time, confident assurances of
his noble pupil’s capabilitics, and in-
spired high hopes of honour for his
college ; which, though a distinguish-
ed one, hiad not for the preceding four
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vears produced asenior wrangler. But
my Lord and his numerous well-wish-
ers were not, it seemed, to have it all
their own way : for it had slowly
grown into a rumour, during the year
preceding the day of contest, that a
! person, of whom scarcely any one krew
or had heard anything,—in fact, the
| aforesaid sizar,—was coming out todo
"battle on behalf of his long unhonoured
and humble college, against the whole
university. The more that the matter
was inquired into, the morc exciting
andinteresting became the anticipated
coutest ; shadowing out in the minds
of the solerun and quiet men looking
on, a certain battle between Goliath of
Gath, and one David. The tutor of
the favourite made it his business to
become acquainted, as far as practi-
cable, with the real probabilities of the
case ; and the result was a very com-
plete conviction that his pupil would
have to encounter, in this champion of
obscurity, a most formidable opponent,
oue apparcutly born with a genius for
mathematics, and the hidden mysteries
of physical science. A fellow, in the
confidence of my Lord’s tutor, desirous
of probing the proficiency of this un-
known disciple of Newton, threw him-
self in his way; and was plcased to
declare himself puzzled with a certain
question in high mathematics which
had occurred to him: 7. . he had picked
it out of a reccntly published foreign
scientific treatise. His teeth, how-
ever, presently chattered ; for his dif-
ficulty was disposed of with a master-
ly case, and also with a certain scien-
tific elegance, which, under the cir-
cumstances, were most unsatisfactory
and alarming to him whose genuine
doubts had been solved. Who was

this person? No one knew auything
L
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of him except his name, ** Southern,”
and that of his college ; that he led a
secluded life ; appeared very poor ; was
studious, yet by no means devoted ex-
clusively to mathematics, having such
superior classical acquirementsas were
unusual in the case of candidatesfor ma-
thematical honours. Inshort, whoever
he might be, he seemed likely to prove
himself a first-rate man, and his col-
lege began to regard him with great in-
terest; andits members, as the moment
of contest approached, went about talk-
ing with a mighty easy air about the re-

sult. Thisled to increased energy and

activity of operation among a certain
large class of ardent university men,
well versed in the pecuniary calcula-
tion of chances, and resolute in main-
taining, even at considerable risk, any
opinion which they might have es-
poused on a given subject; which in
the present case was, which of these
two will come out scnior wrangler?
The higher class of men pretty geune-
rally backed the plebeian; the lower,
the patrician : that is to say, the ple-
beians professed, and probably sincere-
ly felt, a deep interest in my Lord’s
success; while the patricians, and
those of plebeian rank who were of
natural nohility, felt a generous inter-
est on behalf of his lordship’s obscure
and unbefriended competitor. And it
must be recorded to his honour, that
no man in the university could sur-
pass, in genuine and exalted fecling,
that which animated the young aris-
tocrat towards his untitled, and so far,
therefore, iguoble rival.  As the day
of battle drew nigh, these two met,
not quite undesignedly on my Lord's
part ; who very shortly established
himself deservedly in the high esti-
mation of Lis opponent, Kach talked
frecly on his respective prospects, each
admired the other’'s modesty, and en-
tertained qualms, or sharp twinges of
apprchension, as to the result of the
contest.  Several times in the dusk of
the evening they were scen walking
together ; and a striking contrast was
there in the outward appearance of
those on whose movements and pros-
pects were now concentrated the curio-
sity and interest of the whole univer-
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sity. One was tall, slender, erect,
graceful ; the other short, lame, and
a little distorted {u figure. Ina word,
though no person in the university
knew it, one was son to the man who,
nearly twenty years before, had been
condemned to the gallows, on the false
charge of having murdered the father
of the other!—for who else should
these two be, but the Lord Viscount
Alkmond and Adam Ayliffe! Strange,
very strange was it, yet true; and
while the two combatants, Lord Alk-
mond and Mr Southern, are in hon-
ourable aud exceedingly cager strife
together, for the mastery,—which of
them shall be declared THE FirsT MAN
OF THE UNIVERSITY,—let us take a ra-
pid retrospect of the interval of nearly
twenty years which has elapsed since
those two young men—now walking
together arn-in-arm, in amicable colle.
giate equality, each respecting, and
fearing, the talents and acquirements
of the other—were lying respectively
in castle and cottage at Milverstoke,
—oly, under what different circum-
stances !

—Twenty years! Prodigious inter-
val in the life of man! How blessed
is he who can turn round to contcm-
plate it with reverent composure and
thankfulness; enjoying the humble
and well-founded hope that he has be-
come a wiser, a better, and a happler,
albeit a somewhat sadder, man, than
when those twenty ycars began !
Though he has not been cut down, has
he, during all that momentous period,
been merely cumbering the ground, re.
maining now barren and blighted ? or
diligently sclf-cultivated and nourish-
ed, so as to thrive, and bloom, in im-
mortality ?

Mr Iylton, the Earl of Milverstoke,
andold Adam Ayliffe, still werc living;
as also were some others who have ap-
peared in the former part of this his#
tory ; and how have they fared ? what
have they done? what have they be-
come during those twenty years.

Mr Hylton’s hair is white. as snow,
but his eye is bright, his face beams
with a benignity which is endearing
and clevating to the heart of the be-
holder. Still he lives at Milverstoke
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parsonage ; and his good wife, also
stricken in years, is still by his side,
his cheerful, pious, and affectionate
helpmate ; his daughter, sole surviv-
ing child, has been spared to them,
and has become a woman—acharming
woman. DBut how many of his parish-
ioners has Mr IIylton during these
twenty years consigned to the tomb,
reading over their remains, in solemn
hopefulness,that sublime service shich
he trusts that some pious soul will by
and-by read over Js remains, when
he also shall have become a tenant of
the churchyard, sleeping beside those
whom he has buried, his children—and
their mother!

Upwards of a month elapsed from
the time of Mr Hylton’s first visit to
the Earl of Milverstoke after his ill-
ness, before Mr Hylton deemed it pru-
dent to communicate to him the afflict-
ing intelligence concerning his late
sou which has been lately laid before
the reader. There had been reasons
rendering it highly expedient that no
time should be needlessly lost in mak-
ing the revelation in question, in or-
der to protect the Earl from harassing
importunitics on behalf of the widow
and orphans of the officer who had
been killed by Lord Alkmond, and
whose case had been repeatedly and
urgently pressed on the Secretary of
State, through the intervention of the
British and foreign ambassadors. In
spite of all the discretion and skill ex-
ercised by Mr Hylton in making the
agitating communication, it almost
prostrated the Earl, both in mind and
body. TFor upwards of half a year
he lay at death’s door, and for several
weeks was bereft of reason. During
those benighted intervals, he not only
raved wildly about his son, and the
fearful transaction in which he had
been engaged, but let fall expressions
of dismal 1mport, explicable only by a
reference to some event of a similar
nature in his own carly life! He
grievously reproached himsclf for not
having instilled into his son, from
carliest youth, an abhorrence of duel-
ling : for not having affectionately and
vigilantly trained and disciplined his
hasty and imperious temper; and,

above all, uttered lameuntable accusa-
tions against himself for his hard.
heartedness in not having yielded to
his son’s entreaties to be supplied with
money (he had asked a sum of five
thousand pounds), and encouraged
him to disclose that which so evi-
dently oppressed hismind, And even
after the Earl had rccovered the use
of his reason, he would talk in the
same strain to Mr Hylton ; and began
to express a suspicion lest the death
of Lord Alkmond should, in some
mysterious and horrid way unknown,
have had a conncction with his fatal
duel. That idea had presented itself,
indeed, to Mr Hylton’s mind. He
thought it by no means impossible
that some friend or member of the
family of Lord Alkmond’s victim had
come over to this country, impelled
by a deadly spirit of revenge, tracked
out Lord Alkmond’s path, patiently
waited on his movements, and seized
the first fitting opportunity to destroy
him. Might not the assassin or assas-
sins be the persons who had been seen
by the sailor Harvup, from the sea,
running along the shore, in a direc-
tion from the woods ?

But the Earl of Milverstoke soon
abandoned such ideas as chimerical,
and recurred to his original opinion
that the murderer had been none other
than Ayliffe, whose rescue from the
gallows was a subject on which the
Earl never touched with Mr Hylton;
retaining his stern and sincere convic-
tion and belief that, by Ayliffe’sescape,
justice had been defcated. But what
a vast change in his opinions, and in
the whole temper of his soul, had been
effected by the dreadful discovery of
his son’s sanguinary duel ! Lord Mil.
verstoke’s angry rebellious feelings
were quelled, and awed into a subris-
sive recognition of God’s moral govern-
ment of the world ; and he was terri-
fied by the glimpses which he had
obtained of His retributive justice.
Declarations of Scripture, which had
never before attracted his attention,
now gleamed before his cyes with a
new aspect, and appeared invested
with a tremendous significance. Veri-
Wy He is a God that judgeth in the
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earth! Vengeance belongeth untome; I
will recompense, saith the Lord! Itisa
Jearful thing to fall into the hands of the
living God! How amazing—how ap-
palling — appeared now the, indiffer-
ence with which he had cver, till then,
read and heard language such as this!
Now, it smote and shook his very soul
within him. He dared hardly think
of the startling assurance that the sins
of the father might be visited upon the
children — yea, even to the third and
Jourth generation! What ghastly light
was thus reflectcd upon the death of
his son! How impious secmed now
the father's persevering accusation
against the Most High, of hard and
unreasonable dealing with his crea-
tures! When his thoughts wore this
terrifying complexion, he would aban-
don—but, alas! only for a moment—
his vindictive and implacable feelings
towards Ayliffe, and cease to murmur
at the dispensation of Providence, by
which his life had been saved. “ Even
were he guilty,” an awful voice within
sometimes asked the Earl of Milver-
stoke, “1is it for THEE to complain that
the vengeance of Heaven tarrieth?”
and for a while he would be speechless.

Milverstoke became intolerable to
the Earl; whose gloomy, unguiet, and
still but halfsubdued spirit, dreaded
solitude equally with society. How
could he walk, astherctofore, in woods,
which now secmed ever shrouded be-
neath an ensanguined haze ! How ap-
palling the silence ever reigning with-
in the magnificent apartments of his
Castle—of that stately structure where
had lain so0 recently the bleeding re-
mains of his son—for which it had
served but as a vast and dismal mau-
soleum! As soon, therefore, as his
shattered condition would admit of his
doing so0, he removed, with hisfamily,
to another of his residences in a distant
part of England, not haunted withsuch
maddening associations as that which
he had quitted, and, as he purposed,
for ever. There was one person whom
he was deeply affected in taking leave
of, and that was Mr Hylton, whose
charucter, having always respected,
he now regarded with revercuce. In
Limn the Barl saw lofty purpose, in him
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inflexible rectitude ; purity unsullied;
a meekness which could never be
ruffled or disturbed; a simplicity,
strength, and dignity of character, the
foundations of which were laid in pro-
found Christian humility and faith.
A thousandsoftening andself-reproach-
ing recollections cherished the Earl of
this good man's patient gentleness
under galling insult, such as his lord-
ship now felt would have infuriated
most, if not all others whom he had
ever known in life. Mr Hylton had,
however, borne it in silence, yet with-
out, on the one hand, surrendering an
iotaof his self-respect or independence;
or, on the other, exhibiting the faint.
est approach to resentment. With
what affectionate and persevering
faithfulness, with what unwavering
firmness, with what unbaffled skilful-
ness, had this, his spiritual physician,
probed the unsoundness of his spirit,
and then applied to it the cleansing
and healinginfluences of religion! And
even yet how much remained to be
done before the Earl could dare to look
back without blighting terror, or con-
template the future with any degree of
calmness and hope!—Alas, not once
from those rigid lips had fallen a word
of forgiveness towards the supposed
slayer of his peace! The language of
those lips was, aud ever had been,
truth and sincerity. Such, also, were
the regulating principles of his con.
duct ; yet without the one missing ele-
ment, all was the very blackness of
darkness, and hopeless, cternal exclu-
sion from heaven. This Mr Hylton
felt, and fearfully felt; and the more,
because to such absolute and intimate
certainty hadnot yet attained he whom
it so awfully concerned. All these
anxictics crowded into his mind, and
many of them into that of the Earl,
as his white attenuated hand finally
grasped that of Mr Hylton, before the
equipage rolled away which contained
Lord Milverstoke, his beautiful but
saddened daughter, and the lovely
widowed mother of the little uncon-
scious heir to all his carthly wealth,
greatness, honour,and ancient lincage.
The little lips of the living Lord Alk-
mond! Mr Hylton solemnly pressed
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with his own, in the Earl's presence,
and, with a voice and look pregnant
with mysterions significance and warn-
ing, said to him, “ Remsmeer!” His
lordship leaned back in silence in his
carriage, and a few moments after-
wards bad commenced his long jour-
ney. DBoth his lovely companions
wept much; and as for Lady Emily,
she had thrown her arms round Mr
and Mrs Hylton, and kissed them
again and again with all a daughter’s
fondness ; and into Mr Hylton’s ear
she softly whispered the word which
he afterwards uttered to her noble
father, “ Rememper !” By that word
he had signified, “Forget not our many
discoursings together, nor that glo-
rious and awful Volume which is now
beginning to shine before your hither-
to unsceing eycs in letters of living
light. Abhor yourself! Look within,
and see in your heart a nest of ser-
pents ! Pray that they die, and dis-
appear !—that pride and revenge may
pevish! Forgive, or ask not to be for-
given, lest you offend the awful Ma.
Jesty of Heaven, and draw down per-
dition upon your soul! Adore the
Unsearchable, the Just, the Merciful ;
but only through Him whom He hath
sent ! Tremble as you look on thai
little one, upon whom all your earthly
hopes are fixed — whom you have
chosen to make the pride and main-
stay of your house! Let him be to
you, not a vain idol, but a precious
memento of your duty and your alle-
giance to Heaven, in whose anger this
desire of your eyes may instantly wither
and vanish, ~ Look upon him, and
tremblingly remcmber the doings of
his progenitors!” The Lady Emily’s
“ Remember ' said gentler things!
“ On me rest the succour of those who
are objects, alas! of my father's scem-
ingly implacable animosity. But re-
member the reverence which is due
to him from me, as a most loving
duughter!”

So departed the lordly occupants of
Milverstoke Castle. Lady Emily’s
injunctions related to the father, wifo,
and son of the banished Ayliffe, of
whose innocence she entertaiued, in
confident and not unjustifiable reliance
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on Mr Hylton, a firm conviction. Her
father’s unbounded liberality gave her
ample opportunity for carrying her
generous purposes intoeffect, unknown
to him, through the agency of Mr
Hylton. She settled on old Ayliffe a
small weekly allowance, sufficient for
his modest wants, without the neces-
sity of exertions for which his years
and his sufferings had incapacitated
him, She contrived also, through Mr
Hylton, to find means of sendiug Mrs
Ayliffe, on her passionate entreaty, to
follow her husband to the plantations,
about a year after his ignominious
banishment ; that being the earliest
moment that her shattered health
would permit. And as for the wretch-
ed little Adam, Lady Emily had de-
clared that he should become her child
—that she would be wholly answerable
for his support. "Twas agony to the
mother to part with her child—but the
representations of Mr Hylton prevail-
ed: even had there not existed diffi-
culties almost inswrmountable in the
way of her child’s accompanying her
abroad, instead of remaining at home
to receive the kind support and super-
intendence of Mr Hylton. Shortly
before Mrs Ayliffe’s departure to rejoin
her unfortunate husband, Mr Hylton
arranged that the woman to whom the
care of her infant had been committed
on the arrest of his father, should take
up her abode with her little charge at
the cottage of old Ayliffe; and a touch-
ing and pleasant sight it was to behold
the venerable sorrow-stricken grand-
father betimes familiarising the child
with the Book to which alone, through-
out life, he had himsclf clung for con-
solation and succour, Twas he who
taught the child his letters, being as
patient a teacher as the learner was
apt and docile. It seemed, indeed, as
it Providence had compensated that
poor little being's physical deficiencies
by intellectual endowments of a supe-
rior order. From a very carly age,
his pale placid features evinced decided
thoughtfulness. It was not timidity
that characterised his demcanour and
deportment, but a contemplative tem-
perament, conjoined with possibly a
paicful sense, increasing with “his
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years, of physical inferiority—a com-
bination of conditions which soon at-
tracted the notice of an observer so
acute and affcctionately watchful as
Mr Hylton. He thought that the
child exhibited precocity ; but judi-
ciously acted as though it had not.
The death of his attentive nurse,
when hie was about four years old,
enabled Mr Hylton, with the consent
of old Ayliffe—wrung from him, how-
ever, with infinitereluctance—tocarry
into effect a scheme which had occur-
red to him, namely, the removal of the
child to a distance from Milverstoke,
and under another name, in order to
avoid the fatal prejudice attached to
the blighted name which he bore—
that of a convicted murderer—who,
as such, was generally believed to have
unjustly cscaped the gallows through
the caprice or timidity of the King.
Mr Hylton’s indefatigable zcal over-
came several difficulties in his way,
apparently trivial, but practically not
a little embarrassing ; and he ulti-
mately succeeded, with the assistance
of a clerical relative living in a village
on the furthest outskirts of an adjoin-
ing county, in placing the child, un-
der the name of Southern, in the house,
and under the care, of a village school-
master—a person of much higher qua-
lifications than were requisite for the
humble sphere which he then cccupied,
and to which he had been reduced by
misfortune. In a much shorter time
than Mr Hylton could have antici-
pated, he was gratified by receiving
more and more decisive, and indeed
surprising, reports of the child’s capa-
city and progress ; who presently
evinced, over and above his general
talents, such a mathematical faculty,
as quickly placed him beyond the reach
of his master, and commended him to
the special notice of the clergyman
whom Mr IIylton had interested in his
behalf, and who, like Mr Hylton, had
talen high honours at Cambridge. Mr
Hylton went over to see his charge
regularly once a month, and person-
ally ascertained how well - founded
were the reports which he had received
of the child’s advancement. The two
parsons often laid their good heads
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together on the subject; and at length
Mr Hylton, relying on the secret and
most cfficient patronage of Lady Emily,
resolved to give the child a splendid
start, as he called it, and put him into
a position which would enable him to
make the best of his rave talents. In
short, Mr Hylton reselved, but with a
sort of inward spasm when he reflect-
ed on the boldness of the enterprise,
to give him the advantage of a univer-
sity education. With Lady Emily's
full concurrence, young Southern, ag
soon as he was deemed by My Hylton
duly qualified, was established as a
sizar at a quiet and obscure college at
Cambridge, with a few affectionate
cautions from Mr Hylton as to the
course of conduct to be pursued there.
Without distinctly intimating why, he
told Southern to regard himself as an
orphan, whose continuance at the uni-
versity depended solely on the success-
ful use which he might make of such
rare advantages as had been providen-
tially conferred upon him. Good Mr
Hylton's heart yearned towards the
modest youth in saying all this, which
he felt to be indeed needless; and,
when looking at his pale countenance,
the lineaments of which betokened
humility and goodness, while his dark
eyes beamed with unerring indications
of intellect and genius, Mr Hylton's
thouglhts reverted to a memorable
scenc of that youth's infancy, when he
lay uneasy, and yet uncouscious of
his position, in the lap of an innocent,
manacled, fettered, and nearly mad-
dened father, about to swing from the
gibbet as a foul and cowardly mur-
derer!

“Well, my good lad,” said Mr Hyl-
ton, his voice a little tremulous, on
first leaving him in his tiny room
Give me thy hand: God's good Pro
vidence hath brought thee hither, and
may His smile be upon thee! Ay,
lad,” Mr Hylton added, more firmly
grasping his hand, “ the smile of Him

from whom cometh every good and per-
Ject gift!

God bless thee, my lad!
One day thou wilt perhaps see a very
angel upon this earth, whose finger
hath pointed thy way hither: but of
this inquire and speak never a word
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to any one, as thou lovest me, and
wouldst remain here!”

Bouthern listencd to all this with a
beating heart, full of tenderness, grati-
tude, fear, hope, and wonder, —but
withal, a sustaining sense of capacity
and power: alone, as he was among
so many—the great, the wealthy, the
proud,—all of whom, whatever their
disposition, would, had they known
who he was, have spurned him, or
shrunk from him, as one in whose
veins ran the black and corrupted
blood of hereditary crime! TPoor
youth! Happy, happy, was thy ig-
norance ; and humane were the object
and purpose of those who placed thee
in it!

Another there was, however, of
nearly the same age as Southern—but
how differently circumstanced '—with
what different feelings regarded by
those who surrounded him !—whose
hearts lie gladdened by displaying true
nobility of disposition, as he grew up,
and unequivocally superiorintellectual
endowments. This was the grandson
of the Earl of Milverstoke, the youth-
ful Viscount Alkmond. Living, as he
had, in the presence of those who re-
garded him, so to speak, as the wvery
upple of their eye, watching his every
movement with lynxlike vigilance
and unutterable love, yet had he
breathed the pure and invigorating air
of moral and religious discipline. He
was regarded by those who surrounded
him as indeed a precious trust from
Hecaven, an earnest and pledge of for-
giveness and happiness here and here-
after! His ripening intelleet was
trained and cultivated by the most
consummate skill which could be
pressed into the respousible service.
His temper was calm, mild, self.deny-
ing; and so unaffected and humble,
that he scemed really scarcely awarc
of the resplendent position which he
occupied, and was apparently destined
to grace and diguify, O, with what
thrilling emotions of solicitous fond.
ness, of well-warranted exaltation,
would his widowed mother gaze on his
noble features, and the winning but
Wnsive smile which played over them!

ho but she could tell the feelings
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with which she often detected in them
the highest expression that she had
ever seen in those of his unhappy de-
parted father! Who could sound the
awful depth of those reflections into
which the Earl of Milverstoke would
sink, when he regarded that son of a
murdcred father—and /e the son of a
father—that grandson of one who—
the Karl would tremble when thoughts
like these presented themselves —
thonghts which flung him prostrate
before the awful footstool of Mercy—
and even there would he lie qnaking
with terror, yet—God be thanked !—
not in despair.

Every year were Mr and Mrs Hyl-
ton visitors at the picturesque and
splendid residence to which the Earl
had hetaken himself on quitting Mil-
verstoke. The presence of that min-
ister of God served at once to humble
and cxalt those to whom he cawme,
radiant with the pure influences of
piety and virtue, which, in his meek
presence, shone, as it were, before
their very eyes. And, when absent,
still year after vear came from him
many missives of earnest and faithful
teaching : soul-subduing, soul-clevat-
ing ; cutering into his inner man, and
seeking to cxpel all that could defile
the temple of the living God. Andhe
had, indeed, at length sapped the
foundations of prinE; the pillar which
had stood upon it, in black and hide-
ous strength and height, had fallen,
and lay crushed in visible fragments
around. Yet was there another, ap-
parently adamantine and inaccessible:
alas! still continued the Earl utterly
UNFORGIVING ! And the subtle fiend,
who ever hovered around so coveted a
victim, to him invisible, but visible to
the eyes of the minister of Christ, sup-
plied reasons which seemed unanswer-
able, for perseverance in blind and
deadly infatuation. Invain presented
Mr Hylton to the shuddering averted
eye of the Earl, moving pictures of the
descrted and dcsolate father of the
heart-broken exile; of blameless life,
of exalted piety, of unswerving faith,
of hearty forgivencss of injury: the
more vivid the colouring, the nearer
came the awe-inspiring figure — the
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hastier and angrier was the retreat of
the inexorable Earl. And that poor
exile himself—him also fearlessly pre-
sented Mr Hylton to the Earl as an
image of resignation and Christian
forgiveness: but allin vain—the Earl
recoiled from the approach, with
mingled disgust and horror. And Mr
Hylton’s last weapon, which with
dauntless aim he drove home— What
if all this time he be innocent as your
lordship's self I—even that, too, failed
of its parpuse. His steadfast perse-
verance, year after vear, did not, how-
ever, exasperate the Earl, who loved
and reverenced one whom he might
well style—incomparable. The finest
living 1n his gift (and he had scveral)
he earnestly and affectionately pressed
upon Mr Hylton—but in vain.

“No, my dear Lord,” said he, “ give
it to a younger, a stronger, a better
man, Here pitched I my tent long
ago; and here will I remain and take
my rest, with those whom I love, whom
one by one I have followed lovingly
to the dust—my people '—my flock 1—
my children! Here are they all!
Here sweetly sleep they; and by-and-
by, in God’s good time, I hope to
slumber beside them, till we all rise
together again from the dust !”

When the Earl got the letter which
contained these moving expressions,
he took it out with him, and read it
often, as he walked in solitude for
many hours. * This man’s foot,” said
he, “Icould see placed upon my paltry
coronet of dust ; for on s brow wears
he one that gleams with heavenly
brightness ! "’

Hopcless indeed appeared Mr ITyl-
ton’s efforts: but the stake which he
played for was one of tremendous mag-
nitude ; and he dared not cease hisex- |
ertions, he dared not despair. It was|
a contest that was sublime ; one upon |
which auvgels looked down, ay, into
which they entercd unscen; one in
which victory would be celebrated in
eternity.

Many brilliant suitors sought the
hand of Lady Alkmond, but in vain:
her heart counld feel no second love,
but was cither buried in the untimely

grave of her husband, or absorbed in
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the treasure which gurvived him. She
was still lovely—pensive in her loveli-
ness—and meet companien to the sor-
row-stricken father of him whose loss
she mourned ; and she was in time his
only companion: for Lady Emily,
peerless in beauty, ay, aud in purity
and goodness, on coming forth from
her stately privacy into the world,
found herself surrounded by those who
paid an eager and enthusiastic homage
to her charms; and it was not long
before the contest ended ; the fortress
surrendered at discretion; and fair
Lady Emily became the Duchess of
Waverdale—her lord, her slave: she,
his vowed servant, his sweet and ab-
solute mistress '—and the link which
bound them together passed through
the hallowing hands of Mr Hylton.

Little difficulty felt the beautiful
Duchess in obtaining the Duke’s sanc-
tion to her sccret arrangement with
Mr Hylton, for the support of young
Southern, both at school and at col-
lege ; but the alarmed perplexity into
which both her Grace and Mr Hylton
fell, on hearing of the destination of
the young Lotd Alkmond to Cam-
bridge, instead of Oxford, where the
Earl of Milverstoke had been educated,
may be easily imagined. Mr Hylton,
good soul, took the earliest opportunity
which he could find, of sounding to
the Earl the praises of Oxford ; which
he did with sach remarkable energy
and pertinacity, as not a little sur-
prised his lordship ; and oncc or twice
even drew from him, what was rarely
seer on his features, a smile, as he
good-naturedly reproached Mr Hylton
with ingratitude and undutifulness to-
wards his Alma Mater.

The Earl heartily, and very justly,
loved Oxford, where he himself had
contended successfully for honours;
but the last and greatest resident tutor
of Lord Alkmond happened to be a
Cambridge man ; and bad made such
stimulating representations concern-
ing his lordship’s mathematical talents
and acquirements, and the probability
which there was of their conducting
him to the highest point of academical
distinctiou, that the Earl resolved on
having his grandson entered at Cam-
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bridge. And to Cambridge, therefore,
he went: little dreaming, the while,
of the tremulous anxiety which his
going thither occasioned.

Mr Hylton and the Duchess had
some anxious correspondence on the
question of intrusting at once, in con-
fidence to Lord Alkmond, the secret
by which they were themselves so
disquieted. Tiey finally determined,
however, not to do so; and perhaps
wisely. And on another cognate mat-
ter were they also agreed—to keep Mr
Southern in the dark as to the posi-
tion which he occupied with refer-
ence to the young Lord Alkmond;
with whom, indeed, a noblcman,
and member of the leading college
in the university, possibly he, an
obscure sizar of an obscure college,
might never happen to come into
personal contact.

Sixteen years after the cruel death
of Lord Alkmond, the persevering ef-
forts of Mr Hylton to overcome the un-
relenting and bitterly unchristian feel-
ings of the Earl of Milverstoke to-
wards the supposed murderer of his
son, were at length crowned with
success, to Mr Hylton’s unspeakable
Jjoy and satisfaction. But it was only
because his picus efforts had been
aided by the afflicting hand which it
had pleased God to lay upon the Earl,
who was brought very nearly to the
door of death, and then saw around
bim the uncompromising minister
of religion, his own daughter, and
his widowed daughter-in-law— all of
whom, with gentle, and at length irre-
sistible persuasion and prayer, urged
him to utter (which uticring, they
kuew he would feel) the word which
would open to him that door of mercy,
which otherwise must remain for ever
—y¥es, Foxr EVER closed.

“Come forth from that wretched
hard-heartedness of thine,” said Mr
Hylton, with solemn encrgy, “and
thankfully and reverently ccho the
awful language of the Saviour of man-
kind, in his agony on the cross, ‘Fa-
THER, FORGIVE Tuem !’ Oh, how art
thon hercalter to stand before Him,
asking for mercy, whose example thon
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didst on earth disregard, and disre.
garding, despise? Awake! awake
from thy horrible and deadly trance!
Awake, thouw that sleepest, and arise
from the dead, and Christ shall give
thee light!”

“ Oh, my brother! my tcacher !”
said the Earl, devoutly, and with a
holy transport, “the scales arc falling
from minecyes! Pray for me !l—pray
for me! T abhor myself, and repent
in dust and ashes!”

And they did pray for him, and
with him, and the offended majesty of
God was appeased, through an ever-
living Intercessor! TFrom his foot
there fell the last of the fetters which
had bound him in the dungeon of. the
Prince of Darkness.

“1 humbly and fearfully rorerve!”
he said—and the light of Heaven fell
that moment upon his benighted soul,
scaring away for ever the fiends of
darkness! A sudden peace pervaded
his long-troubled breast.

“ QO ever-merciful God! it is suffi-
cient! Keep Thou thy servant in
this spirit, and in this faith!” so-
lemnly faltered Mr Hylton, kneeling
at his bedeide, where also knelt the
weeping figures of the Duchess and
Lady Alkmond.

Yes, the grace had been given,—
the long, fervent, effectual prayer of
a righteous man had availed much:
—and oh, stupendous, inconceivable
change! due only to heavenly po-
tency ! a whole nature had been trans-
formed—a great spirit, long downward
sinking, sprung like lightning out of
the awtul abyss of condemnation and
despair—and stood trembling, but firm,
upon the Rock of Ages, with humble
uplifted eye, on which strcamed light
and glory from the Sun of Righteous-
ness.

“Oh why,” thought aftcrwards the
Earl, “hath this been so long delayed 2
Why have I passed thus far through
this earth, a blasted wilderness, which
might lave bloomed and blossomed
as the rose—a very paradise around
me!”

That sickness was not unto death,
but had been otherwise ordered by the
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Sapreme Disposer of events; and not
long after this blessed change had
come over the Earl of Milverstoke,
whose very countenance betokened it,
there happened an event so utterly
unlooked for and signal, as to demand
a faithful record of it.

For the benefit of the sea air, Lord

Milverstoke, after seventeen years';
absence from the scenc, to his lord-

ship dismal enough, of those events
which bave formed the subject of this
history, returned to Milverstoke Castle
—oh, what an altered man! It might
almost be said to have been in a stern
spirit of martyrdom that he came back
to a spot so surrounded with associa-
tions of grief and horror. But he re-
solved to dare all, to bear all, and in
a spirit of voluntary self- denying
humiliation. And, indeed, his soul
shuddered within him as he passed
throngh the village and drove along
the road lying en that horrible wood
— to his long-deserted Castle, soon
standing before him with an aspect of
gloomy, nay, terrible magnificence,.

“Courage! " said Mr Hylton, who,
at his request, was waiting to receive
him as he alighted—the Earl grasping
his proffered hand with an almost con-
vulsive energy, and involuntarily clos-
ing his eyes. “You are entering this
great and ancient house,” whispered
his venerable chaplain, ‘“possibly more
blessed by Heaven than ever entered
any of your ancestors ! "’

% Oh, Mr Hylton!” faltered the Earl,
“ it may be, it may be ! "—and he took
off his hat with an air of profound re-
verence, and for a moment stood still
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in the hall through which he was pass-
ing.

His hair had become whitc as snow;,
his noble features wore an expression
of sorrowful dignity; but their once
haughty frowning sternness was gone
for ever, having vanished with the
temper and feelings in which it had
originated. His tall, commanding
figure, once erect as an arrow, now
was bent beneath the burden of age
and grief, and his gait and step were
feeble. But what gentleness in bis
eyes, what gentleness in the tones of
his voice, appeared to those now
around him, who remembeved the
proud Earl of Milverstoke of a former
day! And there was his daughter,
still blooming with beauty, and the
Duke, her husband, and her children
—all there to welcome him !—and hLis
daughter-in-law and his grandson —
all of whom he embraced, but especi-
ally the last, with a tenderness which
could find no utterance,

That evening, before the assembled
family and household, Mr Hylton re-
sumed his functions as the FEarl's
chaplain, in the presence of a grave
auditory, collected in that chamber,
the library, which had formerly wit-
nessed scenes so stormy and so differ-
ent. Mrv Hylton read the ninetieth
Psalm, and the prayers, with soul-
subduing solemmnity ; for his spirit
was indced moved within him, by the
mighty contrast which he beheld be-
tween xow and THEN ; by the humble
but lively hope which he felt, that old
things had passed away, and all
things had become new !

CHAPTER XVIIL

“Wiy, what can this be, Mary?”
said Mr IIylton, as Mrs Hylton placed
in his hands, on his return one day
from a walk in the village, after pay-

ing a visit to old Ayliffe —who still
occupied his own cottage, a grateful
pensioner on the bounty, conveyed
through Mr Hylton, of the Lady Emily
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“of a former day, the brilliant and cele-
brated Duchess of the present; who,
with beauty in nowise faded, but only
perfectly matured, retained all her
characteristic simplicity and loveli-
ness of character. “ What can his
Majesty have thought it worth his
while to send, in his royal pleasure,
to the Vicar of Milverstoke?” He
alluded to the words “On His Ma-
jesty's service,” standing on a packet
of much greater than the usual dimen-
sions ; while in the corner was the
siguature * Mordaunt,” —that of the
Secretary of State, Lord Mordaunt,
the third successor to Lord Farn-
borough, in whose time he had com-
municated, 1n the character of Mr
Under Secretary Wylmington, with
Mr Hylton. The letter contained a
large enclosure, to which a note from
the Under Secretary called Mr Hyl-
ton's attention; such enclosure being
a copy of a communication which had
just been received from the gentleman
whose name it bore.

“My Lorp,

“I losc no time in informing your
lordship of a somewhat remarkable
fact which has just been communi-
cated to me, officially, by the chap-
lain of the prison here. This morn-
ing, a person named Isaac Ilart,
otherwiseé Jonas Hundle, was exccut-
ed, pursuant to the statute 18 Geo. I1.,
c. 27, for stealing a picce of cotton
goods,value ten shillings,{rom a bleach-
ing-ficld in this county. There was
every reason to believe that this was
a second offence.  Yesterday evening
the prisoncr, being much troubled in
his mind, desired to sce the chaplain,
to whom, I rejoice to say, he heartily
acknowledged the justice of the sen-
tence under which he was going to
suffer. And he then went on to speak
to the following effect (the words I
copy from those which the reverend
chaplain took down from the prisoner’s
lips, and which afterwards he signed
himself, by affixing thereto his niark,
in the presence of the chaplain afore-
said, and the Governor of the gaol),
that is to say,—

‘1, who am to dic in the morning,
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most justly for my many sins, am
not Isaac Hart, but Jonas Hundle,
formerly living far away from this.
And it was I that did kill and murder
my Lord Milverstoke's son, for which
one Ayliffe was taken, and con-
demned to die, but is now transported,
and possibly dead. I did it with
Giles Armstrong, my brother-inlaw,
never thinking to kill the Lord’s son,
whom we knew not, nor knowing,
would have harmed, having no cause,
that T knew of, for so doing; nor
knowing to this day how he came
ever into the wood that night, so as
to be killed. T and Armstrong (who
hath died five years ago) did deter-
mine to Lkill Master Godbolt, the
head keeper, for divers ills that he
had done us, having shot Giles’s
brother, and transported another;
wherefore we purposed to kill him,
and 1 did with mine own hand strike
him, as I thought, baving heard that
he was to be that night in the wood
alone. I and Armstrong were to-
gether, but the young Lord came up
to mc before him, and I, thinking
him, in the dark, to be Godbolt, and
he walking quick, did strike him (for
which God forgive me) with the coul-
ter of a plough which Giles did take
that evening from Farmer Hopkins’s
plough; and I did, for fear’s sake, when

had strucle Godbolt (as I thought
it was), and lcst I should be found
out, thrust the coulter into a hole ina
hollow tree hard by, where now,
please God, it may be found, if yon
tree do yet stand in that wood. And
we both did get off as best we might,
hearing steps, and Giles did drop over
the clifft where lowest, but 1 ran
round, and we two did go along by
the sea till we got to Galler Strong's
Liouse, and so home by the road, no
one secing us that we knew of.  And
this is the very truth thercof, and I
did henr Adam Ayliffe hevcof tried,
being present in Court dnring that
time, but fearing to speak lest T should
have to die; but 1 heard him mnot
sentenced, for my heart did fail me;
and hoping he may be now alive,
may God have mercy on my sinful
soul, which is justly to leave this
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world to-morrow morning, having
done many other wicked things, but
none so great as this that I now tell,
and that for which I am to die to-
morrow, which did to me seem hard,
till 1 bethought me of the great
wickedness of robbing people that
were forced to have their goods put
out in open air for to bleach, and this
murder which I did on the young
Lord, that another was to suffer for,
but mercifully did not; all which is
true, as I die to-morrow, and hope to
be saved hereafter, knowing nothing
can save me here from the conse-
quences of my evil and most horrid

life. God bless all Christian people,
and forgive me, dying penitent.
Amen,

“‘Jonas [ x | Hewore, his mark.

“¢ Witnesses. GrEGORY DURDEN,
Chaplain.

Apranam Hresox,
Governor.

“ Just before the prisoner had his
irons struck off, he was asked by the
aforesaid Governor and Chaplain,
whether all that he had over-night
said was true, having first had read
over to him the above, word for
word; when he said it was true as
the gospel : and again Mr Durden did
ask him just before he suffered, and
he did most solemnly declare to the
truth thereof, and so he died. And,
respectfully begging forgivenecss for
thus troubling vyour lordship, yet
knowing your lordship’s desire to
help the cause of justice, I have
thought fit, on great consideration, to
send off this forthwith to your lord-
ship, being, my Lord,

“ Your lordship’s most obedient,

humble servant,
“ Hoswrnrey Harnis,
“ Clerk: of the peace.”

“My Lord Mordaunt,” said Mr
Hylion's correspondent, “was sure
that Mr Hylton would give his best
attention to the enclosed document;
not merely as a magistrate for the
county, and a gentleman anxious for
the due adniinistration of justice, but
also as onc who formerly had taken
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great personal interest in the case of
Adam Ayliffe above mentioned, as
Lord Mordaunt well remembered ;
who relied on Mr Hylton's taking
steps, without delay, to confirm or
contradict, as far as might be prac-
ticable, the extraordinary statements
of the deceased convict Hart alios
Hundle, in order that, if Adam Ayliffe
were yet living, justice should with-
out delay be done in the matter, ag
far as yet might be.”

*“Oh, Mary, Mary!"” said Mr Hyl-
ton, after he had somewhat recovered
from the astonishment into which
this letter had thrown him, ‘that
hath now happened which I ever felt
and knew within myself would hap-
pen, before T died! ”

“Yes, my dear, 'tis indeed strange
and most wonderful, if it be true ; but
stir not herein before you have found
the coulter in the tree spoken of; and
also, as Hopkins is alive, learnt from
that good soul whether he did lose
any coulter at that time, that he now
can remember.”

“That is all reasonable enough, and
true; but the matter is already abso-
lutely determined. I have that within
me, Mary, which tells me that so it
is, as I have ever felt that so it would
prove to be; but what you say shall
be done.”

Good Mr Hylton could no longer
mount his horse, and ride about, as
twenty years before he used to do,
but was somewhat feeble, and had
gotten a gig to earry him easily and
quietly about, as he might require.
And in this gig be had soon placed
himself, with his old gardencr; and
drove off to his nearest brother magis-
trate, and then to the clerk to the
Jjustices, a most shrewd and practised
attorney. To all of them he read the
marvellous letter which had brought
him to them; and then they agreed
to accompany him, at a given hour
that afternoon, to Milverstoke wood,
and scarch for the instrument of mur-
der alleged to be there lying hid
But Mr Hylton also determined, for
the sake of more absolute security ot
evidence, to have with them still
other witnesses of what might be dis-
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covered. Wherefore it happened, that
about three o'clock that afternocon a
party of at least eight people met to-
gether in Milverstoke wood, several
of whom were well acquainted with
the old hollow tree spoken of in the
confession of Hart elias Hundle ; and
to be sure, when they had come up
to the tree, there was a hole in the
trunk some four feet above the
ground, aud quite capable of receiv-
ing what was alleged to have been
thrust into it. The head-bailiff, one
of the party, put his hand into the
hole amidst excited silence, but felt
nothing. “The hole,” said he, ¢ seems
deep—the tree cannot stand many
more high winds, so hollow as it is;
but I will soon mend this matter of
the depth.” With this he sent off his
man, who was present, to the wood-
man’s house, not far off ; and before
long the two returned, with an axe,
which they plied heartily, and soon
slit down nearly three feet of the
halfrotten trunk, when cut sprung a
large snake (which had doubtless
crept in through a hole at the foot of
the trunk), startling everybody away,
and getting out of sight before it
could be killed. DBefore those who
had been thus stirred had quite ve-
covercd themselves, Mr Hylton, too
much absorbed with the object of his
errand to take much notice of what
had just happencd, put his own hand
into the hole (careless at the moment
of the possibility that other snakes
were there), and, sure enough ! amidst
expressions of wonder, and even awe,
from all present, drew forth the coulter
of a plough! Mr Hylton, holding in
his hands the dismal memorial of the
black transaction which has been
commemorated in this history, stood
greatly moved before his companions.
At length, “My friends,” said he,
solemnly, “this scems to be the
doing of Almighty God; let us ac-
knowledge it with awe and thank{ul-
ness!”™ As he said this, he uncover-
ed lis vencrable head, his cxample
being followed by all present: and
for some moments a dead silence pre-
vailed, during which thoughts passed
through the mind of cach, not tobe
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forgotten, nor easily to be expressed.
They then closely examined the rusty
iron, but could discover nothing upon
it that would warrant the belief, after
so great a lapse of time, that the in-
strument bore any marks of the
bloody use to which it had been ap-
plied. Mr Hylton himself took pos-
session of it, covering it up in a
cloth, which he had provided against
the occasion ; and his next object
was to see old Hopkins, whose farm,
now managed by his son-inlaw, was
not far off, and lay in Mr Hylton’s
way home. He and his brother ma-
gistrate went into the farm-house,
where sat the old man smoking in
the chimney corner, cheerful and in-
telligent, and able to hear everything
that was said to him. Mr Hylton,
having quietly led the conversation
to the time of the great murder,
which, with all its incidents, seemed
quite fresh in the old man’s mind,
asked him whether he had ever,
about that time, chanced to miss a
coulter from a plough of his.

“ Ay, ay,” said he, rubbing his fore-
head for a few moments, “I do bethink
me I did, and somewhere, too, about
that time; nay, now I do remember
that I did truly lose one, and thought
that one of those Armstrongs must
have takenit: a sad family they were,
but T never did see or hear more of
the matter.”

“Should you know that coulter,
were you to see it now, as matter of
curiosity ?” said Mr Hylton.

“What ! now? That coulter>—No,
no: not after all these years, hardly,”
replied the old mau, smiling. “T got
another coulter when t’other was want-
ing, and thought no more on't; but
T've often thought that Giles did me
that trick; lic were a bad one, 1 always
did believe! ”

“Did you ever know one Hun-
dle?”’

“What — Jonas Huundle? the lad
that choused poor Adam Ayliffe about
the hare? Ay!—A sorry inave was
be, I ever did think — he and Giles
wete always, as T may say, together,
and never doing good. Glad was I
to get rid of ’em—and I don't know
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what came of 'em, nor ever cared, not
I 1 tR]

“Well, I can tell thee; Jonas was
hanged, some two huadred miles off,
last week.”

“Hanged! And only last week ?
He hath had a long hide-and-seek
with Satan (saving your reverence)—
but what might he go for, at the
last? "

“ He robbed a bleeching-ground.”

“Why, what's that ?" said the
farmer, scratching his head. ' We've
no such things in these parts, I'm
thinking.”

“And what would you say, my
fricnd, if I told you that, just before
Lie died, hie confessed to a great mur-
der?”

Hopkins suddenly took his pipe out
of hismouth, and stared silently at Mr
Hylton, who proceeded—

“ Ay, and that he did it with that
same coulter of yours that I have just
spoken of.”

“Lord have mercy upon us!” ex-
claimed Hopkius faintly, dropping his
pipe on the hearth; “why—it—was
not—the young Lord ?-—the Lord Alk-
mond? surely ! surely!”

“ Ay, but Jonas, dying, did declare
it was, and that he did it with his own
hand, and with that same coulter
which is here !”

Hopkins got up from his seat, heaved
a long-drawn sigh, and walked feebly
and slowly a step or two about the
room, with an amazed air.

“This is it,” said Mr Hylton, begin-
ning to uncover it.

“Phew ! cried Hopkins earnestly ;
“1 wish it were not inmy house here.
It takes my breath off—it does, gentle-
men! Dut—Iif it be my coulter, look
ye, gentlemen, at one end—for, now
that I do bethink me of it, I do well
remember 1t was broken, and so would
not hold on, and was to have been
taken to the smith’s. Isitso?”

It was, verily ! And IHopkins saw,
and most positively identified it, but
would notgouch the horrid instrument
of murder, which M ILylton himself,
with shuddering reluctance, took home
with him. Purther minute inquiry
afforded complete corroboration to
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every part of the wretch Hundle’s
confession.

Godbolt, the head keeper, was dead;
but he was, beyond all doubt—as in-
deed had been proved at the trial of
Ayliffe—in the wood on the night of
the murder, going his rounds; and he
it was who had stumbled over the
body of Lord Alkmond; who, it now
appeared, had been mistaken for him,
owing to the obscurity of the night,
and the sanguinary impetuosity of the
assassins. And though true it was
that Hundle had remained in the
neighbourhood till some time subse-
queutly to the trial, apparently occu-
pied only as an occasional farming-
servant, yet a few months afterwards
he left, and was never seen or heard
of any more in that quarter of the
country. It appeared, also, that Giles
Armstrong, his brother-in-law, ceased
about the same time to be known in
those parts ; and there was every rea~
son to believe that h= was, as stated
by Hundle, dead.

So then, poor Adam Ayliffe was
innocent ! inrocent as the unborn
child! The discovery, together with
the reflections which it occasioned,
was to MrHylton perfeetly overwhelm-
ing. It was, indeed, an awful mys-
tery—an inscrutable dispensation of
Providence — one which bafiled the
impious daring of human conjecture;
but was assuredly reconcilable, though
our limited and disturbed faculties
should be unable to perceive Low, with
the incffable wisdom and justice of the
Almighty Maker and Governor of the
world. When, on the ensning morn-
ing, Mr Hylton went to old Ayliffe, to
communicate to him thisextraordinary
and most affecting intelligence, be
greatly feared the effect which it
might produce upon the venerable
sufferer of nearly a twenty years' mar-
tyrdom. i

Ilc found the old man alone in his
cottage, intently reading that Book
which had been long the only solace
of his life; one which either gave him
a clue to the course of God's provi-
dence in human affairs, or couferred
upon him the blessing of a composed
resignatidn, an implicit faith and con-
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fidence that one day would make it
known that He kad done all things well.
Deep in that old man's heart were
engraved the solemnising and conso-
latory words of the Apostle—For xow,
we sce through a glass, darkly; but THEN,
Jace to face: xow, I know in part; but
THEN, shall I know, even as also L am
known. God and His doings are at
present surrounded with darkness,
often impenetrable; but otherwise
shall it be hereafter, when Ile shall
be seen to have here been, where He
was not known or thought to be!
Therefore the old man received this
amazing intelligence, the first shock
over, with calmness and dignity. *‘God
is good,” said he, *“ who hath given me
to sce this day—to hear these tidings,
as a ray of sunshine on the short path
which leads me to my home youder,”
and he pointed through his little win-
dow to the churchyard. “ Tt will not
shorten, nor could the want of it have
lengthened, my sleep in the dust!
This old body of miue hath increasing
attraction to the dust; I feel the hour
coming when it must drop, when the
earthly house of this tabernacle shall be
dissolved : and I leave it cheerfully
here, to enter a building of God, an
house mot made with hands, eternal
in the heavens.  For in this tabernacle,”
continued he solemnly, *“ I do groan,
being burthened : not for that I would
be unclothed, but clothed upon, that mor-
tality may be swallowed up in lifel
Links have I which yet bind me to
this earth, but they will presently
nelt and dissolve away, and I escape.
My son, mine only son, whom I loved,
bath been offered up this twenty years
upon my licart, an offering unto God :
when He unlooseth him, 1 will receive
him back thankfully, be it Lut for a
moment. Ay, let me see my son, my
son Adam, and I depart in peace,
knowing that God bhath heard my
prayer! Ilis mother hath long been
dust—so will be soon his father—so
ere long willhe be !

Here he pauscd long, and seemed
to have fallen into a reverie, which
Mr Hylton’s feclings permitted him
not to disturb. “1 reckon his hair
will be long gone grey — turning
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whitc—and his face sad and worn;
and so will it be with—Sarah ; but—
Ishall know them ! said the old man,
his sad low voice such as would have
softened a heart of stone. “ Doth my
Lord kitow of this?” he presently in
quired, gazing with momentary state
liness at Mr Hylton, who answered in
the negative. I felt, then, Satan for
a moment; but he is gone, God be
thanked!” said the old man, with his
former solemn and affecting tranquil-
lity of tonc and manner,

That day Mr Hylton wrote a letter
to the Secretary of State, explaining
the complete verification which he had
obtained of the confession that had
been made by the deceased miscreant
Hundle.

From Ayliffe Mr TIylton went direct
to the Earl of Milverstoke, deeming it
of great importance to obtain, before
answering the Secretary of State’s
letter, the hearty and decisive acquies-
cence of the Earl in the truth of the
disclosure, which had thus signally
vindicated the innocence of one whom
he was going down to the grave be-
licving to be the murderer of his son.
The Earl's coach was standing at the
Castle door when Mr Hylton arrived,
his Jordship being about to take his
usual mid-day drive, The former was,
however, shown immediatelyintotlic li-
brary, where the feeble Earl’s valetaud
anotherwereassistingindrawing onhis
lordship's gloves, and preparing him to
encounter the out-door air, which was
keen and biting. Mr IIylton’s coun-
tenance showed that he came the
beaver of some kind of serious intelli-
gence; and on the Earl's inguiring,
somewhat apprehensively, whether
such were the case, aud being answer-
ed in the affirmative, he ordered his
attendants instantly to withdraw, and
then he and Mr Hylton were alone.

“My grandson—is Alkmond well ?
Speal! ™ gaid the Earl, who had gone
suddeuly pale; “if anything has hap-
pened, let me 1n pity know at once.’

“No, no, my Lord ; nought that I
know of, nor have reason to fear.
When last T heard, e was well—quite
well—and going on to great distiue-
tion.”
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“ Then whathath happened? Speak,
whatever it be, 1 am old and feeble
now, and suspensedoth make me shake
inwardly, as though my soul were
palsied.  Speak, good Mr Hylton,”
continued the Earl earnestly, drawing
near to Mr Hylton, who, while the
Farl was addressing him, had been
hastily considering which was the best
mode of breaking the matter, to one
whose nerves were indeed, as he had
said, shattered.

“ My dear Lord Milverstoke,” said
he, with a frank air, ““we are both
now very far on in ycars, and have
seen no little of God’s dealing with
mankind, to discipline and subdue our
unruly and wicked hearts and wills,
For wise and awful purposes of His
own, His government of man is one
of deep mystery; His doings are only
partially revealed—somctimes never
—in this dim scene of our trial. But
He doth, now and then, condescend
unto our weakness and blindness;
and now shall I show you one mar-
vellous and most signal doing of His.
T pray your lordship to be calm while
1 speak,” he continucd, obscrving the
Earl's gathering excitement—* calm
as was that aged saint whom T have
just quitted, when I told him of what
1 shall tell yowr lordship now. Oh,
my dear Lord! Adam Ajyliffe—poor
banished Adam Ayliffe.”

“Ts he dead, then ? 7 asked the Earl
gravely, appearing suddenly calm, as
if relieved from apprehension—* And
if he be—how was his end ? What
said he before quitting to give his
great account?

“How feels your lordship towards
him ?"” said Mr Hylton, glancing
searchingly at the Karl, and remov-
ing from his pocket-book, and opening
the Sceretary of State’s letter,

“71 have, God bLe my wituess, no
illawill towards him, my wretched
brother sinner.  Malice hath long
since died within me, as you do know,
dear friend Mr Hylton; and 1 feel,
alas !—who am 1 that should bear
malice to another!” said Lord Mil-
verstoke with a perceptible shudder.

“ Ah, my good Lord, T must now,
then, tcll you all! Adam Ayliffe is
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innocent—innocent as I am—of poor
Lord Alkmond’s murder.” The Earl's
face went suddenly of a ghastly white-
ness, and in his eye, fixed intently on
Mr Hylton, apprehension was evi-
dently mingled with some of the
sternness, and even fierceness, of a
former day. But he seemed resolved,
as Mr Hylton judged from his rigid
and compressedlips, tolisteninsilence:
so Mr ﬁylton proceeded, ficmly and
with his peculiar and impressive em-
phasis : “The providence of God, my
dear Lord, hath at length cleared up
this dreadful mystery, and all is re-
vealed.” The Earl sunk back in his
scat, faintly asking for water, which
Mr Hylton caused to be immediately
procured. When his lordship had
drunk a little, which 3Ir Hylton gave
him, he desired those to be ordered
out again who had come in to answer
his summons. Within a few moments
they were again alone.

“That—letter : is it from abroad?"”
gasped Lord Milverstoke, with tremu-
lTous eagerness.

“No, my Lord—no: you have no
need to fear anything from the quarter
you think of, where your munificence
hath long, long ago extinguished alt
claim on your lordship. But this letter
is from the Secretary of State, and
encloscth the confession of a guilty
wretceh, hanged within these last few
days only, and who, to the chaplain
attending him, did in his last mowents
most solemnly and explicitly confess
that he had done this foul murder:
and proof that he spake truly the
providence of God hath placed within
our reach, and I have got that proof:
with mine own eyes have I scen, with
mine own hands have I felt, with
mine own ears have I heard it! Oh,
the wonderful "—

“My friend—my friend—your voice
fails ; I have not heard much of what
you have been saying ! Let me hear
again, and somewhat louder,” said
the Earl, leaniug forward, and speak-
ing in a very feeble tone, his eyes also
gazing languidly at Mr Hylton; who
had, in truth, been speaking most de-
liberately, and with rather more dis-
tinctness and loudness than usual



NOW AND THEN.

He repeated what he had said—and
as he went on the Earl closed his eyes,
and shook his head gently and mourn-
fully, his snowy attenuated handsrest-
ing on his knees, which were trem-
bling visibly.

“ My Lord —T perceive that you
are not able now to hear me—that
you are indisposed "—

“Now! now ! or it may be—never!”
said the Earl, opening his eyes, and
Jooking with a steadfastness and en-
ergy at Mr Hylton, which he had not
seen for years, and betokened the
great cffort of the Earl's will, which
produced it. Mr Hylton then read
the letter which he had received from
London—Tord Milverstoke’s eye being
all the while fixed upon him with un-
wavering intensity; aund also while
he explained, as briefly but pointedly
as possible, the steps which he had
taken to obtain, and by which he had
obtained, complete corroboration of
the matters which had been spoken
of by the murderer. When he had
concluded, the Earl heaved a succes-
sion of deep-drawn sighs; and then
tremulously said, *‘Is all thisin judg-
ment, or in mercy ? "'

“In mercy, my dear Lord! in
mercy ! " answered Mr Hylton, with
a brightening countenance and a
cheerful voice,—* in you, sparcd to
advanced age, I see before me a monu-
ment only of mercy and goodness!
Had you continued till now deaf to
the teaching of His Holy Spirit, dead
to His gracious influences—hateful,
relentless, and viudictive—this which
has now occurred would, to my poor
thinking, have appearcd to speak only
in judgment, uttering condemnation
in your ears, and sealing your eyes in
judicial blindness! But you have
been enabled to hear a still small
voice, whose melting acceuts have
Eierced through your deaf ear, and

roken a heart ouce ohdurate in pride,
and hopelessly unforgiving. Plainly I
speak, my dear Lord, for my mission I
feel to be now no longer one of terror,
but of consolation. What hath hap-
pened is awful, but awful in mercy
only, and condescension #*

*All this—all this—to a worm of
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the earth, guilty—utterly worthless!”
falteved the Earl.

“ Nay, call not that worthless which
God himself hath deigned to redecm!
which he hath cudowed with immor-
tality ! and placed here to become
fitted for eternal happiness!”

The Earl spoke not for some minutes.

“ Twenty years!— nearly twenty
years | —twenty years' exile and
misery ! —and injustice !” he pre-
sently exclaimed, clasping his hands
over his forehead. ¢ Oh, what an
eternity of anguish upon earth!”'

* Afflict not yourself unnecessarily,
my dear Lord, nor in vain. Attribute
not to your agency that which has
been caused only by the unavoidably
imperfect administration of justice—
and for which you are not responsible,
before either God or man. 1t was not
you who placed this unfortunate man
in the circumstances which led him
into the mortal peril from which the
providence of God only rescued him.
It was, as he has all along reverentially
owned, his own misconduct! Nor
was it you who judged or condemned
him; yet only your own hecart can
tell you, how you have stood before
God towards this your brother, in
spirit and in intention!”

*“Oh, my heart condemms! hath
terribly condemned me! Oh, fiend
that I have been! And I"—he shud-
dered—*“to be of all men thus exact-
ing and vindictive!”

“ These, my Lord, are painful but
wholesome thoughts, and I dare not
interrupt them.”

“Alas! alas! My ITylton, were I to
dwell upon them, I should despair: my
eyes turn ever back upon the past, and
there still gleams upon me vengeance
unappeased ! 7 He paused. “Dare I
ask—what says poor old Ayliffe —
Adam Ayliffe, the father? "

“He seems but half with vs, my
Lord, on earth! As though he hadlin-
gered only to hear these glad tidings,
before descending into the dust !

“Twenty years ! twenty years hath
lie, too, spent in misery and wrong! "

“Twenty years have they been, my
Lord, of resignation, of faith—which
have raised and purified his noble

M
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soul—for noble, my Lord, even in the
language of men, it is—from almost
all dross of earth! Never one word
has there fallen from him, as I do
verily believe, during those long
twenty years, which angels might
not joyfully carry up to Heaven, as
tokens of his fitness to join them!”

‘ Oh, venerable man! Think you
that he would receive one whose head,
aged as his own, is bowed with shame,
while his is erect in virtue and noble-
ness ? "

Mr Hylton was moved almost to
tears at the spectacle which arose be-
fore his mind’s eye, of these two old
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men meeting for the first, and it might
be for the only time upon earth : and
his offer to accompany his lordship at
once to the cottage the Earl eagerly
accepted, and they both took their de-
parture. As the carriage approached,
the Earl showed no little agitation
at the prospect of the coming inter-
view.

“ Yonder,” said Mr Hylton, exnlt-
ingly—* yonder is the humble place
where dwells still, and for but a little
longer, one whom angels there have
ministered to; with whom God deign-
eth to have communion ;—and it is a
hallowed spot 1™

CHAPTER XIX.

Tae Earl spoke not; and in a few
minutes' time he was to be scen
slowly approaching the cottage door,
leaning on the arms of Mr Hylton
and a servant—another preceding him
to announce his arrival, aud standing
uncovered outside the door as the
Earl entered it: his lordly master
bimself uncovering, and bowing low
as he stepped within, accompanied by
Mr Hylton; who led him up to old
Ayliffe, saying, “ Adam, here comes
one to speak with you, my Lord Mil-
verstoke, who saith that he hath long,
in heart, done to you and yours in-
justice—and hath come hither to tell
you so0.” The Earl trembled on Mr
Hylton's arm while he said this, and
stood uncovered, gazing with an air
of reverence at the old man; who,
when they entered, was sitting near
the fire, leaning on his staff beside a
table, on which stood his old Bible,
open, with his spectacles lying upon
it, as though he had but just laid
them there. He rose slowly as Mr
Hylton finished speaking.

“My Lord,” said he solemnly, and
standing more ecrectly than he had

stood for years, “ we be now both very
old men, and God hath uot spared us
thus long for nothing ! "

“ Ay, Adam Ayliffe, indeed it is so!
Will you forgive me, and take my
hand #” said the Eail faintly, advan.
cing his right hand,

“ Ay, my Lord—ay, in the name of
God!  Iwill, I do !—feeling, too, that
I have had somewhat to forgive! For
a father am I, and a father wast thoy,
my Lord! Here, since it hath been
asked for, is my hand, that never
was withheld from man that kindly
asked for it; and my heart goes out
to thee with it! God bless thee, my
Lord, in thesc thine old and feeble
days! Old and feeble are we both,
and the grasshopper is a burthentous ™

“ Let me sit down, my friend,” said
the Barl gently, “T am feebler than
thou; and be thou seated also!"
They both sat down opposite to each
other, Mr Hylton looking on in si-
lence. *“God may forgive me (and
may He of his 1ufinite merey!)—
thou, my fellow-creature, mayst for-
give me; but I canuot forgive my-
self, when I am here looking at thee.
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Good Adam'! what hast thou not
gone through these twenty years!”
faltered the Earl,

*“ Ay, twenty years it is!” echoed
Ayliffe solemnly, sighing deeply, and
looking with sorrowful dignity at
the Earl. ‘“Life hath, during those
twenty years, been a long journey
through a country dark and lone-
some ; but yet, HERE is the lamp that
hath shone cver blessedly beside nie,
or I must have stumbled and missed
my way for ever, and perished in the
valley of the shadow of death!” As
he spoke, his eycs were fixed stead-
fastly on the Earl, and he placed his
hand reverently upon the sacred vol-
ume beside him.

* Adam, God hath greatly humbled
me, and mightily afflicted me ! " said
the Earl in a moving tone; “I am
not what I was!”

“The scourge thou doubtless didst
need, my Lord, and it hath been
heavily laid upon thee; yet it is in
mercy to thee that thou art here, my
good Lord!” said Ayliffe, with an
eye and in a tone of voice belonging
only to one who spoke with conscious
authority. *“Itis in merey, too,” he
continued, “to me that I am here to
receive and,listen to thee! I, too,
have been perverse and rebellious,
yet have I been spared! And art
thou, then, my Lord, in thy heart
satisfied that my poor son hath in-
deed suffered wrongfully ?

“Good Adam,” said the Hirl, sor-
rowfully, and yet with dignity, “1
believe now that thy son is innocent,
and ought not to have suffered; yet
God hath chosen that we should not
here see all things as He seeth them,
Adam. The law, with which I had
naught to do, went right as the law
of men goeth; but, alas! as for me,
what a spirit hath been shown by me
towards thee and thine!  Forgive me,
Adam! There is one here that know-
eth more against me” —the Earl
turned towards Mr Iylton with a
look of gloomy significance—* than
I dare tell thee, of mine own awful
guiltiness before God.”

“ He is merciful ! He is merciful!”
said Ayliffe,

(R
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“Wilt thou give me a token of thy
forgiveness of a spirit most bitter and
inhuman, such as mine hath been?”
said the Earl presently. “If thy
poor son Adam cometh home while T
live, wilt thou speal with him, that
he forgive me my cruel heart towards
him P—that he accept amends at wy
hands?”

‘““For amends, my Lord,” said Ay-
liffe, “doubtless he will have none
but those which God may provide for
him ; and my son hath no claim upon
thee for human amends. His forgive-
ness I know that thou wilt have for
aught in which, iny Lord, thou mays’t
have wronged him by uncharitable-
ness, or he is not son of mine, and
God hath afflicted him in vain.”

Here Mr Hylton interposed, ob-
serving the Earl grow very faint, and
rose to assist him to the door.

“ Good day, friend Adam, good day,”
said Lord Milverstoke feebly, but cor-
dially grasping the hand which Ay-
liffc tendered to him. “T will come
hither again to see thee; butif I may
not, wilt thou come yonder to me?
Say yes, good Adam! for my days
are fewer, I feel, than thine!”

“ When thou canst not come tome,
my good Lord, I will come to thee!”
satd Ayliffe sadly, following the Earl
to the door, and gazing after him till
he had driven away.

That evening Mr Hylton wrote off
to the Secrctary of State, fully detail-
ing the corroboration which he had
obtained of every part of Hundle’s
confession; and also communicating
the fact of Lord Milverstoke's com-
plete conviction of its truth, and ex-
pressing his lordship’s extreme anx-
icty that not an hour should be lost
in providing means for Ayliffe’s im-
mediate return home; Lord Milver-
stoke declariug his readiness to equip
a vessel at his own expense, to pro-
ceed at the carlicst moment abroad
for that purpose. To this Mr Hylton
added the firm conviction which he
had from the first entertained of Ay-
liffe’s innocence, and which had been.
strengthened by constaut correspon-
dence with him ever since his quit-
ting England.



172

Mr Hylton was summoned, by the
Farl's desive, that evening to the
Castle, which he had quitted scarcely
two hours before, it being believed
that his lordship was dying; and Mr
Hylton was greatly affected when he
saw the Harl, whom he verily be-
lieved to be indeed near his end, and
who exhibited a solemn tranqguillity,
and expressed a mournful sympathy
on behalf of old Ayliffe and his son,
such as no one could have observed
or heard without being moved. When
Mr Hylton returned, leaving the Earl
a little revived, it was in company
with his lordship’s solicitor, for whom
a special messcuger had been des-
patched by his lordship, immediately
on his return to the Castle from
visiting Ayliffe’s cottage. The solici-
tor was an affable person, but on mat-
ters of business his lips were, so to
speak, hermetically sealed. Not a
word, therefore, passed between him
and Mr Hylton respecting anything
which might have taken place be-
tween the former and the Earl that
evening. His lordship, however,
afterwards rallied from the prostra-
tion which had been occasioned by
the agitation of that day; and on the
ensuing Sunday, Mr Hylton had the
unspeakable satisfaction of seceing
both the Earl of Milverstoke and old
Adam Ayliffe at church, and of ad-
ministering to them, kneeling side
by side, amongst other reverent com-
municants, the Holy Sacrament. It
was a sight that was long afterwards
spoken of by those who beheld the
two old men taking leave of each
other at the church door with solemn
courtesy, each, forgetful of mere
carthly relations, which between
them were so soon to cease, un-
covering to the other in silence his
venerable head, shaking each other
by the hand; and theu the one as-
sisted into his stately coach, the other
into the small cart, in which a friend-
ly neighbour had conveyed him to
the church. Then went they seve-
rally home from the house of their
common TFather —the Father of the
spirits of all flesh; who was no re-
specter of persons! The spectacle of
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that day produced a deep and lasting
impression on the beholders of it,
but especially upon those who had
lived long enough to remember, or
had been told by those who did, what
had taken place in Milverstoke some
twenty years before.

Shortly after the happening of the
events which have last been men-
tioned, there came on at Cambridge
the exciting struggle for pre-emi-
nence, to which the whole University
had for some time been looking for-
ward with an unusual degree of in.
terest and curlosity, concentrated on
the two individuals who have been
already mentioned — Viscount Alk-
mond and Mv Southern. Their re-
spective partisans lacked much of the
calmness and good-nature of the two
principals, who had had just that
degree of intercourse with each other,
before the hour of coutest, which was
calculated to excite reciprocal respect
and apprehension. Each, it need
hardly perhaps be said, continued
ignorant of the strange and critical
position which he and his family oc-
cupied with respect to the other.

Lord Alkmond was stimulated to
his uttermost exertion; for to him,
the future head and representative of
a very ancient and noble family, and
knowing with what intense anxiety,
his noble grandfather awaited the
issue—what could be more precious
than intellectual distinction — the
highest honours of a great Univer-
sity, won in fair fight with an an-
tagonist so formidable, so worthy of
being arduously conquered, as Mr
Southern! But if the pressure of
such incentives were great upon
Lord Alkmond, what would have
been the cffect of his knowing, be-
sides, who that formidable competi-
tor really was? The son, not of his
futher’'s murderer, but of the heart-
broken man who, having been falsely
accused of that murder, had nearly
perished for it on the gibbet, and after-
wards passed, as the penalty of a
crime, never committed by him,
twenty years of his life in ignomini-
ous exile from his country—from his
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child—from his father ! Would Lord
Alkmond have retired from the con-
test, overpowered by his feelings, under
an impulse of chivalrous generosity,
leaving his innocent and unfortunate
opponent to occupy the splendid post
of distinction to which his great and
admitted talents and acquirements en-
titled him ?—Who can tell ?

But suppese that Mr Southern had
discovered who he himself really was,
and the position in which he and
his family at that moment stood with
respect to his distinguished opponent
—what would he have done? Or,
suppose him aware that amongst
those who regarded him as an object
of interest—as one of the two ob-
served of all observers, in that great
academical struggle—was one who
watched him with a straining eye
and a well-nigh bursting heart—that
very same long-dishonoured exile,
that falsely adjudged murderer, Lis
Jather! Yet so 1t was! Him, re-
bellious Nature nearly overpowered
into forgetfulness of the solernly
pledged word of a Christian man, that
he would not disclose himself to his
son, till that son should have passed
through the fiery ordeal into which
he had entered, and on the issue of
which depended all his earthly pro-
spects. Yes, poor Ayliffe and his
wife had indeed returned to their na.
tive country—to dreadful, but still
dear England !

Unable to resist the poor father's
importunities, Mr Hylton had accom-
panied him to Cambridge the day be-
fore that on which the contest com-
menced; and in going thither had
exacted the promise which has been
mentioned agove. Besides this, Mr
Hylton had carnestly impressed upon
him lessons of piety and gratitude, to-
wards Him who out of seeming evil
brought so often good. “ Great and
terrible are the sufferings both of mind
and body which you have undergone:
but they have been inflicted upon you
by an All-wise, Just, and Incompre-
hensible God.—Your duty is humble
and joyful submission to all His dis-
pensations! He owes you nothing;
you owe him everything. As He is
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your Maker, so is He your Judge! It
is for him alone to deal with you, both
here and hercafter, as seemeth best to
Hisinfinite wisdom. Had you perished
on the scaffold : had you died in igno-
minious exile, after leading a long life
of bodily agony—insect of the dust!
what could you have said against it to
yvour Omuipotent Creator? DBut in
judgment He has remembered mercy :
He has given you the consolations of
religion, RESIGNATION, peace of mind,
even in your very sorrow. Awfully
incomprehensible in His nature, He
has yet permitted you to see in Him a
FatrER; who chasteneth those whom
he loveth, and even vouchsafes to them
some few glimpses of his wondrous
government of the world. TLong-suf-
fering, He stoops even to reason with
his creatures! And is it no mark of
His favour and blessing that you are
now here, alive, with your loving wife
beside you-—and your venerable father
alive to welcome you—and your
character and innocence vindicated
before all mankind? Nay, good Adam,
look even further! Here is your son,
likely to become the foremost man of
Cambridge University, and have all
the honours and advantages attending
such high distinction, He is now con-
tending, as an equal, with the future
Earl of Milverstoke, whom he may
vanquish by the force of his talents
and Jearning. Could this have been,
in all human probability, if what has
happened to you had mnot taken
place? ‘And had he been strong
and well-formed like you, might he
not have gone to the plough —or
at a11’1 events been never what he now
is ?

Ayliffe, now a grey-headed, care.
worn, sad-hearted man, was revereutly
silent.—Oh, with what feelings did he
first, at a distance, catch sight of his
son! That son was in academical
costume, walking alone with an air of
deep thought for a while, till he was
joined by—Lord Alkmond! Poor Ay-
liffe, who gazed at his son from the
window of an inn, with Mr Hylton
beside him, was violently affected on
seeing him, and wept like a child.

“How like his mother!” he ex-



174

claimed : and indeed so the poor youth
was.

‘“ And is not Lord Alkmond like his
unhappy father?” inquired My Hyl-
ton.

“He is!” replied Ayliffe, with a
cold shudder.

The contest lay entirely that year,
as all had foreseen, between Lord Alk-
mond and Mr Southern, both of whom
far outstripped all other competitors ;
and betwecn those two the issue was
long doubtful, to all but one or two of
the most experienced and able mem-
bers of the University, who privately
expressed a decided opinion as to
which of the two would be the senior
wrangler. Aund at length their confi-
dent prediction was verified ; for Mr
Seuthern was declared the victor, after
a most severe struggle with his noble
antagonist, NoBLE in every sense of
the word, — noble before, infinitely
nobler after, this great contest, in
which success had been to his lord-
ship an object, on many accounts, so
dearly prized. From him Mr South-
ern received the first, heartiest, and
sincerest of the congratulations which
were soon from all quarters showered
upon him. If ever a pure and high
spirit were shown by man, it was that
which then actuated the young Lord
Alkmond ; and his modest, retiring,
confused victor profoundly felt the
generosity of his defeated but gifted
antagonist.

Great curiosity was excited in the
University about their new senior
wrangler; and “ Who is Le >—Where
does he come from?—Who knows
anything about him ? "’ were questions
asked cagerly on every hand., Who,
however, could answer them? Lord
Alkmond was repeatedly asked; but,
in spite of his apparent acquaintance-
ship with his victorious opponent,
could give no information about him.
Curiosity was raised to a high pitch,
on the day alter this great contest,
when Mr Southern was seen walking
along the strects of Cambridge, his
face exhibiting traces of strong and
recent excitement and agitation, and
he arm-in-arm with a tall, elderly,
grey-haired man, with a frank but
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melancholy countenance, calculated to
prepossess inhis favour every beholder,
and a very homely appearance. The
latter, also, locked as if he had not yet
recovered from agitatinn: there was
in his features a mingled expression of
grief and exultation; and the two
were observed frequently to gaze with
sudden, strange, and loving earnest-
ness at cach other.

During the course of that day Lord
Alkmond, walking arm-in-arm with Mr
Hylton, appeared also somewhat pale,
and as if he too had been lately the
subject of strong cmotion, or had not
recovered from the effects of some
agitating intelligence, He shook
hands with Mr Southern in a marked
manner, evidently with cordiality, yet
with a certain gravity which he had
never before exhibited ; and took off
his hat with a courteous air, yet a cou-
cerned countenance, to the person
with whom Mr Southern was walking.
With a sudden impulse, however, his
lordship shook him cordially by the
hand, and said, *Sir, allow me most
warmly to congratulate you on Mr
Southern’s—I mean—Mr Ayliffe's—I
mean, your son's success—and long
may you live to see the fruits of his
great distinction!” The person ad-
dressed bowed low, and in his turn
looked greatly embarrassed. Nor was
this all the food which events seemed
to have provided for the lovers of
mystery at the University, or in its
neighbourhood. A grand entertain-
ment was given, two days after the
contest for the senior wranglership,
by the Duke and Duchess of Waver-
dale, who had come to a residence of
theirs near the University, chiefly on
account of the interest which they
took in their relative Lord Alkmond.
Several of the august Heads of Houses
were there, and the conversation na-
turally turned upon the University
struggle, which had just closed.

“Qur new senior wrangler is a man
that hath dropped down among us
from the moon, brimful of mathema
tics,” said the grave and learned Vice.
Chancellor.

‘“ He is a particular friend of mine,”
replied the brilliant Duchess of Waver-
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dale, with sudden and visible emotion,
her eyes filling with tears—“and he
was invited to dinner here to-day, but
has an engagement which all who
know him must respect him for keep-
ing. Do they not, dear Mr Hylton ?”

“Indeed, my dear Duchess, they
do!" replied Mr Hylton, with corres-
pondent emotion. “1T shall never for-
get yesterday — or rather, the day
before! 1 am, however, thinking
anxiously about—you know whom !—
What will ke say of it?”

“ Let us drink health and prosperity
to the new senior wrangler,” said the
Duke, somewhat abruptly, glancing
significantly at the Duchess and Mr
Hylton ; “ for he is an honour to your
University, Mr Vice-Chancellor and
gentlemen! Come, my dear Alk-
mond "—

“Indeed I will— with my entire
heart,” e replied, eagerly; “I shall
ever feel an inexpressible interest in
Mr—=Southern.”

The Heads all looked at one another
with a well-bred air of mystery, as
though they had hit wpon a problem
that would bear discussing by-and-by !
On the next evening it got noised
about, that Lord Alkmond, Mr South-
ern, and the strange-looking person
with whom he walked about so much,
had all dined together, that aftcrnoon,
at the Inn: and it somehow or other
got known, that conversation was par-
ticularly restrained and formal, so long
as dinner was on the table, but seemed
afterwards more earnest. And the
next day the whole party quitted
Cambridge in a carriage - and - four!
Such, indeed, was the fact; and their
destination was Milverstoke—whither
Lord Alkmond anxiously hastened to
give an account of the defeat which he
had sustained, to his grandfather, and
prepare him to hear by whom, in the
mysterious and wonderful course of
events, thatdefeat had been occasioned,
Mr Hylton promising his assistance in
the enterprise: for he knew, better
even than the high-minded and frank-
hearted young Viscount, the bitter
mortification which was in store for
the Earl; who appeared long to have
set his heart upon his grandson’s ob-
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taining the distinction which his
tutors had so confidently anticipated
for him. The Earl had had, up to
that moment, no knowledge whatever
of young Ayliffe’s being at the Uni-
versity ; and how this fact, and that
of his defeating Lord Alkmond, would
be received by the Earl, was a problem
which Mr Hylton was about to solve
with some trepidation; and that tre-
pidation he had communicated to Lord
Alkmond. * But,” said his lordship,
“T will answer for my grandfather.
When he first hears it all, he may be
a little angry about the concealment,
but that can be most amiablyaccounted
for : and then, if I know the nature of
the blood that runsin our family, be
may be somewhat dissatisficd with
me for my failure, but towards my dis-
tinguished opponent will feel as be-
comes a gentleman.” How differently
turned out events from those for which
these excellent persons were preparing!
—The Earl of Milverstoke was dead.

For some time before Mr IIylton’s
departure for Cambridge, the Larl’s
health and spirits had been greatly de-
pressed ; which Mr Hylton and his
lordship's medical attendantattributed
to the excitement and agitation occa-
sioned by the Ayliffes’ return to Mil-
verstoke, and anxiety about Lord Alk-
mond’s success at the University. As
to the former, immecdiately on the
Earl’s hearing of their return, he sent
a message to Mr Hylton, requesting
him to take a chaise and bring with
him Ayliffe and his wife to the Castle.
This Mr Hylton did; and the Earl's
manner in receiving and addressing
them, was signally characterised by
dignity and kindness.

“Remember always, Adam,” said
his lordship, it was not I who caused
your arrest on the charge upon which
you were tried, nor placed you in the
situation which led to your being ar-
rested.  You were fairly and openly
tried by your equals, as every Eng-
Jishman must be, whois charged, whe-
ther rightly or wrongfully, with an of-
fence. I, who had no part in your
trial, verily believed you guilty : T do
declare it upon my honour—I do as.
sure you of it solemnly before God;
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and I continued to believe it, till the
extraordinary confession of the crime,
by the man whose shameful cruelty
first led you hecdlessly astray. No
man could force my understanding,
Adam, to believe that you were inno-
cent, when I conscientiously believed
that you were guilty, or guilty, if I
had really believed that you were in-
nocent; but I freely own, humbly and
peuitently, before God, that I have,
ever since you were charged with my
unhappy sou’s death, felt, until lately,
a most unjustifiable and unchristian
animosity and vindictiveness towards
both you and your exemplary father.
Through the teaching of Mv Hylton,
and the blessing of God, T have, 1
trust, been greatly altered, and regard
my past conduct herein with down-
right shame and grief. But Christ
my Saviour hath locked upon me in
mercy, and (I trust) softened a heart
which was a heart of stone., I hope
that the consolations of religion are
yours, and that they have been during
your banishment ; and now that you
are returned, I hope that peace will
attend you both, nay all of you, for
the rest of your days. I am myselfa
great sinuer,”—here the Earl became
greatly affected, turned pale, and
Pa.used for a while; then he proceeded
in a broken voice—“I am, alas! a
much greater sinner than you think
of, or than probably any one knows of,
but my kind, pitying friend, Mr Hyl-
ton. But T have repented — yes, in
dust and ashes; and may God accept
of my repentance! I am not much
longer for this world. Would I had
led a better life, and set a better ex-
ample to those around me. And now,
do you, both of you, heartily forgive
me, my friends —my long-oppres-
sed, my excellent and greatly pitied
fricnds?” countinued the Earl, in a
very moving manner.

Both Ayliffe and his wife, whom the
Earl had made to sit down near him
when they cntered, were in tears all
the while that the Farl was speaking ;
for there was something indescribably
touching and solemn in the tones of
his voice and the expression of his
countenance. They fervently assured
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his lordship that all was forgotten in
the joy of their returning, and with
the bloody stain of guilt for ever
blotted out.

“Then may God Almighty bless
you both, my poor persecuted friends !
bless you here and hereafter, and pre-
pare you for that day which I feel is
drawing awiully near to me! Pray
for me while I am with you; aund

"when I am dead, continue in a kind

and forgiving spirit, and be gentle to
my memory. He that will succeed
me will behave more worthily in his
station than I have. Iam notdeserv-
ing of such a grandson! But I am
faint, and must bid you farewell. Give
me your hands, my friends ; and when
you return home, you will find here
a little token a-piece for you, of my
good-will, and an earnest only of what
[ will do for you!” Then he gave
to each a small sealed packet, and
they withdrew, leaving him much ex-
hausted. They found in each packet
bank-notes to the amount of £500.
When Mr Hylton had set off for
Cambridge with Adam Ayliffe (whose
accompanying him was not known to
the Karl), Lady Alkmond, who was,
from the first, acquainted with the se-
cret concerning him who had become
unexpectedly so formidable a com-
petitor with her son, resolved, being
left alone with the Earl, and seeing
his subdued and gentle temper, her-
self to break the whole matter to him;
and this she did so judiciously, and
with such winning tenderness, that
the Earl expressed only great, very
great surprise, but no anger whatever,
He was, on the contrary, much affected
by the silent unostentatious generosity
of his daughter, the Duchess of Waver-
dale. When the news came that Lord
Alkmond had been defeated, and by
young Ayliffe, Lady Alkmond shed a
flood of tears; and with a mother's
fondness lamented the grievous disap-
pointment of their proud and ambiti-
ous hopes. When she had sufficiently
recovered her self-possession, she went
to the Earl, and Eroke the tidings to
him as gently as possible. He was
then lying in the bedfrom which he was
destined never to rise, and received
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the intelligence with perfect calmness,
though a faint flush at first overspread
his fine yet wasted features. The first
words which he uttered, after tenderly
folding his arms round Lady Alk-
mound, and kissing her, were these :—
“This God hath done, and as a scourge
for my pride! Assuch I humbly re-
ceive it.  God bless the youth Ayliffe !
may God bless them both! Oh send
for my grandson! my daughter! my
friend Hylton ! "

The next day the doctor told Tady
Alkmond that he had noticed a strik-
ing alteration in the Earl’s counte-
nance, and advised her to prepare for
a great change. Other medical assist-
ance was scnt for, and an express
despatched for Lord Alkmond, the
Duchess of Waverdale, and My Hyl-
ton. The Earl's solicitor was also
summoned, and remained alone for
some little time with his lordship, who
caused some additions to be made to
his will. Getting rapidly fainter and
worse, his lordship directed his confi-
dential servant to go in the coach to
the cottage of old Adam Ayliffe, with
an entreaty to him to come, in remem-
brance of a promise which he had
made to the Earl of Milverstoke some
time before.

On hearing this the old man trem-
bled, and covered his face swith his
hands for some moments. Then, with
a solemn countenance, getting his hat
and stick, and putting his Bible under
his arm, he said to the servant, “ Ay,
I will go with thee to my Lord!"”

When the Karl saw him, it was
about evening, and the sun was set-
ting. Its declining rays shone softly
into the magnificent chamber in which
lay the dying nobleman,

“ Adam, sce—it is going down !”
said Lord Milverstoke in a low tone,
locking mournfully at Adam, and
pointing to the sadly splendid spec-
tacle of the sinking sun.

“ How is thy soul with God ?” said
the old man, with great solemnity.

The Earl placed his bands together,
and remained silent for some moments
Then he said, “T wounld it were, good
Adam, as I believe thine is!”
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“ Nay, my good Lord, think only of
thine own, not mine; Iam sinful, and
often of weale faith. But hast Taovu
faith and hope 2™

“ 1 thank God, Adam, that T have
some little! Before I was afflicted I
went astray ! But I have sinned deeper
than ever thou thinkest, good soul !’

* Bat His mercy, to whom thou art
going, is deeper than all thy sins!”

“Oh, Adam! I have this day often
thought, that I could die more peace-
fully in thy little cottage than in this
place!”

“So thy heart and scul be right,
what signifies where thou diest ?”

“ Adam,” said the Earl gently,
“thou speakest somewhat sternly to
one with a broken spirit —but God
bless thee! Thy honest voice searcheth
me! Wilt thou make me a promise,
Adam ? "' said the Earl, softly placing
his hand upon that of Ayliffe.

“ Ay, my Lord, if I can performit.”

“Wilt thou follow my unworthy
dust to the grave? I would have fol-
lowed thee, hadst thou gone first ?”

“I will! " replied Adam, looking
solemnly at the Earl.

“And now give me thy prayers,
dear Adam ! Pray for him that—is to
come after me—for I go—and "— He
paused long, and his eyes remained
closed.  After a while, he faintly
murmured, ¢ Peace l—peace ! "—

Lady Alkmond, who wasatthe other
side of the bed, observeda great change
come suddenly over the Earl's face.
While Adam was opening the Bible,
and adjusting his glasses to read a
Psalin, she hastencd round, leancd
over the bed, and kissed the Earl’s
forehead and cheek, grasped his thin
fingers, and burst into weeping. But
the Earl saw her not, nor heard her;
lie was no longer among the living,

The Karl of Milverstoke left to the
Aylifies the muuificent bequest of ten
thousand pounds, which he styted in
his will ““an humble peace-offering.”
He also directed thatall the land which
had been purchased on his account



178 NOW AND THEN.

from old Ayliffe, should be reconveyed | loved, till both — till all mankind —
to him free of every charge: and be-| shall rise at the sound of the trumpet
queathed twenty pounds for a tablet | of the Resurrection. He died with
to be erected in the church to the me- | noble calmness. . His very dead coun-
mory of old Adam Ayliffe, the inscrip- | tenance diffused a living peace around
tion on which was to be written by, the room, for its expression was that
Mr Hylton, Concerning him, his'of a leavenly serenity. Him, also,
lordship said that he left the Rev. Mr Hylton buried; the Earl of Mil-
Henry Hylton his affectionate and his | verstoke joining with Adam Ayliffe
most unworthy blessing ; grieving that | and his son, in following the honoured
he had made the Earl most solemnly | remains of the old patriarch through
promise to leave him no legacy what- | a little concourse in the church.
ever, on hearing from hislordship that | yard, who wept silently as they
such was his inteution. But his lord- | passed.
ship left Mary Hylton, the daugliter| All those here mentioned are long
of his dear friend the Rev. Henry Hyl- | since mouldered into dust, their kin-
ton, five thousand pounds. dred dust. They are dead, but have
It cost that venerable man a great ’\noc perished, being only asleep. Per-

effort to comply with the wishes of | haps already they see mno longer
the young Earl of Milverstoke and his | through a glass, darkly, but face to
sorrowful rvelatives, that he should|face: knowing no longer in part, but
bury his late friend. But he did ; and | even as they are known. We, who
old Adam Ayliffe went as one of the | have come after them, see also, at pre-
mourners, and stood with a majestic | sent, as they saw, only through a glass,
countenance, only a few yards from | darkly : wherefore we look for full
the spot where, within three months’| clearness hereafter only; and till our
time, he was himselflaid, that hemight | sleeping time come, walk trembling,
take his rest beside her whom he had | but hopefully.
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PREFACE TO THE PRESENT EDITION.

Tk Lily and the Bee is an attempt, in a humble and reverent spirit, to
interpret that which its Author conceived to be the true spiritual signi-
ficance, the hidden teaching, of the Temple of Wonder and Worship, of
1851.  With the motives and objects by which he was influenced, it is im-
possible for him to feel anything like resentment, on account of certain
fierce criticisms which this little bock has been fated to encounter, and
may yeb encounter.  Few works, indeed, of modern days, have occa-
sioned such & contrariety of critical judgment, as P%he Lily and the Bee :
for while it has been characterised, by persons of undoubted compe-
teney, as totally unworthy of the occasion, or even the Author, itis eer-
_tain that a widely different estimate has been formed of it by many, some
of whom stand foremost in the ranks of eriticism, scholarship, and philo-
sophy ; while it has also had a very large sale in this country, been re-
printed in America and on the Continent, and translated into German and
Ttalian, if not also other languages. The singnlar conflict of opinion re-
specting it, cannot be better illustrated, than by the circumstance, that
while one of the Reviews stated that the Author ‘had earned a title to be
regarded as the Milton of the Exhibition,” another pronounced The Lily
and the Bee to be ‘the raving of a madman in the Crystal Palace” This
marvellous diversity of opinion in England, is thus noticed by the Italian
translator, in his expository Preface. ¢ The Lily and the Bee is a work
which, on account of its originality, hias been exposed to the extremes
of critici=m, by the eminent men of a great nation. By some it has been
extolled to the skies, by ¢ thers utterly condemned. Such a work vindi-
cates its claim to be judged of by nations at large: to whom it belongs
to award to it those sublime attributes which triumph over time, or con-
sign it to oblivion, as the extravagant creation of a distempered brain.’?

1 Un’ opera infine, che per In sua originalitd destd cosi varie ¢ contradittoric opinioni fra
i sommi di una nazione, che @ grande; da quale csultata con frenesia di ammirazione ai
civli, do quale sprofondatn negli abissi.  Un’ opera tale deve csscre a dritto guidicata dal'e
nazioni ; e che lo nazioni le nediano il pregio di sublimitd che trionfa dei secoli, e del temyio,
0 la danninoe all’ obblio, come una stravaganza e delirio.'—I{ Giglie ¢ I" Ape, Prefazione, x,
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vi PREFACE.

A work thus spoken of by an accomplished foreigner, who has deemed
it worthy of being exquisitely rendered into the lovely language of his
country, the Author hopes he may venture to regard as not entirely be-
neath the notice of his own countrymen. While grateful for the recep-
tion with which jt has been already favoured, he sincerely defers to any
adverse judgment pronounced by candid and competent critics. Quot
homines, (ot sententice.

Whatever its merits or demerits, and whatever may be the cause, this
work remains the only record, of its kind, of the Crystal Palace of 1851,
and the wonderful assemblage of mankind which it attracted from all
parts of the earth.

The present edition, which has been carefully revised, is intended for
a far larger class of readers than was contemplated on the original publi-
cation of the work, and is accompanied by numerous Notes ; and the
ensuing Exposition contains all that the Author wishes to say on the
subject. It is, moreover, so full, that it may be regarded almost as
a prose version of the Poem itself.

INNER TEMPLE, LONDOYN, July 1854,
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EXPOSITION

or

THE LILY AND THE BEE.

Wrex Spenser first published his immortal Faery Queen, he felt it necessary
to prefix to it a clue to ‘the continued allegory, or dark conceit,’ of which it
consisted, in the form of a Letter to Sir Walter Raleigh, which he said ‘ex-
pounded his general intention and meaning; as wellforavoiding of jealous opin-
ions and misconstructions, as for’ Sir Walter’s * better light in reading thereof:
from which he might gather the whole intention of the conceit; and, as in a
handful, gripe all the discourse, which otherwise might seem tedious and con-
fused.” He owned that ‘the beginuing of the whole work seemed abrupt ;’ but
asserted his right, as a Poet, ‘ to thrust into the midst, even where it most
concerned him : and there recoursing to the things forepast, and divining of
things to come, make a pleasing analysis of all.’?

Walking iu the light of this precedent, though at an immeasurable distance
from the illustrious One that set it, the author of The Lily and the Bee here
offers some account of a performance more decply considered than it has
been given credit for, by some who have written and spoken about it with
confident contempt.

Though the main object of the Book is by no means to be sought in a com-
memoration of the Crystal Palace of 1851, its pages seek to reflect, however
faintly, some of the splendours of that magnificent and majestic spectacle,
which will ever remain peerless, and alone, in its moral glory, however great
may be the merits and attractiveness of its successors, here or clsewhereo.
That is, however, altogether a subordinate purpose of the author; who sought
to seize an occasion for setting forth great Truths affecting the eternal welfare
of mankind : for he thought that those Truths, of a high and holy import, spoke,

! The letter is dated the 23d January 1589, and is prefixed to the first edition, that of 1590.
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loudly and gloriously in the ear of a devout, humble, and watchful beholder
and listener.

Congerning the Structure, and Title, of the work, the author, before proceed-
ing to the Sunrecr of it, would premise,—

First, that The Lily and the Bee is, in the nature of a Lyrical Solilogquy, sup-
posed to be the meditative utterance of a devout Poet-Philosopher, musing
under the guidance of an attendant Spirit, first by day, and then by night, in
the Crystal Palace of 1851. Poetry depends essentially upon Thought ; which
should be trusted for the sclection of such forms of expression as it may deem
suitable, in order to reach an attuned imagination. Iven Pindar’s contempo-
rarvies deemed his style and manner frequently harsh, abrupt and obscure; a
penalty which must needs he incurred by any one, who ventures to depart from
the common standards of Lis time. L%e Lily and the Bee is written chiefly in
rhythmical prose (of which itisby nomeans theonly specimen in our literature),*
and which the author is certain fitted itself, spontaneously, to the tone of his
thoughts and iwaginings. The Poem draws largely ou the reader’s fancy ; and
seeks, instead of bewildering him in multitudinousness of detail, to open, in
all dirvections, vistas of reflection, to a well-stored mind, by sudden and faint
suggestions and associations, every one derived (rom some object in the Crystal
Palace. Apparent orderliness of method was designedly discarded. Guided
hy the impression which so stupendous a spectacle was calculated to produce
on a susceptible imagination, the author sought to cxcite in that of the reader,
a sense of lustrous confusion, slowly subsiding into distinctness, and then de-
veloping grand proportion, harmony, and system. "This result, however, as
in the physical prototype, is intended to be gained, not all at once, but after
yielding for awhile to a thrilling sense of bewilderment; and only after some
effort to discover and adjust relations, at first lost in a dim vastness, between
the myriad Parts, and the mighty Whole.

Secondly, concerning the Title. It was deemed that a Tury, and a Bey,
were fitting exponents of thoughts and feelings called forth by a deep con-
tewplation of the moral aspects and bearings of the Crystal Palace : that the
1ily had lier grand and tender lesson, the Bee his hum of mystery and wounder,
[ar beyond the contrast suggested between Animal and Human Industry, be-
tween Art and Nature. Both Flower and Insect may point to profound rela-
tions between Man, and his new and gorgeous spectacle.

There were Dees in the Crystal Palace, as all may have scen; and there
was also a Lily, observed by but one or two; but of its presence there, the
author was unaware, till after the publication of the Poem. He was then,
fur the first time, informed that a common field Lily had been one day no-
ticed by a lady, struggling modestly into existence, between the small stones
forming the embankment round some of its brilliant and favoured sister-
hood, the exotics in the Transept. The Bee was a wonderful exhibitor, though
he never had a medal awarded him, of skilled industry : a perfect Geometer,
Architect, and Manufacturer; and; moreover, a citizen of a well-compacted
State ; bis springs of action hidden in dense mystery baffling the most pierc-
ing scrutiny of the human intellect, but disclosing sufficient to startle and
humble the presumption and pride of MaN. .

The idea of the Lily, with her rich train of heavenly associations, fell into

1 Witness the magnificont choruses in the Samson Agonisies.
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the author’s mind, while indulging in a reverie in the Crystal DPalace, con-
cerning the Bee: and these divine words sounded in his ear as if whispered
by an Angel,—

Consider the Lilics of the field, kow they grow: they toil not, neither do they
spin: and yet I say unto you, That cven Solomon in all lis glory, was not arrayed
like one of these.  Whercfore, if God so clothe the grass of the field, whick to
day is, and to-morrow is cast into the oven, shall he not much more clothe you, O
ye of little faith 21

It may, moreover, be recollected, that in ancient pictures, the Augel of the
Annunciation is generally represented as bearing a Lily in his hand, while
telling his hallowed tidings to the Virgin.2

Thus, they, it was that the ideas of the Lily and the Bee came together ; and
their combined influence seemed thenceforth to invest the Crystal Palace, and
all 1t contained, with spiritual significance.

The Subject of the Poem, isMax, in his threefold relations® to the Earth, to his
fellow-man, and to God, Itis, however, Man, the Son of Adam—the Man of the
Bible, with whom the poem deals. The beholder sees in the Palace, the Inspired
Volume,! in all the languagesof the earth ; and from this radiant source derives
a clue to the origin and present condition of Man, his Doings, and his Destiny.
The eye is first directed to the sculptured figures of Adam, and Eve,? in their
hour of grief and shame, as just driven out of Eden: he gazes, awhile
awed into silence, ‘a son, come through six thousand years,” to look on his
First Parents, presently recounting to them the doings of their descendants,
partakers of their fallen nature. e murmurs the inquiry, whether they
feel the full significance of the scene, on which their own deeds have had so
portentous an influence! The next object is their blood-stained first-born,
Cam, ‘the crimson first-fruits® of their Fall, biooming ever deadly since,” in
hate, violence, outrage, war, massacre, and murder. The reluctant eyes of
Adam and Eve are pointed to the gleaming array of weapons of destruction,
tempered exquisitely, polished, and gemmed as though objects of pride and
satisfaction! They are told of dungeons, chains, and racks: of the gallows
and the guillotine which his children dare not exhibit: — that there are
arrayed around, cvidences of the idolatry of their descendants; that they dis-
play, as objects of admiration and pride, their gorgeous appavel ! forgetful of
its original : that their oflspring, brothers and sisters! buy, sell, and torturve
one another ! :

That they are still toiling, and spinning, and tilling the earth, ¢ating their
bread in thesweatof their brow: waiting the (carful andsudden Iind of all things.

They are asked if they have scen the sick, the maimed, the halt, the bling,
the broken-hearted, of their Sons and Daughters who Lave wandered past
them; and whether they perceived, through the disguises with which they con-
ccaled it from one another, their corrupt condition,—their lust, ambition, nia-
lice, pride, sellishness, covetousness, falseliood, and hypoerisy! They are told
that their descendants now spend their days like a tale that is told; that they
are but as grass of the field, flovrishing in the morning, and withering in the
evening ; returning unto the dust, cursed for their first parents’ sake ! That
they are still tempted by the Tempter of Eve? They areasked what, but fortheir
TMatt, vi. 28-30. % Post.p. &2 312 4P 48 SPp 43, 44 SP.45. T Dp. 45, 46,
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disobedience, would have been the condition of their progeny ? Whether
they communicated to their Sons and Daughters the dread mystery done in
Eden ? But at this depth of sorrow and humiliation into which the beholder
sinks, on sceing the first Adam, hope springs up: the heavy shadow on his
brow is seen to move,! and his sorrow-laden eye suddenly beams with light,
telling of a Second Adam 2

Adam and Eve have thus become twin founts of woe and joy, of despair and
hope, of death and life, through Him who overcame death, and brought Life
and Immortality to light : and in this solewmn spirit is addressed the Sovercigns
who has gazed on these images of her first parents; partaking, equally with
those over whom she rules, their fallen nature, their death, and resurrection ;
and with whom she must stand before the judgment-seat, in the Last Day.

Contemplated from this point of view, it is Max, as infinitely beyond, yet
seen throngh, His Works, whom the Crystal Palace is said to have really ex-
hibited. This was the Lesson written all around* it, in letters shining into
the awakened Soul; the lesson of True Wisdom,3 to be learnt from the sight of
hisownmultifarioushandiwork. By thisinner-light,the devoutobserver beholds
Max as he was, as he is, and as he shall be, after all the chances and changes
of this mortal life; indued with awful powers and responsibilitics, strietly pro-
portioned and adjusted to his means and opportunities. It is thus that he finds
his true position, in the creation and economy of God: his relation to his
Maker, and his fellow-creatures : and subsidiarily, to the ordained scene of their
action and probation® with its checkered, its myriad incidents.

These threefold relations ave all pervaded by the idea of a Usiry : on which
the eye settles most steadily, at the moment when otherwise it would be
wandering, dazzled and bewildered by the endlessly varying splendours attract-
ingit: and as soon as the beholder has caught a glimpse of this Unity, and not
till then, he sees the true and deep significance of the spectacle, speaking to
the mind of Statesman, Philosopher, and Divine, in sublime accents ; and he
exclaims, ‘O! rare unity in multiplicity ! uniformity in endless variety.'?
His own personal relations to the scene are suddenly changed; he feels one
—but one, still one, of that mighty and mysterious Unity, #an: and then
sixty centuries ¢ are suddenly felt sweeping past him: the air is instinet with
LIFF, the life of Man, his hopes, fears, agonies, delights, woes, and cares, ever
since his first parent was placed on the earth: misp is felt all around diffused :
MAN rises up, everywhere Man! in his manifestations and fortunes, multi-
form ; # mysterious in his doings, and his destiny.

The very Key-stone of the arch of this Unity, is ReveraTioy; a truth per-
emptorily iusisted on throughout : its reception constituting Light, and its
rejection, Darkness, as to the origin and destiny of man, and the objects and
conditions of his existence: without which all the Nations into which he is
multiplicd, may be regarded as but so many patches of poor Insects, crawling
over a globe swarming with other Insects.

This Unity exists in respect of ReLiciox : there being but one true religion,
of which all others are corruptions; even as there is but one God and Father
of us all: towards whom, if it can be distinctly conceived, and may be
reverently expressed, Man stands in the relation of one Unity, towards that

6. IP. 46. 1D, 47. 5P, 47,
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THE LILY AND THE BEE. xi

other ineffable Unity ; all that ever descended from Adam, being but as one
Man, before one God.!

A Unity as regards MaNRIND : in respect of origin, character, doings, and
destiny.? ¥or we are all the result of the one Almighty Fiat, recorded in
Scripture, by which Adam was created and became 3 a living soul, his blood
running in every human being that is now, or has ever since been, on the
earth, There is a plain unity of our essential physical, intellectual, and
moral nature: a unity of Language, through all its variations since the day on
which the one language, then spoken over the whole earth, was confounded at
Shinar.* A unity of Mental Action as evidenced by the objects ® to which the
mind of man has addressed itself always, cverywhere, and the manner of its
doing so, however modified by circumstances: a unity of moral nature; of
wants, wishes, hopes, fears, aversions, and the objccts exciting them: a
loudly-spoken unity and universality of Disease in our moral nature; and as
loudly-spoken a unity and universality of Remedy —the Fall and Ttedemp-
tion of Man, astevealed by God in the One Inspired Volumme. A unity in
respect of Destiny : a life hereafter, the condition of which is dependent upon
canduct here: and which will be righteously determined by the Judge of all
the Earth, in that one Great Day in which the Doom of every descendant of
Adam, will be pronounced irrevocably.

Thus a mournful splendour is thrown over the suddenly unrolled seroll of
the doings of Man during his pilgrimage on the planet assigned to him for
his temporary abode : Unity being a tie binding together into an organised
Whole, both spectacle and spectators; linking into one, each imaging the
other, Man’s Past, Present, and Future® This may be regarded as constitut-
ing the Esoteric teaching of the Great Spectacle: the Exoteric being those
more obvious ones which regard its material aspects, forms, and charac-
teristics : the latter being the mere vehicle of the former.” And in this
spirit we approach the spectacle as ‘a Mystic Mirror, brightly reflecting the
past, darkly the future.’s

The first reflection from this Mirror, is of the Past—revealing two ancient
Gatherings of the human family, recorded in Holy Writ, one of these the first
since the Flood; both pregnant with warning and consolation, suggesting
also resemblance, and contrast. The former of these Gatherings is that on
the plain of Shinar, with which the Poem opcns, when the impious auda-
city of Man was punished by that confusion of tongues which has ever since
prevailed, and which was perceived in full action # incessantly, in the Crystal
Palace; the spectators of which came from every quarter of the Globe, to con-
tribute their own handiwork, to scan and admire that of others. Then are indi-
cated several points of the Unity which has been spoken of. The latter of

1P 47 2P 4,

% ‘He did not mercly possess it,—he became it, (Gen. ii. 7). It was his proper being:
his trucst scif ; the Man in The Man.'—COLERIDGE,

tP. 1. ‘The bricks at Susa are stamped with inscriptions in the primitive Babylonish
character, It is found on thnse which compose the foundations of the primeval
cities of Shinar: and if the Birsi Nimrid be admitted to represent the tower of Babel—an
identification supported not merely by the character of the monument, hut the universal
belicf of the carly Talmudists,—it must, in the substructure of that edifice, cmbody the
vernaculur dialect of Shinar, ut the period when the carth was of one language and of one
speech.'—Cor. Rawcissow, Jour. of Royal Asiatic Socicty, vol, x. Part L., Prel. Rem., p. 20,
—cited in FoRrsTER'S One Primeval Languuge, vol. iii. p. 3.
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the two Gatherings is that on the plain of Dura: which has also its contrasts
andresemblances. It was a Royal Spectacle; anassembly of all the greatness
of many peoples, nations, and languages : but for the purpose of deliberately de-
fying and dishonouring the Deity, by a public act of Idolatry. The third Ga-
thering is that commemorated by the Pocwm: infinitely surpassingthe other two,
in every incident of graudeur; and sublimely contrasting, in occasion and ob-
ject:! kindling theaffeetion of Man forhisfellows; developing reverenceandlove
for their Almighty Father; and exhibiting the diversified and resplendent re-
sults of sixty centuries of industry and thought. But the spectacle has a deep
moral significance, in connection with its ancient predecessors: the Tower of
Babel, and the Golden Image of Nebuchadnezzar, are not the only modes
of dishonouring and disobeying the Deity, and committing the sins of pre-
sumption, vain-glory, and idolatry. This Mirror also darkly reflects the
Future —the Final Gathering of Man:? which may well overshadow the
beholder’s mind with awe, and lend a fearful and sublime significance to the
scene before him, its recollections aud associations.

There are two Books of The Lily and the Bee: the first representing a Day,
and the second a Nieur, and Eaxry Moxy, passed in the Crystal Palace.

THE FIRST BOOK.

I. Day in the Crystal Palace, deals directly with the Present, its people
and actions; but as they appear with light reflected from the Past, after six
thousand years’ toil and experience. The dispersed condition of our species,
and the present forms of their national existence, with their origin as recorded
in Seripture, are represented by the figure of the Queen passing awidst them
all: it being designed, at the same time, to indicate the position of England,
and her glorious mission 3 among her sister natious, civilised and savage. It
is then sought to afford a few dazzling* glimpses of the scene within the
Palace,—as well the endless variety of objects, as of the spectators gazing at
them; suggesting a community of object and attention to every different sec-
tion of mankind, at differcnt times, under infinitely varied circumstauces—
awakening similar tastes, eliciting the action of similar energies; and so indi-
cating a unity or identity of nature. The spectators themselves are grouped $
into great classes, and the spectacle regarded as a touchstone of their respec-
tive characters, capacities, and knowledge. Whilst the imagination is revel-
ling among the varied scenes so calculated to excite and charm its faculties,
scenes which the great poets of ancient and modern times are invoked to cele-
brate and eternise, philosophers are seen contemplating the combined results of
profound and patient experinent and observation: noting the progress of
Science,—as well where she stumbled, as in her rapid and sure onward career,
till she has achieved those transcendaut results collected before the admiring
and awe-stricken beholder: its microscope and telescope revealing two Infi-
nitudes :%—mechanics, chemistry, optics, steam, magnetism, electricity, all
combining to force on the mind a conviction, that Man of the present age,
with relation to his powers over the natural world, stands towards his ancient
predecessurs, as Light to Darkness.

1P 2 Pp. 41, 47, s Pl 4+ Pp. 3,13, 14, 26. s Pp. 12-14. ¢ P, 16,
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A Picture is suddenly exhibited of Man standing amid the dazzling results?
which his skill has effected, in dealing alike with the animate and inanimate
creation,—with the subtlest, most secret and potent elements and powers of na-
ture. Relying on the conscious strength of his facultics, he ascends higher and
higher in thought and speculation, till he passes the bounds of material things,
and dares to enter those rarefied regions, which seem to call forth powers
hitherto latent within him: he rises, as it were attracted by a hidden affinity
of his nature, till he approaches the idea of Deity, the Author of Nature, in
His awful attributes and perfections:2 he is then overwhelmed by realising
a personal relation between the creature and the Creator: who vouchsafes to
reveal Himsell in the language of Inspiration, as having made Man in His
own tmage, now darkened by disobedicnce; but still regarding His fallen crea-
ture with compassion, and dictating reasonable terms of restoration to His
favour: on which Man is represented as sinking into an abyss of reverence,
love, and fear, worshipping, falling down, and kneecling before the Lord His
Maker:¥ who is the Lord His God, and Man the people of His pasture, and
the sheep of His hand.

Beanty is seen thronging those regions of the Palace where Silks are glisten-
ing, in every hue, and of which the ingenuity and cruelty of Man has for ages
rifled a poor worm {*-mercilessly destroying it, in doing so. Certain ques-
tions are suggested, to which no answer can be given: and the ill-fated worm
is regarded as affording, in its own mysterious nature, an emblem and type of
Cuanee and ImvorraLITY.

The great Diamond is then addressed as the Queen of Gems, the cynosure
of myriad eyes, and supposed to be holding a Levee of her admirers. It is
hinted that questions are proposed freely as to her real nature and pretensions,
which courtly lips do not utter too loudly : she is also reminded that she has
a black sister,® and asked if she is disposed to disown aund despise her? and is
finally told that some gazing on her possess infinitely more precious gems thau
she—Genius, Charity, Resignation, Faith. She is also asked if she has noted
the thoughts and feelings which the sight of herself has excited in many of
them before her? Vanity, Rapacity, Covetousness?

On the outskirts of the crowd of worshippers is scen a philosoplher, smiling

! Pp. 18, 19. A distinguished scholar, since The Lily and the Bee was published, has
pointed out to the anthor o remarkable reseiblanee between the passage in the text above
referred to, and the following, in a Chorus of the dntigone of Sophocles, which was certainly
not present to the author's mind at the time. It is a grand one; and ¢xhibiting the great
Grecian Poet musiug on the marvels of his race, by the limited light of their achicvemeuts
twenty-two centurics ago. It may be thus presented to the English reader.

““ Many things are wondrous: but naught is so wondrous as man! Ile fearlessly travels
the foaming ocean, borne on the stormy blast, over the billows ruaring around hin !

“ He subduces and tills the wide carth.

* He makes the race of light-hearted birds, the fierce beasts of the forest, and the finny
tenants of the deep, his prey.

*Truly Man is subtle and skilful ¢

“ He tames the wild horse, and the mountain ball,

** Ie has learnt articulate speech ; Design, that is swift as the winds ; and the econonuy
of social intercourse.

‘* He fences himself in from the darts of the frost, and the rain.

. ;‘ Ever fertile of expedicnts, he goes on his way prepared against cach emergency of the
uture.

* Death alone, is beyond his power to battle @ at its approach he stands Lelpless 17
—Antigone, 332-3.—8ce ulso Job, xxviii. 1-11.

2 P18, Ir . i P, 25, 5 P, 25, Note 1. ¢ 1. 20,
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at their cager curiosity, ignorant wonder, and vain longings; and he betakes
himself to a distant spot where lies a shapeless slab of stone, inscribed with
faint and mystical characters, which his science interprets as indicative of
countless ages in the history of the carth—disclosing successive stages of
existence, and mysterious tenants of the earth, in every past condition. Then
are brought to light the astonishing revelations of Geology in these our
latter times.  Of these a succession of sombre and strange, but truthful pie-
turcs is presented: exhibiting extinet, varied, uncouth, tremendous forms of
the animal creation; but no trace of }an, or his doings: while the shining
traces of oXE Grod are seen everywhere: whereupon the Philosopher breaks
forth into a Hymn? to the Deity: for he saith, £ will praise thee, O Lord,
among the people: I will sing unto thee among the nations.

Again the behiolder finds himself careering along a glowing tide of wonder
and suggestiveness: awakening profound feelings in the Poet, the Historian,
the Naturalist, the Philosopher, the Divine, as they ponder the multifarious
constituents of the spectacle which is speaking myriad-tongued to the attuned
ear.3— Anon he finds himself wandering among the living statuary, imaging
the greatest characters that have appeared among men, in all nations, and
in all times; and those incidents and fables which have most prominently ar-
rested the attention, and challenged the admiration, of our species, in sacred
and profane, in ancient and modern history, in truth and fable.*

At length a group is scen of the great pocts,— Homer, ZEschylus, Dante,
Tasso, Milton, Shakespeare, —their iyres stilled while gazing at an ob-
ject which has arrested the attention of them all. Eschylus is especially
invoked, as author of the mystic and sublime fiction of the Chained Prome-
theus, who impiously stole the fire of Heaven to communicate it to mankind,
contrary to the will of the Gods. The Poets are called to forget their own
heroes and fables, to gaze on the transcendant object before them,—Newron,
in the act of receiving, with majesticreverence and sublime humility, as a gra.
cious gift from the hand of Omnipotence, the Key of the material universe—
the sublime discovery of the law of gravitation. The bards remain silent
with awe : and the lyre of Zschylus falls from his hand.

The Intellect of Man is here represented as being placed on the highest pin-
nacle of clevation : and the beholder sinks dazzled and exhausted by the con.
templation. While inclined to indulge in enthusiastic pride and exultation
at the vast intellectual powers with which Man is endowed, the current of his
thoughts is wholly and suddenly changed: for he is drawn, by his unseen
Mentor, to a distant spot in the Palace, where an insect——a BeeS—is beheld
repairing one of his cells, with unerring skill, and according to those perfect
geometrical principles, which it required the profoundest exercise of Man's
faculties, for ages, to comprehend and appreciate! This tiny twin-brother of
Sir Isaac Newton, is at work, repairing Architecture which he and his mystic
race constructed—a little hive, within that vast one which human Engineers
and Architects are so flushed with triumph in having devised and completed.
His work is perfection : dare they pronounce theirs so?—At what is the be-
holder looking ? At a small contemporary and co-tenant of the globe with man,
—at an insect ; whoseheaven-implanted science led it at oncetoframe itshiveof
harmonious hexagons among the trees and flowers of Eden. The first of their

1P 23 2 Psalm cviil. 8. 8P 13, ¢ Pp. 4. 26, s P, 28
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little race winged its way from flower to flower, in the presence of Adam and
Eve, before their fall, and shared the fortune of their descendants in the ark,
and in all subsequent time ; being still with us, after six thousand years of
toil and slaughter by man ! But while the Bees are thus indued with matehless
science, and exercising their physical functious by means which we have
striven in vain, from the days of Aristotle till now, to unravel, they exhibit
yet more marvellous and inexplicable phenomena: for they are a completely
organised State ! with duc gradations of rank, and a social economy carried
on by ageucies in confounding analegy to those of Man! Performing public
and private acts, as man does, and apparently with similar cuds in view:
they have a Queen, and royal family, vigilantly guarded and affection-
ately tended: living in a Royal Palace: they have sentinels, and claborate
fortifications against invaders: they have idlers, working classes, thieves,
police : colonies and marauding expeditions: sicges, battles: civil wars:
massacres ! ?

Profoundly meditating on all these, the beholder asks questions which no
mortal has been yet able, and may be never able to answer, concerning the
econumy of the Bee, and the objcets of its existence, Becoming more and more
perplexed, he is disposed to dogmatise, and impatiently pronounce the Bee
only ar orgauiscd compages of atoms : a mere mimic of reason and intelligence,®
having no moral capacity, no Past, no Future :—and the observer is beginning
to assert the existence of a vast distinction between the Bee and himself, that
between Instinct and Reason, when the suggestion suddenly occurs to him,
that he himself may be, at that moment, the subject of similar speculation to
some Superhuman Intelligence in the Heavens, regarding mankind as a curious
race of insects, doing everything by an irresistible and unaccountable agency,
and apparently attaching immense importance to our doings! He sees, with
amused curiosity, our magnificent fleets, armies, and fights by Sea and Land,
our soldicrs and sailors being to his eye merely red and blue insects: and
finds at length that we record our actions and discoveries : and imagine that
we have a knowledge of the Heavenly bodics, and their motions ! e, in his
turn, regards us asmere machinesfinely organised, only mimickingintelligence :
destitute of intellectual and moral capacity, and shut out from all knowledge
of God : considering that we have built the crystal hive in which he sees us,
without knowing why, and can derive no lesson from it! The beholder
feels that he is contemplating, in the Bee, a mystery exceedingly awful : why
we can see no moreinto it than we do, and yet have been allowed to see so far,
our common Maker has not thought fit to tell us: but He has vouchsafed us
so much light as enables us to know Him, and serve Him, according to the
conditions of a reasonable service: He has given us, as rational and moral
creatures, a mission ; as also an appropriate one to His other creature, the
Bee : and the beholder, humbled amidst the concentrated splendour of human
intellect on which he had been inclined to be vain-glorious, prays that
though the mission of the Bee may be hidden from him, though restless in-
quisitive man may be perplexed by the only partially-disclosed energies and
actions of other Existences, yet may he reverently discover his own duties, and
so fulfil the high mission assigned him. That mission is then conveyed in the
sublime language of Inspiration.—(Jer. ix, 23-24.)% : '
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Thus the beholder, in his own splendid Palace, is unexpectedly introduced
to the domains of an insect; to a veritable microcosm : whose tiny denizens
have social and political institutions, like ourselves, and exhibit in action a
science which taxes our own highest energies to become imperfectly acquainted
with. Having gradually risen from one stage of intellectual splendour to
another, the beholder has reached the most dazzling altitude ever attained
by man, in the person of the devout Christian philosopher, Newton ; from
whom he is led to make an instantaneous descent to a Bee, the unconscious
exponent of mystery and wonder, fraught with profound instruction, and in-
centives to faith, and humility.—Such is the Lesson taught by the mystic
insect, to its mighty fellow-creature.

THE SECOND BOOK.

I1. Midnight in the Crystal Palace i The glare of day has disappeared,
and the myriad visitors have departed : Man that 13, has made way for Man
that was: as though the tidings of this great Gathering of the extant mem-
bers of the family, and the wondrous array of their doings, had reached the
invisible world : whose denizens, as themselves concerned in the display of
that to which their own acts, in past time, had contributed, and who have
been allowed a moment back in time,? now gaze noiselessly, and awfully.
They are indued with the power of discovering inanimate objects, but are
not aware of the presence of the Poet ; who stands, a Man in time, surrounded
by Man from eternity3 They wander amazedly about this Epitome of the
world, its inhabi¥ants and their doings, and its present condition !

Foremost among the spectral throng are seen those most likely to be
affected by the assemblage of the Nations,—XKings, Conquerors, Legislators.
Conspicuous among them are Alexander, Cwsar, Charlemagne, Alfred, and
Napoleon, thinking of their fortunes on earth, and the motives and objects
which then influenced them. The first sighs as he gazes on the Sutlej,* recently
the scene of such great events, but to him the hated and humiliating Limit of
his Eastern progress. These great personages become gradually aware of the
changes which have occurred since their respective days of authority and
triumph : observing Power occupying new seats; novel modes of warfare;
changed Dynasties. Alfred is beheld lost in pious astonishment at the extent
of empire now ruled by one of his descendants. But there is a great crowd
of Kings and Conquerors also present, mortified at finding no trace of either
their names or actions, existing upon earth; not having been reéscued from
oblivion, by the pen of genius !

A mightier cohort is presently seen approaching,—the Monarchs of Mixp—
Philosophers. Alexander, great as he was, the pupil of Aristotle, is repre-
sented as melting away 5 before that sublime presence : who gazes around him
as though he were still sitting on the throne of philosophy, after the lapse of
two thousand years : but his dominion is sternly challenged by Roger Bacon ;8
a third presently approaching, Lord Bacon, who subverted the throne of
Aristotle, and, seizing his sceptre, transmitted it to his own successors for all
time. This great philosophic genius is represented as throned in the Palace
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teeming with the trophies of the Experimental Philosophy—trophies which Le
is seen exhibiting to Aristotle and Roger Bacon, who greet each other nobly *
All three become aware of the vast progress made, since their time, in philo-
sophy. The successors of Lord Bacon are then imagined passing in review
before him, owning allegiance, by prosecuting science on his principles, by a
rigorous adherence to experiment and observation: and they tell him of his
realms extonding ceaselessly everywhere : especially apprising him, and his
ghostly supporters, of the wondersof geological science—pointing to a new Past,
and shadowing a woundrous future.? The thoughts of Aristotle are imagined
shaping themselves into the mighty wish, O/ had this day been mine! Else-
where is seen Archimedes, profoundly intent upon the machinery in noise-
less motion before him—a motionless shadow, gazing at shadows moving :
and tracing the opevation of principles which he himself had developed, two
thousand years before.

Collected round an Orrery in motion, before which, during the day, had
been seen a group of children familiar with its teaching, and telling it trip-
pingly to onc another, are seen ancient Astronomers, Chaldean, Egyptian,
and Grecian, pereciving their respective systems subverted by that which the
motion of the Orrery is illustrating : and among them Aristotle, who, with
Thales, Phythagoras, Auaxagoras, and many others, stands lost in mournful
wonder, at the revolution in Astronomical Science which they witness : But
the observer owns the intelleetual greatness of these ancient sages, wise
according to the light they had, and gazes on them reverentially.

The rapid progress of Astronomical Science is then traced down to the day
of Galileo, whosc wretched Apostacy from Hegven-taught tputh, through the
fear of man, is denounced sorrowfulky and ‘indignantly : and the ancient
Astronomers are represented as confounded by the revelations of Galileo's
telescope. Their great successors are then introduced: Newton being seen
towering above them all, and sublimely indicating the recently-discovered
truths, which he bad been instrumental in discovering. As he proceeds, his
countenance is overshadowed with gloom : for he sees approaching the spirit
of his Godless successor and commentator, La Place ; who is now, however,
confuted by the revelations of Eteruity, and stands meekly and repentant
hehind his mighty master; who leads the great ones around Lim higher and
higher into the heavens, pointing out system circling system after system,
till all are beheld circling the central glory, the scat of Deity :3 where sits
One who stooped to the carth to redeem mankind, and will hereafter return
to be their judge. Thus in these shadow-peopled realms, the mind is fixed on
Man, his Doings, and Destiny, his rclations to man, and to his Maker, his
past and future: and the present is overshadowed with the final Gathering.

Newton is presently seen approaching Socrates and Plato ; who are convers-
ing with Butler, the great Christian Divine and Philosopher of modern days:
all three of whom had dedicated their lives to the love and scarch after truth.
The subjects of their converse are—Truth, Mind, Immortality, and Deity :
and the two Pagan Philosophers are listening to the Christian’s exposition of
revealed truth, ¢ with brightening countenance !’4  Butler cxelaims of each,
*Thou wast not far away.'® 1lere it is designed toindicate the dim glimmer-
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ing of revealed truth, through the mists of tradition, exhibited by the tcaching
of Socrates and Plato: and the passage is written chiefly for those familiar
with the tender and sublime account given by Plato of the death of So-
crates, and his last discourse on the Immortality of the Soul.l Ouly faiut
echoes of this converse are heard; being heavenly melodies, fit for immor-
tality and eternity only:? but an awtul question is asked, to indicate the
nature of it.3

This vision disappears, and the beholder enters the misty regions of
Mythology: in the midst of which is seen Aschylus standing, in forlorn
grandeur, before the image of his own Chained Prometheus. The mighty
Poet’s lyre is lying with broken strings at his feet ; but suddenly there comes
a glitter in his eye, showing a half-awakened consciousness that he has been
dealing with the fragments of primeval truths, the ancient but obscured
knowledge of the wrath of GGod with Man, for 8in, and of the destined suffer-
ings of the Divine Mediator, by which alone that wrath could be appeased.*
This passage is addressed to those who have read and thought of the Pro-
metheus Bound, as a Greelan myth of the Fall of Man. This is conceived to
be the middle point between Truth and Fable; or rather Truth refracted
through the accumulating indistinctness and error of Tradition: and the
beholder is represented as suddenly guided through past time, towards the
source of primeval Truth, which becomes more and more vividly distinct, as
he passes on his awful flight towards the revealed origin of man, and of all
things. The ‘clouds disperse, the shadows fly,” while events, scenes, and per-
sons are successively appearing, as recorded in the Volume of Inspiration.
At length is reached the primeval fratricide, Cain: the man first born of
woman, upon the Earth, and who stained that Earth with the blood of the
sccond. Cain, the Prince of his bloody race, appears standing tortured, amid
a haze crimsoned with his crime, surrounded by a hideous throng of his
blood-stained descendants.®

Passing beyond this scene of horror, the bewildered traveller through past
time suddenly stands, dissolved in tenderness and awe, before Adam and
Eve, just driven guilty and derror-stricken out of Eden.$

Having thus seen the Past, the Present, and the Future of Man, indissolubly
linked together, and respectively reflecting each other, the beholder is sud-
denly recalled to the earthly scene of his vision, and the objects which had
occasioned it, under the guidance of his unseen guardian. The splendours
which dazzled those thronging it by day, have no attraction for the eyes seeing
through a spiritual medium: but the former are apostrophised, and asked
whether their eyes had been satiated with the material splendours which had
presented themselves : Had they scen nothing but gems, gold, and jewels ?
Had they not perceived the spectacle fraught with a Divine lesson, speaking
through the cyes, to the awakened soul? Then a Gem infinitely transcending
all, had lain unseen '—Wisvom, the wisdom which cometh from wbove : for it is
not Wisdom, merely to collect the bright but perishing things of time and
sense, to gaze at them wistfully, with curiosity, exultation, and pride. A
sublime voice is heard, both asking and answering the question, WoEkE
BIIALL WISDOM BE rOUNDP—a voice? reverently recognised by the assembled
spirits—
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And unto Man, He said,
The fear of the Lord, that is Wisdom,
Aud to depart from evil, is understanding.

This language of Taspiration attracts the beholder to the spot where lies
the Holy Volume1 enshrining it, represented as radiating light. While stand-
ing before it, a great moral problem? is suggested to his mind. Dark and
deadly doubts and misgivings at length begin to crowd upon him ; and appar-
ently deserted by his guardian angel, he gradually sinks deeper and deeper
into a black abyss of scepticism, and despair: but his heavenly attendant re-
appears : and by an illuminating act of Faith, he rises to a sense of Scriptural
light, and peace. Ile then humbly asks whether the impious Scoffer has, from
time to time, stood before the Holy Volume, despising it as a collection of
fables alike derogatory to the dignity of human intellcct, and inconsistent
with the goodness, wisdom, and justice of God: and ntters a prayer that the
eyes of any such may be opened, to sec Truth in Hallowed Mystery ; and
becoming a ehild of light, walk thenceforth in The Light.

The vision is at length drawing to a close:3 the spiritual erowd is dissolv-
ing away—vanishing shadows, within a shadow vanishing—as though obedi-
ent to 2 mysterious summons, unheard by the mortal beholder* There is a
noiscless confusion : forms arc intermingling, but in dread silence: and then
the solitary earthly tenant of the Palace is once more ALoxg, with the chill
of Eternity on his soul.

It is now rarLy morN. The rosy rays of the splendid Suw, approaching,
are faintly beaming on the Crystal Solitude, and melting away the shades of
night: gradually revealing the myriad splendours visible during the day,
but making the beholder’s solitary condition only the more oppressive.
Yielding to the impulse of his social nature, he yearns for intercourse with his
fellow-tenants of the Earth ; and has a mournful sense of his own fleeting pre-
carious tenure of life ; passing away like a shadow, as had done those whose
mysterious presence he has just lost. A sense of the vastness and awfulness
of the visible and invisible economy of God, has overwhelmed him: he feels
deserted in the stupendous creation; as though he himself were neglected,
and unworthy of Almighty notice or protection; desolate, and unable to
realise any personal relations with his Maker, At the moment when he feels
perishing from a sense of insignificance, he hears the chirping of a sparrow,
itself the most insignificant tenant of the air—not a farthing’s worth ;3 but
he remembers with reverence, that God himself declared that not one of even
them was forgotten before Him, and vouchsafed to say to Man, even the very
hairs of your head are numbered. Fear not, thercfore! ye are of more value
than many sparrows! Even that poor tenant of the air is now invested with
interest, as his fellow-creature, and cared for by their common Creator: with
whom, however, the beholder dreads to feel himself alone—with Tur Purr,
Impurity ! His spirit droops with a sensc of unworthiness of the favour of
God : he relapses into despondency and gloom; knowing that he is but as
a flower of the field : which disappears, even with the wind going over it,

It is at this moment that the attendant Spirit benignantly performs her

1 Pp. 47, 48. 2P. 48. 3. 50. 4P, 50.
5 Are not five sparrows sold for two farthings —Matt. xii. 9,
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final office of love. Recalling him from his wanderings over the Universe of
God’s creatinn, she directs his eye to a solitary object,—a Lily. He sees init, at
first, a mere neglected ficld-flower ; a stray intruder upon the splendid province
of her delicately tended sisterhood :? but, influenced by his departing attend-
ant, he suddenly detects in it an awakening and sublime significance. He
first sees in the Lily, as his thoughts expand, the representative of NaTure,
appearing in simple majesty, in the very Palace of Arr: God's handiwork,
amongst the handiwork of man ; eclipsing all the varied richness and mag-
nificence surrounding it. Here, both Man, and his greatest doings, are reduced
to instant nothingness, before his Almighty Maker !

The pride of intellect has thus been gently rebuked and humbled, alike by an
Insect, and a Flower: and as the approaching sun is rapidly restoring visible
splendour to the accumulated trophies of Man's power, he himsclf bows down
amidst them, with adoration, at the footstool of OmniporeNcE. He remembers
that the incarnate God himself expressly declared, that the highest triumphs of
Art, typified by the glory of Solomon, were as nothing, in comparison with
this Lily! His humbled faculties rise now to the contemplation of Almighty
power : if the mere Flower of the Field be really so glorious, what must be
the glory of Creation, as Man may, hereafter, be permitted to see it ?

But beyond all this, the divinely-selected Flower is fraught with still pro-
founder interest. By it, One dead yet speaketh, tenderly, to the distrustful and
troubled hearts of his creatures : assuring them that their wants, their suffer-
ings, their sorrows, are all known to Him, and that He will provide for them :
and finally, commanding them, Seek ye first the Kingdom of God and His
righteousness : and all these things shall be added unto you.?

Then the Lily is taken with reverence into the hand of him whom it has
taught so sublime a lesson from on high; and the Poem ends with the spec-
tacle of a Sow, gazing, in the Lily, on a blooming emblem of the Power and Love
of au Almighty FATHER.

LET THE WORDS OF MY MOUTH, AND THE MEDITATION OF MY HEART, BE ALWAY
ACCEPTABLE IN THY 816HT, O Lorp, My STrRENGTH, AND MY REDEEMER S

1P, 52 2 Matt. vi. 33. 3 Psalm xix. 14, 15.



PREFACE T0 THE ORIGINAL EDITION.

Ix the South Transept of the Crystal Palace, already vanishing from before
our eyes, may be seen, for a little while longer, twin figures of the youthful
Alfred the Great, and his Mother; who is giving him the Book of Saxon
poetry, which she had prowmised to him, among her sons, who should soonest
learn to read it. Historians record, that Alfred was passionately fond of the
Saxzon poems, listening to them eagerly by day, and by night; and that as
he listened, the first aspirings of a soaring mind seem to have arisen within
him. He treasured the poems in his memory ; and, during the whole of his
life, poetry continued to be his solace and amusement, in trouble and care.

In this Volume will be found a precious relic, which, it is thought, few
persons will contemplate unmoved, of the illustrious Monarch’s genins ; and
some - of what follows, it has been attempted to fashion on that exquisite
model. It seemed to a loyal Englishman, that in this there was a certain
appropriateness. The name of Alfred is very dear to us;! and it is equally
affecting and suggestive to imagine, doubtless consistently with the fact, the
Royal Mother and Son of 1851, gazing at the sculptured images of the Royal
Mother and Son of a thousand years ago : with the royal Father standing by,
to whom the world stands largely indebted, for the transcendent and pro-
foundly instructive spectacle which they have assembled to witness.

In offering to the public this record of impressions which can never be
effaced from the mind and heart of its Author, that instructed Public is ap-
proached with deep solicitude ; but he ventures to indulge the hope, that
by one who may think proper to peruse this Volume deliberately, suspending
his judgment till the completion of the perusal, both the Ly, and the Bes
may be then found speaking with some significance.

InxER TEMPLE, September 1851.

1 He was called, in the old time, ‘S8hepherd of his People,’ the  Darling of the English!’
—1It was his own mother, Osburga, and not, as some historians assert, his French step-
mother, who showed to him and his brothers the volume of Anglo-S8axon poetry, saying,
‘He who first can read the book shall have it.'—See Bir FrancIs PALGRAVE'S History of
EBagland, Anglo-Sazon Period, p. 161, i
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THE

LILY AND

BOOK

Four thousand years ago, said The
Voick,! the whole Family of man was
gathered together on the plain of Sur-
NAR.

They spoke often, in cne langunage,?
of the awful Deluge which had hap-
pened but a century before ; and
pointed out, oue to auother, the traces
of it, still everywhere visible.

Those who had been in the Ark,
wounld start from their sleep! as in
dreams they heard the roar of the
Waters, and again beheld their deso-
late expanse.

Yet was the dread lesson lost upon
the ungrateful and presumptuous
Licarts of those who had not been
whelmed beneath the waters.

Minded to dishonour Him who had
spared them, while destroying their
fellows, and to frustrate His all-wise
purposes, they would build a City, and
a Tower whose top might reach unto

1 This is supposed to be the Voice of an
Attendant Syarit.

2 ¢ The higher we ascend in history,” says
that accomplished antiquarian, Sir Francis
Palgrave, ‘‘ the moro apparent are the traces
of that unity which sabaisted, when we were
all of one languago and of one speech (Gen.
xv. 1,})in the plain of Shinar.”—History of the
Anglo-Saxrons, Book L c. 1,

THE BEEL

THE FIRST.

Heaven, and prevent their being scat-
tered abroad upon the face of the whole
earth?®

Then was precipitated upon thera the
event which they had sought to avert.

Their labours were interrupted from
on high; their language was suddenly
confounded ;

And they were scattered abroad
from thence upon the face of all the
carth, bearing about with them, even
until now, the badge of their punish-
nient and humiliation.

Sixteen hundred years afterwards,
near the scene of that impiety and
folly, occurred a great gathering of the
self-same Family, in the plain of Dura,
in the proviuce of Dabylon, at the bid-

rding of a mighty monarch.

There he had gathered together the
princes, the governors, and the cap-
taius, the judges, the treasurcrs, and
the councillors, the sheriffs, and all
the rulers of the provinces, and all the
People, Nations, and Languages.

8 This Babylonish Tower, says the philo-
sophic Schlepel, has been, in every age, a
figure of the Heaven-aspiring edifice of lordly
Arrogance; which is, sooner or later, sure to
be struck down, and scattered afar, by the
arm of the divine Nemesis,
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In the midst of them glittered a
golden image, which Nebuchadnezzar
the king had set up, and had come
forth to dedicate.

And a herald eried aloud, command-
ing all people, nations, and languages,
that at what time they heard the
sound of the cornet, flute, harp, sack-
bat, psaltery, dulcimer,and all kinds of
mausic, they should, on pain of death, fall
down and worship that golden image.

The impious despot was obeyed:
the People, the Nations, and the Lan-
guages, bowed, in base idolatry, before
the golden image that Nebuchadnez-
zar the King had set up;

All but three noble youths?! wor-
shippers of the God whom their Mou-
arch was dishonouring, and who, in
Lis rage and fury, cast them forthwith,
but vainly, into a burning fiery fur-
nace, saying, Who is that God that
shall deliver you out of my hands?

Two thousand four hundred years
have since rolled on; and behold!

In this present year of our Lord,
cighteen hundred and fifty-one, indi-
cating the lustrous epoch from which
Christian people now reverently reckon
time,

In this little western Isle, unknown
to the haughty Babylonian, whose
place? has been swept with the besom
of destruction, occurs another gather-
ing of that self.same family: of all
people, and nations, and languages,
on a royal invitation, and for a royal
Dedication.

A Christian Queen, on whose Em-
pire setteth not the sun; who had read
in holy writ of the plains of Shinar,
and of Dura, went forth with her Con-
sort and her Offspring, attended by
her princes, her nobles, her statesmen,
her warriors, her judges, her philoso-
plers, amidst a mughty multitude:

1 See NoTE, No. I. — Why Daniel was not
cast into the Fiery Furnace.”

2 1 will rise up against them, saith the
Lord of Hosts—aud cut off from Babylon the
name.

I will also make it a possession for the bit-
tern, and pools of water, and I will sweep it
with the besom of destruction.

This is tho rejoiciug city, that dwelt care-
fessly ; that said in her heart, I am, and there
is none bosides me: how is she becomo a
duesolution !—Lsaiul xiv. 22, 23; Zeph,, iL. 15,

Notimpiouslytodishonourthe Deity,
and attempt to thwart his purposes;
not to inaugurate an idol, and to De-
dicate an linage, impiously command-
ing it to be worshipped; but, in the
hallowing presence of His ministers
whom Nebuchaduezzar had dishonour
ed, to bow before Huy, e Lorp oF
Heavex axp EArrH,

Who, from the place of His habita-
tion, looketh down upon all the inha-
bitants of the earth, and understandeth
all their works;

To offer humble adoration and
thanksgiving for His mercies, marvel-
lous and numberless, vouchsafed to
herself, and to His people committed
to her charge;

In Whom she ever hath affiance,
seeking His houour and glory!

To cemeut, as far as in her lay, a
universal brotherhood, and promote
among all natious, unity, peace, and
concord ;

To recall great nations from the de-
vastations of war, to the delights of
peace;

To exhibit a mighty spectacle, equal-
led but by its spectators:

Humbling, clevating, expanding,
solemnising the soul of every beholder
capable of thought, purified with bat
even the faintest tiucture of devout-
ness;

Speaking to great minds, to states-
man, philosopher, divine, in accents
sublime :

Telling of Max, in his relations to
the earth;

May, in his relations to men;

Mayx, in his relations to Gop.

Yes, to a Palace, risen like an ex-
halation,® goes the Queen, mindless
of predicted peril — standing within
it, the dazzling centre of a nation’s
love and auxiety ;

With stately serenity, beside her
illustrious and philosophic Spouse,
and illustrious offspring;

Her eyes reverently downceast, while
one voice only sounds, humbly utter-
ing prayer and praise*—Not unto us,

3 MiLton's Paradise Losl, Book I,

4 Now therefore, O God, we thank Thee;
we praoise Theo ; and entroat Thee so to over-
rule this assembly of many nations, that i¢
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not unio us, but unto thy name be all the
glory !—

Amidst all that is lovely, great, and
pious, from all lands ; wlhosc eyes are
moistened, whose hearts are swelling:

Anon peals forth, in solemn har-
nony, Hallelujah!

There stand members of the scat-
tered family of Man :

Come from East, come from West;
come from North, come from South;
from the Old World, from the New:

And, glittering all around, are tro-
phies of industry and peace from every
land, wafted over vast oceans:

Results of Toil grown skilful, after
six thousand years.

—Then hie thee to that Palace, said
The Voice:

Mingle among thy fellows, unheed-
ed by the gay and great.

Be thou but reverently humble, and
I will be with thee, One Unseen, yet
seeing all: what I will show, the self-
sufficient spirit shall never see;

Being with quickest scnsuous eye,
quite blind ; yet, all the while, before
a mystic mirror, brightly reflecting
the Past, darkly the Future,

But thow, unnoticed one! perchance
despised—behold! ponder!

Hie thee ! haste! it vanisheth.

It vanisheth ! and melts into the
Pust.

* * * %

There was standing without the
Crystal Palace, in a pauper dress, a
grey-haired harmless idiot, gazing at
the vast structure, vacantly. Gently
arresting me as I passed, he pointed
with eager, gleeful mystery, uttering
incoherent sounds, to the door which
he was not permitted to enter.t

Poor soul! said The Voice, mourn-
fully, this banquet is not spread for
thee!

I left him without, gibbering to a
may tend to the advancement of Thy glory,
to the diffusion of Thy holy Word, and to the
Increase of general prosperity, by producing
peace and goodwill among the different races
of mankind.—From the Prayer of the Aveh-
dishop of Canterbury. in the Crystal Palace,
which opened on the 1st May 1851, and closed
on the 11th October 1851,

1 The oppressive incident sbove related

actually occurred to the author; producing
an himpressjon never to be effaced.

pitying sentinel, and entered with a
spirit saddened, but thaukfal,

DAY, IN THE CRYSTAL PALACE !

Music echoing through the trans.
parent fabric !

Fragrantflowersand graceful shrubs
blooming, and exhaling sweet odours !

Fountaiuns flashing and sparkling in
the subdued sunlight !

Inliving sculpture, behold the Grand,
the Grotesque, the Terrible, the Beauti-
ful !

Every form and colour imaginable,
far as the eye can reach, dazzlingly
intermingled !

Andlo! seventy thousand sons and
daughters of Adam, passing and re-
passing, ceaselessly :

Bewildered, charmingly!

Gliding amidst bannered Nations—
through country after country, re-
nowned in ancient name, and great
in modern : civilised and savage.

From the far East, and West, misty
in distance, faintly echo martial
strains, and the solemn anthem !

The Soul, approached through its
highest senses, is flooded with excite-
ment ; all its faculties appealed to at
ouce, it sinks, for a while, exhausted,
overwhelmed.

Who can describe this astounding
spectacle ?

Lost in a sense of what it is, who
can think what it is like ?

Philosopher and poet are alike agi-
tated, and silent!

Gaze whithersoever they may, all
is marvellous and affecting :

Stirring new thoughts and emotions,
and awakening oldest memories and
associations—

Pasr, Presexr, Fururg, linked to-
gether mystically, each imaging the
other, kindling faint suggestion, with
sudden startle !

And where stand they ¢

Scarce nine times had the moon

Performed her silent journey round
the earth,

Since grass grew, refreshed with
dew and zephyr, upon the spot on
which is now glistening a crystal
palace, then not even imaged in the
mind of its architect,—
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Now teeming with things rich and
vare, from well-nigh every spot of
earth on the terraqueous globe,

Telling, oh! grand and overwhelm-
ing thought! of the uttermost indus.
try and intellect of MaN, in every
clime, of every hue, of every speech,
since his Almighty Maker placed him
upon the earth!

Max, made in His own image, after
His likeness, a little lower than the
angels, and crowned with glory and
honour;

Given domiuion over all the earth
and sea, and all that are in them, and
in the air,—that move, and are :

Telling of max, ever since the holy
calm and rest of the first Sabbath:
since the dark hour in which he was
driven, disobedient and woe-stricken,
out of Eden,

Doomed, in the sweat of his face to
eat bread, in sorrow, all the days of
hislife, tillhe returned intothe ground,
curged for his sake :

The dread sentence echoing in his
ears, Dust thou art, and unto dust
shalt thou return!

O spirit, convey me, awhile, from
this scene of mystery,

This so restless sea of my fellow-
beings !

Let me alone,
humbly, reverently !
Sixty centuries are sweeping

past me!

Their sound is in my ear, their

dread is on my soul!

The air! the dust! is instinct with

L1FE, the life of man!

Speaking to the soul, of all the

hopes, and fears, the agonies, delights,

The woes, and cares, that have agi-

tated the countless millions, my fel-
lows, descended from our fallen Father,
the First Adam, and like him returned
to the dust:

Whither I, and all his sons, my

brethren, strangers! and sojourners!
. as all our fathers were! are journey-
iug fast.

0, spare me a little, before 1 go

hence, and be no more seen !

—T faintly breathe an air, spiritual

and rare;

Mind all around diffused!

apart, meditate

Max rises before me, everywhere,
man !

In his manifestation and misfortune,
multiform ; mysterious in his doings
and his destiny !

And, T, poor Being! trembling and
amazed, am also man;

Part of that mighty umry;

One, but one! still one! of that
vast family to whom belongs the
earth ;1 still holding, albeit unworth.
ily, our charter of lordship.

Tremble, child of the dust! remem-
bering from Whom came that charter,
well-nigh forfeited, Tremble! standin
awe!

Yet hope; for He knoweth thy
frame ; He remembereth that thou
art but dust; and, like as a father
pitieth his own children, even so is
merciful unto them that fear Him !

Return, with lightened heart, with
cheerful lock, said The Voice, benig-
nantly,

And read a scroll, suddenly unrol-
led, of the doings of thy wondrous,
wayward race, upon the earth!

Again within the Nave all
bright! all beautiful {—

Hail! Welcome! BRETHREN, s1srERS
all!

Come hither trustfully, from every
land and clime!

All hail! ye loveliest! bravest !
wisest! best !

Ofevery degree! complexion !speech!
One and the self-same blood in ali our
veins !? Our hearts, fashioned alike!

Alike feeling, loving, admiring: with
the same senses and faculties perceiv-
ing and judging what the same ener-
gies have produced !

Stay ! Has my ear, suddenly quick-
ened, penetrated to the primeval lan-
guage, through all its variations, since
the scattering and confusion of Shinat!

1 All the whole heavens, are the Lord's:
the earth hath He given to the children of
men.—Psalm exv. 16.

2 (tod, that made the world, and all
things therein, hath made of one blood ail
nations of men, for to dwell on all the face
of the earth, and hath determined thebounds
of their habitation, and {s not for from every
one of ua.—Acts, xvii. 24-27.
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O rare unity in multiplicity, unifor.
mity in endless variety !

Yonder comes THE QUEEN!

Nor hideous shot, nor shell, tears
open a crimson path,

But one is melting before her, —
melting with love and loyalty.

All unguarded !

No nodding plume, nor sabre gleam-
ing, to startle or appal : she moves
midst myriads—silent myriads:

Unheard by her their voice, but
not unfelt their thoughts,

Fondly flowing while she passes

by :

O, all from foreign lands ! un-
covered be awhile !

Behold a solemn sight :

A nation's heart in prayer!

And hear their prayer,

Gop SAVE THE QUEEN!

And God save thee, too, wise and
pious Prince, Her Spouse!

Well may thine eye look round
well pleased,

And with a modest dignity,

Upon a scene designed by thee :

Sprung into being under thy prince-
ly fostering:

An enterprise right royal! nobler
far than ever Prince before accom.
plished :

All bloody feats of war eclipsed,
by this of Peace, all-potent peace.

O glorious war to wage: Science
and Truth, with Error, Ignorance, and
Prejudice——lying all prostrate here :
vanguished : O would 1t were, to rise
no more !

And thou here, too, young Prixce,
their first-born son: thou hope of
England : future King!

God bless thee, Prince: God grant
thee many many years, wherein to
learn, by bright example, how to
wear a crown, and sway a sceptre.

Look well around thee: think of
Her whose hand is holding thine!

Mark thou its marvels,—Read its
LE8SSON, well !

Illustrious Three, our hearts yearn,
seeing you stand before the image of
your ancestor, oh Queen ! Alfred : the
Great: the Good : the Wise.

What thoughts are yours, while

gazing at the glorious pair, Mother
and Son ?

Young Prinec ! look well on that
young Prince : remember: resemble!
In your veins runs his rich blood !

Methinks I see the Queen look
grave,

While passing slowly down the
wondrous nave.

Flag after flag hangs over her,

Emblems of Nations, great and glo-
rious some, all friendly!

All here, receiving Queenly, Prince-
ly welcome : therein, the Nation's.

The very Genius of each State is
here !

Beauteous, but timid —trembling,
as though affrighted with recent
sounds and sights of blood and tu-
mult : even here, scarce reassured !

But, gentle ones! breathe freely
HERE !

As ye have left behind your vesture
darkened, it may be, and crimson-
spotted, and donned attire so gay and
graceful, so vanish fear from your
lovely countenances!

In your own Sister’s Palace, away
with terror and distrust !

Start not, as though your ears yet
caught frightful sounds of cries ! and
musketry ! of shot, and shell! See
here, all peace and love !

Britannia passes by : she greets
vou fondly ; embracing with a sister's
tenderness.

Where is The Queen? In Spain!
and yet, within her own dominions!

She is standing on the dizzy height
of Gibraltar, impregnable, tremend-
ous;

And tranquilly surveying the king-
doms of two sister Queens, in East
and West : herself on British ground,
won by British valour, and so retained,
and guarded.

Then does she muse of Tubal’s pro-
geny?} Of dynasties long passed
away—Pheenician, Carthagenian, Ro-
man sway : of Vandal, Goth, and
Saracen: Crescent and Cross.

Sees she the passes where glittered
the standards of Charlemagne, and

1 The original settlers in Spain are sup-

posed to have been the progeny of Tubal,
the fifth son of Japheth.
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echo in her ears the bugles of Ronces-
valles ?

Thinks she of mighty ones gone by
—all, all, but one : of Hanmbal : of
Scipio : Pompey: Cesar: Napoleon:
her own Wellington .

And sadly looks on hill, and vale,
and stream,

Crimsoned with Spanish, French,
and British blood :

Sees she myriad bayonets, bristling
everywhere, and flashing sabres;

And hears the deadly volley rolling,
and thunder of artillery—

Vimeira !

Torres Vedras !

Corunna!

Talavera!

Salamanca !

Vittoria!

Trafalgar !

France! noble, sensitive!

Our ancient rival, now our proudly-
splendid, emulous friend !2

Our Queen in gallant France! But
with no fear, ye chivalrous!

Behold the royal Lady, who, scarce-
ly seated on her throne,

Quickly responded to your grand
request,

Giving youback your glorious DEAD,

Then, after life’s fitful 3 fever sleep-
ing well, in her domain, in ocean far
away ;

1 Like their great predecessors in the
wars of Rome and Carthage, these two illus-
trions chiefs rolled the chariot of victory
over its surface, and, missing each other,
scverally conguered every other opponent,
till their own renown filled the world, and
Europe, in breathless suspense, awaited the
issue of their conflict on another shore. —
ALIsON, vol. viii. p. 897.

2 And since become our ally, in the great
und just war against Russia, [1854.]

8 Macbheth, Act ITI. scene 2.

4 Le gouvernement de sa Majesté espere
gue Pempressement, gu'’il met & répondre &
cette demande, sera considéré en France
comme une preuve du désir de sa Majesté
d'éffacer jusqu’d la dernidre trace de ces ani-
mosités nationales qui, pendant la vie de
1I'Empereur, avaient poussé les deux nations
ala guerre. Le gouvernement de sa Majestd
espere que de pareils sentimens, s'ils exist-
aient encore, soraicnt ensevelis A jamais,
dans le tomibeau desting 3 recevoir les restes
mortels de Napoléon. — Despatch of LORD
ParmieRsTON, 9th May, 1840. These are
wurds, justly rewarks the historian, of dig-

And now upon your soil, his own
loved Fraace, sleepeth NaroLeox !

—His ear heard not the wailing
peal, thrilling through the o'ercharged
hearts of his mourning veterans :

Nor did he hearthe mingled thunder-
ings of our artillery, yours, and our
own,

In blended solemn friendliness,t
Honouring his mighty memory.
Ye, Frenchmen, saw, and heard,
Weeping nobly 'mid the melting

melody :5 and we were looking on,

with throbbing heart.

See then, our Queen! She wears
a crown, and holds a sceptre: em-
blem of majesty, of power, of love,
alone '—

See, see, embodied to your sight!

England's dear Epitome,

And radiant Representative !

All hearts in hers ; and hers, in all:

11B)rita.in, Britannia : Bright Victoria,
all '—

—A sadness on her brow ! thinking,
perchance, of royal exiles,® sheltered
1 her realm:

It may be of a captive,” too, in
yours: he no Jugurtha! brave: hon-
ourable : noble : broken-hearted—
oh! French —ye proud and gener-
ous

Passed into BeLarum, fair and gay—
Yonder the plain of Waterloo.

nified generosity, warthy of the chivalrous
days of a great nation. — Avisox, vol, xiv.
p. 198,

5 This points to one of the grandest and
most affecting incidents in the history of
France and England. In the year 1840 the
French government requested the English
to give the French the remains of their great
Emperor : a request which was acceded to
with dignified promptness. When thecoffin
was opeved, the countenance of Napoleon was
exhibited serene and undecayed, exciting
profound emotions in those who beheld it.
The British naval and military forces at Bt
Helena vied with the French in hanour-
ing the mighty dead. Theremains were rc-
interred with great solemnity and splen-
dour, on the 15th December 1840, in the
Church of the Invalides.

¢ Louis Philippe and his family, who
escaped from Paris on the 24th February
18458. He died here on the 26th August 1850.

7An allusion to Abd-el-Kader; who waa
ghortly afterwards liberated by the present
Emperor of the French, in a graceful and
noble spirit.
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Hercheekisflushed: anongrowssad.

There approaches a mourner, a royal
mourner.! His air is serene, but sor-
rowful : his cheek is wasted ; and his
eye tells of a sorely smitten heart.

His hand yet feels the pressure of
those lilied fingers which clasped it
fondly, gently, at last unconsciously :

And he sees still those eyes which
gazed upon Lim tenderly, eventhrough
the shadows of death !

In busy sea-dyked HoLraxp now :—

Methinks she tells her son of a New
Holland—

A fifth continent? in a distant
ocean, fourteen thousand miles away :
ruled by her sceptre!

And now, grown grave, she whispers
of an era, and a Prince, great, glorious,
of immortal memory.?

In Harover a while—

Sadly speaking of a royal Cousin,
who, were he in the Crystal Palace,
could see naught of its splendours;
destined yet to rule a kingdom !*

Lingering in Saxony!

Telhng of LoTuEer to her gon:

Methinks shic sees the giant spirit
standing defiant, before Imperial Diet:
scornfully burning Papal Bull :—

Kindling the flame which man shall
never quench d——

Protected by a Prince potent and
Eious,-—as Wickliffe, here, by her own

oyal progenitor of Lancaster !

And then she points her son, in

1The King of the Belgians, who had
shortly before lust his queen, a fond and
lovely woman.

¢ New Holland contains an area of
3,360,000 8quare miles—i. ¢. more than twenty-
eight times the area of Great Britain and
Ireland !

3 By the sagacity and cnergy of that great
man, William IIL, waa closed the bloody
struggle for civil and religious liberty which
had so long been convulsing this country,
and there wero secured to us the inestim-
able advantages of our constitution, and of
our Protestint fuith.—PRINCE ALBERT, at
8t Martin's Hall, 17th June 1851,

+The present King of Hunover, wha ie blind,
ascended the throne on the 18th Nov. 1851,

8] know and am certain, said this won-
derful man, that Jesus Christ our Lord lives
and reigns ; and, buoyant in this knowledge
and confidenre, I will not fear a hundred
thousand Popes,

proud silence, to his Father’s home, an.
cient, illustrious, and firm in Faith.—

SWITZERLAND !

Bright, breezy Switzerland!

Land of the beautifu), land of the free!

With mountains majestic!

Wearing snowy coronets, dazzling,
all of rosy hue—

And lovely spreading vales, studded
with cottages all blossom-hid—

With deep blue waters, imaging
bluer skies.
Oh, awful in avalanche ! on
whose dread verge

Bloom roses and myrtles, unchilled
unscared.

O foaming flashing cataract, and
fearful precipice |

Where glances the gleeful, scarce-
seen chamois, safe from fell eye of
hunter!

O happy, happy Switzerland!

Whefé)ymeet%hye Seasons in concord
strange,

And gaily dance, with melting eye
yet tremulous limb,

'Mid ice, and fruits, and snow, and
flowers,

While zephyr, scent-laden, plays
gaily round !

Our Queen in Switzerland !—for-
getting state and splendour awhile,

Softly to sink into enchanting soli-
tude.

O 1and of the fres, the pious, and
brave—

Of Tell and Zwingle !

A Queen of the free and the fearless
is breathing your balmy air—

But quick to return to her own
sweet sceptred isle.

GrEECE—Greece !
Greece!
past !—

Of Marathon and Salamis ! of wis-
dom, eloguence, and song—

All silenced now !—

The Oracles are dumb.

No voice or hideous hum,

Runs through the arched roof, in
words deceiving :

Apollo from his shrine

The Queen in
And thinking of the radiant

68ee the vivid sketch given by Sir A.
Alisun, i his History of Europe, Chapter 2.
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Can no more divine,

With hollow shriek the steep of
Delphos leaving?

What fates were hers, since Japheth'’s
son set foot upon her soil—

Javan, to Otho 12—

Marathon, to Navarino!

And now, amid the isles

Where burning Sappho loved and
sung,’

Gliding o’er Tonian waters,

Mellow sunlight all around,

And gently thinking of the days
gone by

ProrecTrix

England in Greece—in Christian
Greece !

Victoria there!
like* form: only,

Lover of peace, and balanced rule.

But pot in war-

In dusky, rainless Eover now!

Mysterious memories come crowd-
ing round—

From misty Mizraim® to Ibrahim—

Abraham ! Joseph ! Pharach’s
Plagues! Shepherd Kings! Sesostris!

Cambyses ! Xerxes ! Alexander!
Ptolemies !  Antony ! Cleopatra!
Cesar—

Isis! Osiris! Temples! Sphinxes!
Obelisks !

Alexandria!

The Pyramids !

The Nile!

Narporron!6 NeLson !

—DBehold, my son, quoth the Royal

1 These magnificent and well-known lines
in Milton’s Hymn on the Nativity, were
supposed by one of the accomplished critics
of the Lily and the Bee, in a Journal which
appeared on the 5th November 1851, to be
the author's—and were conscquently thus
spoken of, after being quoted with a contemp-
tuous prelude :

“The reader will doubtless perceive a
s0rt of barbarous rhyme here running through
the Royalzeditations, extremeiy appropriate
tn the themo ! ™

2 The first inhabitants of Greece are be-
lieved to have been the progeny of Javan,
the fourth sen of Japheth : that of his sixth
son, Meshech, formed the aborigines of
Ttaly.

3 Lord Byron.

4 Alas, how altered now ! [1854.]

5 Mizraim, the son of Ham, and grandson
of Noak, was the first of the Pharachs.

6 Sco Nork, No. HL.—*Napoleon and Leib-
nitz on Egypt.’

Mother, this ancient wondrous coun-
try—destined scene of mighty doings
—perchance of conflict, deadly, tre-
mendous, such as the world has never
seen, nor warrior dreamed of.

Even now, the attracting centre of
world-wide anxieties.

On this spot see settled the eyes of
sleepless Statesmen——

Lo! a British engineer, even while
I speak, connects the Red Sea with
the Mediterranean: Alexandria and
Cairo made as one—

Behold Napoleon, deeply intent on
the great project !

See him, while the tide of the Red
Sea is out, on the self-same site tra-
versed three thousand years before,
by the children of Israel!

He drinks at the Wells of Moses, at
the foot of Mount Sinai :

He returns, and so the tide: The
shades of night approach: behold the
hero, just whelmed beneath the waters
—even like the ancient Pharach——

Had such event been willed on
high!7—

In Tunis! All simple, rough, bar-
baric! Art thou sole representative ot
Carthage, and her ancient glory ? 8

And thinks our Queen suddenly of
the Tyrian Queen, and her resplendent
city,

Rome’s rival in the empire of the
world—

Carthage and her state, whose policy
the Stagyrite approved:

A people wise, grave, powerful;

Sending forth colonies; with dis-
tant islands trafficking; even with
this isle of ours; with England, and
with France!

Muses our sighing Queen, of Rome
and Carthage ;

Rival Queens; competitors for em-
pire ;

Ambitions; of deadly bate;

Of treacheries and perfidies ;

Of sieges; battles; seas of blood ;

Of noble Hannibal; great Scipio;
fell Cato?

7 See NoTE, No. III.—‘The Modern Pha-
raoh in the Red Sea.” . .

8 Tunis is within only a few milea’ dis-
tance of the site of aucient Carthage. .
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Tunis! wast thou scared by the
fearful fires consuming Carthage ?

Didst thou see the flamo and hear
the shrieks??

And hear the withering curse,
see Scipio’s pitying tears, and listen
to his mournful prophecy,

Of fate reserved for bloody and per-
fidious Ronie ? .

And Rome, triumphant in her joy
and pride, .

Exulting over her fallen rival!
crushed! all traces from the earth
razed ruthlessly ;

And curse pronounced on all who
should rebuild, or her hated memory
revive—

Where art Taou, Rome? Stilllinger-
ing on the earth ? Rome ! Carthage !'—

Where all your idle strifes, your
guilty jealousies !

Thou, too, old Tunis, hast seen vi-
cissitude !

Solomon the Magnificent !
The Emperor !

Thou sawest ten thousand? Chris-
tian slaves set glorious free !

Hast thou forgotten Blake 3—crum-
bling thy castles with his cannonade?

Selim !

Turkey !—

Beautiful Constantinople !

Well may Queenly eye rest upon
thee rapturously.

Enchanting City, hail!

Ever bathed in ocean’s breeze!

Thy terraced heights, all emerald-
hued,

Rising successive from the blue
waves to the sky!

Thy glistening domes, mosques,
minarets |

Thy lovely waters, studded by
snowy sails of boat and bark!

Queen of the East, on seven-hilled
throne !

Thou passionately wooed of mon-
archs amf conquerors !

The Macedonian! Napoleon! Mus-
covite ! All hail!

A peaceful Queen is looking at thee
now,

1 See NoTg, No, IV.—* Scipio’s Tears.’
2 A.D. 1636—by Charles V.
# A.D. 1656.

Nor dreams of conquest ! *
Cuiya !°—Awoke from centuries’
celestial slumber,

By the thunder of our guns.——

Barbarian Queen! what dost thou
there ?

There, also, waves thy Flag

Proudly o'er thy people, and in thy
territory, too!

To the North—away ! away!

DENMARE !
SwEDEN !

Norwav !

IcELann!
Larrann!
Stay, illustrious Three !

Are ye chilled with your northern
flight ?

—O Queen, a moment pause in this
thy marvellous pilgrimage !

Thou wilt not despise the doings
of the poor Esquimaux, drearily shiver-
ing under Arctic ice:

Clad in the skins of ereatures of the
deep :

And in icy cavern, illumed by
flickering Northern Lights, gorging
on offal,

Or dreaming of the hunt of bear
and wolf.—

O Queen, O Princes! illustrious of
the Earth! behold in this sad soul,

Oneof the scattered family of Adam!
Our brother! Your brother, great ones!

The brother of all Queens, Princes,
Emperors, and Potentates.

The same blood, trickling through
his chilly veins, through yours bounds
blithely.

And he hath heard the Sacred Vol-
ume read, and felt: and wept: and
owned its hallowing influence ! ¢

Prussta, proud, learned, thoughtful,

martiat !
like steel-clad, warrior

— Ever

4 Constantinople is at this moment [1854
the centre of world-wide anxieties : the Mus-
covite’s attempt to seize upon it having
occasioned the European war, now com-
mencing, in whick England and France
fight side by side to protect the injured, and
repel tho invader.

5 Fohi, the supposed founder of the Chinese
Empire, is considered, by some, to be Noas.

6 See Norg, No. V.—‘The Esquimaux’
Question.*
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gleaming,
for fight.

Victoria greets The King!

Hail, sponsor of her son, our future
King!

Thy face is anxious :
troubled eye scans
realms,

Settling but now, from shock of re-
volution.

armed cap-d-pie, ready

and thy
fearfully thy

Near Ausrria!

On its confines, standing the grim
Radetzky! On his lips are withering
words.?

—But from his neck depends the
Lamb,? gently -

All unconscious of its office.

From behind his Qucen, modest in
greatness,

Gazes upon the Austrian, Wrr-
LINGTOX.

Behold the white-haired warrior-
statesman, cagle-eyed,

Scanning the features of his aged
brother* in arms !

He wears not the crimson vest.
ments of war,

Nor the emblem of command ;

Nor by his side,

Glitters the sword which freed the
world,

Into its scabbard sternly thrust, at
Waterloo.

What whispers the Queen to her
Wellington ?  And be to his puissant
Mistress ?

—Or a vast Empire, thrilling still
with mortal throes;

—Dismembered, but formighty Mus-
covite,

Summoned to aid by an Imperial
brother, in mortal thraldomn.

1 In setting out for the Prussian cam-
paign, such was Napoleon’s estimate of
troops trained in the school of Frederick
the Great, tiiat he frequently said to his
assembled officers at Mayence, *We shall
have earth to move in this war !’

2 ‘8oldaten ! Der kampf wird kurz sein—
Boldicrs, the work will be short !’ The words
are engraved deepiy ou the base of the
pedestal of the cast-iron statue.

8 The Order of the Golden Flecce.

4 Ficld-Marshal Radetzky is eighty-five
oars of age—having been born i the year
706 ; the Dukc of Wellington in 1769. The

latter died on the 14th Scptember 1852
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Of strategy profound: encircling
coils, tremendous, crushing revolt : &

Wasting anxieties, from mortal eye
concealed, or sought to be :

All blessedly unknown to Her, now
listening to her wise warrior-states-
man's words.

In vast mysterious Russia, see Her
now,

She leans upon the arm of friendly
Czar®

Madam, quoth he, I obey your
gentle summons.

I send to your Palace a sample of
my people’s skill,—

A many-tongued race, a sixteenth
of the family of Man,—and produce
of my territories,

Stretching over a seventh of the
terrestrial surface of the globe.

Northern Asia is mine :

Half Europe, and a great domain
in Northern America.

There my possessions adjoin yours:
as yours, those of the Republic which
has sprung from you.

Then thought 7 the silent Queen,

Of all that owned her gently-potent
sway, the wide world o’er.

Of her own dear sceptred Isle, Exc-
LAND!

A precious stone, set in the silver
sea !

This land of such dear souls! this
dear, dear land .8

Then, of her dominions in the
North, the Soutl, the East, the West.

0ld World, and New—

Europe, Asia, Africa, America, Aus-
tralasia—

% The genera! plan of the vast military
operations of Russia, in Hungary, in the
spring of 1849, was—to form a complete
circle of the whole territory: that circle
rapidly to converge so as to compress the
insurrection within a ring of armies. There
was a perfect unity of purpose in the execi-
tion of this prodigious plan, which extin-
guished the insurrection; and then the
Emperor's_troops (150,000 in namber) re.
turned to Russia.—See The Times of the day.

¢ Sho ia now {1854] at war with him.

7 While the Emperor tells the Qucen the
extont of his dominions, she only meditates,
silently, on her own, and on her misaion.

8 Richard II., Act 11, scene 1.
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Of Continents:

Of Islands, girdling the globe:

A sixth of Adam’s family,! obe-
dient to her rule—

Rule of a Christian Queen—

To civilise !

To free! protect!

To illume !

To Christianise ! %

Methought she whispered solemnly,

A mighty mssion, Emperor, each !

Anon she points her son to Ixpia,
distant, dazzling, vast—

The coveted of conquering Poten-
tates, in old and modern time ;

But by Hcaven assigned, to Eng-
land—

Of vietories, on victories:

Of valour and sagacity profound :

Of sullen Moloch : superstition :
slaughter : and horrible idolatry :

And then she spoke of Canaan, and
the Israelites,

And reverently cchoed Holy Writ—

We have heard with our ears, O
God, our fathers have told us, how
thou hast driven out the heathen
with thy hand, and planted them in:
how thou hast destroyed the nations,
and cast them out.

For they got not the land in pos-
session through their own sword,
neither was it their own arm thit
helped them;

But Thy right hand, and Thine
arm, and the light of Thy counte-
nauce, because Thou hadst a favour
unto them.?

Of AUSTRALASIA—

There, Islands huge, and & great
Continent,——

There proudly flies Her flag,

In Eastern—and in Southern ocean

Glistening far, away !

—While saileth thitherward, from
these loved shores,

1 According to thelatest and best authori-
ties, the population of the world is about a
thonsand and seventy-five millions ; and the
British dominions now embrace, since tite
recent acquisitions in India, ONE HUNDRED
AND SEVENTY MILLION OF SOULS!

2 Seo NoTE, No. VI.—'Prince Albert on the
Mission and Destiny of England.’

2 Paalra xliv, 1-4.
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Each barque so richly freighted
with our loves,

Bearing fond but firmest hearts,

And leaving tender ones behind,

It may be never more to meet on
earth

0, God go with you, brethren, sis-
ters dear !

Bearing the Holy Book! Our Laws,
Religion, loyalty !

Your Queen, that lovely Majesty,
is thinking of you all:

Dear to her gentle heart, her
people far away—

No distance kuows allegiance, loy-
alty, and Queenly love, and power.

O’er oceans sweeping breathlessly,
a dizzy flight

Well-nigh the planet o'er !

Behold in Cavapa, the Queen—its
Queen!

Calmly she views her vast domain,

A ninth part of earth’s surface ! 4

Grand, beautiful, and boundless in
resource !

Loyal and true her sons!

Reserved for signal destiny!

Ten thousand miles of ocean can-
not melt

The links of love,

That bind their brave hearts to their
Queen !

All hail, ye hardy sons of enter-
prise, and brethren dear!

She gazes proudly, thoughtfully !

Down, down the wondrous Nave !

Through the old kingdoms of the
Earth,

Swelling yet with revolution’s
surge—lo! The New World !

How now! Where is She now ?

Methought her course was West-
erly!8

The West hath settled in the East!
ITow passing strange!

Confusion all !l—North, South, East,
West,

New, O1d, Past, Present,

Huddled all together !

4 8eo No1E, No. VII.—“The New Mediter-
ranean.’

5In the Crystal Palace, the Eastern extre-
mity of the Nave is appropriated to the
United States of Arocrica.

C
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Here, in the East, She stands: yet
in AMERICA !—

Hail, England’s lusty offspring!

All haill Ye stalworth sons and
daughters fair,

Of Anglo-Saxon ancestry !

In your new home magnificent,

Even yet scarce settled !

The Queen of England greets you |
well !

And such Her thoughts the while,

Asbut an EnglishQueencanknow!

She stands in contemplation grave.
: Skilled though She be, in Queenly
ore,

She cannot read your destiny.

Sees she a cloud, the South o'er-
shadowing ?

—Brethren, ye bring a form of
Beauty, and 1§ cHAINS!

Look ye yourselves, upon her love-
liness!

Pouder her thrilling tale of grief!-—

She is not mute, O, marble eloquent!

She pleads! She pleads!

Gazing on Stars and Stripes,

To your own selves she turns,?

And pleads, in manacles!

Though listens England’s Queen,
she listens all in vain!

Sweet slave !

Turn from our Queen beloved, that
agonising look !

No chains, no bonds, Her myriad
subjects bear,

They melt, in contact with the Brit-
ish air:

Her sceptre waves, and fetters dis-
appear!

Turn, turn, then, beauteous slave!

0, make thy mournful suit,

To those deecp meaning ones, who
sent thee hither !

Their Saxon brethren here, can only
sigh'!

—\Who stand behind thee, beautiful
oue?

Daughter and son of Shem! how
came ye hither?

Wild brother of the woods!

Clad in the spoils of eagle, buffalo,
and bear!

! The beantiful statue of the Greek Slave
(by Hiram Power, an Amecrican sculptor),
gl:tccd in the navo, in front of the United

tates department. stood on a revolving
pedestal.
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Strange son of Adam!

Sharer of his chartered rights!

But why that hideous scalp,

From thy slain brother torn ?

Kinsman of Cain!

And thou! Physician!?

Thou stand’st before a Christian
Queen'!

Why wear that emblem of a savage
hate!

—Did ever Queen within such Pal-
ace stand?

Were ever Queen and Prince so
matched before ?

A Prince philosopher, and pbiloso-
phic Prince ?

Majesty ! Philosophy !

In shining union seen!

Exalted Pair!

A banquet here is spread, right roy-
ally,

For all mankind—

State laid aside, and Majesty, and
Royalty, and Lowliness, partakers all,

All, all alike, nor frowns, nor fears,

Queen, Prince, and People—
A Queen and Prince are

gone!

A unit unperceived,
Isink intotheliving streamagain!—
*Nave, transept, aisles and galleries,

Pacing untired : insatiate !

—Amazing spectacle!

Touchstone of character ! capacity!
and knowledge!

Spectacle, now lost in the Specta-
tors : then spectators, in the s&)ectacle !

Rich: poor: gentle: simple: wise:
foolish: young: old: learned: ig-
norant :  thoughtful: thoughtless:
haughty: humble: frivolous: pro-
found :

Every grade of intellect: every
shade of character!

2 These two interesting figures, modelled
from the life—the man a physicinn among
the American Yoway Indians, and having his
leggings “fringed with scalp-locks taken from
Lig enemies’ heads ;* and the waman, a Man-
a®n Indian, one of the nativo tribes west of
the Rocky Mountains—were sent tothe Crys-
tal Palace by Mr Catlin, Neither of the ori-
ginals, who were lately in England, bappen-
ed to be n aubject of Her Majesty; but she
bas many such,
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Here, is a voluble smatterer: sud-
denly discomfited by the chance ques-
tion of a curious child : and ratherthan
own ignorance, will tell him falsely !

There, a bustling piece of earth : one
of the earth, earthy: testing every-
thing by money value !

Here is a stale bundle of prejudices,
hard bound together : to whom every-
thing here is topsy-turvy, and discol-
oured, seen through jaundiced eyes!

Here comes one, serenely uncon-
scious that he is a fool !

There is one suddenly startled by a
suspicion that he knows scarcely any-
thing !

Here is one listening, with seeming
lively interest, and assenting gestures,
to a scientific explanation, of which
he comprehends nothing ; but appear-
ances must be kept up !

There is one falsely thinking him-
self the observed of observers; try-
ing to look unconscious, and distin-
guished !

Here is one that will not see a timid
poor relation, or an humble friend ; as
fashionable folk are near!

Yonder is a Statesman: gliding
about alone: watchful: thoughtful:
cautious : pondering national charac-
ters: habits: capabilities: localities:
wants: superfluities : rival systems of
policy, their fruits and workings : ima-
giniug new combinations: speculat-
ing on remote consequences.

Yonder walks one who has commit-
ted, or is meditating, great erime ; and
hoping that his heavy eye may here
beattracted,andhisminddazzled intoa
moment'sforgetfulness; but itisinvain.

There is a Philosopher, to whose at-
tuned ear the Spectacle speaks my-
riad-tongued: telling of patient saga-
city : long foiled, at length—or sud-
denly —triumphant : of centuries of
mis-directed, abortive toil:1 of pain,
suffering, privation: of one sowing,
what another shall reap!

Here is a philanthropist—thinking
of blood-stained Slavery :

1 The Quadrature of the Circle, Perpetual
Motion, the Inextingunishable Lamp, and the
Philosopier’s Stone, have racked the brains
of philosopbers and matheraaticians for ages,

i vain, excopt in respect of discoveries made
incidentally,
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Of millions, dealt with as though
they were the very beasts that perish:
bought : sold : scourged: slain: as if
their Maker had not seen them, nor
heard their groans, nor treasured their
tears:? nor set them down against
the appointed Reckoning!

Here is one, little thinking that he
will suddenly fall dead to-morrow :
having much on hand, both of busi.
ness and pleasure !

There 1s one tottering under the
weight of ninety years: to whom the
grasshopper is a burden : ¥ Jeaning on
the arms of dutiful and lusty youth:
gazing with glazed eye: silent with
wise wonder !

Here sits a laughing child, upon a
gleaming cannon !

Yonder is a blind man, sightless
amidst surrounding splendours: but
there is one telling him tenderly that
he stands beside the statue of Milton!

There, in the glistcuing centre of
the Transept, stands an aged exile : 4
venerable : widowed : once a Queen:
looking at the tranquil image of Queen
Victoria : meditating, with a sigh, on
the happy security of her throne !

Yonder is a musing poet: gazing
silently Eastward—Westward—North-
ward—=Southward : above—below :

Everywhere powring a living tide
of wonder nor silent nor noisy
a strange hum 5—

A radiant flood of light—-—many-
hued objects, now glittering brightiy
then glistening —— fainter and
fainter, till lost in distance,

Whence come faintly the strains of
rich music intermingling mysteri-
ously with the gentle hum around
him—

2 Surely Thou hast scen it ; for Thou be-
holdest ungodliness and wrong, that Thou

mayest take the matter into Thine hand.—
Psalm x. 15, 16.

3 And the grasshopper shall be a burden.
—Eccles. xii. 6.

#The widow of the ex-King of the French,
Louis Philippe.

5 ‘It isa crowd of men,” says an old author
quoted in one of the London journals of the
9th August 1851, ‘with vast confusion of
tongues—like Babel. The noise in it is like
that of bees: astrange humming, or buzz,
mixed of walking and talking — tongues
und feet : it is a kind of still roar, or loud
whisper.”
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Gliding about, forms of exquisite
beauty, most delicate loveliness ! —

Living, eclipsing the sculptured,
Beauty, at which it is lovking, with
blushing consciousness !

Yonder, a fair daoghter of Eve,
before the Mother of all living: her
shuddering eye glaneing at the ser-
pent, her ear catching the deadly
whisper !

Far away, in shape and gesture
proudly eminent,!Satan——asit were,
showing all the kingdoms of the world,
and the glory of them, in a moment
of time.

There they are! Great Nations, new
and old, with their bright banners
streaming : helm: lance: sabre—
scimitar See there, solemnly silent
all, Crusaders!

The soundless crashing of a mailed
throng- -banners! theCrescent! Cross!
fierce-gleaming Saracen ! Saladin !
Ceeur-de-Lion! glorious De Bouillon !

A dim religious light —— Dante!
Tasso ! Milton! SHAKESPEARE '—-—
there They are!

Could they see but this
with eyes like theirs!

Be stirred with glorious thoughts
like theirs!

Ah, sinking deeper still in reverie
~—dreamy—delicious !

—Still the hum—the dazzle

Gifted one! Up, Laureate! Wake!

Ay, it is no dream, but radiant
reality |—

Up, Laureate, with thy lyre,

Aud rapturously sweep its thrilling
strings !

Give forth grand strains, echoing
through all time to come,

Surpassing Pindar's, as thine his
Theme transcendeth far
* * *

Here are the Philosophers: among
them HEerscrEL, the successor of New-
ton: standing before the huge tele-
scope, thinking of one greater still,
constructed by the philosophic Peer?
beside him :

And they are speaking of Nebula
resolved, resolvable : stars made faint-

or he,

1 paradise Lost, Book I.
2 The Earl of Rosse, President of the
Royal Soviety.
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ly visible, so distant, that the mere
attempt to conceive their remoteness,
prostrates mortal imagination, awfully
lessening of limited faculties:-—faint
—just visible—now hid—little specks:
others even to these vast powers,
utterly and for ever invisiblc——some,
whose light, though travelling in =
minute twelve millions of miles, re.
quires fourteen thousand years?® to
reach this planet
Each star, again, itself probably a
System, on the outermost verge of
another, possibly containing inhabit-
ants gifted with powers greater than
man can conceive of, and who are, at
this moment, with unassisted sense,
viewing systems ten thousand, thou-
sand, thousand times still further off
from them, thau they from us.
# * *
—Glorious Suns, round Suns, each
with its train of Planets and Satellites,
for ever shrouded in the splendour of
their respective suns, from the little
eye of man !
Double stars of orange, blue,
green, crimson, ruddy purple !4
—Think, quoth he, of twin suns,
red, and green—or yellow, and blue:
what resplendent variety of illumina-
tion they may afford to a planet cir-
cling about either! charming contrasts
and grateful vicissitudes—a red and
green day, alternating with a whit:
one, and with darkness!?

3 Bir John Herschel says, of a star whose
light takes o thousand years to reach the
small planct which we inhabit, that in
observing its place, and noticing its changes,
we are, in fact, reading only their bistory, of
a thousand vears’ date. thus wouderfully re-
corded.—The assertion in the text refers to
the stars most recently rendered visible by
the stupendous instrumetit of Lord Rosse.

4 The star y, Cassiopeie cxbibits, says
Sir John lerschel, the beautiful combina-
tion of a large white star, and a small one of
vich ruddy purple.—Milton, in his Eighth
Book of Paradise Lost, has a remarkable

passage, noticed by Herschel, The angel
Raphael is saying to Adam—
+——~——" Other suns, perhaps,
With their attendant moons, thou wilt descry:

Communicating male and female light,

{Which two great sexes animate the world)

Stored in each orb, perhaps, with some that Jive."

Note.—Milton died about twelve ycars
before Sir Isaac Newton's discovery of the
law of gravitation.

& FlERSCHEL'S Astronomy, pp. 394-5.
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——And these countless and infi-
nitely distant systcms all subject
to the law of gravitation, discover-
ed by a brief denizen of this tiny
planet !

This Sun of ours, with all his
attendants, moving bodily towards a
mystic point in the Heavens!?

Stars — blazing brightly in past
ages, but which have since mysterious-
ly disappeared '—

* *

*

Yonder, arethe twin sons of Science,
Le Vermirer and Apams—a noble
Pair, in noble rivalry: England and
France !

Speaking modestly of their sublime
discovery, though one which would
have gladdened the heart of Newton !
Uranus, saith one,—discovered
by the father of our living Herschel,
at once doubled the boundaries of the
solar system; and, at a distance of
eighteen hundred and twenty-two
millions of miles, is observed some-
what disturbed in performing its
journey :

The two astronomers, separately
bent on discovering the cause,bya rare
application of transcendent science,
succeed at length in detecting the
attractive influence of a remote un-
seen orb—a new planet : Neptune—

As far beyond Urauus, as he be-
yond Saturn! at thirty times our own
distance from the sun:

Two thousand eight hundred and
fifty millions of miles off: moreover,
not only pointing out where a Planet
would ere long be found,

But weighing the mass of the pre-
dicted mysterious Visitor—

Numbering the years of his revolu-
tion,

1 ‘I believe,” said the Astronomer-Royal,
Mr Airy, on a recent occasion, ‘ that every
astronomer who has examined this matter
carcfully, has come to a conclusion very
nearly the same as that of Bir William
Herschel, that the whole solar system is
moving bodily towards a star {a] in the con-
stellation Hercules.'—The motion of the
entire solar system procceds at the prodi-
gious rate of one hundred and fifty millions
of miles a-year! that vast distanco Leing
only an infiuitesimal are of the immeasur-
able circle in which the system is destined

to revolve. — AIRY'S Lecture on Astronomy,
od, 1849,
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And telling the dimensions of his
stupendous orbit!?

Behold, at length The Intruder!
attended, now, hy Satellite,

Gleaming in cold, shadowy, remote
splendour, and graciously visible, first,
to the cyes of the patient twins of as-
tronomic science who had heralded
his grand approach—Neptune, now
just five years old !

Yonder is Besser, the Prussian
Astronomer, discoverer, at length, of
the distance of a Fixed Star!-—sixty-
three billions of miles off ! 3 nearly
seven hundred thousand times our
own distance from the sun—which is
ninety-five millions three hundred
thousand miles away! And this ut-
terly inconceivable distance exactly
measured, by means of a common yard-
measure! And there is another tell
ing an incredulous wonderer that we
have weighed the Sun! and his pla-
nets——even Neptune !—ay, down to
the pound-weight avoirdupois *—and
even,—for the fastidiously exact,—
down to Grains: and they are

2 @iven, says a Scotch astronomer, Mr
C. Maclaren, in a paper describing this glo-
rious triuraph of science, —the position,
mags, and periodic times of two planets;
the astronomer is able, though it is no easy
task, to calculate the perturbation which
either will produce on the other. But the
problem which is the counterpart of this
—viz, given the perturbations—to find the
POSITION, MASS, and PERtOPIC TiME of an
unknown disturbing body—is one of such
infinite difficulty, that certainly few astrono-
mers believed it to admit of a satisfactory
solution.—8ece ProFESSOR PILLANS' Elements
of Physical and Classical Geography.—Introd.
XXXIX.

8 Enormous as is the distance of this star
- No 61, Cygni, (63,000,000,000,000 miles,
says our Astronomer-Royal (Biddell Airy,
[ state it as my deliberate opinion, founded
upon a carcful examintation of the whole of
the process of observation and calculation,
thatit is ascertained with what may be called,
in such a problem, coneidcrable accuracy.
A few years previously to this great dis-
covery Sir John Herschel had stated, (Astro-
nomy, p. 378), that *the distance of a fixed
star conld not be so small as nineteen billiona
of miles: but how much greater it might
e, we know not.’ Now, however, we do:
viz. forty-four Lillions of miles greater!

4 The number of cubic miles in the earth,
is 259,800,000,000; each of these miles con«
tains 147,200,000,000 cubic feet; and cach of
these cubic feet weighs 354 1b. 6 oz, avuirdu-
puis,—ASTRONOMER-ROYAL.
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standing before an instrument ! which
can weigh to the ten-thousandth part
of that grain 12

There is the French Fovcavrt: who
has shownu to our very eyes, and since
this marvellous Palace was opened,
the Earth moving on its axis! Creat-
ing a new motiou in the pendulum, in-
dependent of that actual one given to
it by the earth, at the point of sus-
pension®

And there is an English astronomer
explaining to a gifted fair one how,
just fifty years ago, the interval be-
tween the orbits of Mars and Jupiter,
—three hundred and fifty millions
of miles, — appeared vacant; within
which, nevertheless, it was said, a
hundred years ago, that there might
have been once a Planet rolling, till
shattered by some fearful internal con-
vulsion, or collision with some heaven-
ly body : and that, if such had been
the case, its fragments might hereafter
be found circling within that space:
and now—amazing reality l—there are
Fourteent of those fragments, ten of
them found within the last five years—
the last since this Palace was opened,
and fitly called Irene —and its dis-
coverer is here, saying that he is
constantly watching for other and
smaller fragments, believing he has
already seen, and lost them again:

1 Fox's magnetised weighing - balance.
There is also a burometer, showing the
thousandth part of an inch in the risc and
fall of the wercury!

2 The weight of a hody is proportional to
the attruction which it exerts. The weights
of all the bodies of the solar system, arc
necessarily referred to the weight of the
carth, as a standard : and the weight of the
sun, as compared with that of the earth, is
ascertained by comparing the attractive
power of cach, at the same distance. And
so of the planets — those, at least, with sa-
tellites.

8 The author has personally ascertained
from several of our most eminent astrono-
merg—one of them, 8ir John Herschel, an-
other Captain Smyth—that M. Foucault’s
experiment is a rcal and successfil one,
though extremcly delicate and difficult to
perform so wsto vbtain correct results. Such
also is the opinion of the Astronomer-Royal.

4 Since I'%e Lily and the Bee appeared [1851],
thenumber of these mysterionstenantsot'the
sky has [1854] increased to TWENTY-NINE!
In tho year 1852 alone, nine of them were
discovered ! Our countryman, Mr Hind, has
dscovered that number,

THE LILY AND THE BEE.

that they come so close towards each
other, that there is danger of collision. !
especially if their orbits should be
altered by the perturbation of mighty
Jupiter !

Behold the astronomers curiously
scanning sextants, quadrants, circles,
and transit instruments—and the huge
telescope pointedinguisitively towards
the Heavens : each thinking of his
miduight vigils, sitting with eye fixed
on the rolling orbs of Heaven: vast
worlds in rapid harmonious motion:
and the philosophers are musing on
the powers of telescopic vision, being
hereafter augmented, so as to detect
the existence of stars so far off that
their light may not reach us for ten
thousand years to come, though tra.
velling two hundred thousand miles
a second —and ten thousand times
swifter than the earth® in its orbit,
ever since the hour when the Almighty
placed Adam in Paradise’—

Millions, beyond milliors, upon mil-
lions, of stars, suns, systems, peopling
infinitude!

— Here is one inspecting Micro-
scopes : and telling of thesr trans-
cendent powers, and awe-inspiring
revelations — converting the small-
est visible grain of sand into a vast
fragment of rock, a thousand million
times more bulky : 8 showing a drop
of water instinct with visible life,
myriad-formed, every atom consum-
mately organised !?

Within the space of a grain of mus.
tard seed, eight millions of living
active creatures, all richly endowed

5 Sce Note, No. VIII. — ¢ The Shattered
Planet.’

6 It may possibly surprise one not accus-
tomed to attend to such matters, that the
earth which he inhabits is whirled through
space, in its journey round the sun, at the
rate of one million six hundred and thirty
nine thousand three hundred and thirty-
two miles a-day—i. e. eleven hundred and
thirty-cight miles a minute, and nineteen
miles in a second.

7 See ante, p. 14, note 3.

8 HerscreL's Discourse on Natural Philo-
sophy, 191,

9 Distributed everywhere, throughout the
world,—in evory element,—in the internal
moisture of living plants, and animal bodies,
—ecarried about in the vapourand dustof the
whole atinosphere of the earth, exists a mys-
terious and infinite kingdom of living croa-
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with the organs and faculties of ani-
mal life by Him who so fearfully and
wonderfully made these bodiesof ours,!
revealing an unfathomableness of or-
ganic creation in the smallest space,
as of stars in the vast immense 0,
overwhelmingrealitics and mysteries!

A world in every atom—a system
in every star!?

There is Owen, profoundly ponder-
ing a shapeless slab of stone, neglect-
ed, and perhaps unseen, by millions:
yet may he read in it an immense sig-
nificance !3

Here is Stepuexsow, contemplating
the model of the Britannia Bridge—
and telling of his toils and anxieties,
in spanning the Straits with iron
tubes, through which now shoots the
hissing thundering f'rain,

Dizzily high o’er the stream,

Which the Roman invader of Angle-
sey passed, nearly eighteen hundred

ears ago,* with his legions, on flat-

ottomed boats, and with swimming
cavalry, to encounter the Druids in
their Jast retreat :

Beholding women with waving
torches, -— running, with dishevelled
locks, to and fro, and in wild shrieks
echoing the imprecations of their
priests, all soon silenced, and their
utterers slaughtered, and flung into
fires prepared for the invaders.

Now he is speaking with brother
engineers—English, French, German,
Russian — showing the Hydraulic
Press, which raised to the height of a
hundred feet huge tubes of iron two

tures, of whose existence man had never
drcamed till Lis senses were so prodigiously
aided by the microscope.—3ec PRICHARD On
Infusoria, pp. 1, 2.

I Plato has said, in a magnificent spirit,
that probably it were no difficult thing to
demonstrate that the gods are as mindtul of
the minute as of the vast.

3 Chague monde peut-8tro nest gu'un
atome, ct chaque atome cst un monde,—
MADAME DE STAEL.

8 Post., p. 21.

4 Circiter A. D. 50,  Auglosey was the scat
of the Druids, and subdued by the Ronwans,
A.D. 78, The passage in the text relatos to
the slaughter of the Druids and the people in
the former year, by Suctonius Paulinus, Tho
spot where it i3 suid to bave ocourred is
still shown at o forry on the Straits.
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thousand tons in weight:—now the
French turbine : the centrifugal pump:
the stearm-hammer—oh,mightySteas!
Here behold Powrr!—

Exact: docile: delicate: tremend-
ous in operation: dealing, easily,
alike with filmy gossamer lace, silk,
flax, hemp, cotton, granite, iron |

Power, all bright and gleaming, as
though conscious, and endued with
volition :

Exhibiting bewildering complexities
of movement, and working vastresults:

Movementswhich yetachild’sfinger
may stop suddenly ! as though he had
unwittingly caused Mechanical death.

Here is Faranay, speaking of mag-
netism, electricity, galvanism, electro-
galvanism,electro-magnetism, and che.-
mical decomposition : — while others
beside him are conjecturing whether
light, heat, electiicity, magnetism,
and other forms of FORCE, may not
ere long be brought into distioct rela-
tion to cach other: obeying oxE areax
Law, having the same relation to
atoms in proximate contact, as gravi-
tation to those at a mcasurable and
appreciable distance : onc subtle, mys-
terious, all-pervading Force, of nature,
it may be, for ever undiscoverable,
and potency infinite >—reverently be
it spoken, the second Right hand of
the Creator,® Chemical power, the
great controlling and couservative
agency, — as Mechanical power, the
First

And has the modest philosopher a
flickering consciousness, a faint oft-
vanishing suspicion, that he Is about
to behold Nature's secret recesses and
laboratories, closed since the Creation,
suddenly thrown open #

5 Faraday’s discovery, that those sub-
stances which the maguct caunot attract, ¢
repels, —and that, whilst these which it at-
tructs, arrange themselves puraliel to the
maguetic axis, those which it repels arrange
themselves exactiy wevoss it — that is, at
right angles, in an equatorial divection, —has
been justly pronounced to be the most im-
portant contribution to physical scicnce,
since the discovery of Newton concerning
the law of force in graviration, and the ui-
versal action of that force. — Sec ANSTED'S
Geology, p. 18.

¢ Dr MACCULLOCH.
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That he stands on the threshold of
some immense discovery, pregnant
with revolution in human knowledge ?

—See, all around, the shining traces
of Max’s Presence and Powers, in this
his allotted scene of action :

Powers daily developing, till the
strongest Tutellect bends under the
pressure of accumulated discovery !

Lord of the Creation, all animals
are his—the fowls of the air: the fishes
of the sea: cattle: and every creeping
thing:

He captures them: compels them
to do his bidding:

Changes their nature: turns their
weapous upon themselves: slaysthem:

Nay, he rorrures! in the plenitude
of_{)]is power, in the wantonness of his
will:

Minute or stupendous: hideous or
beautiful : gentle or fierce, all own his
sway, and fall his prey, alike for his
necessity, or his sport;

He feasts on their flesh: with it,
daintily pampers his luxurious palate:
he gaily decks himself in their spoils:
he imprisons them,— captive wit-
nesses of his Lordship:1

Smiling tranquilly, he contemplates
howling, roaring, hissing, yawning
monsters, whose very blighting breath
he feels:

Tenants of every clement: scor-
pion: serpent: eagle: lion: dragon:
behemoth !

He hollows mountains: he levels
hills: he raises valleys: he splits
open rocks: he spans vast streams:
he beats back the roaring ocean.

He mounts into the air, and is
dizzily hid in the clouds:

He descends into the earth, and ex-
torts its precious treasures:

He sails round the globe, defiant of
storm,

Commanding the wind and the
tide :

He

ocean,

dives to the bottom of the

1 This is in allusion to the zoologieal ex-
hibitions in wodern times, so profoundly
interesting and sugpestive to u devout and
philosophic mind.
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Mindless of monsters amazed,

Rifling its coral and pear],

And recovering its long-hidden
spoils.

He turns water into air, and air
into water:

The solid substance into fleeting
vapour, and vapour again into sub-
stance.

Light and the lightning he hath
made his dazzling ministers and mes-
sengers:

They do his imperious bidding :

They array his handiwork, in the
twinkling of an eye, in splendour,
golden and silver :

They image his lordly features:

Arrest the fleeting shadow :

Do the dread behests of justice, fly-
ing fast as his thought :

Speak his instant plcasure beneath
the ocean: from distant shore, to
shore :

Traversing continents :
East, West, North, South,

And boldly threatening Time and
Space !

His venturous eye has pierced the
awful Heaven :

He scans illimitable space :

He weighs the shining orbs:

He tells their laws, distances, mo-
tions, and relations:

The misty Way he turns
myriad blazing suns:

He tracks the mysterious travel-
lers of remotest space, foretelling their
cominags and their goInes.

He dares even to speculate upon the
Unseen !

Tue IneiNiTe !

Omniscience——

Omnipresence

Omnipotence .

And reverently contemplates Him
Whose darkened Image he bears, oft
forgetfully: ms Maker: Him, who
erst asked awfully, Adam, Where art
thou # .

The High and Lofty One, that in-
habiteth eternity, whose name is
HoLy: Who saith, I dwell in the
high and holy place: with him also
that is of a contrite and humble

joining

into
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spirit: to revive the spirit of the
humble, and to revive the heart of
the contrite.?

He hath showed thee, O Man, what
is good: and what doth He require of
thee, but to do justly, and to love
metrcy, and to walk humbly with thy
God??

This, from the highest Heavens—
the Holy of Holies!

From Gob, to Man'!

—O come, let us worship and fall
down, and kneel before the Lord our
Maker.

For He is the Lord our God, and we
arc the people of His pasture, and
the sheep of His hand !3

—0, what a piece of work is a
Man!

How noble in reason!

How infinite in faculty!

In form and moving, how express
and admirable !

In action, how like an angel!

In apprehension, how like a God!

The beauty of the world !

—But, methinks, great Bard, I hear
a grander voice than thine, while my
abaséd * head touches my kindred
dust, in trembling humbled awe—

When I consider Tuy heavens, the
work of THy fingers:

The Moon, and the Stars, which
Tuou hast ordained :

What is man, that Touv art mind-
ful of him,

And the son of man, that Tuou
visitest him: 8

Man, like a thing of naught, his
time passing away like a shadow !¢

» * »
1 Igaiah, Ivil 15. 2 Micah, vi. 18.

3 Psalm xcv. 6, 7.

4 There is an abasement becansc ot glory :
and there is that litteth up his head from a
fow estate.—Eccles. xx.11

5 SHAKESPEARE, Hamlet, Act II. scenc 2.
Psalm viii. 3-4. Note.—Our illustrious phi-
logopher Boyle, never heard the name of
the Deity mentioned, nor uttered it him-
self, without reverently removing his hat
from his heud.

8 For we aro but as yesterday, and know
nothing, because our days upon earth are u
shadow !-—Jub, viil, 9.
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Kor-1-Noor!? All hail!

Monarch of Gems—so say some of
thy courtly flattevers.

For such thou, royal one, like other
royal ones, most surely hast! Art
thou a Queen, yet not The Queen, of
gems? They whisper of an Imperial
gem—and another of priceless value;
as yet uncut—as though Royalty mis-
trusted lapidary—or its Gem !

And thou art but halfcut, 8 oh
Koh-i-Noor ! Shorn of half thy beams !

Did barbarian ignorance arrest and
palsy the tremulous hand patient-
ly developing thy prismatic splen-
dour 22

And art thou doomed ever to wear
thisdisfigured and half-darkened form?

What art thon, Koh-i-Noor? Hear-
est thou the name given thee, obse-
quiously ?—

Mouvxstain or LieHT!

Glittering atom! Morsel of earth!
Condensed vapour! Charcoal!

Dare I whisper these things in
royal ear?

Thou, a Mountain ?

Perchance thou knowest what man,
to know, would give unuumbered
millions—

One a thousand times as great, as
bright, as beautiful, as thou; but hid
for ever from the eye of man:

True mountain crystalline l-——and
scarce missed,—yet exactly missed,

By the sharp pickaxe of the wearied
slave !

Such little, little1® gems as thon,
alone, Koh-i-Noor, to man vouch-
safed,

Lying in dirt! Deep, hid in dirt—
in Golconda's mine.

Thou hast a mystery about thee,
Koh-i-Noor,

7 This famous diamond was found in the
mines of Golconda, in the year 1550; and
in precisely three centuries afterwards, viz.
in the year 1850, was brought to England, as
tho forfeit of oriontal faithlessness. It had
belonged to the King of Cabul.

8 Koh-i-Noor has been sinee cut, with
great skill and success. It is now one of
the Crown jewels.

9 This alludes to an incident in the his-
tory of the gem: and the same remark
applies to several passages following.

. 1 The largest known diamond weighed, it
issaid, betore cutting, nearly six ounces Troy.
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Art thou a thing, but as of yester-
day ? Or million, million ages old?

Dost thou, a radiant messenger,
tell us of central fire, whose fearful
office has been foretold to man 21

Proud (em, loving the summit of
the diadem, and potent sceptre, em-
blewms of power supreme !

Sitting before us, throned in state,
and with thy two supporters? here
hastthou received homage of millions!

Two of thy royal race, as thou
mayst kuow, are glistering eyes of
hideous Juggernaut !

And thou, fair Koh-i-Noor! wast
doomed to bear them dismal company,

Aud flame upon the brow of MMo-
Toch, horrid king !8

Besmeared with blood of human
sacrifice.

Grim idol! Towering o’er slaugh-
tered millions—

Ay, Koh-i-Noor, destined to this
office, and by a Dying tyrant—

Another happier fate was thine !

ITere art thou, sent hither by thy
royal Mistress,

Brought to her by her brave sons
from the distant East.

And she hath sent thee hither, Koh-
i-Noor! Silently to teach, and to de-
light the eyes of those she loves!

A store of gems she hath, of thy
bright sisterhood ; but, hear it! beam-
ing bit of earth !

She hath a jewel far outblazing thee!
Guarded more jealously,

Not by brazen bars,

But, shrined within her Royal heart
of hearts,

There Hes, a people’s Love!

Kol-i-Noor—having done thee suit
and service due, with my myriad fel-
lows,

Lo! T would speak with thee!

1 Thirty-five miles below the surface of
the earth, says Humboldt, (Cosmos, vol. i. p.
273), the central heat is everywhere so great
that granite itsclf’ is held 1 fusion,—The
duy of the Lord will come as @ thiel in the
night ; in the achick the Hreavens shall pass
aruy with @ great noise, and the domants shall
melt with fereent heat o the earth, also, and the
warks that ove thevein, shatl be burat wp.—
2 Peter, iii. 10,

2 There was o costly but inferior diamond
on each side of Koh-i-Noor,

3 MILTON,
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What thoughts are passing through
thy translucent bosom,

Purest ray Sereae ?

Thou hast beauteous kinsfolk :

Lovely sisters * arrayed in sapphire,
ruby, cmerald hue:

But also,

A black* sister, Koh-i-Noor!

Standing modestly, far away from
thee: within this Palace, but not in
thine.

What ! art thou ashamed of her ?

Wouldst thou disclaim relationship?

Not so, sweet gem! And now I do
bethink me, I, too, my black brother
have!

And T disclaim him not!

Behold him by my side!

Hail ! my black brother!

Son of Adam, once fetter-laden—not
by us, but fetter-freed !

Come, pass me by, and take thy
stand, erect and free,

Fearless midst England’s great, and
beautiful, and brave !

And thus thinketh THE QUEEN, of
the two Diamonds!

—XKoh-i-Noor! Allis not flattery,
that hath been whispered by the mil-
lions who have gazed at thee.

I wonder hast thou heard, whisper-
ing disparagement, Expectation disap-
pouited

Depreciation!  Sneers !

Yet art thou all thou dost profess
to be,

Come from a Queen :

Destined with English Qucens and
Kings, to be all time hercafter !

O gem! Couldst thou but know
what thoughts and feelings, strange
and various, oft scarcely owned, thou
hast excited here!

Couldst thou read the hearts of those
clustering, bee-like, ceasclessly around
thy throne, thy footstool !

Here a Philosopher : coldly deeming
thee a shiving exponent of false value.

There a Chemist: smiling at thy
fancied adamantineness: knowingthat
he can resolve thee into primitive

+There was a black dianmond exhibited in
the Crystal Palace, in one of the gallerics;
Koli-i-Noor being enthroned in a curiously-
contrived brazen structurc, neariy in tha
centre of the trausept.
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vapour : ! dreaming, even, that he can
reproduce thee in thy crystalline form!
onder is one looking at thee with
fell eye: knowing that he could do
murder, to get thee, or thy worth.

There here have gazed on thee,
owners of GEMS more precious, incom-
parably far, than thou!

One, of melting charity, a good
Samaritan: musing that, had he thy
fancied equivalent of gold and siiver,
he would secretly scatter thy radiant
representatives over the dark realms
of misery and want,

‘Where hopeless Anguish pours her
woan,

And lonely Want retires to die!?

—Seestthoua feeble form, attenuate,

The death-flower blooming on his
wasted cheek ?

He dare not mingle with the eager
throng ceaselessly surrounding thee.

His brilliant eye hath caught but
distant glimpse of thee.

Ou his eyelids is the shadow of
death.® He, too, bears a gem within :
Genius : its splendour consuming the
frail casket.

By its inner light he views this
scene, his soul a star, dwelling apart,*
in starry solitude, as not a soul of all
within these glassy walls can view it :
No, none, save gifted he:

Motes in sunbeams, merely, they,
with him compared.

Gifted one! Dear soul : Poor soul!
an humble eye is on thee,

All unknown to thee: unseen by
man, a pitying tear hath fallen.

I can no more!

No mortal man can stay thy flight,
from earth to native skics.

Not many suns shall set, well
Xnoweth he, alas !

Who now, with trembling hand,

Wipcth the death dew from his ex-
hausted brow,

1 §ir Isaac Newton, in speculating on the
connection between the chemical composition
of bodies and their refractive powers, came
to the conclusion that diamond was ‘an
unctuous substance ceagulated :* w sngucious
predictlon, says Sir David Brewster, veritied
m the discoveries of modern chemistry.

2 Dr Jounson, 4 Job, xvi, 16

¢ WorpswortH,

21

Ere he close hid in dust shall lie,

Yet seen by one Omniscient eye,

Hidden the casket, only: the jewel
far away, high in the skies,

Aud rapturously viewing brighter
scenes than these!

And yonder one, of mien so meek
and modest !

Schooled in affliction’s sharpest
school —a surrErER— schoolel! sub-
limed!

Nor grief, nor want, nor pain,

Neglect, nor scorn of proud Man-
kind,

Can shake his constant soul,

Nor dim the Gem he bears,

A Fairy, divine.

Oh what a blessed eye is his, look-
ing serene on thee!

Mountain of Light!
ineffectual fire,

Door gem, eclipséd utterly !

A dull, faint spark before the lus-
trous gem He wears!

Its sweet light shall shine more
sweetly still,

In the Dark Valley which we all
must tread,

Turning the shadow of death into
the morning!®

Taken the last dark step,—at length
got Home,

Then that gem blazes suddenly!

As in a kindred element,

Hluming immortality.

* *

Pale now thy

— Aloof he stood from courtly crowd

Around the throne of Koh-i-Noer,

Of the crowd, and not the gem,
thought he:

With folded arms, standing, while a
faint smile flickered o'er his thought-
worn face,

This was a deep Philosopher.

—I know a Sroxk, quoth he, not far
away,

Which I prefer to Koh-i-Noor,

But nobody sees, and uobody carcs

For that same stone.

It glittereth not like Koh-i-Noor,

Yet tells a tale that’s music in my
ear,

And would be 80 to millions more,

5 Amos, v. 8,
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Wonderful to the world, if but the
world would heart

O mild Philosopher, quoth T,

What you bave murmaured, I have
heard :

T'll see your stone;

And what it then shall speak,

Interpret to an ignorant ear!

Away ! away ! o'erocean swiftly
sweepihg,

And in cold Canada!

Yes, there, saith he, It lies!

A slab of plain grey stone,

Under deep strata for ages hid;

Inscribed by Nature’s mystical
finger,

With faintest character,

For reading of instructed eye.

But, ho! the time !—the time ! when
this was writ !

Millions of ages since have passed !

No stone, was then this stone,

But sand of a sea,

Washed by primeval ocean of this
Planet !

So long ago—

0, so long ago, I fear to say, and be
believed !

When flourished the Forests turned
to coal,

Is but as Yesterday,

In comparison,

Of that far distant day,

‘When that Sea

Or geutly kissed, or boisterously
beat,

Upon that ancient shore.

Ther all along that shore, those
sands,

Now, This Stone,

Crawled a mailed reptile]! slowly,
painfully :

Now moving on: then resting for a
while,

Tived, or, perchance, looking for
food :

But wotting little he, the while,

That reptile old and strange !

That his footsteps would be tracked,

And his uuncouth figure pictured
thence,

By a keen and learned eye,

In this Our Day,

Millions of ages after!

1 Crustucear, of modern naturalists,
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That sand then,

Stone now, here,

Within our Palace!

—A mail-clad creature, he, these
prints that made.

And, still more than this,

Behold the trace of the passing

Shower!

That may have beat upon his mailed
back,

As he crawled along that ancient
shore,

When low lay the tide.

And even this, beyond—

The direction of the wind T tell,

While fell that shower!

Sir, it is well, saith he, to scan
What’s writ onthis neglected Stone.
Though faint its character, its im-

port is sublime.?

Tellingof Life, and Air sustainingit:

Of genial Showers, moistening the
ground :

Flux and reflux of tidal wave:

Attractive force of the revolving
orbs of Light,

Greater and lesser,

Night and day then governing:3

All, all revealed to him, who, com-
ing countless ages after,

Scanneth this Stone, with an in-
structed eye.

Therefore, wonderful is this Stone,

Thus mystically writ upon. And

It is the True Philosopher's Stone !

I listened thoughtfully, and again
he spoke,

For we were all alone : others

Attending the levee of Koh-i-Noor,

And her Royal sisters.

While crawled that reptile on this

Shore,

And zephyrs swept his mailed back,
The sun upon the sea,

At morning, noon, and even shone;
By night, the silver moon,

While glittered the tremulous stars :
But from the surface of that ancient

sea,

Looked None up, .

Rejoicing in the lovely light;

No ship, no sail, nor boat, nor
barque,

2 That import may bs gathered from Note
No. IX.—*The Philosopher’s Stone.’

8 See Note, No. IX.
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Not all the world of undulating
waters o’er:

But far beneath,

In dim abyss,

Glared hideous upturned eyes! of
CHEPHALASP,"

Waiting his gorged prey of Shark,

Itself devourignggothgr !y

Age after age rolled on'!

Sparkling still the stars:

Still shone the rising and the set-
ting Sun,

In silent splendour,

And shed the moon her mellow
light :

But now upon the monster PLesio-
SAUR,

Slimy and black,

Uprising from its muddy bed, and

Crawling fearful to that sea,

With neck outstretched, and flam-
ing eye!

Still waxed and waned the gentle
Moon,

Upon the earth, all verdant now!

Which trod the Icuanopon,

And MEGALOSATR,

And next trembled 'neath ponderous
foot of DrINOTHERE,

And huger Masronoxn. ?

Still, still rolled on the globe,

But lo!

Outbursting frightful fires !

Rolling the flaming lava forth,

Hissing through boiliug sea!

Tremendous thunderings shaking
sea. earth, air,

Frighting the mounsters far beneath
the wave,

Or basking on the heaving carth:

Lo! continents upheaved from ocean,

And continents ‘neath occan whelm-

ed

1 8ce Mr ANSTED's dncient World—an clo-
quent and deeply-interesting volunie, richly
repaying perusal.  There are extant, in our
Muscumn, fossil remains of onc of these an-
cient Monsters—the Iehthyosanrus—showing
orbits upwards of cighteen inches acrosa ! ‘so
that it would require a string five fect long
to surround the cavity of the eye!’

2 There is 4 magnificent and complete skeo-
Jeton of the Mastodon now in the British
Museum. Sco Note, No. X.—' Ancient Mon-
sters.’
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While shone the dazzling Sun,
The sweetly pensive Moon,

By day, by night,

Serenely o’cr the scene terrific all!

O what a glimpse, to straining eye,

Through vista vast,

OF the far distant past,

This marvellous Stone hath given;

Of times unknowing Max!

Scenes by his foot untrodden,

Man, future Lord of Earth,

Ordained, in God's good time, to be!

—What! have ye found no frace
of Man,

In all these ages past? I wonder-
ing asked.

World-wide and decp, quoth he,
hath been our search,

And keen and close, and all in
vain!3

No trace, no faintest trace, of Man,
or of his works :

But of His MARER’s presence,

His footsteps Awful,

Everywhere.

0, one Glorious '

Only® THou,

Supreme ! Thou Ever Present! Ac-
tive Ever!

Solely life-infusing THoU!

Tor Thy mysterious pleasure,®

And purpose inconceivable,

3 ¢Sir Isaac Newton appeared to be very
clearly of opinion that theinhabitants of this
world were of a shourt date; and alleged as
one reason for that opinion, thatall arts—as
letters, ships, printing, the needle, &c., were
discovered within the memory of bistory,
which could not have happened if the world
had Deen eternal; and that there were vis-
ible marks of ruin upon it, which could not
have been effected by a flood only.” What
an effect upon that great intellect would have
been produced by the wondrous geological
revelations of the present age!

41 will praise thee, O Lord! among tho
people: 1 will sing unto thee among the na-
tions.—DyaLm Ivii. 9.

5<0Of the uniTy of the Deity,” says Dr
Paley, ‘the proof is, the uniformity of plan
obscrvable in the system.  We never get
among such original, or totally different
modes of existence, as to indicate that we
are come into the province of a different
creator, or under the direction of a different
will."—Naiural Theology, chap. xxv.

6 T1iov hast created all things: and for
Thy pleasure they are, and were created,—
Rev. iv. 11,
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Creating all!

Upholding all things by Thy power,

All ruling by Thy Wisdom Infinite,

With foresight,and with providence,

Awful, ineflable!

0 blessed Trou!

Or dead or living things,

Organic, inorganic,

Mighty ! Little!

Seen! Unseen!

Thou dost develop, modify, adapt,

Yor uses, ends, and purposes, some

Dimly by Us, thy trembling finite
ones,

O Infinite One ! perceived,

But little understanding :

That little, by Thy light vouchsafed,

Dooming others ever tobeunknown,

But to THYSELF,

In Whose Owmniscient Omnipresent
sight,

A thousand years are but

As yesterday,

When it is past ! as a watch in the
night!

With Whom one day,

Is as a thousand years !

And a thousand years,

As one day.!

Thus, in the stony volume of the
Earth,

Though opened late, I lessonsread,

Designed for human eye to see,

And mind to scan and ponder,

By Him who writ that record, gra-
ciously :

And one Other,

Also here, in myriad form magni-
ficent,?

Both, telling of His Being, Doings,
Will ;

And His alone the power,

To make His creatures read,

Both volumes right.?

Ay, quoth he .
To me, with a high sadness sigh-
ing,
\With gentle Spenser muse:
1 9 Peter, iif. 8. )
2 This alludes to the Holy Seriptures, of
which no fewer than 175 distinet versions
were collected in the Crystal Palace. — Sec
oxt.
5 8ce Note, No. XL.—*The Nineveh Dis-
coveries.’
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‘When I'bethinke me on that speech— 7

Of Mutability, and well it w[;ye? whyleare

Me seemes, That though she all unworthy
were

Of the ITeaven’s rule ; yet, very sooth to sa:

In all things else shebe:}a.rs thegeatesttsowa; :

\\'hlih LI;lakes me loath thid state of life so

ickle,

And love of things 8o vaine to cast away :

Whose flowering pride, so fading and se
fickle,

S8hort Time shall soon cut down with his
consuming sickle.

Then gin I think onthat which Naturesayd,

Of that same time when no more chauge
shall be,

But steadfast rest of all things, firmly sta,

Upon the pillours of Etemin%;, v stayd,

That is contrayr to Mutabilitie:

For all that moveth doth in change delight =

But thenceforth all shall rest eternally

With Him that is the God of Sabaoth hight :

O! that great Sabaoth God, grant me that
Sabbath's sight ! 4

* * *

-—Bevie of ladies bright, raunged
inarow!?

Your lovely eyes, yet gem-dazzled!

Look now on Lace!% and delicate
Embroidery ! Telling,

Of pious nuns and ladies high, and
all their patient toil !

Of young thoughts, imprisoned
cruelly:
And of musings solemn, while

ply the fingers taper the ever un-
weariedneedle, at length,—well-loved:

A d, last scene of all,

In sequestered cell, the gentle eyes,
dimming in death, behold her delicate
toils, decking the altar, or the robe of
priest, solemn ! severe!

While incense in faint fragrance
soothes the sinking sensc

And die the melting chant, and
organ’s pealing harmony,

Deliciously upon the dying ear!

—Now plies the merry Bobbin !

4 Fragmont at the close of THE FAERIE
QUEENE. .

5 SPENSER, Shepherd's Calendar—April.

¢ In the construction of lace, it would
scem that man has approached somewhat
closely to lis skilful and subtle rival, the
spider. The thread of which the finest lace
is made, we learn from the authorised Popu-
lar Guide to the Great Behibition, is the most
delicate filament produced by human skill.
Tts tenuity i3 so extrewe thnt it cunnot be
untied, it is said, in turbulent weather I—
when the current of air would be likely to
injure its cuntinnity.
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At bidding of imperious Steam,
hissing his Will, all irresistible,

While gaze distracted myriads on,
all busy once !

Work on, then,
Power

All undisturbed by sight of those,
whom Thou hast silenced!

Now, spread attractively before your
eyes, o

Ye softly-rustling ones! daintily
satin-clad,

In lovely form and attitude, the
Silks!

Daughters of Eve! how fond your
ardent gaze ! .

Ay, ay ! And they are beautiful! ra-
diant, in every hue, glistening, glossy.
—Turn, beauteous high-born one, with
thoughtful eye !

Turn, for a while, aside with me/

Come, see a WORM,

To whom, my lovely one, my
thoughtful one!

Thou owest thy rich and rare attire!

Come, Ladye faire, and see a Worm,

Emblem and type of Change ! and
Immortality !t

0, wondrous worm !

Self-shrouded,

In thy silken tomb !

Thy golden tomb!

Anon to emerge,

In brighter form, on higher life in-
tent,

Winging thy gladsome flight, in sun-

O remorseless

1 In the year 370 A.D. the great patriarch
St Basil, guided by information supplied by
the works of Aristotle, concerning the in-
stunce of inscet metamorphosis exhibited by
the silk-worm, thus beantifully illustrated
the Christian doctrine of the resurrection, —
** What have you to say, who disbelieve the
assertion of the Apostle Paul concerning
the change at the resurrection, when you see
many of the inhabitants of the air changing
their forms? Consider, for example, the ac-
count of the korned worm of India; which,
having first changed into a caterpillar, then
in process of time becomes a cocoon ; and
does not continue even in this form, but
assumes light and expanding wings ! Ye
women who sit winding upon the bob-
bins, the produce of these animals, bear
in mind the change of form in this erca-
ture ! Derive from it a clear conception of
the resurrection, and discredit not that
transformation which 8t Paul announces to
usall t”

2 When tho silk-worm has concluded its
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ghine, far away, to scenes unknown
before,
But that stern man,
Thy mystic translormation inter-
cepts,
With fatal fires:
Consumingtenant,for the Sepulchre!
List, ladye!
Pause, Man!
pose ! Hark!
Poor spinner! little doomed one'—
Hark !
Still at work, within,?
Unconscious of thy bootless toil,
nor dreaming of thy cruel end!
—Now sheds this Beauty gentle,
In death-ravished spoils arrayed! a
Tear.
Let it fall, ladye, and another, yet !
Distilling from thy dear and lus-
trous eyes,
Sparkling in the light of Heaven,
Which gave the heart to feel, for
Man, or Worm !
Lesson of mercy, from the Merciful !
—Mystic worm! Hadst thou re-
mained unknown to man,
Wouldst thou have still spun on:
As for sixty centuries past, so for
numberless to come,
Thy golden filament 3 unknown to
man,
No use subserving ?
Let me not seek to dive, presumptu-

O stay thy fatal pur-

ous,
Into thehidden purposesof Heaven.*

Iabour of spinning, it has enclosed itself in
a ball, called a cocoon, of a golden hue, and
oval form. The little spinner then casts its
skin, its existence as a caterpillar ceasing,
and passing into that of o chrysalis.  Aftera
bricf period, from ten to thirty days, accord-
ing to climate, the perfcct moth would
cmerge from the cocoon ; but, in doing so,
would destroy her own workmanship in her
former stage of existence : to prevent her
doing this, she is exposed to heat sufficient
to kill her, without injuring her silk!

3 A single silk-worm has spun a thread
625 yards in length. Taking, however, the
average produce of this wondertul creaturc
at only 300 yurds cach, and 2817 cocoons—
i. e, the oval ball, formed by a long filunent
of fine yellow silk emitted from the stomach
—as requisite to produce a pound of recled
silk filament, it would extend to the astound-
ing length of 480 miles !

4 And that he would show thee the seerete
of wisdum, that they are double to that
which is !—Job, xi. 6.
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Whose was the cunning eye that
saw thee first, i

And gave thee to the tender mer-
cies of Mankind ?

Linking thy modest fate with ours;

Luxurious and exacting Man !

Where shall the Eye find rest, and
where the Mind,

In this Palace, vividly bright and
vast!

I catch contagion from the eager
Life,

Restlessly streaming round:

All car!  All eye!

All sense!  All Soul!

And all assailed at once!

Rarer and rarer scems the air,

With the Spirit of Mankind,

Mysteriously instinct.

Lo!—Power! Daring!

Highest feats, crowning defeats!

Achievement, looking proudly down,

On vanguished vaunting Impossi-
bility !

Where'er I go, where'er I look,

I see trinmphant Intellect!

Reason, supreme, severe :
Real —

—Ah, yonder, Fancy!

With fantastic Unreality,

Gracefully frolicking!

Puck! Ariel! Oberon! Titania!

Droll sprites,

Mimicking grand airs of Man!

Up, Master Puck! — Thou merry
Wanderer of the night!?

Go, put thy girdle round about the
earth in forty minutes!

Off, on thy journev ! Lingering not,
in this enchanted Palace !

Haste! haste! For our Trraxia's
bidding hath already flown, on hidden
wire, the globe all round, over land
and under ocean,

And all her folk are looking out, to
sec thee flying by,

Binding her realms with unseen
cincture—

Quick, Puck! Outrun the light-
mng!

all

Confounding seene !

1 Midsummer Night's Dream, Act IL,

scene 1.
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Bewildering faculties conversant
most with multiplicity!

The True! the Falsc! the Present!
Past! Dim dreams of Future !

Lessons of Holy Writ:

Heroes of Heathen song: glimpses
of Grecian, Roman story :

Here mighty Samesox:

Rizram there, tenderly watching,
patiently, o’er her dead sons:

Here Jacos, whispering ardently,
and blushing Racuer, beautiful, list-
ening, with downcast eye and thrill-
ing heart!

Here MUrDERED INNOCENTS : there
living IxNoceNCE in prayer, drawing
down Heavenly influence : here Goop
SamariTan: and there

Meek VireiN, with her Basg, for
ever Blest!

Promeruevs on his rock, in agony
immortal,

The Vulture eveing,

With talons ever crimsoned in his
blood !

AcHILLES here,

The deadly arrow quivering in his
vulucrable heel:

Yonder, a woUuNDED INDIAN :

Suffering pair! strangely assorted!

Vireixius here,

Who wrote his daughter’s honour
in her blood.

Here dauntless Amazox: and there
quaint Paxw.

Stern Hamppex here: and there
great FaLrraxp, slain in his youthful
prime : brave, learned, loyal, virtuous,
incomparable.?

Glorious De Bovitroy here ! Famed
Warrior of the Cross! Conqueror of
Ascalon! Captor of Jerusalem! Hero
of dazzling darkened Tasso’s song !

0, pious Prince! Who meekly
wouldst not wear a Crown of Gold,

Where thy loved Lord had worn a
crown of thorns !3

z ‘Thus fell,” says the noble historian of
the Rebellion, ‘in that battle (Newbery)
this incomparable young man, in the four-
and - thirtieth year of his age; having so
much despatehed the business of life, that
the oldest rarely attain to that immense
knowledge, and the youngest cuter nat into
the world with more innocence.  Whosoever
leads such a life, needs not carc upon bow

short warning it be taken from him,*
8 Godfrey do Bouillon would not suffer



THE LILY AND THE BEE,

Immortal SHARESPEARE!

— O Homer! Aischylus ! Dante!
Tasso! Shakespeare! Milton!

0, ye, enchanting Time into forget-
fulness!

Ye Lords of Song!

Creators of imaginedworlds, peopled
with glorious ones :

Heroes ! Gods! Demigods ! Angels!
Archangels!

Imaged all round 1—

But chiefly thee I call, the warrior
Poet® thou! hero of Marathon and
Salamis, telling of Prometheus’s fate,

The Impious one! stealing down

fire from Heaven.2
O yc! your brows with chaplets
wreathed, of lustrous bloom undyiug!
Hushed! be awhile, your lyres!
—Gaze ye upon & mortal,
Erewhile a denizen of this Our
Isle,
See him, on bended knee,
With a majestic reverence,
And a sublime humility,
With thought profound, far-stretch-

ing,
Hiseye first touched with Holy light,
Scanning immensity.
Behold I——The glorious sight at
Iength

Vouchsafed !

Key of the Universe,?

First placed in mortal hands,

By dread Omnipotence.

—How that hand trembled ¢ to re-
ceive the gift!

himself to be proclaimed and crowned King
of Jerusaleny, evenin the momentoftriumph.
saying that he would not be crowned with
gold in the city where his Saviour had been
crowned with thorns; —a saying ecntitling
bim to immortality.

1 MEschylus.

2 TG 7dv pies 6305, MANTEXNOT mupis oédees

Owyroiat zdendus araciy—Iloow Atgp
Any one may find his account in reading,
or re-reading, this sublime composition, T%e
Prometheus Bound, by the light of the Crystal
Talace.—The reader will observe Aschylus
reappearing, on an analogous oceasion, in
the Second Book.

8 The law of gravitation, says one entitled
and competent to make sach a declaration,
(Sir John IIerschel), is the most univer-
8al trath at which Juman reason bhas yet
arrived,

+ When Newton begon to perceive that his
calenlations weve establishing the truth of
his prodigious discovery, ho became so agi-
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How sunk The Soul, nigh awe-dis-
solved !

0, unconceived magnificence !

The Heavens outspread !

Suns! Plauets! Satellites! Comets!
Stars!

Endlessly! resplendently ! stupend-
ously!

Ever circling in the void immense,

Infinitude,

Obedient to the mystic Law 5

Then first revealed !

See him gaze! with pious wonder
gazing:

—Yet silent, bards?

And thou, grand Aschylus! thy
lyre hath fallen from thy hand!

Even thou, great Milton, stand’st
transfixed with awe!

Tmmortal harmonies thou hearest,®

‘While sing the Morning Stars to-
gether,

And shout the Sons of God for joy !
Lead me, thou gentle Presence!

My spirit faints,

And endless glitter blinds the ex-
hausted eye!

From the silent shining Heavens,

Descending, again I tread the earth:

This earth, itself small Tenant of
the Heavens,

And given to Man, to be, a while,
his little home,

Appointed scene of hopes, and fears,
and trials :

His little hopes, anxieties, and fears—

Though little, awful, all ordained,

tated that he was unable to continue them,
and intrusted the completion to one of his
friends. Probably no othier human breast
cver vibrated with such emotions as those.—
Sir David Brewster justly observes, that the
publication of the Principia will form an
epoch in the history of the world, and will
ever be regarded as the brightest page in the
records of human reason.

5 ‘Thus,’ says that distinguished astro-
nomer, Admiral Smyth, speaking of the
binary stars, ‘is the wonderful truth opened
to view, that btwo suus, each self-luminous
and probably with an attendant train of
plancts, are gyratiug round their common
ceutre of gravity, wnder the same dynamical
Inws which govern the solar system ; that is,
not precisely like our planets round one
great luminary, but where each constititent,
with its accompanying orbs, revolves round
an intermediate point or fixed centre I’

6 He could not see what his great com-
panion saw,

D
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Linked with his immortality!

Yes—still flows on the humming
living stream,

The still sad music of humanity,!

Through the lulled ear, soothing the
deep-stirred soul.

A Worgaan! working ! work-
ing HERE!

Unmoved, and undisturbed,

By myriads' scrutiny !

— O, Artificer consummate !
quxslte'

Oun his own fixed purposes intent!

One of a State, a busy state! com-
pletely orgam’sed!

O'er whose Economy, pondered the
mighty Stagyrite :2

And well he knew, that on his
Master’s lips,

Sleeping, great infant, Prato!

In a myrtle bower,

Some pilgrim members of the mystic
State,

Clustering,

eX-

let honey fall 13

O, besy Bee, withouten gile!* on
Thee I gaze!

I, in this ITive of mine,

On Thee, in thine!

Dear insect! Iwould speak with thee!

I feel a sympathy of kin with thee!

Whence camest thou, mysterious
little one ?

Co-tenant of the globe with me!

Were Thy first Parents

Twin tenaats of The Garden, Para-
dise,

1 WORDSWORTH.

% Aristotle was the pupil of Plato, who
had been the pupil of Socrates.

3 Cicero tells us, that it was reported
among the imaginative Greeks, concerning
their great poet-philosopher Plato, that,
while slecping asan infant on Mount Hymet-
tus, in a bower of myrtles, while his parents
were sacrificing to the Muses and Nymphs,
bees alighted on him, and dropped honey
on his lips: an augury of the sweetness of
style in which hecould discourse philosophy.
—CICERO, D¢ Divinit., 1. 86.

¢ CHAUCER, The Second Nonne's Tale. —
When the author had the bappinessofsceing
this Bee he was, for a while, solitary, very
mcthodlcﬂlly repairing one of the cells. By-
and-by, two or three other bees came up to
him, us if to inspect progress; and, seem-
ingly satisfied, wentaway, leaving him care-
fully adjusting a layer of wax,

THE LILY AND THE BEE.

With mine,

All happy, bnght and beautiful,

And freshly into beinug called,

By God ?

Linked in fond embrace,

Unknowmg sin, or shame

All loving! and all lov ed,

Have Adam, Eve,

Wandering the Garden o ’er, among
the flowers,

Perceived Thy little Ancestors

There also ?

Hath Our swect Mother,

‘While balmy zephyr dallied

With her clustering curls, so ten-
derly.

'\Vatched Thine, so tiny,

From blossom to blossom,

‘Wildly winging her way,

With honeyed hum,

And ecstasy,

Till hidden rapturously,

In petals of the Lovely Lily ?

Anon out flew she! jocund and free!

Fearless of stifling violence,

Though seen the little storehouse
of her toils !

—Ah, blithesome Bees !

What hours were those,

To the foregoers of us both!

—A change! a cloud! and Gloom!
and Waters!

And that strange Ark!

Were thy ancestors, Two only,?s
also there!

Oft flying out, as thou and thine oft
quit at will,8 this hive,

ThishiveofYours, thishive ofQurs—

But THEN no flowers! as Now, to
rest upon !

Waters all!

—And didst thou quit the roving
Raven, and return alone,

Anon, twin traveller of the Dove,

Then left alone,? on the damp top
of olive-tree,

Amazed! a-hungered | — sunshine!
but no flowers!

Ye ancient, dear, companions of our
race !
Man, and his Bee,

5 Gen. vi. 19, 20.
8 The bees flew in and out. at will, at the
Crystal Palace. 7 Gen. viid, T-12.
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Aftersixthousand years, ofslaughter
and of spoil,

0, slaughtered? Bee! Dear Bee!
Poor Bee!

Ye still are with us, plying your in-
nocent toils!

Ye Victims !
of man !

Rivals ! Monitors !

Tiny Expositor, forsooth!

Exhibitor, of Industry !

Yet, I do misgive me that I see, in
thee,

A small Unmedalled one!

In this Ounr Palace ! Hive!
Royal Hive !

Qur

Were ye ordained to gather for
yourselves alone,

And not for us, though from Our
flowers ?

Ye skilled ones! why keep your
science, all to yourselves ?

For sixty centuries we taste, Juxu-
rious, what ye gather and prepare,

But have not learned your art, and
cannot supersede your toils!

Make ye honey now, as from the
first, ye did ?

Perfect and pure,? then as now, and
now as then?

~—How choose ye Flowers? Or do
ye choose ?

Know ye blossoms fruitful, barren ?

Or are they all to you,

Ye little Alchemists! alike ?

1¢In regard to the destruction of bees, it
has been observed that no true lover of these
industrious insects ever lighted the fatal
match without concern.’—Enceye. Brit. vol. iv.
p. 536. We have similar accounts to settle
with the bee, and the silk-worm.

2 Aristotlethought that the honey gathered
by bees was a dew fallen from Heaven; and
perhaps be was not—shall one say it i—very
far from the truth.

3 Xenophon, who, from the beanty and
simplicity of his style, was called the Bee of
Greece, relates, in ihe Fourth Rook * of the
Expedition of Cyrus, that great numbers of
the Greek soldiers, when encamped in the
villages, after carrying a position in the Col-
chian mountains, found many bee-hives ; and,
partaking frecly of the honey, were affected
I an extraordinary manner—alarming the

* The inadvertent retention of 2 misprint of ¢ tenth "
for * fuurth* in the first edition,—gave occasion for a
wittyjeu.d'esprit by an nccomplished scholar and friend
of the author, in the guise of & fragment of a twenty-
A£ch book of the Odyssey !
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Go ye a first, a sccond time, in vain ?

0 strange Bees! Why do ye gather
from the poison-flowers,3

Sweetshurtful, deadly, toyourselves,
or us?

Is it your being’s End and Aim, to
gather honey ?

Or hath Omnipotent Omniscience,

All Benevolent,

Other and deeper purposes,*

In His Divine economy,

Hver inscrutable by man ?

Your structure and your doings,
little MysTEry,

Perplexed great Aristotle!

And, twenty centuries since past
away,

A mystery shrouds vou yet,

Seen deepest into, by a blind Bee-
lover |8

How little thought ye of the amaz-
ing glass,

Enlarging to a Mammoth magni-
tude your tiny form !

Yet, still great secrets in your
Sense 18

Do ye HEAR P—

That organ’s solemn swell, is it un-
heard by thee, unfelt, through thrilling
air?

Art thou not tempted to suspend
thy toil ?

Thou shar’st proboscis with the
Elephant;
With Chemist, laboratory !

whole army ; lying on the ground, as ifpros-
trate from defeat. Those wha ate butlittle,
savs Xenophon, were like men very drunk,
o¢63g0 et Foovaiv idixeray s those whoatemuch,
Like madmen, pevonévors ; and some like
dying persons, asedvicxevw. All, however,
recovered. Pliny telis us that therc was a
honey in those parts called Mainomena, from
its maddening effects, and that it was gather-
ed from the flowers of the rhododendros.—
Poisonous honey has also heen gathered
in large quantities by the American bees.

4 8ce Note, No. X1L.-—* The Bee Mystery.”

5Francis Huber, a Swiss gentleman, islere
alluded to. He became totally blind in his
youth, and devated his subsequent life, with
the assistance of a faithiful and sagacious ser-
vant, to a profound study of the habits of
bees.

6 * Bees possess, in all probability, organs
appropriated to unknown kinds of impres-
sions, and which open to them avenuaes to
knowledge of various kinds to which we
must ever remain total strangers.’—ZEncyc.
Brit. vol. iv. p. 522,
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What Sight is thine!
skies an hour ago,

Still sawest thou this hive of ours,

So vast, and thine own little one
within,

And honey-laden, downward didst
dart, with lightning speed,?

And thy gains, deposited in store,

Thou cver indefatigable Bee, art
instant here,

Repairing this thy hive!

Didst thou see, or note our Queen,
contemplative,

Musiug on thee,and onthy mystery?

Do ye sce the stars ? Wondering,
if Bees be there 72

It much misgiveth me ye cannot
weigh the Sun !

Nor tell of coming Comets, Eclipse,

And Neptune far away,3

Yet, art thou Geometer!

Thou Genius of geometry !

With His endued,

The drcad Geometer that made the
Heavens!

He made thee perfect, wonderful one!

Perfect, at once, thy mission to fulfil!

-—Come hither Architect! and En-
gineer!

With recent triumph flushed:

This airy structure, with its form
compact,

Harmoniously adjusted,

Lofty Dome, long Galleries and
Nave, Aisles, Transept,

This Hive of Man,

Awhile forget :

And stoop to scan this little inner
Hive.

Ponder this Bee!

Perfect his work :# is thine?

High in the

10n quitting the hive, a bee flies towards
the field most mn flower—in as direct a line, as
soon as it has determined its course, as o
ball issuing from a musket. When it has
collected sufficicnt provision, it rises in the
air to discover its hive—which it will dis-
tinguish from many others in a numcrous
apiary—and then darts towards it with the
velocity of an arrow, and unerring precision
of sim!

2 Man is similarly curions in his specula-
tions concerning the stars—whether they be
inhabited, and by beings like himself. God
appears to have given him, here, the power
of guessing only.—Sce post, p. 32, note 2.

8 dnte, p. 15.

+ See Note, No. XTIL —* The Bee and tho
Tofinitesimal Caleulus.’
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Transcendent Mechanician, though
so small !

Behold his Architecture !

A Royal Palace ! Here chambers for
the Royal race; doors,—passages, ex-
tensive, numerous, surrounding all the
Hive : there, Magazines well filled,
and guarded jealously ; Gates fortified:
and within, without, stand watchful

» sentinels! antennzxallalert, lest spoiler

enter :

The hideous
death-headed 1%

Him to guard against, the grim in-
truder, they raise the Barricade, with
bastion ! casemate! gateway mass-
ive!

They ventilate 8

Their hive ! for bees, like men, must
breathe,

Breathe all together !

And ye have thieves! and strict
police !

Spies! Idlers! working-classes!

Quarrels! resentments ! rivalrics !

Ye Emigrate! ye Colonise ! co-ope-
rate !

Sphinx ! monster !

Forsooth ! Marauding expedi-
tions! Sicges! Battles!
Civil wars! and Massacres — even

| as we ours,

Of Albigense, Waldense, and Hu-

| guenot 17

And yE, too, have A—Queen!
Living in stately palace: on deli-

5 The poor bees have a fearful number of
enemies to contend with—hornets, wasps,
bears, badgers, rats, mice, birds, lizards,
toads ; but their deadliest and most insidious
enemy are the maths, which insinuate them-
selves into the hive, and deposit so many
eggs, unperceivedly, between the ceils, that
by-and-by, when the larvae arc hatched, the
bees are forced to abandon the hive! The
sphinx mentioned in the text is a tormidable
enemy of theirs, recently discovered by
Huber ; and against this dreaded invader,
the bees actually construct elaborate fortifi-
catinns !

8 TTow this indispensable process was car-
ried on, bafled the research and speculation
of ages. At length the mystery was solved,
and recently. The bees appointed for the
purpose, stand waving their wings, with a
motion different from that used in flight,
with untiring energy ; and, to gain the full
ettuct of it, first attack their feet firmly to the
floor, and by these means cause distinctly-
perceptible currents ofair tocirculate through
the hive! M .

7 It would be superfluous to inform those
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cate fare: attendants, courtly, affec-
tionate, ! and guards !

A royal progeny !

And she hath queenly cares: for
her dear busy subjects all concern-
ed!

Bee, wast THou spectator of that
dreadful fight

Wherein she slew her Rival!?

Insolent Pretender to her Throne!

Tiver since, reigning all peace-
fully ?

Dost thou remember when, awhile
ye lost your Queen?

Anon what consternation through
her realm! toil all suspended !

Infants untended, and unfed :

All all amazed, alarmed ;

Hither and thither hurrying, from
hive to outer air, to seek your Queen,
ye loyal loving ones ?

Sce, she returns ! and all again re-
pose, aund peace!

I wonder, royal Beg, if ever thinks
of thee, the Axr, republican {2

Musing on thy well- compacted
State,

Strictly subordinate,

And one supreme, lovely, guardian
of order and of law ?

For ye, too, wise citizens ! havestrict
statutes, and most biting laws 1%

Ye pattern type of conduct, policy,
and government !

Sagacious! Experienced: forecast-
ing ones!

Lessoning us human Bees, and Ants,
royal ! republican!

who have ever concerned themselves with
the doings of these wonderful and mysteri-
ous creatures, that the assertions concerning
them in the textare true.

1 * Unexpectedly, I one day saw aqueen on
a comb: the next day I was favoured with a
like view. She remained each day about an
hour—the bees very rospectfully making a
free passage for hor as she approached.
About a dozen of them tenderly licked and
brushed her all over, while others attended
to feed her.—The Ancient Beemaster's Fare-
well, by JonN KEvs, p. 8, A.D. 1746.

2 See Note, No. XIV.—The death strug-
‘gle botween the Rival Queen Bees.”

8 At the time when this was written, the
government of France was republican.

4 SHAKESPEARE. 5 Aunte, p. 29, noto C.

8 Buffon refused to allow the existence of
intelligence in beos — referring all their
actions, however admirable, to the results of
their peculiar mechanisp,
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Know ye sorrow, shame, remorse,
or hope,—or dread despair ?

Have ye a Past, and Future ?

Or no to-morrow ! all unconscious
Now ?

And do ye tHing P—The objects of
your busy being know ?

And judge of means and end ?

Perceiving, remembering, judging?

Know ye of right, or wrong?

What vight 2 What wrong?

Have ye aSoul, fed by undiscovered
sense ? 8

Or, dread question! know ye no
MAKER?

From that fruition glovious, eter-
nally shut out!

Incapable of light, all darkness:

Matter and motion only, all mecha-
nical :9

Unconscious mimicks of Intelli-
gence ?

Or, O my soul o’erwhelmed !

And am I looking now,

Upon Gop working, in this Bee!

Ay, let me pause, mysterious
Bee!

Is there 'twixt thee and me a gulf
profound, ordained to be ?

Stand T, on lofty Reason’s brink,
gazing proudly down on thee,

With myriad fellows, clustering on
the other side,

On Ixgmixer’'s? cdge,

Betwixt us Gulf impassable, tre-
mendous ?

Poor Bee! Dost thou see ME?

And note my speculations,

7 The word instinct literally signifies, some-
thing inciting or impelling, moving, or di-
recting, (instinctus from in, and stingo, from
enliy, to prick or spur); but what that
SOMETHING is, remains an awful and un-
fathomable mystery. It 18 in vain for the
baffled philosopher to dogmatise on the sub-
ject. He can but conjecture ; and should do
so with reverence. The questions asked in
the text are unanswerable by mortal man;
who, nevertheless, is represented as disposed
to assert the existence of distinctions, which
God has placed it beyond his reach to dis-
cover, or cstablish. He is suddenly arrested
in his progress through the dim regions into
which he has entered, by the notion of his
being, himself, at the moment, the subject
of similar speculation to some being of a
higher order of creation than himself: and
is at leugth subdued and humbled into a
spirit capable of learning the true lesson
taught by contemplating the bee.
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Thinking so curiously, all so confi-
dent!

Of thee, thy Being, Doings ?
Myserr! the while !

Unconsciously contemplated by In-
telligence, unseen !

Transcending mortal man,

Yet far himself from the Supreme,

As finite from the Infinite!

This moment loftily scanning Me,

Suspending for a-while his cares
sublime,!

And gazing down on M,

On all my Fellows clustering round,

In this our Hive,

Of fancied splendour ! vastness!

Yet even to his wondrous eyes, but
visible!

I, infinitcly less to Him, than Thou
to Me!

Doth he, in turn, deny me know-
ledge f my God,

And think it to himself, perchance
his awful fellows, all confined ?

To such insccts, crawling o’er this
petty orb,

Quite incommunicable !

Doth he muse on us, contemptu-
ously ! :

A curious race, minute,

From our little Planet peering, in-
quisitive, out—amoug the stars!

Thinking? we tell their motions, dis-
tances !

Weighing both Sun and Planets!

Forsooth'!

0, feats stupendous! Feats sublime !

Ah, ha!
Lauglter in the skies!

18ir Isaac Newton secmed to doubt whe-
ther there were not intelligent beings supe-
rior to us, who superintended the revolution
of the heavenly bodies, by the dircction of
the Supreme Being.—This was said by a re-
lative of Newton, in recording a ‘remark-
able conversation” with him.—BREWSTER'S
Life, pp. 364-5.

2 This is introduced to show the possible
fallacy of somo of our most confident conclu-
sions concerning the heavenly bodies, It is
now, for instance, claborately argued by one
of tho most eminent men of the present day
[A.p. 1854), that we have no sufficicnt reasan
for belioving the stars to be inhabited, or,
indeed, of the nature, ns to system, magni-
tude, and distances, attributed to them by
modern astronomical science. Sce 0f the
Plurality of Vorlds. passit.
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With powerful Sense, at length dis.
covering

We have our RECORDS, too, of these
our feats!

Of thoughts, fancied profound!

Sowise ! Straining mighty faculties!

Such learned Auts, and such saga-
cious Bees!

Events so great!

Tiny WATERLOO }

Armies !

Fleets!

Ah, ha!

—Ants! reD, and BLUE.
Marching, magnificent, on land,
Or floating fearful o'er the Sea,
And smoke, and spark, emitting,
With thundering sound,?

0, so very terrible!

—Thinks He,

That we, Max!

Knownot the past: norurure have:
only dim vow!

All blind ! unknowing
effect, or means or end!

Intelligence but mimicking !

Having no soul !

Well-ordered atoms: finely organ-
ised!

But stirring dust! machines alone!

Ordained for use of others, only, not
dreamed of by ourselves!

Sport of their wanton will'!

Unknowing how, or why 1ms
PALACE WE HAVE BUILT !

Reading no rEssox from it—-—

cause or

Wise Spirit! benignant Pre-
sence!

Yes! Ircad! I mark! Ilcarn!

I learn, O Bee! O wondrous moni-
tor! I lcarn from thee!

O decp, instructive Mystery !

Before thee, little Bec, PresumrrioN
stands abashed, and solemnly re-
buked, )

And Jeworaxce instructed, if it
will!

Orconscious, orunconscious,Teacher,
Bee!—

8 This is how our great land or sea-fights
might appear,—our suldiers and sailors inere
red and biuo insects—to such an observer as
is here contemplated.
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Yes, humbly will T learn from
thee!

In ONE we live, and move, and
being have !

Giving to each his powers, and
sphere, appropriate !

Man! Bee!

Our mission each!

Though thine for ever hidden from
mine eye,

My mission let me know, and rever-
ently fulfil!

Let me, kneeling lowly, in mv na-
tive dust,

List to the voice of Him that took
me thence,

And made me, in His image!
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—Let not the wise man glory in his

WwIsnonm : 1

Neither let the mighty man glory
in his mMigHT :

Let not the rich man glory in his
RICHES :

But let him that glorieth,

Glory in this,

That he understandeth and know-
eth Me:

Tuar I am TrE Lorp,

Which exercise Loving-kindness,
Judgment, and Rightcousness, in the
Earth :

For in these things I delight, saith
the Lord.

1 Jor, ix. 23, 24,



BOOK THE SECOND.

Nranr in the Crystal Palace!

The seventy thousand goue!? All
gone,

And I, arone!

—How dread this silence!

The seventy thousand, with bright
sunshine, gone,

And T alone,

And moonlight all irradiates, so-
lemnly.

All gone! The living stream, with
its mysterious hum :

My brethren ! and my sisters !
gone !

From every clime, of every hue, and
every tongue!

But a few hours ago, all here: glee-
ful, eager, curious, all,

Aduwiring, all : instructed, thou.
sands :

Some, stirred with deep thoughts,
and fixed on musings strange :

But now, thus far on in night, all,
all, asleep,

Past, Present, Future, melted into
oxE!

Dream-dazzled some ! secing all the
world, and all its denizens, at once—
in every place, at once

Hearing again the murmur
the pealing organ

Ay, all alone!

The very Bems, wearied, are all
asleep,

In yonder hive of theirs,

Save where belore the porch,

hum

1 On onc of the concluding days of the
Great Bxhibition, the number of visitors had
swollen to 109,915 persons! - And npwards of
six millions visited the Crystal Palace from
first to lust—that is, from 1st May to October
11, 1851,

Stand their tiny sentinels,? within,
without,

All vigilant, as ours !

There’s not a breath of sighing air

To wake yon sleeping flowers,

Or stir the leaves of yon high Trees,

Stately sentries o'er the Flowers.

Yon banners all hang waveless!

Their proud devices now scarce vis-
ible:

Linbleming Nations, restless! stern !

In battle order seeming even yet!

Startled some, convulsed but re-
cently :

But now, at length, asteep!

All here, sleeping grandly secure,
serene, reliant:

Lately worn with war and tumult:
now .

Soothed into repose, by sights and
sounds

Of an unwonted Unity, and Peace,
and Concord,

As though they owned the Presence
awful, of Him

Who maketh Wars to ccase in all
the world,

Saying, Be still, and know that I
am God,

Mighty nations ! all in glorious Con-
gress met,

As ye never met before,

And may never meet again,

When ye wake up, Be it with
thoughts of Peace,

Peace, lovely Peace,

Come from the God of Peace!

0, could this concord last!

And blessed harmony enwrap this
troubled globe,

2 Ante, p. 90
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Rolling through Heaven in its ap-
pointed course,

Before the eye of God, Well Pleased,

The God of Peace !

—Am I alone! And do I wake?
or sleep ? or dream ?

Hark! A sound!
soul!

A toll profound !

The hollow tongue ! of Time,

Telling its awful Flight,

Now, to no ear save mine!

Heard I ever herethat solemn sound
before! Or did my million fellows
hiear, or note ?

Now dies the sound away—

But upwaketh, as it goes,

Memories of ages past! The Gone!

Tuey coue! Trey rise! Toey rE-
APPEAR !

The air, strangely disturbed,

Is moulding iuto forms!

—Is this Time? Stand I still in
Time,

Or have its shadowy bounds,

Suddenly dissolved into BrerxiTy !

And live around its mystic deni-
zens !

O yedead! O ye dead! whom I
know by the light ye give,

From your cold gleaming eyes,
though ye move like men who
live.2

Spirit unseen! Assuring Presence!
Leave me not now !

startling my

—I feel thee once again!

While my eyes clear from the thick
films of sense !

Then will T not fear, with Thee be-
side,

Though spirits glide about!

The great oues of the past !

Arvouszd, awhile, from sleep profound
of ages, many;

Others scarce settled into that long
sleep :

All solemn here | amazed !

1 — _The hollow tongue of Time,

Is a perpetual knell.  Bach toll,

Peals for a hope the less '—Byrox.
—The allusion in the text is to the great
Electric Clock in the Crystal Palace. It
st_t;uck the hours in tones of peculiar solem-
nity.

9 Moorg, Melodics.
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It is an awful sight!

Man from the grave, around one
Man upon the Earth ! .

Man in eternity, around one Man in
Time !

Immortality, Mortality surround-

ng,
Melting my soul away ! .
They see me not—yet 1 their pre-
sence feel
Fearfally ! my ghostly kindred all!

A royal group! Great Conguerors !

ALEXANDER |

Summoned from Earth,

With systems of vast empire, ripen-
ing fast: falling suddenly, asunder!®

Scarce past his youth!*

His eye glances from Nile, to In-
dus!

Now fixed upon the hundred-chan-
nelled SurLes !9

—He heaves a mighty sigh!

Now strains his ear as catching
thundering sounds — Aliwal | So-
braon !

Again he sighs: his eye on Egypt
fixed :

Alexandria!

Great Casar too ! also amazed,
stern, sad :
Beside him Saracen—

Narorrox !¢ his gloomy eye fixed
now on Egypt:

India: France: Spain : Italy : Ger.
many : Russia:

How swells his mighty breast!

3 A sarcophagus, believed tobe that which
enclosed the coffin of Alexander the Great, is
now in the British Muscum!

4 He succeeded to the throne in his twen-
tieth, and died in his thirty-third year. He
wag well entitied to be called Great.

5 Alexander, in his Indian expedition, ad-
vanced as far as the banks of the Sutlej: bug
his wearied troops began to murmur at the
prospeet before them, if they crossed the
river. On this, he called & council of his
generals—and they counselled, tohisineffable
mortification, that they should retrace their
steps, This was done, after erccting twelve
altars, or towers, toindicate the point which
he had reached,  Doubtless he is thinking of
this, at the moment to which the text points.

6 ‘Can you not,’ said the dying Napoleon to
hia physician, ‘believe in God, whose exist-
ence everything proclaims, and in whom the
greatest minds bave believed ?
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Upon his haughty brow, glistens
the Iron Crown? of glorious CuarLE-
MAGNE,

Beside him standing!

Him, too, behold quick scanning
Europe

Wondering : concerned:

Great Charlemagne! Iow altered
all!

He heaves a sigh profound :

Thinking of Empire suddenly dis-
solved!?

Lo, there approaching AL-
FRED!

1lis cye attracted, tenderly, unto a
Mother’s image,®

And then, unto his own!

See him look around, serious, amaz-
ed!

—0, thou majestic one !

Man, patriot, Monarch! Patternt
for Kings and men!

Isceuponthy browa jewelled crown,

With Mercy, Justice,

Valour, Wisdom, Truth and Piety,

So richly studded,

Glittering bright threugh ages’ in-
tervening mist !

And on the distant East, he also
gazed,

On India,

Scene of his pious Embassy,b

1 Napoleon was crowned with the Iron
Crown (so called from the iron circle inside,
suid to be made out of a uail of the Cress)in
1805, a thousand years atter it had encircled
the head of the Emperor Charlemagne.

2 The congueror of the Western world had
themortification of pereeiving, duringhis life-
+ime, in id action, the decay destined so
soon to prostrate his empire. Instantly on
bis death, as if by enchantment. the fubric
fell to pieces. Separated into detached do-
minions, all means of mutual support were
lost: and pusillanimous millions yiclded, al-
most without a struggle, to the ravages of a
few thousand hardy and rapacious enemics!
—AvLsoN, Hist. of Europe, chap. 1.

3 See the Pretace to the first edition, p. i

4 The philosophic German, Herder, speaks
of Altved as a pattern for kiugs in the time
of extremity ; a bright star in the history of
mankind ; a greater man than Charlemague.
Mirabean” draws a noble parallel between
Charlemagne and Alfred, giving the palin to
the Anglo-Saxoen ; and Voltaire declared that
he knew of no one worthier than Allred, of
the venerution of posterity.

5 This extraordinary incident in the Jife of
Alfred,—his embassy to India, to the shrive
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Now by his Descendant ruled,

After a thousand years!

And Westward — Southward - -
Northward, too,

He looked amazedly :

And thought of millions many,

Her sweet sceptred sway ~obey-
ing!

So pious, free, both they, and she:

And methought there melted from
his shadowy lips,

O pious King!

Strains uttered on the earth!

The citizens of Earth,
Inhabitants of the ground,
All had one like beginning:
They of two only,

All came:

Men and women, within the world:
And they also now yet,

All alike come into the world :
The splendid and the lowly:
This is no wonder!

Because all know

That there is One God,

Of all creatures:

Lotd of mankind !

The Father and the Creator,
Hail! O Thou Eternal

And thou Almighty,

Of all creatures

Creator and Ruler:

Pardon thy wretched
Children of the carth,
Mankind,

In the course of thy might.
0, my Lord,

Thou that overseést all,

Of the world’s creatures,
Look now on mankind
With mild eyes!

Now they here in many

Of the world’s waves,
Struggle and labour !
Aiscrable carth citizens,
Torgive them now 1¢

Together glided these great Royal
Ouncs,

of §t Thomas, who was believed to have died
there, scoms cstablished beyond a doubt.
sco TURNER's Hist. of the Anglo-Suzons, Book
V., chap. 6.

6 This is taken verbatim from the extant
poem given at Jeugth in TURNFR'S History of

the Anglo-Sazxons, vol. ii. pp. 104, 118,
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Seeming in converse deep, and sad !

Naror.eoN! ALEXANDER ! C&sar!
CHARLEMAGNE ! ALFRED !

Through Nations passing, new and
old:

Thinking of Kings, and Conquerors,
also there,

Forgotten all !

As though they ne'er had reigned,
and slaughtered!

Or remembered, but as writ in light

By pencil of a gifted one !

How they muse, of changed dynas-
ties !

New forms of power, and scats of
government!

Mighty schemes of Empire, proudly
conceived,

Loung blood-cemented,

All! all! like bubbles burst !

But Alfred also mused upon his own
dear sceptred isle !

His little realm !

Little once, not now : so GREAT be-
come !

Grown like a grain of mustard-seed :

When sown, less than all seeds on
earth,

But grown, and waxed a great tree,
and shooting out great branches !

Yes, venerable shade !

Majestic gliding o'er the spot,

‘Where stood, so short awhile ago,

She who wears your crown !

Ever mindful she,

In this our happy day,

As in thy time thou wast, of ITim,

Her Ileavenly Father, High and
Mighty,

King of kings, Lord of lords !

Only Ruler of Princes,

From His throne beholding all the
dwellers on the eaxth !

Beside great Alexander, lo,standing,

Greater ArisToTLE 1

Great Taught, by greater Teacher !

The mighty Stagyrite !

Thou here! Aund lo! ‘

The Macedonian melted into air
again!

1 His voluminous works, on every depart-
meut of human knowledge existing in his |
time, have nearly ull perished.  Pliny states |
that ArisTorLE's History of Animals, of which

ten books survive, extended to fifty volumes ! .
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And Aristotle stands alone,

Looking round,

After two thousand years,

Monarch of Realm of thought!

Awhile, methinks, deeming he held
the sceptre still!

Anon came One, who voughly shook
his throne, ?

Anon, Another,® mightier still,

His throne subverted, and the scep-
tre seized,

Transmitting to successors in all
time !

Beside the Stagyrite now stood,

Monk, Chancellor :

Both great, both sad,

Greeting, the Three, with noble air!

Looking around,

And then, upon each other.

What converse with their cyes!
The Stagyrite, of Matter ! Form! Pui-
vation!

Qualitics occult !

Corruption! Generation! Contra-
riety!

Motion! Rest! and Heaviness!4

Melting before the eyeof aged monk,

Vain Alchemy! Astrology !

While He of Verulam, as

Monarch, in His Own Palace stand-
ing,
Displayed its wonders to his kingly
guests.

‘With instinctive sense imbued,

By that air so rich,

They noted change, progressive,

Space passed o'er!

Progress vast, into the realms of
Anarch old !®

Error dispelled, and prejudice dis-
solved!

2 That wonderful man, Roger Bacon, who
suddenly blazed o star of the fivst magnitude,
in the profound darkness of the Middle Ages,
declared that, if he could, he would have
burnt the whole books of Aristotle, Quia eo-
rum stadivae non est wisi temjoris amissio, et
causa erroris, et multiplicatio ignorantic. e
who said this was, nevertheless, a staunch
believer in the Philosopher's 8tone, the Blixir
of Life, and Astrology.

4 Lord Bacon.

4 These words indicate points of the Aris-
totclian philosophy.

5 Paradise Lost, Book II., 988. Milton
styles the ruler of the reahm of chaos, or
confasion, ‘the Anarch old.’
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New powers, constant up-springing!

Boundless opportunity !

All carth become one vast observa
tory,! with sons of science peopled,
paticnt, exact :

Before that King,

Sitting in shadowy magnificence,

Attended, thus,

There passed his royal Successors,?

Or in eternity, or tarrying yet
awhile in time:

Owning allegiance,

Their right from him derived,

On noble Tenure held,

To seck the Real and the True,

Grandly intent on that, alone :

Obedient to hislaws : notoncrevolt!

Here, telling of his realws, extend-
ing ceaselessly !

And everywhere!

Into two Infivitudes®

The Pasr, written deep in earth?
telling

Races of life, successive,

Forms, seeming uncouth, tremen-
dous,

Their offices performed, all passed
away,

In procession mystical !

The FuTure!

Ten thousand thousand thousand
ages henee !

Predicting dim eclipse, disastrous
shadow shedding—

Night in mid-day!

Ay, o'er this Palace’ site,

Then, perchance "neath occan deep-
ly whelmed!

Aud forms cxistent, active, now,

1To what may we not look forward, said
Hersehel, more than twenty years ago, when
a spirit  of scientific inquivy shall have
spread through those vast regions in which
the process of civilisation, its sure precursor,
is actually commenced, and in active pro-
gress? What may we not expect from the
cxertions of powerful minds called into action
under cireumstances totally different from
any which have yet existed in the world,
and over an cxtent of territory far surpass-
ing that which has litherto produced the
whole harvest of human intellect?

2 4.¢. ‘The philosophers who have suc-
cecded Lord Bacon, whether dead, or living.

3 The vast, and the minute, —revealed by
llhu teleseope and microscope.—4nte, pp. 16,
7.

" Avristotle and Lord Bacon are represented
a8 being informed of the wonderful revela-
tions of geology.
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Then, long passed away :

And tHENS exhumed

By the remote posterity of man,
Remains of Man'!

Wondering ! as in

A new Creation!

A moment silent,

0, quoth the kindling Stagyrite!

O had this day been mine!

While the sorrow-stricken King,

Murmured, methought, of Foreign
Nations,

And the Next Ages!®
Great Spirit, Tuey AR Here!

Thy precious Legacy? accepted re-
verently !

Yonder He of Syracuse !

His eye, contemplative, profound,

Scanning the growth of seeds, he
sowed

Now two thousand years ago:

A giant Shadow!

Noiseless® motion all around !

Hast thou, ArcHiMEDES, found,

‘Where thou canst move the Earth ??

Upon the slaughtered sage,

Mournful Marcellus looking on'!
and Cicero !

Thiuking of the Tomb, he sought,

Neglected ! grass o’ergrown !

3Up to the present time, no remains of
man have been discovered, (Ante, p. 23): it
is conceived in the text, that it may be other-
wisc hereafter.

6 Thus sublimely commenced the will of
this august prinee of philosophers: ‘First, T
Dequeath my soul and body into the hands
of God, by the blessed oblation of my Saviour
—the one at the time of my dissolution, the
other at my reswrrection. For my name
and memory, I leave it to men’s charitable
specches, and to foreign nations, and the
nextages.” One of these expressions points
to a passage in hislife pregnant with instruc-
tion, telling of the fallen naturc of man, in
his highest present condition.

7 The Novum OnGaNuM, or new method of
extending koowledge by means of Induction :
whenee Lord Bacon has aequired tho title of
the Father of Experimental Philosqphy.
The Crystal Palace tcemed with trophies of
the inductive system.

8 Archimedes is here represented as con-
templating the machinery in noiseless motion,
at midnight, as it had been in noisy nction
during the day :—as it were, a human sha-
dow, watching mechanical shudows, in mo-
tion.

® Give me, said he, & place whore I may
stand, outside the earth, apd I will move it.
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But neither Syracusan saw, unheed-
ed both:

Absorbed, the great Geometer,

Aswhen the ruthless Roman pierced
him through——

And he hides the gaping wound.

Far in the West, that eve, had stood,

Before an Orrery,

Two laughing children,

While its humble maker turned it
round,

Begriméd artisan,

One to the other telling merrily,

How went the Planets round the
Sun!

And cven their times, and dis-
tances,

The urchins knew !

But, of the wasting thought, and
watch,

Of sleepless centuries,

To tell them that, so trippingly by
themselves told off,

Recked they naught !

Lo! on that same spot

Now stood, all hoary,

Chaldean and Egyptian sage,

And Greek Philosopher,!

Gazing on that Orrery,

Turning round, by hand unseen,

All sore perplexed! dismayed!

Their ancient wisdom melted all
away, .

—=Standing midst systems over-
turned,

Consummate, complicate,

And straining highest faculties of
man,

Or to construct, or comprehend !

Those old amazéd Ghosts !

With them, behold, the Stagyrite,
confounded,

As he sees,

His Spheres Divine revolving,

Vanishing out of Heaven !

And the fixed centre of the uni-
verse,

Whirl'd round the Sun!

1 The merest child, in & Christian land, in
the nineteenth century, has a far wider and
nobler conception of the perfections of Je-
hovah, thon the wisest philosopher who
lived before Astronomy had gone forth on
her circuminavigation of the globe.~—Religion
of Qeology, by Dk Hircucock, p. 416

—— Then came a Spirit, slowly,
sadly,

Aged and haggard, with a dungeon’s
hue,

Stooping with weight of chains :

And he, too, looked :

But with a sinking, sickening soul,

As he beheld the Earth,

In tiny orbit circling round the
Sun.

For GariLeo’s glory once,

Had since become his shame,

Quailing Philosopher!

Through fear of mortal man!

At bidding of fell blinded bigotry,?

Of Priest, and Cardinal,

On bended knee,

With impious tongue,

And tremulous haud on Holy Gos-
pel placed,

And with a heart to Heaven dis-
loyal,

0, tell it not—

Yet hear!

He had apsvreDp the glorious Truts,

Itsclf had taught !

And falsely swore

The eacth stood still, and round it
rolled the Sun!

—Beside him see Pyruacoras!

And he, two thousand years be-
fore,

Had his Disciples taught,

Secretly, mysteriously,

That Earth a Planet was,

Circling the Sun:

But the People,® told

That Earth stood still,

Fixed centre of the Universe!

And these two,

Looked each upon the other!

O ancient Ghosts!

Sorely amazéd Ghosts!

With strangely beaming eyes,

I'ixed still upon that Orrery,

2 A monk preached aguinst Galileo from
the words, Ye men of Galitee, why stand ye
gazing up into Heaven?—Acts, 1. 11, See
Noltc, No. XV.—*Galilco among the Cardi-
nals.”

¥ The ancient philosophers had two modes
of teaching, the one called esoteric (sswfey),
the other exoteric(efafiv), i.e. secret, and open:
the former were the more perfeet and sub-
lime of their doctrines, intrusted to dis-
ciples and adepts alone ; the latter, such

popular doctrines as might suffice for tho
vulgar.
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Vain, vain, your toils profound!

Fond dreamings !

Teachings esoteric! exoteric!

The Heavens read falsely, with
your utmost skill !

Amidst subverted systems stand-
ng,
O Ghosts, forlorn, and well amazed !

And yet ye surely are majestic

Ones!
Living in men’s holy memories;
Tuares ! Pyruacoras! ANaxaco-
ras !l

Socrares! Prato! ArisToTLE!

Ye see me not,

Trembling in my inner soul,

So little, and so poor,

Ye cannot see me !

Or ye might despise

Me, and some other Little Ones

Of this our day.

O!—Away ye mighty Ones!

Into the oppressed, oppressing air!

For Littleness, in Greatness’ pre-
sence, trembling,

Is perishing !

Awful Ghosts, away!

Lo, puzzled Prorrmy I do espy!

His mind all scribbled o'er,

‘With centric, and eccentrie,

Cycle, epicycle, orb in orb,?

Hopeless, in mighty maze! all be-
wildered !

Mankind for century on century,

Bewildering helplessly!

The glorious Heavens, such fantas-
tic motion giving,

As drew forth kingly blasphemy.3

Ye later Ones!

At length ye come, bringing the
light,

Through the dreary night :

Long struggling, through the priest-
Iy fear

! 8ee Note, No. XVI. —“ Aristotle on An-
axagoras.’

2 Nee Note, No. XVII — The Angel and
Adam’s Astronomical Discourse.”

8 Alphonso, frenzied by his vain attempts
to comprehend the complexities of the Ptole-
maic systen, impiously oxclaimed, If the
Deity had called me to Ilis councils, at the
Creation, 1 could have given him good ad-
vico |
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That viert could LigaT extinguish,
Truta contradict the TrutH!
0, foolish fear!

Approach Copernicus, Des CarTes!
Unhappy GavLeo!

—Yes, once again, repentant one!

And Kerrer!

In dark night, shining Stars,

Quickly successive :

Nay, all at once, the Heavens il-
lumining 14

New constellation !

Galileo, with his glass!

‘With huger, Hexscher

Showing moons, and suns, and
stars,

Infinitely far away :

Crimson, blue, and purple suns!®

Ay, come again, old Ghosts,

Wondering more and more!

0ld and New,

With Christian, Pagan mingling!

Know, ye ancient Ones, that these

Stand higher than the ground ye
stood upon,

Seeing by purer, brighter light,

Than the light by which ye saw !

See, he comes! He comes,

Radiant Newroxn ! all in light ar-
rayed,

As though from walking mid the
Stars !

Beariug The Key,9

Opening universal Heavens,

Though stretching through infini-
tude!

Key to be taken not away, again!

Earnest of greater gifts,

In God’s good time, to watchful
man, devout!

How the Ghosts,

Are looking on'!

4 These great men, together with Bacon,
Locke, and Newton, appeared within a cen-
tury and a half of each other. It scemed,
says Herschel, as if Nature itself secondfad
the impulse given to Science; and, while
supplying new and extruordinary m_ds to
those senses hereafter to bo exercised in her
investigation,—as if to call attention to her
wonders, and signalise the epoch,——s‘he dis-
played the rarest, the most splendid and
mysterious, of all astronomical phenomena :
—the appearance, and subsequent total ex-
tinction, of a new and brilliant fixed star,
twice within the lifstime of Gulilco himaself |

§ Ante, p. 14. ¢ 1bid. p. 20.
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Their eyes intent upon his radiant
form,

Above them standing, like a Tower !

—But I see a shade come over that
majestic brow :

See him look reproachfully, and sor-
rowing,

For a darkened Great Onel comes,

Who following his mighty Master
through the skies, .

Beheld, all round, the shining prints

Of DExry, R

Yet saw Hiu not ; or, seeing, im-
piously denied!

Awful Worker, midst his works
denied to be!

And strove to blot

The record of his Master's glory,

Aud to effaceits brightest character,

Wherein stood writ his reverence !

But now, confuted by Eternity,

He meckly stands behind the in-
jured One, the radiant One,

Magnificent One!

The two, like planet with a dark
ened satellite!

Asthoughheheard Archangeltelling

Of system, system circling,

All through infinitude,

Each vaster system, round one vast-
er far

And it around another, all at last,

Before the throne? of God,

Inhabiting Eternity!

With whom no Great, or Little,
is,

Nor Few, nor Many,

Future, past

All Ong, all Now :3

Upon His throne, sitting in dread
niajesty :

His the only Majesty !

And on His right hand,

Bow down ! my soul ! bow down |

Sink deep, in loving awe!

There sitteth Onre, that stooped to
earth,

! Ta Place.—See Note, No. XVIIL—*The
Infidel Philosopher.”

2 The Lord's throne is in Heaven.—Psalm
xi, 4.
8 “The whole evolution of times and ages,
from everlasting to everlasting, is collectedly
and presentifickly represented to God at
once, as if all things, and actions, were at
this very instant, really present and existent

before Him,” —MoRFE's Defence of the Philo-
swophic Cabbula, chap. 2.
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The chosen hallowed scene of Mrvs-
tery

sz’comprehensible, and blest !

That in the flesh the Godhead veiled
awhile,

At once both There, and Here,

Touched with the feeling of our In-
firmities,®

0, sce!

Man, and his God !

And suddenly to come again, our
Judge !

0, give me mercy in that day,

In that Great and Terrible Day:

0 Saviour, think Tuov then of him,

Who striveth now to think of THEE.

And so thought he,® and prayed,

Humble in life, devout in death,

The mighty onethatheld theheaven-
ly Key,

Standing now, predominant

Among the awful shadowy throng!

Anon lie passes on,

Sheddiug light,

And joins in converse high,

Praro, BuTLER, SocraTES, 7

The last with only seewming drowsy®
eye.

4 It is conceivable that this earth, from
the wondrous events which have taken place
upon its surface, may long since have ac-
quired an awful interest in the Universe '—
Bee an eloquent paper in the 38th Number
of the British Quarterly Review.

5 Heb. iv. 15

$ In the life and writings of Newton, the
Philosopher will learn the art by which
alone he can acquire an immortal name.
The Moralist will trace the lineamcents of a
character adjusted to all the symunetry of
which cur imperfect nature is susceptible;
and the Christian will contemplate with de-
light the high priest of Science, quitting tbe
study of the material universe, the scenes of
his intellectual triumphs, to investigate,
with humility and patience, the mysteries
of his Faith.—8ir DAvID BREWSTER,

7 There was a great intellectual contrast
between Plato and Butler ; but they agreed
in onc transccndent characteristic — their
loveof Truth. Butler thus wrote of himself,
to a brother Divine and Philosopher, Dr
Samuel Clarke :—*“ I have, from the first, de-
gigned the search after truth, as the busi-
ness of my life.”

8 It cannot be neccessary to remind any
reader of this work, of the grandeur with
which this sublime character departed from
life: that having been condemned to death
for the purity and clevation of his doctrines,

he drank a goblet of kemlock.
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O, hark, the Harmony !

All of the wondrous Mind, of Mys-
tery,

Truth, Immortality,

And Deilty :

And as the Pagan to the Christian
listened,

With a brightening countenance,
methought

I faintly heard, in loving sound,

Thow wast not For away

On the awful threshold standing !

—Have ye now seen Hry,

Tre IyvistBLE,

JEHOVAH !

In the central glory beaming,

Effulgence all ineffable,

‘Whiom mortal hath not seen, at any
time,

Or seeing, dies !

Transporting, rapturous vision!
0, art thou gone, for ever gone?
‘Where are ye, Spirits ?

Great and good oncs, Where ?

Stand ye now,

In an ecstasy divine,

Before the Book from Heaven?

0, let me see your awful forms
again{

And hear that converse ravishing |

the seul !
Opening the inner Universe !
0, heavenly melodies
Only for immortal cars,
And in this home Eternity !

—Whither wouldst thou lead me,
Thou Unscen!
Where am T now?

1 It has becn asserted that Plato, while in
Toypt, had access Lo a Greek version of the
0ld Testament, wheneo was derived that
purc and more clevated theology which dis-
tinguished his speendations from those of
other heathen philosophers, It is indis-
putable, says the learned Bishop of Here-
ford, that Judaism diffused much religious
and moral truth beyond its own pale ; and
that net only Plato, but the Egyptian priests,
his instructors, nnconscionsly derived much
from the Inspired Sour in collectng,
under the form of fibles, allegories,
muxims, portions of truth which the sa

wacles had seattered araund them in their
transmission.  Henee it was said, by Nuami-
divs the Pythagor . ®1 yag bort Marar
@ Mwrns™ Armixan’—i. ¢. " What is Plato, but
Moses, i Attic ureek'?
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Far, far below !
As out of Heaven,
Fallen suddenly.

Alas, thouhere, again! great ATsony-
Lrs!

In thy grandeur all forlorn!

Thy lyre with broken- strings, Tics
at thy feet: .

And thou dost gaze,

With dreamy eye,

Upon undying Agony,

Fearfully imaged there :2

Vulture, and mau, and roek,

He who stole the Spark divine t

Despoiling and defying Jove,

To light mankind !

And, guilty teacher go become,

In spite of angry and deceivéd Jove,

All helpless here,?

Lying fast bound,

Vulture, and Man !

—Ah me!

There's come a sudden glitter in
thine eye !

Ay, splendid Spirit! deeply stirred !
muse on,

And in thy misticst imaginings,

Catch, perchance, at length! a
glimpse—

0, mystery ! O, mystery !—

Of Tryg, deep hidden in the Farse 4

—Whither art thou leading,
Mystic ! unseen one?

0, fearful flight !

Down'! down'! into the Past!

One of the Present, Tuere!
Flight—AfAight—soul-chilling flight !
On—on—on'!

—What's scunding in my ear!
What Scenes,

-—And Who, are these?

In Banvron?9

Lo, People ! Nations! Languages!
Princes | and Governors!

3 Ante, p. 26.

3 ], the hapless discoverer to mortals of
all these contrivances, have nevertheless no
device by which I may free mysclf from
these my sufferings 17— Prometheus Vinctus,

p. 478-9.
! + Rare vestiges — vague presentiments—
fugitive toncs—momentary flashes. BeuLe-
GEL.—Sco Note, No. XIX — ‘Golden Truth
in tho Mist of Mythology.”

5 Ante, pp. 1, 2.


http:toncs-momenta.ry
http:mortn.1s

THE LILY AND THE BEE.

Assembled all !

Arpd in the midst, A King!

A Golden Image !

Hark, a Herald crying!

All bowing down ! all worshipping !

On, on !

And Niveven!
Assynria !l

Ecypr!

Q, solemn haze!
Samson ! PriListiNgs )
Puaraon!

ABRAHAM !

On, on'!
What Tower is yonder ?1
And yon coxrusip multitude ?

Again Away!

Away! Away!

Am ] flying hidden, safe,
On angel’s wing unseen,
O, whither ?

Troubled, this ancient air!

My soul is chill'd with awe! with
fear!

The air is all gone red!

0, Cain'!

Do I look on thee, with creeping
blood ?

0, thou First-born Bloody One!

What hast thow done 2

Whither shalt thou go?

1t crieth all around!

Thy brother’s blood !

Out of the ground, Into the ear of
God'!

First Murderer!

Prince of thy bloody Race!

The first page of Our History, hast
thou fouled,

With hand all bloody!

O impious one!

Tirst, to efface His image? stamped
on Man!

Cain! tortured one! to endless tor-
turc doomed !

Greater than thou can’st bear!

Cain! Didst thou see 1y pass ? that
man ?—

1 Ante, p. 1.

2 Whoso sheddeth man's blood by man
shall hia blood be shed : for in the bnage of
God made he man,—Gcuesis, ix, 6.
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One of thy Sons, upon his Father
locking!

Didst thou note his start so horrible,

And his visage, sudden so ghastly
grown?

No one knowing Ilim, but Thou,

Aud his God,

While he felt the secret bloody tie

That bound him fast to Tuee!

Did the sight force out the big red
drop

Upon thy tortured brow,

Seen by no eye but his,

His ear affrighted hearing,

The question first aflrighting thee,

Wiere is thy Brotlier?

—Around thee, for a moment, stand

Faces all to thee upturned,

Oh, hideous throng !

Horror, ail erect, in myriad form !

Thy Ensanguined Progeny !

Known! Unknown, toman:

All known to God,

The Dread Inquisitor.?

O ye bloody men !

Your hands are full of blood !#

The fear of Death hath fallen upon
me,

Fearfulness and trembling are come
upon me,

And horror hath overwhelmed me!

O that I had wings like a Dove,

Then would I fly away!

Away ! from out this blood-red haze,

My sense, my soul, oppressing ! scar-
ing!

A cursE is sounding in the air!

Let me away! I faint! 1die!

All blighting red, around!

Let me away !

0, me! 1 have slaughtered none!

But These, may slaughter Me!

Let me away!

Thanks, gentle Spirit! from that
Terror, ruddy,

Already passed so far away !

My Bloody brother let me sce no
more !

——0 moving sight!
Melting my heart!

3 When He maketh inquisition for blood,
He remembereth them.—Psalm ix. 12,

4 Isaiah, 1. 15.
E
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O sorrowful, awful Sight!

Not far from Epex!

Newly, alas, Driven out !l

Its beauty in their memory !

So fresh, so fair!

Ont of The Garden, in a Wilderness,

A desolate, waste, and howling wil-
derness !

Mother of all living, Eve!

Apay, Father of mankind!

Behold your sox'!

Come through six thousand years,
to look on you!

How I yearn, to look on you!

Your blood mine, my nature yours !

Not such, alas! as yours, when in
the Garden blest !

Of your myriad myriad sons,

T am one,

Looking on his Father, now !
Look on me, sweet Mother Eve!

My heart is melting,

All with yearning Iove for thee !

0, sce thy son'!

O, lovely Mother !

Thy beauteous brow with grief is
clouded :

And thy faultless form,

So freshly come from God,

Shrinkcth now with shame !

Thy eyes, so lustrous once,

Are sadly downcast now, with tears
suffused,

And mine !

Alas! I see thine falling fast !

Thou lookest not on Adam, by thy
Sidc,

Sunk in grievous reverie, asamazed!

At the vast height, from which e
fell so suddenly !

Unhappy Eve, thy bosom sighing
still !

Thou canst not look upon thy lord,
thy Fallen ford!

Wilt thou not look on thy poor
Son ?

Hast thou looked upon Thy Daugli-
tevs, here?

! The statues of Adam and Eve, which were
very boautiful, wore in the Fastern Nuve.
Adam sale in an sttitude of profound grict)
his head supported by his hand ; Eve stand-
ing beside him in a drooping form, leaning
on his shoeulder, weeping ; o Serpent gliding
near her foet,
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All so lovely ! all so gay |

Ah, s0 gay and blithe ! and think-
ing not of Thee!

Didst thou, timidly, fondly, look on
them,
_ And think of sorrow and of suffer-
ing,

By thee on them entailed,

With a melting tenderness,

Of the thoughtless, thinking,

So  beautiful, the DBeautiful all
Tallen,

Still so beautiful !

All passing heedless by ?

Thou wilt not look on me {

Then Adam, of the whole Earth,
Father,

Wilt Trou look upon thy son 2

On my brethren hast thou looked ?

Millions! millious!2 Thes have
passed,

Sitting, here, so sorrowful,

Speaking not to Eve !

Some may perchance have stood
before thee,

Musing deeply on thy fate,

And on Their Own, bound up in
Thine.

Six thousand years have passed,

And Tive still Jasts!

And we, thy Sons, are here,

Trembling, while we wait a fearful
Voice, swearing

That there shall be Time no longer,’

All sunk into Eteruity !

We are Tilling still the ground,

Whenee thou wast taken, Father,

Cursed for thy sake!

Eating in sorrow of i, all the days
of our life!

2 Upswards of six millions of persons visited,
it was computed, the Crystal Palace. :

T And the ingel which T saw stand upen
the sea and upon the earth, lifted up his
hand to heaven, and swart by Him that
liveth for ever and ever, who ereated lioaven,
and the things that therein are; aud the
carth, and the things that therein are; apd
the son, and the things which are therein,
that there should be Time no Jonger : but in
the days of the voice of the Seventh angel,
whon he shall begin to sound, the MYATERY
OF GOD SHOULD Bk FINISHED, &5 He hath de-
clared to his servauts the prophots.~—Reveln-
tion, x. 5, 6, 7,
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In the sweat of our face do we eat
bread, till we return into the ground.

As Dust thou wast, and didst to
Dust return,

Even so do we, thy sons:

Hearing a voice, Return, Ye chil-
dren of men'!

We spend our years as a Tale that
is told.

Like grass which groweth up! In
the morning it flourisheth and grow-
cth up, in the evening it is cut down,
and withereth.

All tlesh is Grass ! and all the good-
liness thereof,

As the Flower of the ficld !

The Grass withereth !

The Flower fadeth !

Because the Spirit of the Lord blow-
eth uponit!

0, Adam, hear!

Sce, the labours of thy sons!

How we Till, and To1l, and Spin!

See, see around !

All our strength and wit can do,

Lo, all is here !

Wilt thou not raise thy sorrow-laden
eye to lovk around ?

Would it shudder at our Daggers,
Swords, and Guns,

All in gleaming grim array,

To wound ! to maim ! to slay!

Polished bright! and gemmed so
cunningly !

Attempered exquisitely !1

Ay, there! there! they lie

Eagerly seanned by fierce and skil-
ful eye!

But, thou wilt not see, that which
we have,

Although not here,

Grallows ! and Guillotine !

We dare not show them here!

Thou wilt not look on Cain,?
Thy murderous First-born, Lve,
Standing yonder !

Ot tremble to behold,

1 There is a Spanish sword, of steel, tem-
pered so exquisitoly, that it comes straight,
outof a cirenlarsheath.  When returned, the
shivath is designed to represent the joined
tail and head of A 9srePENT.

2 The statues of Adam and Eve have their
backs turned towards that represeuting tho
Torments ot Cain,
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The crimson first-fruits of your
Fall,

Ever dcadly blooming since !

O the millions, countless, of thy
slaughtered sons !3

Not for Food, or Shelter, ouly, nor
to Heal,

Tabour thy slaving sons:

Sce Purple aud Fine Linen, glisten-
ing there,

Apparel gorgeous,

Proudly worn, forgetfully !

Yonder, sumptuous fare, for dainty
pampered appetite to fare upon,

Lvery day.*

And myriad-formed Ipovarny have

had,
Still have, Thy sons!

See, the idols grinning, here and
there !

And far away is Juggernaut:

But here he hath his representative,
Besmeared !

And we have Dungeons, Chains, and
Racks!

And our wretched brothers buy and
sell!

Hast thou seen here the Sick, the
Maimed, the Halt, the Blind !

And hast thou spied thee out, the
broken heart,

Beneath the smiling face!

Or noted Lust ! Ambition!
and Selfishness!

The hideous Hypocrite !

Ay, trembling Adam !

Hast thou also seen,

Sefore  thee, here, blaspheming
scoffer,

Thy foulest God-denying Son!

Seeing through the thick disguise
we wear,

Else each might deem, he looked

On mousters all!

Lo ! he that tempted Eve,

3 Seriptural writers date the first War as
huving been begun by the impious son of
Cain, B.¢. 3663.—It has heen computed that,
frow the beginning of the world to the pre-
sent time, there have perished on the field of
battle about scven times as many of the hu-
min specivs as now inhabit the whole earth.

4 There was & certaiu rich mun, which was
clothied in purple and fine linen, and fared
sumptuously every day.—Luke, xvi. 19,

Pride!
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In serpent guise,

In infernal splendour gliding

Amid the flowers and fruits of that
sweet scele,

Where first upon thy drowsy but
soon ravished eve,

From mystic sleep awaking,

Burst Lve in beauty,

And sunk into thine arms

Dissolved in timid teuderness and |

love,

As thou in wonder:

Alas, that Evil One,

Prince of this world

With serpent subtlety,

'lliempts thy frail Sons andDaughters,
still!

ITadst thou not, Eve,

To that fell whisper listening,

Stretehed forth thy hand to pluck
the fatal fruit,

Bringing Death into the world, and
all our woes |

Wouldst thou be looking at a scenc
like this !

Adam, wilt thou tell,

That dread Mystery in Eden done ?
0, Mystery mournful and profound!
Didst thou tell it to thy Sons,

Or thou, Eve, to thy Daughters ?
We may know it all, one day !

But while I gaze on thy majestic
brow,

Methinks I see the heavy shadow
move !

And from thy sorrow-laden eyes

Beams light mysterious,heavenly as
its source ! )

Ol a sezconp Apay telling !

0 Adam! Eve!

Twin founts of woc, of joy,

Tlespair, and hope,

Of death, of life:

0, Father of mankind!

1 hear a voice,

Sulemn, glorious, sounding through

my soul,

Sinee by Man,

Came Death,

So by Man,

Came the Resurrection of the Dead,
1 John, xii. 31
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Oxe is risen from the Dead,
First fruits of them that slept !
And the Fallen-asleep in Christ
Are not perished.

Asin Adam all die, even so

In Christ, shall all be made alive,

Ye Spirits of them that sleep,
In sure and certain hope !
i Stand ye sweetly ! awfully
Some around !
‘gx moment into Future, am I wrap.
ed ?
The little Here, the great ones,
There :
The great ones Mere, great also
There,
Some shining like the starg!

O Rovan Oxe!
mighty realm,
And with meek eye, here, hast
locked, perchance
i On Adam, Eve, :
| As looketh thy poor Subject now,
|
|
|
\

that rul'st this

So sadly, tenderly, }
J Thou, tvo, O lovely Majesty, must

ie!

In Adam die, in Christ be made
alive.

O distant be the day,

And dust this humble hand !

But come most surely will, That
Day,

When He, who sent, will thee re-
| call,

Of thy great rule to givé account !

And, as a thousand years ago,

¥rom Alfred’s brow

He gently took the diadem,

So, then, from thine :

From thy hand, the sceptre

ITe will take,

That swayeth pently,
now,

AMiltions of mankind.

And thy anointed head, O Quaen,
must lic
With the great ones in their stately
sleep, v

Tn the dust awhile, .

All to risc, and never slecp again,

When the trumpet sounds:

Raisod, incorruptible !

Movtal putting un

Timortality !

equitably,
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The graat, the lowly,

Brethren! Sisters! all,

Adam and his family,

Gathered finally; !

Poor trembling Family ! each with
all made known, :

Each there, as though The Only One!

A gathering of Maan,

Standing appalled

Before an opened Book,

And Gop!

Nor gem, nor gold, nor silver glit-
ters now,

Nor radiant vesture, nor caparison,

Extinguished in this solemn light !

Gem, gold and silver, ’

And Jewels of fine gold,

Ruby, erystal, coral, pearl,

Dazzling millions in the day,

Dazzle not xow The Eyes

That through this spiritual air are
seeing !

Knchanted millions !

Did ye never, in this Palace, pause,

Looking suddenly, within

Yourselves ?

Did the Sovw soundly sleep,

And your sensuous eyes,

See only gold and silver,

Jewels of fine gold,

Ruby, crystal, coral, pearl?

Saw ye no LESSON,

Written in the Light, and all
around,

Plain as Handwriting on the wall,

Letters shining through the eye,

Into the awakened Soul?

Then hath a seEm transcending all,

Infinitely far,

Lain all unseen !

But hark ! a Voice, melodious and
sublime!

It stirreth not the air,

As yonder organ’s peal by day,

But the Spirits all around,

Hear That Voice !

And all arrested stand,

Knowing That Voice !

—Where shall Wispox be found ?

And where is the place of Under-
standing ?

1 And beforée Him shall be gathered all
nations, and He shall separate them one

from another, as & shephord divideth his
shecp from the goats.—Matt, xxv. 32 .
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Man knoweth not the price Thereof;

Neither is It found in the land of
the living.

The Depth saith, It is not in me:

And the Sea saith, It is not with me.

It cannot be gotten for gold,

Neither shall silver be weighed for
the price Thereof.

The gold and the crystal cannot
equal It,

And the exchange of It shall not be
for jewels of fine gold.

No mention shall be made,

Of coral, or of pearls:

For the price of Wispoy, is above
rubies.

Whence, then, cometh Wispox ?

And where is the place of Under-
standing,

Seeing It is hid from the eyes of all
living ?

Destruction, and Death, say,

We have hcard the fame Thereof,
witl: our ears !

Gop understandeth the way There-
of,

And Ie knoweth the place Thereof.

For He looketh to the ends of the
carth,

And sceth under the whole Heaven;

To make the weight for the winds,

And He weigheth the waters by
measure.

When He made a decree for the
rain,

And a way for the lightning of the
thunder ;

Then did He see It, and declare It.

He prepared It, yea, and searched
It out.

Anp vnto Man, He said,

The Frar or rue Lorp, that is Wis-
DoM :

And To DEPART FROM Evry, is Ux-
DERSTANDING.?

Q, what blessed Light is beaming

Radiant as its radiant source !

A Great Light!

Shining in Darkness, comprehend-
ing not 1%

2 Job, xxviii, 12~28. These words cannot
be transcribed, or read, or heard, without a
foeling of nwe.

& Pogt. p. 48, note 3.
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And Jed by thee,

O wise and gentle one unseen, I
see the Source,

The Heaven-descended Boox 11

The Booxk or Books,

The written record of His will,
vouchsafed to man,

By the dread Invisible,

Not, The Unknown.2

With trembling awe, I own Hix
here,

Who made M® in His image,

With will, and power, enduing,

That Imwage to dishonour! mar!
cfface !

And uEre hath told me so;

And, in that telling, told me fearful
things.

Q, mystery ! mystery!

Where all on carth, in ITeaven,

Within, without, is Mystery,

And mystery, Ordained for man !

By Him, the Ineffable ! Unsearch-
able !

Q, utter, utter, darkness all,

This Blessed Page beyound !

Thick darkness! Felt !

Darkness impenctrable !

Not a flickering ray, to cheer, to
guide, illume!

Mystery ! unfathomed !
fathomable ! terrible!

Black midnight !

Miwxient on The Sonl!

and un-

Horror hath scized me !

O Spirit, hast thou left me? Where
art thon ?

Why, in this dread hour, away!

Why am I left behind,

All stageering in the fearful dark!

All, all 15 lost.

T nothing know ! nor see ! nor hope!

And horribly fear, yet know not
wHAT I fear! nor why!

Nor whenee I came!

[uto this dreary fancied Being called!
(), why !

Am I? Or am T not? Is Naught
around !

! In one of the departments of the Crystal
Paliace was ncollection of versions of the Bible,
in one hundred and sevouty-five different
Jangugres.— Adnute, p. 24,

2 Acts, xvil. 23,
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0, Consciows Nothingness !

—Decper and darker still !

Horror more horrible !

Iorror beyond Despair! .

Am I resolving into Nothingness ?

This Terror ! whence?

This sense of Light, Unseen!

Of Darkness comprehending not !3

Of unreality, amid reality }

Reality in unreality!

Confusion! AwLL ratse!

And yet, strange sense of Truth!

The sport of mocking fiends !

Would T were not, and had not
been! Where art thou, Dearn,

Unthroned by Horror!

I once could think of thee! and
hope ! and fear!

Art thou, Death?
not,

To me—to any!

Yet why this fear?

Isink! Tn abyss of darkness sink-
ing!

All forgotten! all forgetting,

Perishing !

Conscious
scious!

Or art thou

Nothingness !

uncon-

What lightning brightness That

From far above ?

From a black profound,

Swiftly rising,

Am I changed, or all around?

Terrors forgetting all, as though
they had not been !

Soul tortures ceasing !

T am!  Yet as though a while, I
had not been.

A balmy air, & holy calm,

Sweet Light* around !

By my side again! Tnou!

Blessed one, unseen!

Fear is dead!

And all is Hope;, and hallowing
Tove.

See! Truth o'er Falsehood stand-
ing victorious, '

With falchion gleaming, never to
be sheathed!

3 John, i. 4. And the light shineth in
darkness ; and the darkness comprchended
it not. . .

4 The darkness is past ; and the true light
now shineth.—1 John, ii. 8,
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0, precious, Only Clue through end.
less labyrinth,

Let me never lose Thee more !

Where thou art not, all is dark,

Misery, darkuness, and disorder, all!

Deadened heart, and clouded mind!

Existence purposeless !

Worthless, as unintelligible!

And poor Life a dreamy restless-
ness

Sadly wandering midst a planless
maze! .

Licur o e WorLp, be Thou my
Light,
For none other is, but Thou !t -
O, stymbling-block to Jews,
And foolishness to Greeks,
Be Power and Wisdom unto Me,
Light, succour, and support !
Dissolving every doubt, :
That Wisdomwillsshallbedissolved,
And shedding peacefulness serene
O'er all the chequered scenes of
Life, .
The changes and the chances of this
mortal life,
Melting its idle Vanities away,
Peace ! that passeth understand-
ing!
Grently sustaining,
Lighting, all through the Valley,
Till T sweetly sleep,
With my dear fellows, in the dust,?
Only my Earthly Tabernacle,
My dust, with theirs, mingled,
awhile, mysteriously,
Safe in the keeping of OMNIPOTEXCE :
Who made me of that dust,
Breathing the breath of Life,
a A living Soul become, never to
ie.
O happy me, .
This is Enough, for Me!

So speaketh He, in this blest Boox,
Linking me to Himself, Unscen:

! Then spake Jesus again unte them, say-
ing, Tam the Light of the World: ha that
followeth Me, shall not wallk in davknéss, Lut

shall have the Tight of Life.—John, vifi. 12, .

2 Reflect, saith an old Divine, on that day
when the earth shall beagainin travajl with
her sons, ad at one fruitful thiroe bring forth
all gendrutions of learned and unlearned,
yoble and igneble, dust.
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Mortal, to Immortality, -
And Man, to God.

Mercy, Long Suffering! dare I
ask,
All trembling,
Here hath unbelieving scoffer stood,
Deeming the Trath of God, a Lie?
That Wisdom, Goodness, Infinite,
Seeth Mankind, this Book their
Treasure deeming
Inestimable, only Source of Truth,
And knowledge of Himself and aw-
ful Will;
Maukind whom He endowed, with
Reason’s light,
And love of Truth,
By Him endowed, the God of Truth!
Shedding theirblood, enduring flame,
Millions of men! martyrs, a Noble
Army!
In
Truth !
And million millions more,
The Greatly Gifted oncs of earth,
With faculties sublimed by scarch
for Truth,
All other Truth and Falsehood well
distinguishing,
Not this, though yet of moment in-
finite,
Transcending all things else,
As Lternity transcendeth Time !
The Humble, and the Lowly, Great,
and Good,
All, all alike composed to sleep,
Like weeping children all |
With idle dreams,
Assurances of Sure and Certain
hope,
Dim shadows, only flickering fear-
fully
On the dread brink of Nothing.
ness,
Into which
They fall, those silly sleeping ones!
Poor living Lies !
And dying Lies!
In Delusion trusting! Fantasy!
Trable cunuingly devised !
And foolishly believed, by doting
Man,
Foully deceivéd man!
A Cloud of Witnesses, to Falsehood,
" Deemed The Truth! '

thev defence of only fancied
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Transmitting falschood eagerly, and
Jovfully,

From year to year, from Age to Age,

Still, all the wide world o'er,

In all the specch confused, of
Man:

Arantarty MAReR oF Maxginp, for-
give the Wortn,

Torgive !

Not for the sake of that foul worm,

Blind, impious Man!

Thus of His Maker madly deeming,

But for the sake of Him,

Thy Son, the Word Made Flesh!

Light of the world,

True Light, which lighteth every
man

That cometh into the world,

Open his eyes, to see

Truth in hallowed mystery, unseen
before,

Beaming into the humble Heart
alone,

Then a Child! of Light, become

Thenceforward walking in The
Light!

Stay, Ye Mysterious Ones!

Ye Tenauts of Eternity,

Allowed a moment, back in Time !
They hear me not!

They see me not !

They feel not, with my fecling,
Think not with my thought,

Nor with my sense perceive !2
Stay, O, Stay |

Tiwere is a strange confusion!

I There is light enough, said Paseal pro-
foundly, for these whose sineere wish is to
see ; and darkness enough to confound those
of an opposite disposition.

7 Were the globe peopled with phosts,”
says an ingenions writer, (Brit. Quort. I
April 1854), we suspeet that they wonld dnd
themselves quite heipl and  howmeless
amidst the vealities of thiy planct.  The
vibrations of a gross fluid lke aiv would con-
vey no sounds to beings who hid no auditrry
deam to respoud: they wonld be deaf alile
to a chorns of birds in the groves, and to the
roar of a thousand thunders — tho world
would be perfectly mute.  Without some
material organs to receive licht, we cannot
coneeive how the most beautiful forms, or
the most gorgeons rainbows, condd excite
any bupressions in gheir minds ; their noon
would be no hetter than night.'  Bat the
imyrination will nol be bound in such fetters
as tiese!
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Forms, intermingling all!

Yet no uproar, but a fearful si-
lence!

T did not hear The Voice

That summoned them away!

ALy GovE!

For ever gone, as though they ne'er
had come!

Vanishing S8hadows,

Within a Shadow, vanishing !

Whither, O, whither are ye gone,

Departed Ones ?

Into Eternity again,

Leaving me alone in Time!

—I am alone!

Again that Tongue, sounding tre-
mendous !

Whose echo dies into my soul!

0, Soul! hast thou then beheld
In Time, a glimpse of dread Eter-
nity !

Morx in the Palace !

Hark ! methought 1 heard a sound.
a little sound—

A sparrow’s 3 chirp!

A sparrow, strayed within these
glassy walls

From his chirping fellows, parted,

And prisoned here, the livelong
night,

In yonder trec he tenanteth alone :

He alone, and 1 alone !

Now a faint rosy light,

Telling of the splendid Sux! ap-
proaching near,

Beams  through this crystal soli
tude,

Melting the solemn shades of night
away.

Yot that light seemeth not to cheer
my rxoul.

T am alone.

Poor couscious half-despisd

Unit of hnmanity !

I am alone,

Fven ghost-deserted now ! )

Where art Thou, dear Mankind ?

One of Thee, calls on Thes!

Only Jearned Poverty ;

A bruised Heart,

3 Matt. x. 29-81.
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And quivering Fragmentof Human-
ity
)I,n this chilly solitude,

Lying ali aloune.

O cowe to him, or let him come to
You,

He thinketh huwbly, loviugly of

you,
’ And would not injure one !

Come to him, all alone !

His fellows on the earth, they arc
not liere,

None of the Present, or the Past !

All gone, and he is here, yearning
alone,

For fellowship with ye,

Dear Sons of Toil ¢t

“Whose handiwork

Beginneth now again,

But dimly visible,

To greet his eyes

‘Who hath kept such vigil here.

Come, Brethren ! come to me !

A tear hath fallen unseen of man,

In thinking of You all.

Sleep, sleep, ye sons of toil !

Scarce rested yet, a little longer,
sleep !

For very soon, again, ye must wake
up to toil,

And many, too, to sigh amid your
toil,

In saddened solitude, or sadder’

throng !
0 me, poor me, I am one of You.
Poor souls ! dear souls !
Ordained to look,
But with blessed unrepining heart,
On luxuries,
On splendour, beauty, and magnifi-
cence,
We must not share.

My spirit droops. Alas!
My days are but as grass, I walk
In a vain shadow, disquicting my-
self in vain.
I am but as a Flowaer of the ficld,
Tor soon as the wind goeth over
y
1t is goue!
And the place thereof
Shall know it no more!

it

Again, poor Sparrow !
Thy chirp sounds desolate,
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Unknown companion of my night,

Unseeing what I saw !

‘What wilt thou do, thou little lonely
one,

If once again thou flutterest in the
open air,

Joining thy fellows ?

The object of Thy little life, T can-
not tell,

Neither thou, Mine :

Yet know I that, which thoumay’'st
never know:

Isven thou, poor tenant of the air,

But little worth !

Not even a farthing’s worth,

Art not forgotten hefore God,

Nor fallest to the ground, unknown
to Him,

Thy Maker, mine,

Who hath my very hairs, all num-
bered.1

Then we are not alone,

Little feathered fellow Being !

He is here!

But T feel

Alone with Gon'!

Trembling, awfully, alone :

With that pure Owmwiscrexce, all
alone !

With the Purg, Impurity !

My steps falter, and my spirit droop-
ing, seems to faiut.

1 have oft forgotten Him,

Not He, me!

Sweet sun of early morn |

Freshening all nature,

Sleeping till thon walk'st her up,

Cheering the sons of men'!

Wake, wake! ye lovely, dewy
Flowers |

Ye, too, deep hidden in the dark,

ITave slept the livelong night

Under your Tree sentinel.

Night hath passed, and dawns the
day!

Ly ! lovely Loy !

Here! Thou here!

Narurg, in the Palace,

Of Arr!

God's handiwork,

Amongst the handiwork of Mau,

LFearye not! Ye arc of more value than
many sparrows.—Matthew, x. 31.



Himself His handiwork !

—Oh, thou loved Presence!

Blest spirit !

With a last vanishing tenderness,

My heart infusing, all subduing,

Art Thou here, yet once again,

Fixing, perchance, on me, a linger-
ing look of love?

Yes, thon mysterious one!

I feel thy hallowed presence !

And thou dost guide mine eye!

Isce! Isce

The Frower !

Which hath, methinks, some hidden
eloquence !

0 Lily, I would speak with thec!

And with a thrilling heart!

Beauteous Intruder!

But shall T deem thee such ?

Hither come, to see thy Sister,

All so splendid,

In her Palace here ?

Why hast thou come?

‘What title hast thou to be here?

Thon Toilest not !

Thou Spinnest not!

Then why uErE ?

Meekly beautiful thou art,

That once was mistress of the field ;2

But here! Why here?

~—0, my heatt’s joy !

Lily! Thou com’st to me,

All Through, All Down the distant
starry heaven,?

A Messenger! with Heavenly mes-
sage fraught!

I see a glory in Thee, Now !

Aud bow my head, in reverence!

0, Queen of Ilowers!

Chosen from thy sisterhood,

So fair and fragrant all,

Full Eighteen Hundred years ago,

To wear the Diadem,

Then placed upon thy beauteous
brow,

Ever since, The Queen of Flowers!

Hail, Queen'!

Hail, lovely Majesty !

1 Tike the Lily,
That once was Mistress of the field, and
flourished,
'l hang my head, and perish !
Snareseeary, vy VHL

2 In pictures of the Annanciation to the
Virgin, the Angel Gabriel is represented as
holding in his hand o Lily.
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Exalted thus, by One

Who made both Thee, and Me;

And, while He trod the earth,

Its Present God, who made both
Earth and Heaven,

Ile pointed to thy faultless form,

But little thought of by his creature,
Man!

And showing Thee, to Him

Q, Flower of the field!

Which to-day, art,

And art, to-morrow,

Cast into the oven:

He who Knows as man can never
know,

As the Maker knows His work,

Creator, His Creation;

As Dbefore Omniscient eye thon
stood’st,

Tnconscious, blooming loveliness,

He showed thee to the wondering
eve,

Of ignorant, faithless man,

In Glory all Arrayed,

Eclipsing Solomon, in all his glory !

King, by a Queen |

Man, by a Flower!

Lovely Lily, Qucen of Flowers!

O what grace and glory thine!

And exhaling fragrauce, too!

Sweeter, infinitely far,

Than sweetest of perfumes !

0 neglected Queen of Flowers !

Benignant one!

Blooming then, and ever sinee, and
now,

Balm diffusing for the DBroken-
hearted !

Hope for Hopeless !

Taith for Faithless !

Emblem divine!

From thy {ragrant besom stream
unseen,

Into my heart, with care oppressed,

With trouble laden, ;

Sweetness from Heaven!

Wisdom! Goodness!

Pride abasing, raising Lowliness :

Dresumption, and Distrust,

Reproving, with a tender Majesty,

Gon, man.®

? CoNSIDER TNE LILIRS OF THE FIELD, HOW
THEY GROW: THEY TOIL NOT, NEITIHHER DO
THIEY SPIN : AND YET [ 8AY OWTO You, THaT
EVEN BOLOMON, IN ALL IfIS GLORY, WAS NOT
ARRAYED LIKE ONE OF THESE. \YHER]‘TFORE,

1¥ GOD 50 CLOTHE TUE GRASS OF THE FIELD,
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Cease, then, aching and repining
heart !’

Come, thou Tily,

So royally arrayed with Glory out
of Heaven'!

Thou, the Lovcly, ever Loved !

Thou hallowed, hallowing Flower!

Come, thou mystic lovely One!

Whispering tenderly of Heaven,

Come, let me humbly press thee to
my heart !

Stilling its throb, and silencing its
sigh!

O thou sweet Flower!

See! the tears I shed, and all for
Jove of Thee!

From a heart so overcharged,

Gently by thysclf distilled.

Pcace, troubled Heart!

Peace ! Be still}

Before the Flower, whereby,

One Dead, Yet Speaketh,

Sitting on the throne of God,

Unto the listening heart of Man,

His Dearly Loved,

And Life-bought Man.

I hear! and Make me ever hear!

That still small Voico.

So shall I never know Despair,
Nor see his fell eye fixed on mine.
Poor! poor, mid all This Wealth,
‘Within this Talace all so glorious,
Truly deemed,
Standing alone, :
With Gems, and Gold, and Silver,
Ruby, crystal, coral, pearl,
And all Precious Things,
Glistening everywhere around:
1f my spirit for a moment falter,
Lily, I will think of thec,
And living; hope and love, and
patient wait,
And peaceful die,
With the Lily on my heart,
Sweetly stilled, in death.
WIICH TO-DAY 18, AND TO-MORROW 18 CAST
INTO THE OVEN, SHALL HE NOT MUCH MORE

CLOTHE YOU, O YR OF LITTLE FAlTH ?—Mat-
thew, vi. 28, 29, 80.
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So, He Who chooseth Things which
are Despised,?

Even as 1, poor worm, perchance
may be,

Yea, Things which Are not,

To bring to nought the Things that
Avre,
That no flesh should glory in Is
PRrESENCE,

By this flower,

Hath spoken Joudly unto Man,

While proudest Art, stands all
abashed,

As naught! in NaTure's presence.

And when ITe speaks,

And wherever,

And in any way He will,

Silence, O Man'!

And meekly hear,

Lest haply He should say,

1 have spoke in vain,

Man will not hear

His God:

Here, and Now, only, -

Will not hear:

But Hercafter, shall.

So, sweetest of sweet Flowers !

T would softly press thee,

With a tremulous hand,

Unto a loving chastened heart,

By Affliction chastened, sometimes
sore.

Come, let me take thee, reverently,

From parcnt euarth,

Yor thou art freshly sprung from
God:

And Tooking here around,

With all undazzled eye,

While fade away these little Things

Of Man, Time, Sense,

Then fix my steadfast gaze on thee,

O, Lixy :

A Sox, upon the emblem blooming,

Of an Apsmieuty FaTrER's? Power
and Love.

11 Cor. i. 28.

2 The Father of Lights, with whom is no
varfubleness, neither shadow of turning —
James, i. 17, 18
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FAREWELL TO THE PALACE.

[ To the Spirits.] Well done ;—avoid ;—no more !
——This is most strange '—

You do look, my son, in a moved sort !

Be cheerful, 8ir.—These our actors,

As T foretold you, were all Spirits, and

Are melted into air, into thin air:

And like the bascless fabric of This Vision,

The cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe itself,

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve ;

And like this unsnbstantial Pageant faded,

Leave not a rack behind 11

Go then, Thou grand One of the Present,
Grandly into the Past!

And for the Future,

Leave no trace behind,

Bat in the Mind,

Enriched, expanded, and sublimed.

Only a noble Menzory,

Be thon, to sensuous eye,

Quickly,? as though thou hadst not beewn.
Let the place that knows thee now,

Know thee no more!

Let the grass grow agaiu,

Where grew the grass so short a while ago.
Let the wandering winds

Blow freely o'er the site,

Where shone so late,

The gleaming Wonder of the World.

Let world-wide pilgrims come,

In all time hereafter, unto this sceptred isle,
This little world,

This Precious Stone, set in the silver sea,
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England,3
To that green spot :

And, pointing to their sons, all grown incredulous, say,
Here It stood !

1 Prospero.—The Tempest. _

2 There was a desire vehemently expressed hy many, that the Crystal Palace should re-
main a permanent structure ; but it was justly and wisely willed otherwise : and within
not many months’ time, grass svas again growing over its site.

8 Rickurd I1., ante, p. 10
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(L)—PAGE 2, col. 1.

WHY DANIEL WAS NOT CAST INTO THE
FIERY FURNACE.

THIS question, likely to occur to a
thoughtful reader of tho Seripturcs, is
thus dealt with by the very learned Dr
Prideaux. ¢ Hnw Daniel escaped the
fiery furnace which his three friends were
condemned unto, is made a matter of in-
quiry, by some. That he did not fall
down and worship the idol, is most cer-
tain ; either, therefore, he was absent,
or else, if present, wasnot accused, The
latter seems most probable. 1t is not
likely that Danicl, one of the chiefest of
the King{s Ministers, should be allowed
to be absent. That he was prosent,
therefore, seems most, probable ; but his
enemies thought it fittest not to begin
with him, because of the great authority
he had with the King ; but rather to fall
first on his three friends, and thercby
pave the way for their more successful
reaching of him after it. But what was
in the interim miraculously done in thoir
case, quashed all further accusation
about this matter : and for that reason
it was, that Daniel is not at all spoken
ofinit,”—PRIDEAUX'S Connection, vol. 1.
pp- 82-83. [M‘Caul’s cdit., 18451

(11.)—PAGE 8, eol. 1,
NAFPDLLEON AND LEIBNITZ ON EGYDPT.

‘Soldicrs,” said Napoleon, on landing
in Egypt, ¢ you are about to undertake a
conquest fraught with incalculablo etfects

upon the commerce and civilisation of
the world. You will inflict upon Eng-

land the most grievous stroke shecan
sustain before receiving her death-blow!
Upwards of a century before, the great
Loibnitz, with profound pelitical fore-
sight, urged on Louis XIV. the conquest
of Egypt. ‘The possession of Egypt,’
vaid he, ‘will open a prompt communi-
cation with the richest countries of the
East. It will unite the commerce of the
Indies to that of France, and pave the
way for great captains to march to con-
quests worthy of Alexander. Egyptonce
conquered, nothing could be easier than
to take possession of the entire coast of
the Red Sea, and of the innumerable
islands that border it. 'The interior of
Asia, destitute of both commeree and
wealth, would rangoe itself at once be-
ncath your domimiou. ‘The success of
this enterprise would for ever secure the
possession of the Indies, the commerce of
Asia, and the dominion of the universe !’

(nL.)—PacE 8, col. 2,
THE MODERN PHARAOH IN TLE RED SEd.,

‘Had T perished in that manner, like
Pharaoh,’ said Napoleon, * it would have
furnished all the preachers of Christen-
dom with a magnificent text against me.
—ALISON, vol. iv. p, 617.—The eloquent
historian, in speaking of Egypt and its
central position between Eastern wealth
and Western civilisation, observes:—
‘ The waters of the Mediterranean bring
to it all the fabries of Kurope ; the Reﬁ
Sea wafts to its shores the riches of In-
dia and China ; whilo the Nile floats
down to its bosom the produce of the
vast and unknown regions of Africa.
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When, in the revolution of ages, civilisa-
tion shall have returned to its ancient
cradle—when the desolation of Mahome-
tan rule shall have ceased, and the light
of religion illumined the land of its birth,
Egypt will again be one of the great
centres of human industry ; the inuvention
of steam will vestore the communscation
with the Bast to s originul channel, and
the nation which shall revive the canal
of Suez, and open a direct communica-
tion between the Red Sea and the Medi-
terranean, will pourinto its bosom those
streams of wealth which, in every age,
have constituted the principal sources of
European opulence.’— Ibid., pp. 6486, 547.
Mr Robert Stephenson is now engaged
upon this great project.

(1v.)—PaGE 9, col, 1.
SCIPIO'S TEARS.

For seventcon days the city was in
flanes : and the numbers exterminated
amounted to 700,000 souls, including the
women and children sold into slavery ;
so that this scene of horror served as an
early prelude to the later dostruction of
Jerusalem., The wiser and more lenient
Scipios had been against this war of ex-
termination, and had had to contend
against the self-willed rancour of the
elder Cato: yet n Scipio conducted this
war, and was the last conqueror over the
ashes of Carthage ; and this was a man
universally accounted to be of a mild
character and a generous nature. But
this must be apparently estimated by the
Roman standard ; for whenever Roman
interesis were at stake, all mankind, and
the laws of nations, were considered as
of no importance.—SCHLEGEL.

(v.)—PAGE 9, col. 2.
THE ESQUIMAUX’ QUESTION.

‘I read one day out of the New Tcs-
tament,’ says John Beck, one of the
Moravian missionaries, ‘to some of the
natives who came to me, while I was
copying out part of a translation of the
Gospels, the history of our Saviour's
agony on the Mount of Olives, and of
his bloody sweat.—One of the Pagans,
whose name was Kajarnak, stepped up
to the table, and said with a loud, earnbst,
and afteoting voice, How is that? Tell
ma that oneo moro | for I fain would be
saved too !’  From thut hour he beearne
a disciple of the missionaries, and u will-
ing and able instrament in propagating
the Christian doctrino among his coun-
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trymen,—See Dr PRIOHARD'S Nutural
History of Man.

(v1.)PAGE 11, col, 1.
PRINCE ALBERT ON THE MIRBSION AND DESTINY
OF ENGLAND.

‘We are met at an auspicious moment,
when we are celebrating a festival of the
civilisation of mankind ; to which all
quarters of the globe have contributed
their productions, and are sending their
people ; for ‘the first time recognising
their advancement as a common good,
their interests identical, their mission on
earth the same. And this civilisation
rests on Christianity ; could be raised on
Christianity only ; can be maintained by
Christianity aloue: the blessings of
which are now carried by this Society,
chartered by that great man William
II1., to the vast territories of India and
Australasia, — which last are again'to
be peopled by the Anglo-Baxon race. 1
feel persuaded that the same earnest zeal
and’ practical wisdom which has made
our political constitution an object of ad-
miration to the nations, will, under God’s
blessing, make her Church likewise a
model to the world. Let uslook upon
this assembly as a token of future hope:
and may thoe harmony which  reigns
among us at this moment, and which wo
owe to having met in furtherance of a
common holyobject, be, bythe Almighty,
permanently bestowed upon the Chureh!
——We are met to invoke the continu-
ance of the Divine favour : pledging our-
selves not to relax our cfforts to extend
to those of our brethren who are settled
in distant lands, bailding up communi-
ties and states, where man’s footsteps
had first to be imprinted on the soil, and
wild nature yet to be conquered to hiy
uses, those blessings of Christianity
which form the foundation of owr com:
munity and of our State.’

The above are striking and memor-
able passages, taken from the opening
address of H. R. H. Prince Albert, ds
President of the third jubilee meeting of
the Societiy for the Propagation of the
Gospel in Foreign Parts, held in London
on the 17th Juno 1851, ’

(viL)—Pace 1, col. 2.
TIE NEW NMEDITERRANEAN.

The British North Amecrican posses-
sions groutly exceed those of the United
States ; comprising 4,109,630 square geo:

ruphical miles, 9 terrestvial globe
fonmin; about 37,00 .033 QE BQUAFO geo- |

ar

graphical milcs. Besikies this land sure
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fope, ~British North America contains
1,340,000 square miles of water! As
clearly as the Mediterranean Sea was let
in by the Straits of Gibraltar to form the
main channel of communication, and the
great artery of life, to the Old World,
30 surely wero the vast lakes of Canada
spread in the wilderness of the New, to
penetrate this mighty Continent, and
carry into its remotest recesses the light
and the blessingaof Christian civilisation.
—ALISON, vol, xiii. p.273; MALTE BRUKX,
ix. 129, 143 ; BaLpr, 926.

(vIIL)—PAGE 16, col. 2.

THE SHATTERED PLANET.

‘It bas been copjectured,” said Sir
JohnHerschel, writing upwards of twenty
vears ago, when only four of these ultra-
zodiaeal planets had been discovered,
‘that these plancts are fragments of
some greater planet, formerly circulat-
ing in that interval, but which has
been blown to atoms by an explosion :
and that more suck fragments exist, and
may be hercafter discovered. This may
serve ag a specimen of the dreams in
whichastronomers,like other speculators,
aceasionally and harmlessly indulge.’—
A dream?—Since the year 1846, TWENTY-
FIVE such fragments have been discover-
ed !, Whether any such awful event ever
oceurred, as & planet shattered, either
from without, orfrom within by explosion,
is probably hidden from us for ever: as
also, whether, if it did happen, the planet
was inhabited, and by beings like our-
selves, who werc destroyed by it; and
with whatobject the Deity permitted such
a catastrophe. Though the extraordin-
ary numbor of these asteroids so recently
discovered, would tend to indicate their
being really of a fragmentary character,
it may yet be found, as Mr Hind has re-
marked, that these small bodies, so far
from being portions of the wreck of a
great planct, were created in their pre-
sent state, for spwe wise purpose which
astronomy 1may, in fature ages, be per-
mifted to unfold,

(Ix.)—PAcGE 22, col. 2.
THE PHILOSOPHER'S STONE.

The method of coming at the results
onumerated in The Lily and the Dee,
as deducible from ‘the Philosopher's
Stone,’ is so admirably illustrative of the
Bhdonian procedurs by observation and
exfiriment, and appearsto the author
8o profound!y interesting and instructive,
thiat he Had taken pains to presont the
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reader with an authentic explanation of
the matter. In the spring of 1851, Mr
Logan, a Canadian geologist, sent over
one or two stabs taken from the Potsdam
sandstone, in Canada, containing cer-
tain impressions which had arrested his
attention ; but not being a naturalist, it
neverocecurred to himas exhibiting traces
of the pussage of an animal, He thought
them likely to have been produced by the
trail of & long sea-weed : but requested
our far-famed zoologist, Owen, to cxa-
minethe mysterious impressions, and de-
cipher them, if he could. He soon came
to the conclusion that they were due to
the presence of an animal.

After closely examining the impres-
sions, they appeared to be small prints,
occurring in pairs, in regular succession,
extending in two parallel linear scries,
with a continuous groove midway be-
tween them. One of the prints was larger
than the other, ineach pair—and botk the
larger and smaller prints were short and
broad, with what seemed indications of
toes at the forepart ; while the intervals
between each pair, of the same side, were
much less than those between the right
and left pair. Hence heinferred that the
impressions in question must have been
made by an animal that had passed,
either crawling or walking, along that
oldest of sandy shores ; that it had been a
guadruped, having the hind-feet larger
and wider apart than the fore-feet, both
fore and hind feet being very short, and
the limbs of the right and left side wide
apart. These concurrent indications
seemed to point to an animal with a short
and broad trunk, supported on short
limbs, with rounded and stumpy feet,
capahble of taking only short steps. The
midway groove he at first supposed
to have been produced by the trail of
a tail; but on further considering the
general character of this central im-
pression, as it seemed well defined
throughout, midway between the right
and left limbs—shallower when the foot-
prints indicated a steady rate of mo-
tion, (how delicate and exact the obser-
vation!) desper when that motion had
been retarded, the animals body rest-
ing awhile on the sand—Owen inclined
to the opinion that this midway groove
impression must have been effected by
somo hard projecting covering of the
belly :—and the broad trunk, short
steps, stumpy feet, scarce capable of
currying the trunk clear of the ground,
suggested the foitoise as the. animal



58

whose ancient whereabouts he was con-
templating. Experiment succeeded ob-
servafion, Owen betook himself to Lord
Bacon’s realised Atlantis, the Zoological
Garden in the Regent's Park ; and caused
the living reptiles thers to crawl over soils
carcfully prepared, so as to receive and
retain distinctly the traces of their tran-
sit. The tortoise was found to have left
impressions of a characteralmost exactly
similar to thoso on the ancient sand-
stone. Had these prints been really
due to a tortoise, the stone would have
been an oxponent of indefinitely re-
mote antiquity, referring kigh organisa-
tion to a period infinitely beyond all for-
mer supposition, or even imagination.
Since this, however, Mr Logan has, at
the cost of much expense and Ilabour,
forwarded several additional specimens
taken from the same quarter, containing
a great number of more distinctly defined
impressions ; which have been subjected
to rigorous scrutiny by Owen : the result
of which was to satisfy him that the
traces in question are not those of a tor-
toise, but of a kerapod (six-footed) crea-
ture of the erustaceous class, of a much
lower organisation than that of the tor-
toise. This larger induction of parti-
culars afforded evidence, of a kind as
satisfactory as the faint and mystic na-
ture of the case admitted. Sowe of the
pairs of prints were larger than others,
and showed a different arrangement of
what appeared to be toes; the intervals
between each pair of the same side, and
which were much less than those between
the right and left pairs, were repeated in
each suecessive three pairs of the prints :
and finally, he referred the footprints, as
already observed, to a crustaceous ani-
mal-—or one at least that had applied
three pairs of feet to the purpase of pro-
gressive motion, ‘The imagination,’ !
says Mr Owen, ‘is baffled m the at-
tempt to realise the extent of time whick
has elapsed since tho creatures wero in
being that moved upon the sandy shores
of that most ancient Silurian? Sea. . .

1 Paper contributed to the Proceedings of
the eological Society, 24th March 1852, pp.
224-5. ‘This paperisaccompanied by a series
of beautiful plates of the vavious impres-
Bions.

2 The Silurian rocks are so called from a
district formerly inhabited by the Siuri, o
tribe of ancient Britons—a portion of South
Whales, and the adjoining English countics
—in which the main divisions and best-de-
veloped series of rocks were first, discovered
and described, by Sir R L. Murchisoun.
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The deviations from the living exemplars
of animal types usually become greater,
as we descend into the depths of time
past. . . In =il probability no living
form of animal bears such a resemblance
to that indicated by the Potsdam foot-
prints as to afford an exact illustration of
theshape and numberof the instruments,
and of the mode of locomation,of the crea-
ture that has left these traces, . . . most
precious evidences of animal life, loco-
motive on land, of the oldest known sedi-
mentary and unmetamorphosed deposits
on this planet. . . The symbols, them.
selves, are distinct enough. Old Nature
speaks as plainly by them as she ecan,
and if we do not thereby fully read her
meaning, the fault is in our powers of in-
terpretation.’

The traces of the shower which may
have beaten on the mail-clad creature in
question, as suggested in the ‘text, were
sagaciously detected by an eminent liv-
ing geologist, Dr Buckland., They were
deciphered from impressions made by
the rain-drops falling on the soft sand !
and the direction of the wind then blow-
ing !—by the unequal depth of the rain
pits, and the unequal height of the little
circular wall of each, as the showerstruck
obliquely the ripple-ruffied surface. It
is to be noted, that it is only on a tidal
shore that such impressions can be re-
ceived and retained : received during
the ebb, and covered by fresh layers of
fine sand at the flow, Traces of this
description are distinctly visible on vari-
ous fragments of ancient rock now in
this country.—The picture given in the
text, of tho successive stages of the geo-
logical history of the planet on which
we live, may be depended on, as being
in conformity with the existing state of
knowledgo on the subject.

(x.)—PAGE 23, col. 1.
ANCIENT MONSTERS.

Thers is no appearance in nature, and
nothing in geology, says Mr Ansted,
that ean illustrate, by progressive deve-
lopment, the gradual derivation of new
types or well-marked groups, cach of
higher organisation than those which
preceded them—a gradual development
of higher types of existence, in a certain
order of creation. So far as geology, in
its present state, affords evidence on the
subject, the facts scem decidedly opposed
to such an idea; and this conclusion is
in perfect accordance with those arrived
at by the mest philosephical of living


http:MureW..ou

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIOKS.

nataralists, Owen—who thus closes his
ipvestigation concerning the extinct rep-
tiles: ‘Thus, though a general progress
may be discerned, the interruptions and
Jowlts—to use a geological phrase—nega-
tive the notion that the progression has
been the result of self-developing ener-
gies adequate to a transmutation of spe-
cific characters; but, on the contrary,
support the conelusion that the modifi-
cations of osteological struncture which
characterise the extinct reptiles, were
originally impressed upon thom at their
creation ; and have beennoither derived
fram improvement of a lower, nor lost
by progressivedevelopmentinto a higher
type.— See ANSTED'S Ancient World,
p. b4; and OWEN's Report on British
Fossil Reptiles, p. 202.  The author of
the present volume begs leave to com-
it the subject of this note to the reader’s
best. consideration.

(x1.)—PaGE 24, col. 1.
THE NINEVEH DISCOVERIES.

The author begs here to quote a pas-
sage from another work of his:—

“ Let ms now, however, point out a
recent fact, which appears to me to have
a marvellous significance, and perhapsa
designed coincidence. While men were,
and continued to be, busily exploring
the earth in search of traces of long past
existence, endeavouring to establish its
vast antiquity, and the changes whichit
has undergone, we may suddenly behold
—reverently be it said —the dread finger
ofthe Deity silently pointing to the same
earth as containing unerring evidence of
the truth of His WRITTEN WORD. Letus
wend our wondering way to Nineveh,
and gaze at its extraordinary excava-
tions. There are indeed seen those
traces of man which geology has never
found ; man as he existed four thousand
vearsago ; manasheacted and suffered ;
man as he became the subject of God’s
judgments ; man, whose fato had been
foretold by the messengers of God | Here
behold an ancient and mighty capital,
and its cruel and idolatrous people, asit
wers reproduced before our eyes, and
disinterred from the dust and gloom of

O ye men of Ninevek ! are you in-’

deed already rising up before us, o con-
demn usf1
To my mind these contemplations are
pregnant with instruction, and invested
with awe. I cannot go to our National
1 Bee Luke, xi. 82.
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Museum, and behold there the recently-
disinterred monuments of past Assyrian
existence, without regarding them by
the light of the Scriptures; nor after-
wards read the Scriptures, without addi-
tional light reflected upon them from
these wonderful discoveries.”—The Intel-
lectual and Moral Development of the
Present Age.

(X11.)—PAGE 29, col. 2.
THE BEE MYSTERY.

After all, say those eminent entomo-
logists, Kirby and Spence, there are
mysteries as to the primum mobile among
these social tribes, that, with all our
boasted reason, we eannot fathom, nor
develop satisfactorily the motives urging
them to fulfil, in so remarkable though
diversified a manner, their different des-
tinies. One thing is clear to demonstra-
tion : that by these creatures and their
instinets the power, wisdom, and good-
ness of the great Father of the universe
are loudly proclaimed, the atheist and
infidel confuted ; the believer confirmed
in his faith and trust in Providence,
which he thus beholds watching with
incessant care over the welfare of the
minutest of Ilis creatures; and from
which he may conclude that he, the
prince of the creation, will never be over-
looked or forsakon. And from them
what lessons may bo learned of patriot-
ism and self-devotion to the public good
—of loyalty, of prudence, temperance,
diligence, and self-denial !

(X11L)—PaGE 30, col, 1.
THE BEE AND THE INFINITESIMAL CALCULUS.

The geometric form of each cell con-
structed by the bee, is absolute perfec-
tion, as far as weare able to judge of the
objects had in view ; and has excited the
admiration and amazement of ancicnt
and modern mathematicians. At what
precise anglo the three planes of the
hexagonal prism ought to meet, so as to
socure the greatest strength and commo-
diousness, with the least possible waste
of materialg, is a problem of the highest
mathematics, resolvable only by the
aid of the infinitesimal calculus, or pro-
blems of mazima and minima, l\lgac-
laurin, the worthy disciple of Newton,
by a fluxionary calculation succeeded, at
length, in determining the required
angle, precisely, Jt wus the very angle
adopted by the Beg !

F
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(21v,)—PAGE 31, col. 1.
THE DEATH-STRUGGLE BETWEEN THE RIVAL
QUEEK BEES.

Scenes such as the following were re-
peatedly witnessed by Huber, the great
Swiss naturalist, who, though blind,
devoted his whole life to studying the
habits and economy of the Bee.

“We introduced a very fertile queen
into the same hive, after painting the
thorax to distinguish her from the reign-
ing queen. A circle of bees quickly
formed around the stranger, but their
intention was not to caress and receive
herwell : for they insensibly accumulated
so much, and surrounded her 20 closely,
that in scarcely a minute she lost her
liberty and became a prisoner. It isa
remarkable circumstance, that other
workersatthe same time collectedaround
the reigning queen and restrained all her
motions—we instantly saw her confined
like the strangor, Perhaps it may be
said that the bees anticipated the com-
bat in which these queens were about to
engage, and were impatient to behold
the issue of it, for they retained their pri-
soners only when they appeared to with-
draw from cach other ; and if one less
restrained seemed desirous of approach-
ing her rival, all the becs forming the
clusters gave way to allow her full liberty
for the attack ; then, if the queens tesfi-
fied a disposition to fly, they returned to
enclose them,

““The cluster of bees that swrrounded
the reigning queen having allowed her
some freedom, she seemed to advance
towards that part of the comb where her
rival stood; then all receded before her;
the multitude of workers separating the
two adversaries gradually dispersed,
until only two remained ; these also re-
moved, and allowed the gueen to come
in sight. At this moment the reigning
queen rushed on the stranger ; with her
teeth seized her near the origin of the
wing ; and succeeded in fixing her against
the comb without any possibility of mo-
tion or resistance. ~Next curving her
body, she pierced this unhappy victim
of our curiosity with a mortal wound!’—
Huber on Becs, pp. 72, 73, edit. 1841,

(Xv.)—PAGE 39, col, 2.
GALILEQG AMONG THE CARDINALS,
¢ Corde sincero, et fide non fictd abjuro,
maledico, detestor, supradictos errores et
hereses /7 said the unhappy philosopher :
but on rising from his knee he stamped
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his foot, an if suddehly sthmg with a
consciousness of his guilt, and exclaimed
passionately—E pur si muove—It moves,
notwithstanding ! On this afflicting and
deeply humiliating incident, Sir David
Brewster bas cloquently written thus :—
Galileo abjured, cursed, and -detested
those eternal and immortal truths which
the Almighty had permitted him to be
the first to establish. "What a mortify-
ing picture of moral depravity and intel-
lectual weakness! Ifthe unholy zeal of
the assembled cardinals hasbeen branded
with infamy, what must we think of the
venerable sage, whose grey hairs were
entwined withthe chapletof immortality,
quailing under the fear of man, and
sacrificing the convictions of hig con-
science, and the deductions of hig rea-
son, at the altar of a base supersti-
tion ! :

(XV1.)—PAGE 40, col. 1.
ARISTOTLE ON ANAXAGORAS.

Concerning Anaxzagoras, Aristotle has
left a grand saying on record. After re-
counting the philosophers who had re-
spectively made the various Elements
the first cause of all things, and declar-
ing how uncouth it would be to refer
such mighty results as Creation to acci-
dent, or spontaneous motion, he says:
When, therefore, there appeared one
gaying that, as in animate, so in inani-
mate nature, MIND was the First Cause
of the Universe, and of all its order, he
seemed like a sober man among those
who before him had been talking at ran-
dom | —oloy ségar igavn a2 tlxh AéyoyTas

Tobs agorsgor.— M etaph. Book i. chap. 3.

(XvIL)—~PagE 40, col. 1.

THE ANGEE AND ADAM’S ASTRONOMICAL
DISCOURSE.

These, it may be almost superfluous to
state, are the expressions used by Mil-
ton (Paradise Lost, Book viil) to desig-
nate the Ptolemaic system of Astro-
nomy, The angel and Adam discuss,
in fact, the leading features of the
Ptolemaic and Copernican  systems —
one making Earth, the other Sus, the
centre of the Universs. The Angel
inclines to Copernicus, tut pronounces
for neither ; exhorting Adam to apply
himself to what more immediately con-
cerned him.—Milton, as already noted,
died twelve years befors the magnifi-
cent discovery of Newton,
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.t {&viL)—Pacg 4], col. 1.
THBE INFIDEL PHILOSOPHER,

This portion of the text brings a
heavy charge against the memory of
La Place ; but it is only too well found-
ed.. It is fearful and revolting to record
of such a man, perhaps the greatest of
all astronomers except Newton, that he
sought to banish God Almighty out of
the Heavenly world which He had per-
mitted him to scan so exactly, Through-
out the wholeof his Systéme du Monde,
(a synopsis of the Newtonian philo-
sophy), he. carefully abstains, says a
distinguished British philosopher, from
all reference to a Contriver, Creator, or
Governor of the universe: in pointed
contrast to the sublime reflections with
which the noble Newton accompanied
his revelations. — Thus spoke that
mighty one, in his immortal £rincipia
*God is eternal and infinite, omnipo-
tent and omniscient ; that is, He en-
dures from everlasting to everlasting,
and is present from infinity to infinity.
He is not eternity or infinity, but eter-
nal and infinite, He is not duration or
spaco, but He endures, and is present.

e cndures always, and is present
everywhere, and by existing always and
everywhere, constitutes duration and
space.’ La Ilace, on the contrary,
would wretchedly insinuate that the
doctrine of a Deity, the Maker and
Governor of this world, and of His
peculiar atiention to the conduct of
man, is not consistent with truth! And
that the sanctions of Religion, long
venerated as the great security of
society, are as little consistent with
justice. The duties which we owe to
this imaginary Deity, and the terrors of
punishment in a fature state of existence
for the neglect of them, he regarded as
fictions invented to enslave mankind.
He has given abundant proof of these
being his sentiments, developing their
horribly-blooming deadliness, be it ro-
marked, in tho timo of the ¥rench Ro-
volytion, 1 was grioved, said the phi-
losopher already reforred to, with
touching simplicity, when I first saw
.M. de la Place, after having so ha pily
.epitomised the philosophy of Sir Isaac
I,é)ewton, coneludo his performance with
such & marked and ungracious parody
.00 the closing reflections {some of them

. givan above] of our illustrious Master.
.As the scholars of Newton, as the dis-
ciples of our ilystricus' Mastet, we will
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join with him in - considering, unlike
La Place, universal Gravitation as a
noble proof of the existence and super-
intendence of a Supreme Mind, and a
conspicuous_mark of His transcendent
wisdom. La Place would resolve
everything into the irvesistible opera-
tion of the primitive and essential pro-
perties of matter; and insist that it
could not bo anything but what it is.
He labours assiduously to effect this im-
pression on the mind! Nay, he im-
piously insinuates, that the supposed
useful purposes of the solar system
might have been much better accom-
plished in some other than the existing
mode! He was sparcd long cnough,
however, as we learn on unquestionable
authority, to entertain awful misgivings
on this subject. In the solitude of his
sick chamber, and not long before his
death, came Reflection ; and with it,
salutary results. The eminent gentle-
man on whose authority this fact rests,
Mr Secdgwick, has recently recorded,
that not long before the death of the
great Frenchman—for grcat he was,
though darkened—he was inquiring of
the distinguished geologist concerning
the nature of our endowments, and our
course of academic study. He then,
says Mr Sedgwick, dwelt earnestly on
the religious character of our endow-
ments ; and added, (as nearly as I can
translate his words), © I think thes right ;
and on this point I deprecate any great
organic changes in your system : for I
huve lived long enough to Fnow what at
one time I did not believe—that no
society can be upheld tn happiness and
honour, without the sentiments of Re-
ligion,

'I'he Marquis had also endeavoured to
resolve the religious convictions of his
great predecessor, into the delusions of
0ld age, or an intellect disorganised by
madness; and this especially with re-
ference to his work on the Prophecies.
Sir David Brewster, however, has an-
nihilated tho injurious calumny, by in-
fallible proof that Newton was always a
devout Christian, and had commenced
his researches on tho prophecies, when
in the plenitude of his marvellous in-
tellect—in his forty-ninth year. In the
inscription on his monument in West-
minster Abbey, it stands truly recorded,
that ‘he wasan assiduous, sagucious, and
faithful interpretorof Nature, Antiquity,
and the Holy Seriptures: he assertsd,
in his philosophy, the majesty of God,
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plicity of the Gospel.” A French phi-
losopher of the present day, M. Auguste
Comte, has constructed a system based
on thq excjusion from the universe, of a
God!" It may be regarded as an at-
tempted demonstration of the truth of
atheism, however anxious the writer may
be to disclaim the hideous imputation.
““ When such a work,” justly observes
Sir David Brewster, in reviewing it in
the Edinburgh Review (No. 136), ¢ re-
cords the dread sentiment that the uni-
verse displays no proofs of an all-direct-
ing Mind ; and records it, too, as the
deduction of unbiassed reason, the ap-
palling note falls upon the ear like the
sounds of desolation and of death. The
life-blood of tho affections stands frozen
in its strongest aud most genial current ;
and reason and feeling resume their as-
cendancy only when they have pictured
the consequences of so frightful a delu-
sion. If man be thus an orphan at his
birth, and an outcast in his destiny; if
knowledge is to bo his punishment, and
not his pride; if all his intellectual
achievements are to perish with him in
the dust ; if the brief tenure of his being
is to be renounced amid the wreck of
vain desires, of blighted hopes, and of
bleeding affections, then, in reality, as
woll as in metaphor, is lifo a dream.”
The author would close thig note with
an expression of his profound conviction,
that he who cannot see, in the opera-
tions of nature, Supreme Intelligence,
may regard himself as labouring under

THE LILY AND THE BEE.
and exhibited, in his conduet, the sirh-'

mental imbecility, or judicial blind-
ness.

(X1X,)—PAGE 42, col, 2.
GOLDEN TRUTH IN THE H’IST OF MYTHOLOGY.

However much, observes Schlegel,
amidst the growing degeneracy of man-
kind, the primeval word of Revelation
may have been falsified, by the admix-
ture of various errors, or overlaid and
obscured by numberless and manifold
fictions, inextricably confused, and dis-
ficured almost beyond the power of re-
cognition, still a profound inquiry will
discover in heathenism many luminous
vestiges of primitive truth. We find
in the Grecian mythology many things
capablé of a’ deeper import, and more
spiritual signification: appearing as but
rare vestiges of ancient truth—vague
presentiments—fugitive tones-——momen-
tary flashes—revealing a belief in a
Supreme Being, an Almighty Creator of
the Universe, and the common Father
of mankind.—~In Prometheus, says
that able scholar, Mr Keightley, in his
excellent Mythology, we have a Grecian
myth of the Fall of Man, and in Pan-
dora the introduction of evil into the
world by means of a woman !—Accord-
ing to Butiman and other eminent Ger-
mans, the resemblance between this
myth and the Scripture narrative of
Eve and the forbidden fruit, ¢is so very
striking, that one might be induced to
regard it as a rivulet from the original
fount of tradition.’

END OF THE LILY AND THE BEE.
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PREFACE.

Tuk origin of this little work is indicated in a passage which may be
seen near the commencement.

It would be unbecoming in the Author to print a copy of the too
flattering Resolution of the President and Council of the Hull Literary
and Philosophical Society there referred to, and partly in consequence
of which, the paper in question, somewhat modified and amplified, is
now presented to the public. It treats of subjects which have occupied
his thoughts for many years ; and all he begs to be given credit for, is a
good intention. For the rest, he must surrender himself to criticism
with what fortitude he may.

Two-thirds of the paper were read on the evening of Tuesday, the
28th December 1852, and listened to with an attention amply repaying
the Author’s efforts to present an extensive and difficult subject, in an

acceptable manner, t0 a mixed and very large audience.

A deputation, in considerable numbers, from the Mechanics’ Institute
of Hull, formed part of that audience, in pursuance of a liberal and
friendly invitation from the President and Council of the Literary and
Philosophical Society : a circumstance which afforded the Author pecu-
liar gratification.

INNER TEMPLE, LONDON,
January 1853.






MR PRESIDENT,
AND LaDIES AND (FENTLEMEN,

I norE that the special relation
in which I stand towards this populous
borough, and its ancient town and cor-

oration,*—a town which has num-
gered among those of its citizens the
noble names of Andrew Marvel, and
William Wilberforce — will, together
with a fact which I shall presently
mention, satisfactorily account for my
appearance before you this evening,
in a position to myself at once new
and responsible. As a member of the
Bar, and also exercising judicial func-
tions among you, such a position as I
now occupy 1s intended, I can assurc
you, to be a solitary one in my life-
time; and it is also an embarrassing
one, because not in unison with my
professional habits and objects. On
the occasion, however, of my first
judicial visit to this town, in last Oc-
tober, I received an unexpected and
earnest request from the President
and Council of the Literary and Philo-
sophical Society of this place, to read
a paper before the Society, and on
any subject which I might select.
After much consideration, I expressed
my willingness to do so, and chose
the subject now before us. Some time
afterwards, I was honoured by receiv-

* The town and county of Kingston-upon-
Hull, commonly called Eull, was constituted
a free borough, with extensive immunities,
under a charter of Edward 1., dated the 1st
April 1209. For upwards of a century, how-
ever, before that time, it had been a sea-
port of considerable mercantile importance.
—Bee Frost's Notices relative to the early
history of the town and port of Hull, [a.D,
'1«31217%11%?(1 The Brcyclopedia Britannica, tit.

uli,

ing a unanimous resolution of the
President and Council, soliciting me
“ to take steps, by anticipation, to
commit the paper to the press, in or-
der that it may be perused, at as early
a period as possible, by those who
cannot hear the paper read—with a
view to its extended usefulness.” I
own that I was not a little affected by
so signal a mark of confidence; and
have already, as far as I have been
able, complicd with the request.

As I feel it a very responsible hon-
our, under these circumstances, to
appear before you, so I beg your in-
dulgence, and your sustained atten-
tion, while I endeavour to lay before
you, though, it may be, very imper-
fectly, some of the results of nearly a
quarter of a century’s observation and
reflection, on many subjects of the
highest interest and importance. It
is 1n vain for me, however, as it would
be foolish, to attempt to burthen you
with all the dismaying mass of manu-
script which I hold in my hand ; and,
finally, before starting on our exten-
sive and venturous expedition, I have
to agsure you that nothing shall fall
from me calculated to provoke differ-
ence of opinion, except so far as is
unavoidable in addressing any mixed
and independent auditory. Above all
things, I shall eschew everything
even approaching to a political or sec-
tarian character. This, indeed, your
rules diserectly prohibit; and to those
rules my own purpose and feelings
dictate a rigorous adherence,

Well, then, we are here assembled,
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only a day or two after Christmas-
day !'-—Let us regard the season—the
occasion—as a halcyon interval of
repose, in which our cheerfulness is
blended with solemnity, while reflect-
ing upon that event, so sublime and
awful in the estimation of all Chris-
tians, which invests the close of every
year with, as it were, a grand halo.
The eager, noisy world, with all its
wild passions, and the transient pur-
suits which stimulate them, is, for a
while, happily shut out; leaving us
to breathe a serene atmosphere.

Be still, ye winds! ye zephyrs, ceasetoblow,
‘While music most melodious mects my ear—
the “still sad music of humanity,”
which may be heard echoing while
we fix our eyes upon Max and his mys-
terious maunifestations—in his mo-
mentous relations to the Past, the Pre-
sent, and the Future.

May I, however, in a more cheery
spirit, make a passing allusion to a
topic occasionally exciting a lively in-
terest out of doors ?—the budget of our
Chancellor of the Exchequer! Let me
conceive myself to have been installed
your Chancellor of the Exchequer in-
tellectuol; and hiere, at your service, is
my Budget; but I shall be forced to
deal very summarily with the income
and expenditure of THovecaT—Iits Re-
sources-—its Ways and Means—and
the circulating medium of that thought,
which ig its language or literature. I
cannot, alas t hold out the hopes of tak-
ing off any taxes, but, on the contrary,
must imposc a somewhat heavy one
on your altention! My Budget will deal
with a vast variety of topics—some of
them of great delicacy, difficulty, and
moment ; topics coming home to the
business and bosom of each of us, and
challenging our anxious consideration.
We cannot survey, for the purpose of
practically estimating, the intellectual
und moral devclopment of the age in
which we live and are playing our
parts — ¢very man and woman of us
having his or her own responsible mis-
sion to perform—without attempting
gravely and comprehensively to con-
sider man in ordained relation to his
ﬁower, and his knowledge, his objects,

is sayings and his doings, his posi-

tion past and present, and his destiny.
It is difficult to imagine any period for
making such an attempt more inter-
esting and inviting than the present
—one, in many respects, very daz-
zling ; and in others, exciting concern
and surprise. In one direction, it may
be that we see a vast space passed over
in a little time; in another, a long time
with scarce any space passed over at
all; though in each case human intel-
lect has been occupied and taxed to its
uttermost apparent capabilities. These
are matters justifying, and even de-
manding, attentive consideration. It
will be necessary, with this view, to
soar high and far, but swiftly, into the
stupendous starry solitude of space;
to descend, as far as man's limited
means allow him, into the interior of
the earth; and, again, to travel all
round its surface, in order to ascertain
what we know, or think we know, of
the human and animal denizens of that
earth, and of the nature and relations of
that earth itself; and, finally, to pene-
trate, asfaraswemay,and withatender
respect, into that mystery of myste-
ries, Maw himself.* And this, not with
the view of attempting an ostentations
display of his doings, his discoveries
—of the exploits of his genius, which
might serve only to inflate a foolish
pride, to generate spurious motives to
action, and, in short, and above all,
induce a fatal —1T repeat, a fatal confu-
sion between Meaxs and Exps; which
last words contain the key of all that
is to follow. Let us, on the contrary,
try to look at Man, as he has been
told by God that ke is,—placed upon
this planect, by a direct incomprehen-
sible act of creation, by that God,
whose image, though now darkened,
he bears, and between whom and him-
self there exist relations inconceivably
awful and momentous. Those rela-
tions it is surely of iunfinite comse-
quence to us to ascertain accu_ratel{,
as far as we can; because they directly
and permanently affect human conduct
and destiny. On a due perception, in-

* < Alag1” gays Coleridge, speaking of the
difficulty of fixing tho atfention of men on
the world within them, ‘“‘the Jargest part
of mankind arc nowhere greater strangors
than at home."
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deed, of those relations, duly acted
ypon, rest the true and only endurin§
dignity of human nature, the actual
inevitable difference between one man
and another, and the only real uses
and aims of intellect and knowledge.
I hope to place in a distinct point
of view the proposition, that as it is
possible for a man to have a prodi-
gious koowledge of the facts of phi-
losophy, without a glimmering of its
spirit; so the human intcllect may be
endowed with great strength and ca-
pacity, be consummately traincd in
the exercise of its faculties, and rich-
ly stored with the fruits of literature
and philosophy, and yet its possessor
be all the while mentally purblind—
nay more, destitute of an atom of mo-
ral worth: serving, to the eye of the
Christian _philosopher and moralist,
only to illustrate the deplorable, de-
grading, and perilous consequences of
a want of it in the individual case, and,
in the general one, to reveal to us a
sort of moral and intellectual chaos.
I say intellectual as well as moral.
And in the former case, why should I
not call up for an instant, the spectre
of La Place, whose great intellect could
occupy itself during a lifetime with
the sublimest truths of astronomy, to
no better purpose than to deny the
existence of the Almighty Maker of
the universe; impiously to insinuate
that the supposed useful purposes of
our system could have been accom-
plished otherwise, and better, than at
present ! and, finally, to discard reli-
gion, and the sanctions which it de-
rives from a future existence, and its
conditions, as a cruel imposture prac-
tised upon the ignorant credulity of
mankind!* Believe me, there are real
relations between physical and moral
science—there dre profound relations
between intellect and morality, involv-
ing everything that concerns the high-

* It is right, however, here to state that
M. La Place, vot long before his death, inti-
mated to a distinguished English philosopher
(Professor Sedgwick) & great change of opin-
lon. Having spoken to him esrnestly on
the religious character of our endowments,
and course of academical study, M. La Place
added: “I think this right; and on this

point T depreeate any great. organic changes
in your system; for I havelived long enough

est interests of mankind; and it cannot
be otherwise than interesting and im-
portant, to seek for every ray of light
which may contribute towards show-
ing us the real nature of these rela-
tions. The General is made up of the
Particular —the Whole of its parts;
and there may be personal conse-
quences depending upon the minutest
moral actions of mankind, asreal, great,
and permanent, as the causes entailing
them appeared trivial and temporary,
and were, in fact, while operating,
wholly unperceived. The old philoso-
phers said, that Nature does nothing
in vain, in the physical world ; and so,
in the mighty moral economy under
which we have been placed by our Al-
mighty Maker, let us rest satisfied that
nothing has been done by Him in vain,
and perhaps also, nothing by the crea-
tures whom He has made the subjects
of that economy. The possession and
use of intellect entail great moral and
religious responsibilities; and between
one who thinks otherwise, and those
with whom I think, there is fixed a
great gulf, in respect of speculatior,
action, and conduct; there exists a
distinction involving the entire theory
and basis of morality, its Motives and
Sanctions, its Means and Ends.

Do not, however, be startled by this
sudden glimpse into gloom—into the
profound abysses of abstract specula-
tion, which I now quit for a time ; but
remember, that these considerations
constitute a reality all the while, sur-
rounding us even as the atmosphere
envelops the earth: and let us, in
Eassing on to lighter subjects, and

overing over them for a time, carry
with us, nevertheless, an oracular
saying of Bishop Jeremy Taylor,
“Whatever we talk, things are as
they are, not as we grant, dispute,
or hope; depending on neither our
affirmative nor negative, but upon
to know—what at one time I did not be-
lieve —that no society can be upheld in hap-
piness and hovour, without the sentiments of
religion.” This remarkable statement is
made on the authority of Professor Sedg-
wick himsclf, who says it is in the very
words of M. La Place. ‘“‘as nearly as I can
trauslato them.”—8ee the Discourse on the
,Stéz/_.zlit;)ets] of the University of Cambridge, 5th
¢ .
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the rate and value which Gop sets
upon things.” ¥

Permit me here to say what is
sought to be indicated by the word
Development. I use it in its strict
etymological signification ; that is to
say, an ‘opening,’t+ a ‘ showing forth,’
a ‘displaying ' of the intellectual aud
moral condition of man in the present
age. And—you will say—is this to
be done in a zingle evening’s paper?
It sounds, indeed, as hopeless as the
notion of compressing the Iliad with-
in a nutshell. Nevertheless, the at-
tempt must be made to survey this
vast field, however rapidly, and how-
ever hard it may be to know where to
begin. The great object is for the
observer to select a »ight point of view.
On that depends everything; for there
is a point from which everything with-
in and without us is order and love-
liness, and another from which all is
contradiction and confusion. There
is a string which, “ untuned,” we may
well call out fearfully —

“Hark ! what discord follows!”

I shall glance first at our Lirera-
TGREI—the current coin, so to speak,
of the realm Intellectual—the circu-
lating medium of thought, by which
Intellect communicates with Intellect,
in both the present and past ages.

* Works, vol. xi. p. 198, (Bishop Hceber’s
edition).

t ¢ Desweloper,” ¢ developper,” — perhaps
from déorsum volvere, to roll back, to open,
unwrap, or unfold anything rolled in a vol-
ume.—See Richardson's Dictionary.

1 The etymology of this word is not by
any means determined. It is traced clearly
through the French, Italian, and Spanish
languages, to the Latin litera; which may
perhaps, as suggested by Mr Richardson, be
taken from Litusn, the past participle of lizere,

to sear, as one of the carliest modes of ! .
| fondness and pride.—Ah, what are

writing was by graving the characters upon
tablets, which were smeered over or covered
with wax. —(Pliny, Lb. xiil. ¢. 11). These
wax tablets were written on with an instru-
ment of iron or brass, (stifus or stylus), rc-
sembling a pencil in size and shape, sharp-
cned at one end, the other extremity of it
being fint and circular, for the purpose of
obliterating what had becn written, and ren-
dering the waxen surfice smooth again. A
picture found in Herculaneum, and of which
an cugraving is given in Dr S8mith’s Die-
tionary of Grecian and Roman Antiquities,
represents a Roman with his tablet and
““stitus ;" whence the English word ‘' style.”

And it is one pre-eminent character-
istic of the present age, that though
the issue of this coin is infinitely
greater than the world has ever seen
before, it yet scarccly equals our ve-
quirements. The mint is kept in
incessant action, though its capabili-
ties have been immensely augmented !
Let me now, however, advert, for a
moment, to the metal out of which
this coin is made—our language. Is
qold pouring into our cellars as it is
into those of the Bank of England ?
Owr English language is a noble
oue, worthy of the most jealous guar-
dianship; and the slightest tendency
to deteriorate it, by writing or speak-
ing it in a slovenly way, or intro-
ducing, from any sort of conceit, and
to catch a momentary notoriety, vul-
gar novelties, ought to be treated as
attempts at defilement and disfigure-
ment; and should entail instant criti-
cal censure and contempt, on the
Fart of those who are interested in
handing down our language, in all
its purity, beauty, strength, and dig-
nity, to posterity, as it were a sacred
heir-Joom. That language we ought
to be every day more and more so-
licitous thus to cherish and protect!
for it is daily and hourly spreadin
over the whole habitable globe, an%
scems destined to gain a complete
ascendancy over all others now spoken
and written. Look into the New
World, and see there, in the Far West,
the mighty daughter of a mighty
mother, of whom she is, and ought
to be, proud! She can, when she
pleases, speak the language of that
mother with as much elegance and
force as her parent, towards whom
she must often turn with yearning

the feelings with which, as I have
several times been assured by them-
selves, our gifted brethren from the
West first catch sight of the white
cliffs of Albion! They often watch,
for that purpose, through the live-long
night ; and when Old England be-
comes visible, even as a dim speck
beyond the waters, a thousand and a
thousand times have their tears gush-
ed forth, while they gazed, in silent


http:tionn.ry
http:Spn.ni.sh

OF THE PRESENT AGE. 5

tenderness, on the little island from
which came their own ancestors—in
which its own—their own—SHAKE-
SPEARE was born; that island which
he so dearly loved, and has rendered
immortal ; of which he spoke in very
moving words, that make an English-
man’s heart thrill when he hears them
—-as ‘ this seeptred isle "—* this little
world "—
This Erecious stone, set in the silver sea—
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this
England!
This land of such dear souls—this dear, dear
land #*

So wrote Shakespeare, with quivering
pen, iy Queen Hlizabeth’s day; and
so, nearly three centuries afterwards,
read we, with quivering hearts, in
Queen Victoria’s day-—the Sovereign
Lady of this same dear sceptred isle
—we, who are able, and resolved,
that, with God’s blessing on our stout
hearts and strong arms, it shall pass
down for centuries hence to her de-
scendants, aud to our descendants—
aye shall that “ precious stone, set in
the silver sea "—its guardians know-
ing neither fear nor foe—or, know-
ing, only to defy! Could I call up
Shakespeare before you, how would
ou tremble with emotion as you
eard that noble spirit speak his own
words :
This England never did, nor never shall,
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror,—
But when it first did help to wound itself.
Come the three corners of the world in arms,
And we shall shock them | Naught shall
make us rue,
If England to itself do rest but truelt
Who cau listen to this, and not feel
pride on reflecting, that perhaps at
this very moment our brethren and
sisters at the antipodes may be recit-
ing it, and thinking, with swelling
hearts, of their little island home, and
of us whom they have left behind in
it? Let me sum up all that an Eng-
lishman ean say, in a line—a little
varied, it is true—of our great Poet
himself —
One touch of Shakespeare makes the wholo
world kin !
And shall not the descendants and

* Richard II. Actii. scenc 1,
t King John, conclusion.

countrymen of Shakespeare and Mil-
ton, and so many other illustrious
writers of our glorious Saxon lan-
guage, alike in prose and in verse,
strive to protect that language from
pollution, and hand it down pure as
we received it? Or shall they calmly
contemplate its being rapidly deterior-
ated by these who were never able to
appreciate that purity, and are conse-
quently indifferent about preserving
it? I rcpeat it, that our fast-quitting
brethren and sisters—God go with
them!-——are carrying, in increasing
numbers, our language into every re-
gion of the globe; a fact which of it-
self should suffice to quicken our vigi-
lance to keep the source of that lan-
guage pure. ‘‘The treasures of our
tongue,” says one who has conferred
inestimable service on that tonguet
“are spread over continents, scattered
among islands in the northern and the
southern hemisphere, from  the un-
formed Occident to the strange shores
of unknowing nations in the East.
The sun, indeed, now never sets upon
the empire of Great Britain. Not one
hour of the twenty-four, in which the
carth completes her diurnal revolution
—not one round of the minute-hand of
the dial, is allowed to pass, in which,
on some portion of the surface of the
globe, the air is not filled ‘ with ac-
cents that are ours.” They are heard
in the ordinary transactions of life, or
in the administration of law, or in the
deliberations of the senate-house or
couneil-chamber, in the offices of pri-
vate devotion, or in the public obsery-
ance of the rites and duties of a com-
mon faith.”

This noble language, finally, en-
shrines reverentially the Holy volume,
the oracles of God, which His pious

1 Dr Richardson, by his ‘‘New Dictionary
of the Boglish Launguage; combining Ex-
planation with Etymology, and illustrated by
Quotations trom the best Authors, arranged
chronologically from the earliest period to
the beginning of the present century.” 2
vols. 4to. This admirable work consfitutes
almost a ibrary of English books in itself;
and its learned and indefatigable compiler
has recently received a fitting recognition of
his merits, by a pension, conferred through
the Earl of Derby, then Prime Minister, by
her Majesty, (a.p. 1852),

B
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servants in this island are disseminat-
ing, in countless millions of copies,
among mankind in every quarter of
the globe. Should not that of itself
be a grand incentive to us, both speak-
ers and writers, to do our best to pre-
serve the identity of that language, by
keeping its choice treasures, as models
of simplicity, strength, and beauty,
constautly before our eyes, and in our
thoughts ?  Oh! let us imitate the
Greeks and Romans in the noble and
emulous care with which they devel-
oped and preserved their renowned
languages, which have consequently
come down to us in unimpaired fresh-
ness, beauty, and splendour, amidst

“The waves and weathers of time —"

come down to us in such guise, as to
leave us almost in doubt which to ad-
mire more—their thought, or the ex-
quisite Janguage which conveys it!

I say these things only for the ad-
vantage of the younger portions of
this large audience, and of those who
may hereafter think it worth while to
read what T am now uttering ; and to
them, would that I could speak trum-
pet-tongued on this subject, which has
always lain near my heart. Let them
(L mean the younger folk) believe the
assertion, which will be readily sup-
ported by the greatest masters of our
language, that to write English with
vigour and purity is really a high, and
alsp a rare, accomplishment: much
rarer, indeed, than it ought to be, and
would be, if youthful aspirants would
only conceive rightly, and bear ever
in 1mind, the importance of the object,
and the efforts indispensable to secure
it. This accomplishment involves, in
my opinion, early and careful culture,
continued attention, and sedulous prac-
tice, familiarity with the choicest mo-
dels, and no inconsiderable degree of
natural taste andrefinement. Onethus
endowed and accomplished must some-
times shudder at the extent to which
he may see our language vitiated by
needless and injurious incorporations
of foreign words and idioms, and vul-
gar, flecting colloquialities, of our own
viler growth, which are utterly in-
consistent with the dignity of high

and enduring literature.* Any man of
talent, or more especially of genius, (a
distinction difficult to put into words,
but real and great, and not in degree,
but kind), who disregards these con-
siderations, offends the genius of Eng-
lish letters; and indeed, let him rest
assured, commits a sort of literary
suicide. He may be unconsciously
disgusting thousands — nay, teus of
thousands, of persons competent to
detect, at an indignant glance, these
impertinent and vulgar departures
from propriety : familiar with the
finest models of ancient and modern
literature ; persons, in short, whose
estimation constitutes the true and
only pathway to posterity. If their
Jfiat, or imprimatur, be withheld, (and
it is given only after a stern scrutiny),
the eager ambitious traveller will by-
and-by find out, to his mortification,
that he has started without Ais pass-
port. I am not now speaking simply
of the numerous professed and habi-
tual critics of the present day, who
constitute, as they ought to do, a
vigilant and expert literary police,
doubtlessly restraining many an in-
tending offender; but also of the
great body of readers,—ay, of either
sex—who feel no inclination to ex-
press their refined criticisms in print,
or become members of what are call-
ed ¢ literary circles,” which too often
contain only second, third, or fourth-
rate aspirants to literary reputation,
none of whom experience the prompt-
ings of conscious and independent
strength, and cannot stand alone, but
combine, in little efforts, too often only
to disparage those who can, and do.
The higher class, to which I am al-
luding, exercise, nevertheless, an in-
fluence which may, in one respect, be,
compared to Gravitation, which is un-
seen, unheard, but irresistible ; and all
young writers should consider this,
before they rush into a presence so

* Tt is one feature of Richardson’s Dic-
tionury, that he never gives words of this
description, but those only which are sup-
porte& by the carefully-selected writers,
whom he cites in every instance, commenc-
ing with the close of the thirtecnth, and
ending with the commencement of the pre-
scat century.
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formidable. I hope it may not be
deemed presumptuous, if one venture
to express a fear whether the number
of writers in the present day may not
bear too great a proportion to readers;
and whether, again, many of those
writers do not become such, without
adequate reflection and preparation.
No event, no incident of any kind, of the
least interest or importance, now oc-
cursinany branch of literature, science,
politics, or in the ordinary course even
of domestic life, but ten thousand pens
are instantly set in motion simulta-
neously for the press, whose swarthy
unseen battalions are forthwith at
work to submit these hasty lucubra-
tions to the public. Yet it cannot be
denied that the current of our periodi-
cal literature, running alike through
daily, weekly, monthly, or quarterly
channels, must appear, upon the whole,
to even a captivus, if a competent, cen-
sor, highly creditable to an accomplish-
ed age. I can most conscientiously
express my belief, that for a long time
no periodical of note has been estab-
lished in this country which has not
disclosed the desire of its conductors
to fit it for the purpose of innocent
recreation and information, to readers
of both sexes, and of all ages and
classes. It is a fact, however, stat-
ed with concern and reluctance, that
there is a poisonous growth of liber-
tine literature*—if the last word be
not indeed libelled by such a use of it
—designed for the lowest classes of
society ; supplied, moreover, to an
extent scarcely equal to the demand
for it, and which exists to an ex-
tent unfortunately little suspected.
T know not how this dreadful evil is
to be encountered, except by affording
svery possible encouragement, from
every quarter, to the dissemination,

* Some years ago, a notorious writer of
this ¢lass, when fur advanced in life, called
upon me, and in the course of conversation,
with tears inhis cycs, deplored having pros-
tituted his powers to corrupt the minds, and
unsettle the religious opinions, of his readers;
and with anguished cnergy added, “What
would I not give at this moment to annihi-
late everything that bears my name, and to
be able to say ou my deathbed, thut T hag

left. ‘no line which, dyiug, I could wish to
blot.'”

in the cheapest practicable form, of
wholesome and engaging literature.
If poison be cheap, let its antidote be
cheaper.

In this great and free country, pub-
lic opinion must express itself promiptly
on current political events, which are
from day to day treated with a degree
of ability indicating the very masterly
hands that are at work. In fact, I
personally know several instances of
contributions to the current political
literature of the day, by persons whose
high social rank, position, and preten-
sions—whose proved knowledge, abil-
ity, and celebrity, are little suspected
by their readers, and whose names
would insure almost universal atten-
tion and deference.

Rapidity and power largely char-
acterise our PorLrrican LITERATURE;
and let me also add, in a spirit of
honest pride and truth, that it is very
rarely defaced by personality, inva-
sion of the sanctities of private life,
or the slightest trace of immorality or
licentiousness. Esceptions may pos-
sibly exist ; but 1 defy any one to ad-
duce instances of successful and pro-
longed indecorums of this description.
The spirit of the age will not tolerate
them ; and our writers dare not, nor
do they wish, to offend that just and
dignified spirit.

Thus the freedom of the Press—an
enormous engine in a highly civilised
community, and where its action is
not oppressed by the heavy hand of
tyranny—is worthily used by a free,
a great, and a good people, 1f one of
the humblest may be permitted so to
characterise his fellow-countrymen ;
and long may it so coutinue! And
vet no nation is more subject than
our own, from the very necessities of
its social condition, to vivid politi-
cal and polemical excitement, calling
forth, or having a tendency to call
forth, all the most fierce and violent
passions of our nature.

Passing with this honest and ur-
biassed expression of opinion, from
that portion of our literatare which is
professedly devoted to the treatment
of ephemeral topics and objects, I
wish to say a few words on the
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writers of separate and independent
works—speaking again, as in the pre-
sence of youthful aspirants to literary
distinction. Let them ask themselves
whether they wish that which they
purpose writing, to live # If they do,
it is really properly considered a bold
aspiration: it is to elevate themselves
above innumerable millions of man-
kind who never were, nor can, nor
will, be so distinguished from their
fellows. Ought not, then, the pains
and effort, both in duration and inten-
sity, to be commensurate ? Rely up-
on it that Horace is right—

Qui studet optatam cursu contingere metam,
Multa tulit, fecitque puer, sudavit, et alsit.

Provided the aspirant believe him-
self intellectually fit to attempt at-
taining so resplendent a position, let
him consider—as he will, if moved by
superior impulses, which are power-
less to inferior minds—how to select
subjects of enduring interest to man-
kind, and then to treat them in a high
and catholic spirit, so as to attract the
human heart and intelect, which, let
him ever bear in mind, are one and the
same in all times and places, and un-
affected by fleeting topics and associa-
tions, however powerfully intense for
the moment. Those who were swayed
by them pass away quickly and for
ever. A month, a year, a generation,
a century, and all trace of them, their
sayings and their doings, has per-
ished, as completely as disappears
breath from the polished surface of
the mirror.

Having selected a fitting subject,
let him imitate the glorious devotion
of those great ones of past time, whose
works still glitter vividly before our
eyes, even as they did before chtrmed
contemporary eyes. The writers of
Greece and Rome underwent a degree
of heroic self-denial and labour, which,
in our day, we can hardly realise ; but
we behold with admiration the real-
ised and imperishable results: their
transcendent performances in poetry,
philosophy, history, and oratory, such
as it now requires great effort and
high attainments even only moderate-
ly to understand and appreciate. Let

me mention, in passing, an iucident
relating to Thucydides.

When only sixteen years of age, he
heard Herodotus, then not more than
twenty-nineyears old, recite hischarm-
ing History, as was the custom, in pub
lic; and wept with the intensity of his
emotions. From that moment he con-
ceived and cherished the high ambi-
tion of becoming himself an historian;
and how he ultimately acquitted him-
self, his noble history of the Pelopon-
nesian war is extant to tell us; and,
in doing so, to exhibit a model of his-
tory for all time to come. Such was
the admiration of this great perform-
ance by Demosthenes, that he tran-
scribed it eight times! and became so
familiar with it, that he could repeat
almost the whole of it!

There may, for aught any of us
know, be present in this great assem-
bly, some gifted spirit resolved on si-
lently preparing to face posterity, to
secure a literary immortality ; self-
denying and self- reliant, fixing an
eagle eye on remote and applauding
ages ; calmly content to make every
sacrifice, even that of contemporane-
ous approbation and enthusiasm. Let
him not, however, despair of even this
latter; for there are acute and watch-
ful eyes ever open to scan the pre-
teusions of real greatness — persons
generously eager, for the honour and
reputation of the age, to bring that
greatness forward and do it homage
wherever it presents itself, 1 would
say to such a one, Hail, young candi-
date for future and undying renown!
Bethink you, that you are treading in
the steps of immortal predecessors,
who, could they but speak to you,
might say, Remember! Persevere!
But, alas! in the special circumstances
of the present age, when mind is so
early and universally stimulated into
action, Power may be great, but in-
separably linked to Povertﬂ, which
compels it to relin?luish, with a swell-
ing heart, its proud aspiration to de-
light and instruct future ages, in
order simply to live—to exist, 1n its
own day. %ell, in that case, O fet-
tered, harassed, and noble spirit ! look
proudly inward ! Consider how the
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Deity has distinguished you by His
endowments; and bow with cheer-
ful reverence and submission to Him
and to IIis will, which is guided by
inscrutable wisdom, in this, to you,
appareutly hard dispensation. Your
present position is perfectly kuown
to Him who could change 1t in the
twinkling of an eye, and may do so.
In the mean time, regard Him stead.
fastly as the Father of Lights, from
whom descends every good and perfect
'%iﬂ; and persuade your heart that the
Father will not forget his son.

Before quitting this topic, suffer me
to say one word most earnestly to de-
precate undervaluing the inestimable
advantages of a classical education.
Those in the present day most keenly
and bitterly appreciate this remark,
who arc cxperiencing the practical
consequences of a want of classical
education. What are they to do, in
either public or private society, when
allusions and quotations are made,
which, however erroneous and absurd,
they cannot detect or rectify —however
apposite and beautiful, they cannot ap-
preciate? They appear, necessarily,
vulgar, inglorious mutes. And fur-
ther than this, how can they really
master a language which, like our
own, is so largely indebted to those
of Greece and Rome? The finest
writers and speakers in the present
and former times, have been thosemost
vichly imbued with classical litera-
ture, which had at once chastened
and elevated their taste, and made it
impossible for them to stumble into
coarseness or vulgarity, Great na-
tural powers, aided by much practice,
may undoubtedly enable their posses-
sor to make right eloquent use of his
mother tongue; but he is never safc
from disclosing thc absence of early
classical culture; and were his time
to come over again, would strain every
nerve to acquire such precious advan-
tages. From the moment that such
notions become in the ascendant, that
early classical cducation is a super-
fluity, the links which bind the intel-
lect of age after age to those of Greece
and Rome are snapped asunder, From
that moment refined taste will disap-

pear; and, moreover, the best school
for training the youthful intellect to
early and exact habits of thought and
expression, will be irrecoverably lost.
——A fox was once advised to get
rid of his tail, by a friend, who gave
him many convincing reasons for dis-
pensing with so troublesome, ungrace-
ful, and useless an appendage ; but all
of a sudden, the first-mentioned fox
discovered that his astute and elo-
quent companion had, somehow or an-
other, contrived to lose his own tail.
I thought of this some years ago, when
listening to a well-known orator of the
day, volubly declaiming against the
folly of a classical education, of which
almost every word he was uttering
showed himself to be totally destitute.

Another feature of the literature of
the age, is the immense and incessant
multiplication of ELEMENTARY works
in every department of knowledge.
On this, two remarks may be offered :
First, the best often indicate a great
advance on those of former days, and
a high appreciation of the principles
which ought to regulate the comuni-
cation of knowledge to learners. Se-
condly, the common run seem some-
times to show, in the authors or com-
pilers, teachers who have scarcely fin-
ished being learners; and not unna-
turally imagine that that which so re-
cently seemed novel and difficult to
themselves, must ncedsbesotoall other
learners, and yet havemisscd the notice
of all other teachers. Such an iuces-
santsupply, however, must, in some de-
gree, indicatea corresponding demand ;
and that is of itself a cheering sign of
the times. Whoever bas made an
honest and creditable effort to dis-
seminate pleasing and useful informa-
tion, has so far deserved well of the
age in which he lives, and has contri-
buted, however humbly, his share in
its advancement. How can he tell
how many persons he may have de-
lighted and instructed, and beguiled
away from ruinous intemperance and
profligacy ?

Some persons complacently call the
present a superficial age; but I, for
one, am mnot presumptuous enough
thus to characterise, if not slander, the
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times in which we live. Such obser-
vations often proceced from a shallow
flippancy, unworthy of serious atten-
tion. Those, however, who may pro-
perly be charged with pluming them-
selves unduly on the possession of
mere elementary knowledge, perhaps
too hastily acquired, it may be well to
apprise of an observation of Locke,
worthy to be written in letters of gold,
and to be ever before the eyes of those
now alluded to. *“In the sciences,
every one has so much as he really
knows and comprehends. What he
believes only, and takes upon trust,
are but shreds, which, however well
in the whole piece, make no consider-
able addition to his stock who gathers
them. Such borrowed wealth, like fairy
money, though it were gold in the hand
Jrom which he received i, will be but
leaves and dust when it comes to use.” *

Knowledge of variouskindsis now dif-
fused over a vast surface; and through
indolence, or inability from various
causes, great multitudes are conient
with the glittering surface. They may
be compared to tourists, crowding
eagerly and gaily to the frontiers, but
never even dreaming of penetrating
into the interior, of Science.

Ishall say nothing of the great num-
ber of SERMOXS AXD RELIGI0US publica-
tions, which make thcir almost daily
appearance, and presumably indicate,
by their continuance, a proportionate
demand for them. For my own part,
I rejoice to see religious truth set
forth in every imaginable form and
variety in which it may present itself
to devout and discreet minds; espe-
cially by those who are trained as our
religious teachers, and evince, by what
they write, a due sense of their high
and holy mission, by candour, moder-
ation, sincerity, and piety. 1 read,
and always did read, largely in this
direction—both our old writers of di-
vinity, and those of our own day ; than

* Essay on the Mumon I'ndorstonding, book i.
c. 4, § 28, “*So much,” says this great man,
““as we oursclves consider and comprehend
of truth and reason, so much we possess of
real and trucknowledge.  The foating of other
men's opinions in owr hrains, makes us not one
Jot the more knowing, though they kappen to be
true"—Id, ib.
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whom, I am sure that none will be
readier than themselves to say of their
great predecessors, there were giants
in those days. And of our living di-
vines it may be said with truth, that
they address themselves with great
ability and learning, especially to theo-
logical exigencies which did not exist,
at least in their present form, in the
times of their foregoers.

Amiable feelings, and a facility of
publishing, precipitate upon us a sort
of deluge of Biosrarmy. People's
“ Lives” are mow, it is to be feared,
written too often without the slightest
regard to their pretensions to be dis-
tinguished by such posthumous no-
tice; and I doubt whether this may
not be a secret source of some little
that is affected and factitious in mo-
dern individual character. T mean,
whether men, women, and even chil-
dren, do not sometimes act and speak
with a view to their little sayings and
doings being chronicled in flattering
terms after their decease. In truth,
there are very few people indeed, with
whose lives and character any reason-
able person can feel the faintest desire
to be made acquainted. When a great
man dics, let his life be written, but
let it also be written greatly. If not
at all, or imperfectly, the age, or the
biographer, suffers, and is disgraced ;
for a great memory has been slighted,
or degraded. Take, for instance, the
resplendent character of him whom
the nation, with the eyes of all other
nations upon it, so lately buried with
reverent affection.

T witnessed that great burial : and
methinks the scene of solemnity and
grandeur rises again before my eyes.
I can conceive nothing more calculat-
ed than was that transcendent spec-
tacle profoundly to affect the heart
and the imagination of a philosophical
beholder. There was to be seen the
chivalry of the world, shedding tears
round a mighty fellow-warrior’s coffin,
which was descendin gently.for ever
from their eyes, ami%st melting mel-
ody, into the grave where the worm
is now feeding sweetlyt upon all
that was mortal, of Arthur Duke of

t Job, xxiv. 20
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Wellington. While my tears fell, in
common with those of all present, in-
cluding royalty itself; while music
pealed mournfully, dissolving the very
soul, and the gorgeous corouneted coffin
finally disappeared,* there arose be-
fore my mind’s eye a kindred yet dif-
ferent scene—the vision of some pau.
per burial, simple and rude, occurring
pethaps at that very moment: the
burial of some aged forlorn being,+
whose poverty-stricken spirit was at
length safely housed where the weary
are at rest: the poor dust unattended,
save by those whose duty was to bury
it — without a sigh, without a tear:
with no sound but a reverend voice,
and the gusty air; and no prolonged
ceremonial. In the world of spirits,
both these might already have met
—the warrior-statesman and the pau-
per, each aware of the different dis-
posal of the dust he had left behind!
Thus are we equally unable to evade
death, to conceal or disguise its true
and awful character. One event hap-
{;eneth to alli The word spoken on

igh, and great and mean are beside
each other in the same darkness, with
the same event before them.

Pardon this digression, for a mo-
ment, concerning so great, and so
recent an event : one to be witnessed
once only—not in a lifetime only, but
perhaps in many ages.

To write the life of our immortal
Wellington, to produce a xripa i dch
would worthily occupy ten, ay, or
even twenty years of the life of a
highly-qualified biographer; to pre-
serve a mighty individuality, and not
lose it amidst glittering multifarious-
ness of detail.  To present Welling-
ton to posterity, as alone posterity is
likely, or concerned, to look at him, a
great effort must be made to disen-
gage him from, and indeed obliterate,
all traces of mere circumstance, ex-

* Tt was affecting to sce the present Duke
of Wellington gently extend his hand totouch
his illustrious father’s descendiug coffin,

t At the remate village in which Lord
Byron lics buried, a friend of mine recently
8w, on a page of the Register, near that
which contained an entry of the noble poet’s
burial, another thus: ' An old man : « stran-

ger :_name unknown.”
1 Eccles. ii. 14,
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cept where esseutially indicative of
idiosyncrasy, however interesting to
contemporaries. His biographer ought
to feel that he is really at present, and
for some time to come, {00 near the
greatness which has gone from us;
and should, therefore, strive to place
himself at least balf a century, or a
century, in advance of the age in
which he lives. But, who now has
the paticnt sclf- denial, shall T also
say, the leisure, to do this? Is there,
indeed, any encouragement to make
the effort? Or does an indolent and
prurient love of gossip vitiate the taste
of both readers and writers of biogra-
phy—eucouraging the latter to trifle
with the memory of the dead, and the
intellect of the living ?

I would recommend any young as-
pirant to biographical distinction to
read, and meditate upon, the chief exist-
ing models of that delightful and in-
structive class of writings—models in
respect of the fitting subject, and
the strength and beauty with which
that subject is invested by their writ-
ers. Let him then ask himself, Is my
subjeet worthy of occupying the pub-
lic attention, likely to interest poster-
ity ; and, if it be, am I capable of
doing justice to his character and me-
mory ?  And have I the requisite
means and opportunity ? I cannot
quit this topic without expressing a
thought which has often occurred to
me, that the dead of our days, could
they reappear among us for a moment,
havegrievouscause tocomplainagainst
their survivors. The instant that those
dead have disappeared, almost every
act of their life, even of a private and
confidential nature, is formally sub-
mitted to the serutiny of often a harsh-
judging public, not acquainted with
the precise circumstances under which
those acts were done—those letters,
for instance, written—which become
thenceforth the subjects of unsparing
comment and sometimes injurious spe-
culation! T have heard an eminent
person say, when conversing on this
subject, “For my part, I now take
care to write no letters that may not
be proclaimed on the housetops—and
am very cautious whom I take into
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1wy confidence.” Isthis unreasonable,
or unnatural ?

Perhaps, however, the most con-
spicuous feature of the literature of the
age, is to be seen in the department
of Prose Ficrion. There can be no
difficulty in pointing to the great name
of Sir Walter Scott as one destined,
in all probability, to attract the admir
ing eyes of distant ages, unless, in-
deed, our language fail, or the taste
and genius of future times altogether
alter. He was a wonderful person;
and has left in our imaginative lite-
rature the traces of giant footprints,
such as none dare even attempt to fill.
All his contemporaries and successors,
down to the present time, he “doth
bestride, like a Colossus.” Of this
great genius it may be proudly said,
that he never wrote a line which had
the slightest tendency to licemtious-
ness: and, morcover, that there is not
a trace of vulgarity in any of his often
dazzling and cnthralling, but not equal
compositions, all of which emanated
from the pen of the highly-finished
seholar and gentleman. This class of
writing, for certain reasous of my own,
unimpoertant to any onc else, I feel ex.
treme delicacy and difficulty in touch-
ing, or even glancing at. 'To criticise
contemporaries, and by way of either
censure or praise, is an impertinence
of which, for those reasons, I cannot
be guilty; but T may be allowed to
cxpress my opinion, that during the
last quarter of a century, undoubted,
and high, and very peculiar genius
has been displayed 1n this fascinating
department of literature. It may, at
the same time, be admissible to ex-
press, most respectfully, a suspicion
whether, in the opinion of future com-
petent judges, it would be held that
sufficient pains have been taken, in
the present day, to construct a Fiction
on a durable basis; and whether there
are, consequently, many that have suf-
ficient vitality to bluom in the atmo-
sphere—shall T say it >—of the next
succeeding century. It has always
appeared to me, that to construct a
durable Fiction is really a more dif
ficult task, and requires much more
original power, and far greater know-
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ledge and taste, time, and considera-
tion, than seems to be sometimes sup-
posed. Let any one carefully consider
the conception, plan, and execution,
of those three imperishable master-
pieces, Don Quizote, Gil Blas,and Tom
Jones; and 1 shall be much mistaken
if he will not concur in the observa-
tion which I have ventured to make.

The continuous and even increasing
demand for this class of writings, both
in our own country, on the Continent,
and in America, 1s truly astonishing.
I doubt whether anything of the kind
is written, however humble its pre-
tensions, which is not read by hun-
dreds; while these of a higher, and
the highest order, and the productions
of persons of established reputation,
are eagerly read by many hundreds
of thousands of persons, perhaps ulti-
mately by even millions, in almost
every class of society. If this be so,
how great is the responsibility cast
upon those possessing the power of
writing such works! What incalcu-
lable evil, what incaleulable good, may
they not do!

And T do believe that many of the
most distinguished and successful la-
bourers in this gay crowded quarter of
the literary vineyard, sincerely strive
to make their writings the vehicles of
high moral teaching.

It is, in fact, a class of writing which
must always have charms for man-
kind: and it may be remarked, with
humble reverence, that the sublime
teachings of Him who spake as never
man spake, were largely conveyed in
parables.

The writing of Hisrorx finds great
favour, and enjoys unprecedented facil-
ities, in the present age. Generally
speaking, it 1s in the hands of very
able, learned, and faithful men; and
T doubt whether history ever spoke so
fully and so truthfully as in the pre-
sent age. To some extent this is
casily to be accounted for, even inde-
pendently of the personal character of
our historians; and principally by the
fact that so many persons now have
ample opportunities for quickly detect-
ing erroncous statements. Authentic
political information of every kind is
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accessible to almost everybody ; and
a consciousness of this fact naturally
quickens the vigilance of historical
writers, especially those dealing with
modern and recent times. The his-
torians of three or four centuries hence
will have immense advantages over
their predecessors of the present and
previous ages. There is one history
of the present day, which will present
in all future time a great storehouse
of authentic facts, constituting the re-
cord of one of the most critical periods
in the history of eivilised mankind.

PoeTrY is not dead, in the present
busy practical age; but her voice is
heard only faintly and fitfully, like the
sounds of an Aolian harp in a crowd-
ed thoroughfare. The hurrying pas-
scugers do not hear it, nor would care
about it if they did; but now and then
the sounds from that harp fall deli-
ciously on a sensitive ear, and awake
fine sympathies. The poetry of the
present age is principally and elegant-
ly conversant with sentiment, of which
it is often a very delicate and beautiful
utterance. Itis questionable, however,
whether flights of imagination are as
bold; whether it be, or at all events
show itself, as strong and original as
in times gone by. Yet there are grand
regions which 1 have often greatly
wondered to see apparently continuing
untried, Oh, transcendent and most
glorious faculty, there are yet bound-
fess scenes into which thou mayest
soar as on angel wing!

There is a fine spirit of Crrrrcisu
abroad; subtle, piercing, and discrimi-
nating. Specimens of this species of
literature may be seen in our weekly
and even dai{y journals, as well as in
those appearing at longer intervals—
compositions which may take their
place beside any extant in the lan-
guage; and he WKO expresses this opin-
ion, has himsclf been occasionally the
subject of rather rough criticism, which,
nevertheless, cantot bias an honest
judgment. On the other hand, there
18 & great deal of this class of writing
that 1s hasty and flimsy, and amount-
ing, in fact, to a mere caricature of
criticism.

Our puicosoruicaL literature is of
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a very high order—speaking at pre-
sent as far as regards style of composi-
tion; and I believe that the most dis-
tinguished foreigners, acquainted with
our language, express the same opin-
ion. Mr Dugald Stewart, a very com-
petent judge, and ore who himself
wrote English with purity and force,
has declared that “as an instrument
of thought, and a medium of scientific
communication, the English language
appears to me, in its present state, to
be far superior to the French.” This
was said neartly fifty years ago. Since
then, no ouc can have been familiar
with philosophical compositions, espe-
cially those of the present day, with-
out having occasion to admire the
simplicity, vigour, and precision with
which English is written by those com-
municating the profoundest researches
in science. If I may be allowed to
express an opinion, I should select the
style of Sir John Herschel as affording
a model of elegance, exactness, and
strength.  Some of his delineations of
difficult and abstruse matters are ex-
quisitely delicate and felicitous.
Having thus glanced at the more
prominent features of the literature of
the age, it may be excusable to sug-
gest the question, whether, upon the
whole, the present age is, in this re-
spect, inferior, equal, or superior to
any that has preceded it? This is a
question, indeed, equally applicable to
all the other branches of a subject di-
rectly or indirectly involving the in-
tellectual development of the age; but
it may nevertheless not be out of place
here for an over-confident observer to
cast his eye on the long roll of splen-
did names in every department of
science and literature, prose and poeti-
cal, of days preceding our own, and in
other countries as well as our own,
and then modestly to ask, dare we say
that we have any to set beside them ?
Or is the present age to be regard-
ed as under peculiar’conditions, unfa-
vourable to the development of indivi-
dual eminence and greatness? Vol
taire, an author whose name one can
never mention but with mingled feel-
ings of contempt, anger, and admira-
tion, once made this remark: *Ori-
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ginal genius occurs but seldom in a
nation where the literary taste is
formed. The number of cultivated
minds which there abound, like the
trees in a thick and flourishing forest,
prevent any single individual from
raising his head far above the rest.”
Buat is this so? And why should it
be s0? Would a Plato, an Aristotle,
a Newton, a Bacon, a Locke, a Leib-
nitz,* a Shakespeare or a Milton, a
Scaliger or a Bentley, a Cervantes or
a Le Sage, a Barrow or a Butler, a
Chatham, a Pitt, a Fox or Burke, fail
to tower above the men of the nine-
teenth century? The question may
give rise to iuteresting speculations ;
but I shall pass them by with the
observation, that one may, without
presumption, venture to question the
soundness of this confident dictum of
Voltaire, who doubtless secretly hoped
that he himself would be regarded as
a transcendent exception to the rule
which, possibly for that purpose aloue,
he modestly Jaid down,

Thus much for what may be term-
ed the wehicle or circulating medivm of
thought ; in discussing which, it was
almost necessary to touch, however
slightly, several of the multifarious
subjects with which it is connected.
May I recur to the question, Are we
of the present day pigmies or giants,
as compared with those who have gone
before us P—or whether, taking a large
average, we may be considered as be-
low, or on a level with them ? Let us
reserve the matter for a future stage
of our speculations; and in the mean
time try to avoid a tendency to be-
come, as Horace has expressed it,
praisers of the past on the one hand,
and, on the other, confident and vain-
glorious as to the position of intellect
in the present age. It may be that
there were giants in those days—intel-
lectual giants in the times before us;
it may be that so there have always
been, and that there are now. But
here may be started an important and
interesting question: Is the human
intellect now really different from, or

* Tt was the fond object of this great philo-
sophical genius to subvert the Newtounian
system |
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greater than, that which it ever was,
since we have authentically known
of its existence and action ? The
stature of mankind is just what it
was three thousand years ago, as is
proved by the examination of mum-
mies : why should it be different with
their minds ? The intellect of Newton,
La Place, or La Grange, may stand,
says Sir John Herschel t in fair com-
petition with that of Archimedes, Aris-
totle, or Plato. DBut isit not also pos-
sible, and the question is a very great
one, that the Almighty may have pre-
scribed limits to the human intellect,
which it never could, and never can
pass, however it may have the ad-
vantage of dealing with the accumu-
lated riches and experience of all the
past intellectual action of our species,
as far as its results exist, for our con-
templation and guidance? Or may
there exist dormant energies of the
intellect, beyond all past, but not in-
capable of future and prodigious, de-
velopment ?

The Interrtecr!  DBut what is in-
tellect ?—and in merely asking the
question, we seem suddenly sinking
into a sort of abyss! Is intellect an
unknown power, like Gravitation,
whose existence is evidenced only by
its action, while of the nature of that
power we are utterly in the dark?
Seven years ago I ventured, in a work
incidentally dealing with such topics,
to ask the following question: “ Meta-
physics, or mental philosophy : what
shall be said upon this subject ? What
do we now really knrow of that strange
mysterious thing, the Hfuman Mind,
after thousands of years’ ingenious
and profound speculations of philoso-
phers ? Hasthe Almighty willed that
it should be so?—that the nature
and operations of the miNp of man,
shall for ever be shrouded in mystery
impenetrable, and that we shall con-
tinue at once pleasing, puzzling, and
harassing ourselves, and exercising
our highest faculties to the end of
time, with contradictory speculations
and hypotheses?” In this present
month of December, I submitted thig
passage, for the purposes of this even.

t Disc, on Nat. Phil., p. 40.
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ing, to two eminent academical teach-
ers in England and in Scotland, dis-
ciples of different schools, of that
which passes under the name of meta-
physics.* One wrote to me thus:—
“J1 can subscribe to the perplexity
expressed about metaphysics, in the
scparate paragraph of your letter.”
The other told me, that he thought I
had indicated the true state of meta-
physical science in the present day.
Then, I asked him whether he con-
sidered that we wecre really any fur-
ther advanced-—or whether, at least,
it was gencerally agreed that we were
further advanced, in admitted know-
ledge of the nature and functions of
the mind, than Aristotle was— that is,
upwards of twenty-two centuries ago?
He considered for a moment, and re-
plicd in the negative | —adding, “ We
mnay think that we are, but that is not
my opinion.” I then asked the same
question of my other friend, and he
wrote as follows:—*“ T am afraid that
very few substantial advances have
been made in psychology, since the
days of Aristotle. Perhaps more peo-
ple know somcthing of the human
mind than knew anything about it in
his time ; but I doubt whether any
mwan of the present day knows more
about it than he knew!”

‘What opinion would Plato and Aris-
totle form, of the existing state of
metaphysical scicnce in this country
and Germany, if they could rise from
their long sleep to scrutinise it? On
how many great points would they
find their philosophical successors of
-—let us say —the last two centurics,
agreed ?  And on which of them would
cither Plato or Aristotle be forced to
acknowledge that their own specula-
tions had been subverted by demon-
strative strength ? What new facts
and phcnomena would be presented
to them in mental science ? Who shall

¥ This word isa barbarous compound by tho
Schoolmen of the wards[r&] wsra & guoixk,
which were used by the cditors of the extant
works of Aristotle, to designate his abstract
reasonings and speculations concerning tho
original causes of existence, without relation
to matter, and which, they woro of opinion,
should be studied “after his Physics,” were

i Qurixd, or trcatises on Natural Philo-
sophy.
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be our spokesman, of dead or living
metaphysicians, fromDescartes, Locke,
Malcbranche, and Leibnitz, down to
Kant, Fichte, Schelling, and Ilegel ?
What a ghostly wrangling might we
expect to hear! What would be the re-
sult? Would the clder disputantsclaim
the later as disciples; or these prove
that their predecessors had been alto-
gether and absurdly in the wrong ?

But, yon will reasonably ask, is it,
then, really so? A few minutes’ con-
versation with the first professed or
acknowledged metaphysician whom
you meet, however he may at first
dispute it, will prove the existence of
the fact, that the very elements of the
science at this moment are floating
about in extreme uncertainty. Ask
him—what he means by mind #—is
it material or immaterial? What docs
he understand by matter ?—docs it
exist, or not? Ts thought the func-
tional result of physical organisation,
or the action of a separate spiritual
existence ? If so, how is it united
with, or what ave its relations to, mat-
ter? How does it stand with relation
to the external world? Nay—is there
any external world at all?+ What is
the nature of the mind’s internal ac-
tion? Whatis consciousness ? What
is perception, and what are its media €
What are ideas?—are they, or are they
not, innate ? {—for this grand question

1 Bishop Berkeley, an exquisite metaphy-
sical genius, brought profound reasonings in
support of Lis opinion, that our belief in the
reality of an external world is totally un-
founded !

1 ““ Inmate ideas” signify those notions, or
impressions, supposed to have been stamped
upon the mind from the first instant of it
existence, as contradistinguished to those
which it afterwards gradually acquires from
without. Locke undertook to demonstrate
that ideas are not innate: and the dispute
has the greatest names arrayed on each side.
There is one remark on the subject, made by
Bishop Law, the patron of Dr Paley, and a
zealous partisan of Locke, which has always
:Lp{)eured to me worthy of attention : “ It
will really come to the same thing with re-
gard to the morul attributes of God, and the
nature of virtue and vice, whether the Deity
has implanted these instinets and affections
in ns, or has framed and disposed us in such
a manner— has given us such power, and
placed us in such circumstances—that we
must necessarily acquire them.” — LAw’s
Tronslation of Archbishop King on the Origin
of Evil.—P. 79 (note).
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is, and even in our own country, still
the subject of dispute!  What consti-
tutes personal identity ? And so
forth: everything proving the more
unsettled the further you push your
way into the darkness and confusion
worse confounded than that out of
which you had gone. 'The distin-
guished metaphysician to whom I last
alluded, a subtle, original, and learned
thinker, wrotc to me thus, the other
day : “ The scicnce of the human
mind, as hitherto cultivated, is a poor,
uncdifying pursuit: we seek to isolate
the mind from the things with which
it is occupied —the external world,
and to study that mind in its isvla-
tion. But that is impracticable. We
instantly lose our footing. We get
among abstractions, darkness, and
nonentity. How do youknow, begins to
ask the puzzled inquirer, that we have
a mind at all? Why cannot a body
be so constituted, as to thiuk, and
feel, and love, and hate? He is per-
haps answered, that the opinion in
favour of a MIND (you know that Tam
a zealous anti-materialist) is at any
rate more probable. The science of
the human mind, then, according to
this, is the science of something which
only probably exists! A fine science
that must be, which deals with some-
thing which perhaps does not exist!”

Here is a picture of existing meta-
physical science ! It is, in truth, only
a reflection of some of the myriad dark
shadows of all past speculation ; and
shall it be said that it bears a similar
relation to the future? Metaphysics
are called a scieuce ; and yet its main
questions are—* What are the rziues—
tions1” It deals with being, and its
conditions, and yet cannot say what
being is: and, indeed, T doubt whether
it can be truly given credit for pos-
sessing onc single grand truth, uni-
versally recognised as such. In short,
metaphysics are to each particular
mind what it chooses to maﬁe them ;
though undouhtedly these exercita-
tions have a tendency to sharpen its
facultics. A whole life of an ingeni-
ous rationa) being may be occupied in
these pursuits— however irritating it
may be to fond metaphysicians to be
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told so—without the acknowledged
acquisition of a single fact, of one
solitary, Eractlcal, substantial result.
He has been doing, all the while,
little else than amusing himself with
a sort of mental kaleidoscope, or gaz-
ing at a series of dissolving views.
IIe has been floundering on from be-
ginnings in which nothing is begun,
to conclusions in which nothing is
concluded !

It would seem, however, that new
forces are now being brought into the
field, and magnetism and electricity,
whether one and the same force, or
different, are destined to dissolve our
difficulties. According to one gquas:
philosopher, man’s body is a mag-
net,* mysteriously communicating with
other bodies, and external objects,
without any visible medium; and this
discovery is destined, say the profes-
sors of the new science, to cast a new
light on the nature of being, of life,
death, slecp, spirit, matter — and theo-
logy! Apparently one of our own
countrymen has anonymously an-
nounced the exhilarating discovery,
that man is a mere electro-chemical
machine, in conimon with all the lower
animals, of what sort or size whatso-
ever! ‘ The mental action,” quoth
this sage, “ is identical, except in

* < Mesmer,"” says Tennemann, in his Man-
wal of the History of Philosophy, ¢ discovered,
or rather re-discovercd, the existence of a
new force —a universally diffused power,
similar to attraction aud slectricity, permeat-
ing and aeting on all organised and uuor-
ganised bodies.” Some view it simply as
““a nervous fluid ;” while others resolve cer-
tain recent alleged phenomena of natural
and artificial somnambulism, to *‘ the power
of the mind acting directly on the organisa-
tion:” whence we have lately heard of ‘‘two
new sciences—Neuro-Hypnology, and Elec-
tro-Biology.” Professor Eschenmayer admits
the existence of ““an organic ether,” spread
everywhere, and subtler thanlight; and with
this view ‘‘connects his mystical and spiri-
tual metaphysics.” Dr Passavant ‘‘shows
the intimate and important relation between
the science and the sublimest seuumen‘ts of
religion /" and Dr Ennemoser can trace ‘the
connection and distinction of the hlg'hest de-
gree of Meswcrisin, and-—>Miracles!” What
will be said of these things, a few centuries
hence? Shall we be laughed at for laughing
at them—if our age do laugh at them? Or
does & discriminating philosophy detect in
action, amidst a mass of absurdity, and even
fraud, startling indications of physical truth ?
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degree: it may be imponderable and
intangible —the result of the action of
an_ apparatus of an electric nature”
—1T am quoting his words—* a modi-
fication of that surprising agent which
takes magnetism, heat, and light, as
other subordinate forms : electricity
being almost as metaphysical as ever
mind was supposed to be. ... Mental
action passes at ouce into the cate-
gory of natural things; its old meta-
physical character vanishes in a mo-
ment, and the distinction between physi-
cal and moral is annulled.” * There
is a stride indeed ! — the stride, to be
sure, of an impudent child. Accord-
ing to him, my friends, we in this
hall may behold in ourselves a choice
assortment of electrical machines—
quaintly conceiving themselves re-
sponsible beings ! —1, giving out the
sparks, chemically or mechanically —
T do not exactly know or care which
—and you looking on and listening to
their crackling sound, with electrical
sympathy andcomplacency ! What will
be the next stage of this wondrous de-
velopment ? It is hard to treat these
things gravely; yet they have been,
and are, widely and sedulously disse-
minated in the present day, in this
country —in this, the nincteenth cen-
tury! With what object? And what
measure must have been taken, by
those who do so, of the intellect of
the age ?

How refreshing is it to recollect,
amidst all these results of never-end-
ing, and often impious trifling with
the grandest subjects with which man
can concern himself, the sublime and
authoritative declaration of Holy Scrip-
ture, There is @ SPIRIT in man ; and the
inspiration of the Almighty giveth them
understanding ! +

‘What, therefore, shall we conclude ?

* “If mental action }he electric,” says the
anonymous and very quaint writer alluded
to—the author of The Vestiges of the Natural
History of Creation, ‘‘the proverbial quick-
ness of thought—that is, the quicknecss of
the transmission of sensation and will—may
be presumed to have been brought to an exact
admeasurement! . . . Mecutal action may
accordingly be presumed to have a rapidity
equalto192,000 miles in thesecond |—4.¢., the
quickness with which the olectric agent, light,
travels J"” t Job, xxxii. 8.
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That MinD remains, at present, what-
ever revelations may be in store for
future times, the great insoluble mys.
tery it ever was, so far as relates to
its constitution and mode of action ?
That we have no evidence of its facul-
ties being greater, or less, now, than
they ever were; and that, judging
merely from the past, we have no
grounds for expecting alteration for the
future ? It may be, that such know-
ledge is too high for us, and that for
wise purposes we cannot attain to it, and
that the absence of it does nat affect
the object with which mwan was placed
upon the earth.— I am myself strongly
disposed to think that every person
who has meditated upon the opera-
tions of his own mind, has occasion-
ally, and suddenly, been startled with
a notion that his mind possesses qua-
lities and attributes of which he has
nowhere seen any account. I do not
know how to express it, but 1 have
several times had a transient con-
sciousness of mere ordinary incidents
then occurring, having somehow or
other happened before, accompanied
by a vanishing idea of being able even
to predict the sequence. I once men-
tioned this to a man of powerful in-
tellect, and he said, * So have I1.”
Again—it may be that there is more
of truth than one suspects, in the as-
sertion which I met with in a work of
Mr de Quincey’s, that forgetting—ab-
solute forgetting—is a thing not pos-
sible to the human mind. Some evi-
dence of this may be derived from the
fact of long-missed incidents and states
of feeling suddenly being reproduced,
and without any perceptible train of
association. Were this to be so, the
idea is very awful; and it has been
suggested by a great thinker, that
mercly perfect memory of everything,
may constitute the great book which
shall be opened in the last day, on
which man has been distinetly told
that the sccrets of all hearts shall be
made known ; for all things are noked
and opened unto the eyes of Him with
whom we have to do. t

Man'’s mind, T must take the liberty
of repeating, is indeed a mystery to

1 Heb. iv. 18,
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him. In the mean time, let restless
metaphysical speculators go on, if
they please, amusing and puzzling
each other with theories and hypo-
theses to the end of time; only, my
friends, let not ourselves be drawn
within their meshes, but consider
whether life, thought, end the sense of
respansibility, have not been given to
us for infinitely wiser and greater pur-
poses, however awfully mysterious,
than to exhaust our faculties in end-
less and nugatory inguiries. Inves-
tigations of this kind, nevertheless,
are not in all points of view to be
deprecated, but may possibly be at-
tended with morally beneficial re-
sults. It is of great use to the
sailor,” says Locke, “ to know the
length of his line, though he cannot,
with it, fathom all the depths of the
ocean, It is well he knows that it is
long enough to reach the bottom, at
such places as are necessary to direct
his voyage, and caution him against
running upon shoals, that may ruin
him, Our business here is to know,
not all things, but those which con-
cern our conduct, If we can find out
those measures whereby a rational
creature, put in that state in which
man is in this world, may, and ought,
to govern his opinions and actions
depending thereon, we need not be
troubled that some other things escape
our knowledge.” ¥ And, finally, be it
observed, that we have no authority
from revealed religion, for repressing

* Essay on the Human Understanding, book
i.ch. i §6. Alittle further on, this profound
thinker thus admirably procecds:— *“ Men
extending their inguiries beyond their capa-
cities, and letting their thoughts wander into
those depths where they can find no sure
footing, it is no wonder that they raise ques-
vions, and wultiply disputes; which never
coming to any clear resolution, are proper
only to continue and increase their doubts,
and to cosfirm thea atlast in pecfiet scepticism.
Whereas, were the eapacities of owr under-
standings well considered, the extent of our
knowledge onee discovered, and the horizon
found which sets the bounds between the
culightened and dark parts of things —be-
tween what is, and what is not, comprchen-
sible by us—men would perhups, with less
seruple, acquicsee in the avowed ignorance
of the one, and cmploy their thoughts and
discourse with more advantage and satisfac-
tion in the other.”
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what are called metaphysical specula-
tions, however little direct encourage-
ment it may afford them ;—and, even
if their result be only to prove their
futility, that, of. itself, constitutes a
signal fact.

It will be observed that I have been
hitherto dealing with the so- called
science of the mind, simply as the
subject of human speculation. How
Revevarion deals with man, physi-
cally, mentally, and morally, remains
to be seen. Contenting ourselves for
the present, with the undoubted exist-
ence of intellect, and its action, some-
how or other; and postponing the
consideration of the cognate subject
of ethics, or moral science, it may
not possibly be deemed presumptuous
if one venture to express an opinion,
that the intellect of the present age
appears, cateris paribus, in as high a
state of general development as has
been known on the earth; and that
it may even be doubted whether there
be not now among us—I speak of our-
selves and other civilised nations—
men of an intellectual strength ap-
proaching that of the most illustrious
of our recorded species. But in say-
ing this, I pely only on the evidence
afforded by the recent progress and
the present state of physical science.
If we have made, as I feel compelled
to think is the case, no real advance
in psychological science for ages, how
vast has been that of physical science,
within the last half, or even quarter of
a century !

(o back for a moment, in imagina-
tion, to the times when this earth was
thought the fixed centre of the uni-
verse and an extended plane,f the hea-
venly bodies mere ghttering specks
revolving round it!—when Thales, a
great philosopher, one of the seven
wise men of Greece, conceived amber
to have an inherent soul or essence,
which, awakened by friction, went forth

t This notion is not yet apparently banish-
ed from among ourselves even.  “ 1 remem-
ber,” says the present Astronomer-Royal, “a
man in my youth—my friend was in his in-
quirics an ingenious man, & sort of philoso-
pher—who used to say he should like to go
to the edge of the carth and look over.”—AIREY’S
Lectures on Astronomy, p. 46, 2d cdit., 1843, ,
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and brought back the light particles float-
ing around (such were his ideas of its
electrical qualities!)—when the great
Aristotle taught that the heavenly
bodies were bound fast in spheres
which revolved with them round our
earth — the bodies themselves being
motionless—the first sphere being that
in which the fixed stars are placed;
then the five planets; the sun; and,
next to the earth, the moon: the earth
itself being at rest, and the centre of
the universe! But time would fail me
to recapitulate these marks of what
we call primitive simplicity; and your
memories will quickly suggest them,
far lower down than to the times of
astrology and alchemy. How stand
we now? Little though we know, by
our own research and reasonings, con-
cerning our own inner man, what have
ws not come to know of the world in
which we live, and our physical rela-
tionstoit; ofthe wonderful structuresof
ourselves, animals, and vegetables; of
the glorious heavens around and about
us? Manisindeed a wonder to himself,
and lives amidst an incomprehensible
aud ever-increasing wonder. Let us
merely glance, for a moment, at onc
or two of the leading features of mo-
dern physiology, of chemistry, me-
chauics, astronomy, and geology.
The whole earth has been converted
into man’s observatory; in every part
of which he is incessantly, simultane-
ously, and systematically at work,
and communicating, and comparing,
each with the other, their results.
‘What would Aristotle say, Lord Bacon
standing by withgladdened heart, were
Lie to be told of the astronomical, geo-
logical, magnetic, and physiological
vbservations, researches, and experi-
ments at this moment going on in
every quarter of the globe to which
adventurous man can penetrate; ob-
servations and experiments conducted
by those who act strictly in concert,
and in rigorous adherence to univer-
sally recognised rules and principles
of inquiry and experiment? That the
greatest wntellects of the age are ever
at work, paticntly methodising, com-
bining, and comparing, the results
thus obtained, and deducing from them
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inferences of the last importance ?
What relation do ages of our past
history bear to a single year thus
spent ?

We have thoroughly dissected, for
instance, the human and almost all
known animal structures — those of
the present tenants of every element;
correcting innumerable errors, and de-
veloping extensive and important re-
lations and analogies. The result is,
to overwhelm, and almost erush our
small faculties with the evidences of
transcendent wisdom and beneficence.
The subdued soul can only murmur,
Marvellous are Thy works, and that my
soul knoweth right well!

A word about anatomy, human and
comparative, with reference to some
recently promulgated conclusions of
deep significance and interest.

The human structure seems to have
been nearly exhausted anatomically,
even as far as relates to the nerves,
except, perhaps, as to microscopical
researches, now being actively prose-
cuted, and with very important results.
This remark, however, applies only to
the facts of buman anatomy: on'the
significance or meaning of those facts,
quite a new light seems dawning. Man
now, by his own rescarches, finds that
be is indeed, as God had ages before
told him, fearfully and wonderfully
made; and the enlightencd and pious
philosophy of the present day recog-
nises ag a fact, on the authority of re-
velation, which has recorded it in lan-
guage of incffable awe and sublimity,
that the human species came upon this
planet solely in virtue of a direct act
of creation by the Almighty. God cre-
ated man in His oun imoge—in the im-
age of God created he him. And the
Lord God formed man of the dust of the
ground, and Ureathed into lis nostrils
the breath of life; and man became g
lving soul.  “ He did not merely pos-
sess it,” observes Mr Coleridge: * he
became it. It was his proper being ;
his truest self; the man in the may,
All organised beings have life, in com-
mon, each after its kind. This, there-
fore, all animals possess, and man asg
an animal, But in addition to this,
Ged transfused into man a higher gift,
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and specially imbreathed even aliving
—that is, se f-subsisting—soul; a soul
having its life in itself.” *

Philosophy reverently owns that it
knows of no other clue to beginnizngs,
than that thus vouchsafed exclusively
and positively by revelation. In exa-
mining the human structure, however,
and comparing it with that of animals
in general, a new and grand evidence
has lately been afforded of the unity
of the divine action; supplying the
last argument required, and left un-
touched by the famous Cudworth, to
refute the old atheistio doctrine of De-
mocritus and his followers— who, it
will be remembered, resolved the ex-
istence of men and animals intc the
fortuitous concourse of atoms—by de-
mounstrating the existence, in the Di.
vine Mind, of a pattern, or plan, prior
to its manifestation in the creation of
man. “The evidence,” says the great
physiologist, to whom we are indebt-
ed+ for this noble contribution to sci-
ence and natural theology —T mean
Professor Owen, who I believe has car-
ricd comparative anatomy much be-
yond the point at which it had been
left by his illustrious predecessor Cu-
vier—" the evidence of unity of plan
in the structure of animals, testifies to
the oneness of their Creator, as the
modifications of the plan for different
modes of life, illustrate the beneficence
ofthe desiguer.” Human anatomy has
thus acquired a new interest and sig-
nificance. Man is no longer regarded
as though he were distinct in his ana-
tomy from all the rest of the animal
creation; but his structure is perceived
to be an exquisite modification of many
other structures, the whole of which
have now been recognised as modifi-
cations of oune and the same gencral

attern. Every one of the two hun-
red and sixty bones which may be
enumerated in the human skeleton,
can be unerringly traced in the skele-
tons of many hundred inferior animals;
and the human anatomist of our day
begins to comprehend the nature of his
¥ Aidsto Reflection, Introduotion, Aphor-

isms, ix.

t 8ee The Archetype and Homologies of the
Vertebrate Skeleton. and On the Nature of
Limbs. By RicHarD OwEeN, F.R.8. Bvo.
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own structure, in a way never dream-
ed of by his predecessors. Thus, as it
appears to me, is supplied a splendid
additien to the treasures of natural
theology.

*Of the unity of the Deity,” says
Paley,t “ the proof is the wniformity
of plan observable in the system.”
And let me interpose the remark, that
every day is accumulating upon us
proofs of this sublime doctrine.

“ We never get amongst such ori-
ginal, or totally different modes of
existence, as to indicate that we are
come into the provinece of a different
creator, or under the direction of a
different will. . . . The inspection
and comparison of living forms add
to the argument without number.”
And that, in some respects, incom-
parable writer proceeds to instance a
series of similitudes between all ani-
mals, which “ surely bespeak the same
creation and the same creator.” Thus
wrote Paley just half a century ago—
in 1802 : had he been now living, how
he would have hailed this discovery
of Owen, in this our own day! Tam
aware that, when it was first an-
nounced, suspicions were for a mo-
ment entertained, in one or two quar-
ters, that it tended to afford a colour
to what had been called the ¢ Theory
of Development”g— of which 1 have
reason to know that there is no more
determined opponent than Professor
Owen himself—that is, that during an
endless succession of ages, one class
of animals was “developed” from an-
other, I have thought much, as far

t Natural Theology, chap, xxv,—' Of the
Unity of the Deity.”

§ In Mr Hugh Miller's 0ld Red Sandstone,
a charming little record of his own interest-
ing and valuable contributions to geological
science, will be found some just and con-
temptuous observations on the Theory of De-
velopment, chap. iii. In speaking of La-
marck, the whimsical author, if so he may
Le regarded, of this same theory, Mr Miller
drolly observes—* Lamarck himself, when
bringing home in triumph the skeleton of
some huge salamander or crocodile of the
lins, might indulge consistently with his
theory in the pleasing belief that he had
possessed himself of the bones of his grand-
father—a grandfather removed, of course, to
a remoto degree of comsanguinity, by the
intervention of a& few hundred thousand
 great-greats,’
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as I am able, abont this matter, and
own that I see not the slightest
grounds for counecting a real and
great discovery with a preposterous
theory—such as 1 believe no living
philosopher of the slightest note would
venture to stamp with the sanction of
his authority ; and even he or they,
if there be more than one concerned,
who have vamped up ““ The Vestiges
of Creation,” have never ventured to
affix their names to the performance.
There is not, indeed, a tittle of evi-
dence to support the derogatory no-
tion that man is the result of a change
gradually brought about in any infe-
rior animal. It is simply a gratuitous
absurdity —a repetition of one long
exploded—that animals, when placed
in new circumstances, alter, and are
then capable of propagating such al-
teration ; that if new circumstances
be only given time enough to operate,
the changes may be such as to consti-
tute anew series! This old nonsense
has been recently revived and spuri-
ously decked out with the spoils of
modern science, 50 as to arrest the at-
tention of the simple for a moment ;
only, however, to be quickly repudi-
ated by even them, and then again
forgotten, but doubtless to be again
reproduced out of the

““ Limbo large and broad, since called,

The Paradise of Fools,"”*

when the exposure of its absurdity
has been forgotten — reproduced as
one of the persevering but abortive
efforts of infidelity, to subvert the
foundations of morality, social order,
a future state, and the belief of a per-
sonal superintending Deity governing
bis creatures with reference to it.

I cannot quit this branch of the
subject without bringing before you
a recent, and a most interesting and
splendid illustration of the pitch to
which comparative anatomy has reach-
ed in this country—one which renders
its conclusions absolutely inevitable,
The incident which I am about to
mention exhibits the result of an im-
mense induction of particulars in this
noble science, and bears no faint ana-
logy to the magnificent astronomical

* Paradise Lost, book iii.
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caleulation, or prediction, whichever
one may call it, presently to be laid
before you.

Let it be premised that Cuvier, the
late illustrious French physioclogist
and comparative anatomist, had said,
that in order to deduce from a single
fragment of its structure, the entire
animal, it was necessary to have a
tooth, or an entire articulated extrem-
#y. In his time, the comparison was
limited to the extcernal configuration
of bone. The study of the internal
structure had not proceeded so far.

In the year 1839, Professor Owen
was sitting alone in his study, when
a shabbily-dressed man made his ap-
pearance, announcing that he bad got
a great curiosity which he had brought
from New Zealand, and wished to dis-
pose of it to him. Any oune in London
can now see the article in question,
for it 1s deposited in the Muscum of
the College of Surgeons in Lincoln’s
Inn Fields. It has the appearance of
an old marrow-bone, about six inches
in length, and rather more than two
inches in thickness, with hoth extremi-
ties broken off; and Professor Owen
considered, that to whatever animal
it might have belonged, the fragment
must have lain in the carth for cen-
turies, At first he considered this
same marrow-bone to have belonged
to an ox—at all events to a quadruped;
for the wall or rim of the bone was six
times as thick as the bone of any bird,
even the ostrich. He compared it with
the bones in the skeleton of an ox, a
horse, a camel, a tapir—and every
quadruped apparently possessing a
bone of that size and configuration
but it corresponded with none. On
this he very narrowly examined the
surface of the bony rim, and at length
became satisficd that this monstrous
fragment must have belonged to «
bird I—to one at least as large as an
ostrich, but of a totally different spe-
cies; and consequently onc never be-
fore heard of, as an ostrich was by far
the biggest bird known. From the
difference in the strength of the bone,
the ostrich being unable to fly, so
must have been nnable this unknown
bird: and so our anatomist came to

c
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the conclusion that this old shapeless
bone indicated the former existcuce,
in New Zealand, of some huge bird, at
least as great as an ostrich, but of a
far heavier and more sluggish kind.
Professor Owen was confident* of the
validity of his conclusions, but could
communicate that confidence to no
one else; and notwithstanding at-
tempts to dissuade him from commit-
ting his views to the public, he print.
ed his deductions in the Transactions
of the Zoological Socicty for the year
1839, where fortunately they remain
on record as conclusive evidence of the
fact of his having then made this guess,
so to speak, in the dark. He caused
the bone, however, to be engraved;
and having sent a hundred copies of
the engraving to New Zealand, in the
hopes of their being distributed and
leading to interesting results, he pa-
tiently waited for three years—viz,,
till the year 1842—when he received
intelligence from Dr Buckland, at Ox-
ford, that a great box, just arrived
from New Zealand, consigned to him-
self, was on its way, unopened, to
Professor Owen; who found it filled
with bones, palpably of a bird, one of
which was threc feet in Jength, and
much more than double the size of
any bone in the ostrich! And out of
the contents of this box the Professor
was positively enabled to articulate
almost the entire skecleton of a huge
winglessbird, between TEN AND ELEVEN
FEET in height, its bony structure in
strict conformity with the fragment in
question; and that skeleton may be at
any time seen at the Museum of the
College of Surgeons, towering over,
and nearly twice the height of the
skeleton of an ostrich ; and at its feet
is lying the old bone from which alone
consummate anatomical science had
deduced such an astounding reality—
the existence of an enormous extinct
creature of the bird kind, in an island
where previously no bird had been
known to exist larger than a pheasant
or a common fowl!

* The paper on which he even sketched
the outline of the unknown bird, is now in
the hands of an accomplished naturalist in
Londou—Mr Broderip,
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In the vast and deeply interesting
department of human knowledge, how-
ever, of which T am speaking, the
eager inquirer is sternly stopped, as
by a voice saying, “Hitherto shalt
thou come, and no further;” and he
is fain to obey. As the metaphysi-
cian is unable to tell us what consti-
tutes the mind, so it is with the phy-
siclogist, with reference to Lire. His
most rigorous analyses have totally
failed to detect what is the precise
nature of that mysterious force, if one
may use the word, which we desig-
nate by the word “Life!” He sees
its infinitely varied modes of existence
and action; but what it is that so ex-
ists and acts, is now as completely
hidden from the highly-trained eye of
the modern physiologist, as it was
from the keen and eager eye of Aris-
totle. We cannot even conjecture its
nature; except, perhaps, by vaguely
suggesting electricity, magnetism, gal-
vanism, ot some such modification of
ethereal force; while the high philo-
sophy of this age regards all these as
being only agents used as subtler me-
dia for manifesting the phenomena of
life than flesh and bone, but not a whit
more life than they. Language has
been exhausted in attempting to ex-
press the various notions of it which
have occurred to the profoundest of
mankind. Thus Newton knew no-
thing of what constituted gravitation,
but could tell only the laws which re-
gulated its action. Nor, to recur for
a moment to a topic already touched,
do we know, nor are we able to con-
jecture, how the soul of man exists in
conjunction with his body. That it
has, however, a separate, independent,
immaterial existence, being as distinct
from the body as is the house from its
inhabitant, and is not the mere result
of physical functions or forces, but en-
dued with the precious and glorious
gift of immortality, I suppose no one

oubts, who wishes to be cousidered a
believer in the Christian religlon, or to
rank as a Christian philosopher. The
doctrine of materialism is not now
that of the philosophical world; and
T think that the number of votaries
of that doctrine, never great, is fast
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declining. 'The philosophy of the pre-
sent age does not pretend to sce any-
thing impossible, or unreasonable, in
the soul’s absolute indepeudence of the
body, with which it is so incomprehen-
sibly united, and from which it so mys-
teriously takes its departure.—I again
repeat, that at present I am dealing
with the matter as one of only human
speculation. And as man has hitherto
been baffled in all his attempts to dis-
cover the nature of life, so has it been
with him in respect of death. The
awful question of the Almighty him-
self to Job remains unanswered —
Have the gates of death been opened unto
thee 2 or hast thou seen the doors of the
shadow of death?

Is it, however, permissible to ima-
gine some future Newron of physio-
logy or chemistry, or both united, con-
sciously on the verge of solving the
tremendous problem, what constitutes
LIFE ?—agitated as Newton was when
approaching the discovery of gravita-
tion, but persevering, till at length the
awful mystery lies exposcd to his
trembling eye !—The vitality of all
human, animal, and vegetable cxist-
ence, in all its modes and conditions,
as absolutely demonstrable as any phy-
sical fact at present cognisable by the
sense and understanding of man!
One’s mind falters at the contempla-
tion. And what might be the effect,
on the being of mankind, of so stu-
pendous a discovery ¢  With what
powers would they become thence-
forth invested? And is the other
great question—the miind, its real na-
ture and relations to the body-—also to
be in like manner scttled?—-and man’s
relations to the dread future in some
measure perceptible even while in this
life? It is easy to ask; but what mor-
tal shall answer? even centuries upon
centuries hence, if so long last the
state of things with which man is con.
cerned! Let us, then, humbly return
to the point from which we started.

And we may hear the profound com-
parative anatomist of this our enlight-
ened day, in surveying constantly ac-
cumulating proofs—each indicating, in
every direction, the endlessness of om-
nipotent resources, and of the wisdom

and goodness of the ever-blessed Crea-
tor—exclaim, in the sublime lauguage
of Scripture, placed on record more
than four thousand years ago: Ask
now the BeAsTs, and they shall teach
thee ; and the rowrs of the air, and they
shall tell thee.  Or speak to the EarTH,
and it shall teach thee; and the FISHES
of the sea shall declare unto thee: Who
Inoweth not in all these, that the hand of
the Lord hath wrought this, in whose
hand s the soul of every living thing,
and the breath of all mankind.*

The generation and use of mechani-
cal power will ever distinguish the
age in which we live, not only when
tested by its astonishing practical and
daily-developing results, but when re-
ferred to the mental energy which
has led the way to them. * Almost
all the great combinations of modern
mechanism,” says Sir John Herschel,
“and many of its refinements and
nicer Improvements, are creations of
pure intellect, grounding its exertions
upon a moderate number of very ele-
mentary propositions in theoretical
mechanics and geometry.” * On this
head,” he justly adds, “not volumes
merely, but libraries, are requisite to
cnumerate and describe the prodigies
of ingenuity which have been luvish-
ed on everything connected with ma-
chinery and engineering.”+ Which
of us that saw that true wonder of
our time, that visible and profoundly
suggestive epitome and sum of man's
doings since he was placed on this
planet, the Great Exhibition of 1851
—a spectacle, however, apparently
passing out of the public mind with-
out having had its true significance
adequately appreciated — would not
recognise as one, but still only one,
and a minor, yet resplendent feature,
its rich array of evidences of the truth
of these remarks ? There, mechanical
power was seen in every known form
of manifestation and application, as it
is in action at this moment, ¥ diffus-
ing over the whole earth,” to quote
again this distinguished philosopher,
“the productions of any part of it ; to

* Job, x. 7-10.

t Diccourse on the Study of Natwral Plilo-
sophy, pp. 03, 64, '
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fill every corner of it with miracles of
art and labour, in exchange for its
peculiar commodities ; and to concen-
trate around us, in our dwellings, ap-
parel, and utensils, the skill of all
who in the present and past genera-
tions have contributed their improve-
ments to the processes of our manu-
facture.” #

Who is not, so to speak, dumb with
wonder when he contemplates the
agency of Steam and Errcrriciry ?
which may really be said to have
altered, within a very few years, and
to be cvery hour altering, the rela-
tions of man to his fellow-creatures
and towards external nature—giving
him a power over the elements, such
as no human intellect in any age, in
its boldest flights of speculation, ever
even dreamed of his being able to ac-
quire ? Whatever may be the nature
of that subtle, inscrutable, all-pervad-
ing force, which presents many of its
cffects to us under the various names
of Electricity, Magnetism, Galvanism
— Electro-magnetism, and Magneto-
electricity ; and whatever its hidden,
or at allevents indeterminate relations
to light, heat, motion, and chemical
affinity—or whether these, or any of
them, are distinct affections of matter,
correlative, and having a reciprocal
dependencet—it is certain that our
great chemists, both at home and
abroad, with Faraday at their head,
are patiently prosecuting profound
researches, which have already been
attended with splendid results, and
justify us in believing that we are
almost on the threshold of some im-
mense discovery, affecting not only
our whole system of physical science,
but the social interests of mankind.
‘“ The agents of nature,” said Sir John
Herschel, some twenty years ago,
“elude direct observation, ahd become
known to us only by their effects. Tt
is in vain, therefore, that we desire
to become witnesses to the processes
carried on with such means, and to be
admitted into the secret recesses and

* Discourse on the Study of Natural Philo-
tophy, p. 64.

t GROVE Oun the Correlation of Physical Forces,
passim ; and ANsSTEDL'S Elementary Course of
Geology.
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laboratories where they are effected.”
How far God may permit the keen
eye of man now to penetrate into
these arcana of creation, who shall
say ?

Look at the beautiful and practical
uses to which we are already able to
put these mystic forces or elements—
Light and Electricity. By the assist-
ance of the latter, we may be said to
have vastly altered our relation to
both Time and Space. Let us look
for a moment to the past, and then to
the future. To the past, when man.
kind could communicate together or-
ally only, and no further than voices
could carry ; then, as far and as fast
as writing and mechanical means of
transit could convey; but now, how
is it ? Our converse with each other
is literally -with lightning swiftness;
under ocean, g through the air; from
one person unseen to another unseen ;
in different latitudes and longitudes ;
and, ere long, in different hemispheres!
The land is rapidly being covered with
a network of electric apparatus for the
transmission of thought. We already
communicate with ease, under the sea,
with Ireland and France! The whole
Continent is now mnearly connected
thus together. I myself, in Septem-
ber last, saw the electric telegraph in
process of traversing the Alpine alti-
tudes and solitudes, and could not
help often pausing to think how soon
those filmy conductors might be trans-
mitting words pregnant with the fate
of nations! Then I thought of one of
the earliest uses to which the electric
telegraph was put in this country;
when the murderer’s flight from the
still.quivering victim of his flendish
passion, was long anticipated by the
dread conductors along the line by
which he was swiftly travelling in
fancied impunity, but only to drop,

t Dise. Nat. Phil., p. 191.

§ Messages can now be interchanged by the
submarine telegraph, between London and
Paris, in thirty or forty minutes: why need,
it require a fourth of the time? I aw told,
on high anthority, that it is hoped shortly to
have the observatories of Paris and Green-
wich in absolutely simultancous action ! Arago
has recently stated that the only hindranees
at present cxisting are of & temporary and
local nature, in this country. .
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affrighted, into the arms of sternly
ex&?ctant justice.®

hat, again, may not by-and-by
be the fruits of our present extensive
and unremitting researches on the
grand subject of terrestrial magnet-
ism,} and its connection with the in-
fluence of the sun? Is it impossible,
is it unreasonable, is it in any way
unphilosophical, to conceive that in
time there may be established new
relations, of an amazing character, be-
tween our own planet and the starry
system around it ? I asked this ques-
tion, the other day, of a distinguished
philosopher, and he answered that

* The murderer Tawell.

t It was, I believe, our countryman, Roger
Bacon, who nearly six centuries ago first dis-
covered the property of the magnet in point-
ing to the North Pole. Mr Faraday, our illus-
trious living countryman, has recently made
a discovery in magnetism which has been
pronounced “ beyond doubt the most impor-
tant contribution physical science has receiv-
ed since the discoveries of Newton concern-
ing the law of force in gravitation, and the
universal action of that force.,” It is, that
those substances which the magnet cannot
attraet, it repels: and whilst those which
it does attract arrauge themselves parallel to
the magnetic axis, those which it repuols, ar-
range theraselves exactly across it—that is, at
right angles—in an equatorial direction. This
is the great governing law above referred
to by Mr Austed, and in terms by no means
exaggerated.  Since this paper was read, Mr
Faraday announced, in his deeply intevesting
Lecture at the Royal Institution, on the 21st
January 1853, the results of a long series of
recent nice magnetic experiments by himself,
establishing that the doctrine hitherto re-
ceived, as to the action of the magnetic
force, cannot be true. These results prove,
in only apparent inconsistence with those ob-
tained by the eminent German philosopher,
Pliicker — that, of two or more different
bodics, the most diamagnetic is more 8o, in
velation fo the others, at increasing distances
from the magnet. The observations of both
Faraday and Plicker disprove the law of
magnetic action being always inversely as
the square of the distance; for there are
perkaps cases in which that law will apply.
That there is a magnetic relation betweén
the Earth and the Sun, Mr Faraday illus-
trated by the remarkable fact, that there is
an exact coincidence between the variation of
the Sun's spots, and that of the Earth's mag-
netisin—a decennial change, the existence of
which had been established Ly our distin-
guished countryman, Colonel Sabine, in con-
formity with the results of careful observa-
tion made by MM. Schwabe and Lamont, on
the corresponding variations of the Sun’s
spots and the maguetic needle,

25

such speculations were by no means
visionary.

Let us pause for a mom.ent only, to
contemplate man with his two won.
drous instruments — the microscope
and the telescope—of which he has
been in possession but two centuries,
yet what has he not discovered by
them? By their aid he stands trem-
bling, astounded, between Two INFINI-
rupEs !—beholding, in the language
of a gifted Frenchwoman, a world in
every atom, a system in every star!}
His soul is dissolved in awe, as though
he had been admitted for a moment
near the presence of the Almighty
Maker of the universe. His faculties
are confounded, alike by contemplat-
ing the vast and the minute. Dis.
tributed everywhere throughout the
world, in every element, in the inter-
nal moisture of living plants and ani.
mal bodies, carried about in the vapour
and dust of the whole atmosphere of
the earth, exists a mysterious and in-
finite kingdom 3 of living creatures, of
whose existence manhad never drecam-
ed till within the last two centuries,
when his senses were so prodigiously
assisted by the microscope! He now
beholds, as T and many of us have
beheld, a single drop of water instinct
with visible, moving, active—ay, and
evidently happy life, myriad-formed
—every individual consummately or-
ganised by our own omniscient Maker!
Within the space of a single grain of
mustard-seed may be witnessed eight
millions of living beings, each richly
endowed with the organs and facultics
of animal life! Many of them, more-
over, are beautiful exceedingly, and
of perfect symmetry and proportion.
“Who can behold,” says an eminent
living microscopist, (Mr Prichard),
“ these hollow living globes, revolving
and disporting themselves in their na-
tive elements with as much liberty and
pleasure as the mightiest monster in
the decp—nay, a series of such globes,
one within the other, alike inhabited,

} Madame de Stacl. ““ Chaque monde peut-
&tre n'est qu'une atome, et chaque atome est
un monde.” Sce also HERsCUEL'S Dise. on
Nat. Phil. 115.

§ PricuARD on Infusoria, pp.1, 2; edit. 1852.
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and their inhabitants alike participat-
ing in the same enjoyment-—and not
exclaim with the Psalnist: ‘How won-
derful arc thy works, O Lord! sought
out by all them that have pleasure
theremn!'” % When we attempt to
fix our facultics on such objects as
these, we are apt to lose the control
over them, and to become powerless
amidst conflicting conditions of won-
der and perplexity. What are the
purposes of all these stupendous acts
of creation, preservation, and inces-
sant reproduction? And why is man
permitted, and thus late in his history,
these tremulous glances into infinity ?
The morc he sees, the more assured
he becomes, that what he sees must be
absolutely as nothing to what he might
see, were his faculties only avery little
increased in strength.  *“ Every secret
which is disclosed, every discovery
which is made, every new effect which
is brought to view, serves to convince
us of numberless more which remain
concealed, and which we had before
no suspicion of”’+ What has now
become of our former notions of the
minute? 1 cannot answer for others;
but the states of mind into which the
contemplation of these subjects has
often thrown me, is beyond the power
of description. “In wonder,” finely
observes Mr Coleridge, ““all philosophy
began; in wonder it ends; and admira-
tion fills up the interspace. But the
first wonder is the offspring of ignor-
auce; the last is the parent of adora-
tion. The first is the birth-throe of
our knowledge; the last is its enthan-
asy i and apotheosis.”

* PRICHARD on Infusoria, p. 2.

t Bishop BurLrr, Sermon xv.— Upon the
Ignorance of Mun.

t Evbavaoia — tv, Sararos—a good, an easy
deatiL—I cunuot refrain from guoting a pas-
sage from good old Bishop Hall, in whick
this word is used very beautifully :—

* But let me preseribe and commend to
thee, my son, this true spirituall meanes of
thine happy euthanasio, which can be no
other than this faithfull disposition of the
labouring soul, that can truly say, ‘I know
whom [ have belicved.” ”—Balm of Gilead.

§ Aids to Reflection, Aphorism ix. p. 178,
edit. 1843. The aphorism is followed by a
brief serics of profound and instructive re-
fiections, headed Sequele, or Thoughts sugyist-
ed by the preceding Aphorism.
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But what language is brilliant or
strong enough to afford the faintest
conception of man's discoveries in the
heavens by means of his telescope,
and the transcendent exertions of his
intellect which it has called forth?
Let us see if we can indicate a few
results, and a very very few only, in
these radiant regions.

To our naked eye are displayed, I
believe, about three thousand stars,
down to the sixth magnitude; and of
these, only twenty are of the first,
and seventy of the second magnitude.
Thus far, the Heavens were the same
to the ancients as they are to ourselves.
But within the last two centuries our
telescopes have revealed to us count-
less millions of stars, more and more
astonishingly numerous, the farther
we are enabled to penetrate into space!
Every increase, says Sir John Her-
schel, in the dimensions and power
of instruments, which successive im-
provements in optical science have
attained, has brought into view mnlti-
tudes innumerable of objects invisible
before; so that, for anything experi-
ence has hitherto taught us, the num-
ber of the stars may be really infinite,
in the only sense in which we can as-
sign a meaning to the word. Those
most recently rendered visible, for in-
stance, by the great powers of Lord
Rossc's telescope, are at such an in-
conceivable distance, that their light,
travelling at the rate of 200,000 miles
a sccond, cannot arrive at our little
planet in less time than fourteen thou-
sand years! Of this I am assured by
one of our greatest living astronomers.
Fourteen thousand years of the his-
tory of the inhabitants of these sys-
tems, if inhabitants there be, had pass-
ed away, during the time that a ray
of their light was travelling to this
tiny residence of curious little man!
Consider, for 2 moment, that that ray
of light must have quitted its dazzling
source eight thousand years before the
creation of Adam! We haveno facul-
ties to appreciate such ideas; yct arc
these realitics, or there are none, and
our fancied knowledge is illusory.

Let us heve pause for one moment
in our breathless flight through the
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starry infinitude, and ask our souls to
reflect on the Almighty Maker of all!
Let us fall prostrate before Him, and
ask with trembling awe, What real
idea have we of H1s OMNIPRESENCE ?
He is present everywhere, for every-
where he unceasingly acts; but how
this is, we feel to be inconccivably
far beyoud our limited [faculties.
Such knowledge is, indeed, loo high
for us—auwe cannot attain to it; but He
has vouchsafed to tell us that Ifis
throne is in heaven. Let us learn the
impious absurdity of attempting to
judge of the Deity by our own no-
tious of great or small, or possible or
impossible. What were the thoughts
and feelings that led La Place to
atheism, we do not know; but how
different was the effect of these visions
of glory upon the mind of our own
immortal Newton! How they ex-
panded and elevated his conception of
Almighty power and wisdom! Let
his own sublime words speak for
themselves: “ Gop is eternal and in-
finite, omnipotent, and omniscient ;
that is, HE endures from everlasting
to everlasting, and is present from
infinity to infinity. He 1s not cter-
nity or infinity, but eternal and infi-
nite, he 13 not duration or space, but
Hge endures, and is present. He en-
dures always, and is present every-
where; and by existing always, and
everywhere, constitutes duration and
space.” ¥

Returning, for a moment, to the
subject which we have quitted, let us
ask, with Sir John Herschel-— #or
what purposes are we to suppose such
maguificent bodies scattered through
the abyss of space?

Again, we can now detect binary,
physically binary, stars; that is to
say, a primary, with a companion ac-
tually revolving round it. * Thus,”
says Captain Smyth,+ “is the won-
derful truth opened to view, that two
suns, cach self-luminous, and probably
with an attendant train of planets,
are gyrating round their common

* From the Scholium, nnnexed tothe Prin-
OIPIA.

t P. 285. Printed for private circulation
anly, but presented by the eminent author
to the writer, for the purposes of this paper.
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centre of gravity under the same dy-
namical laws which govern the solar
system ; that is, not precisely like our
planets round one great luminary, but
where each constituent, with its ac-
companying orbs, revolves round an
intermediate point or fixed centre!
This is a great fact, and one which, in
all probability, Newton himself never
contemplated.”

What, again, are we to say to the
splendid spectacle, and what can be
the conceivable condition of existence
which it indicates, of richly vari-col-
oured double stars—of ruddy purple,
vellow, white, orange, red, and blue !
The larger star is usually of a ruddy
or orange hue—the smaller, blue or
green! “ What illumination,” says
Sir John Herschel, “ two suns—a red
and a green, or a yellow and a blue
one—must afford a planet, circulat-
ing about either! And what charm-
ing contrasts and grateful vicissi-
tudes—a red and a green day, for in-
stance, alternating with a white one,
and with darkness —might arise from
the preseuce or absence of one or both
above the horizon!”§ What gorge-
ous scencs arc these for the imagina-
tion of man to revel in!

Again, we have at length accom-
plished the feat, decemed by the greatest
astronomers, till within even the last
few years, absolutely impossible, of
measuring the distance of a fixed star.
We have accomplished this in two
instances :—The nearest,2 one of the
brightest stars in the Southern Hemi-
sphere, is at twenty-one millions of mil-
hions of miles' distance; that is, its
light would require three years and a
quartertoreachus. The second || isnot
nearer to us than sixty-three billions of
miles off, and its light requires up-
wards of ten years to reach us. These
inconceivable distances have been
measured to the utmost nicety, and,
as the Astronomer-Royal recently
cxplained to a popular audience, really
by means of a common yard-measure!
But what proportion is there between
even these enormous distances, and
those of the mnewly-discovered stars

1 Hnnscum"s Astronomy, p. 385,
§ «, Centauri. il 61, Cygni.
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above spoken of, whose light requires
fourteen thousand years, travelling at
the rate of two hundred thousand
miles a second, to reach us? It is
absurd to suppose that either figures,
or, indeed, any other mode of com-
municating ideas to the mind of man,
can enable him to appreciate such dis-
tances.

Again, man, little man, can posi-
tively ascertain the weight of the Sun
and his planets, including cven the
remotest—Neptune —of which I have
more to say presently ; and, as a mat-
ter of detail, can express that weight
m pounds avoirdupois, and down even
to grains ! Think of man weighing
the masses of these wondrous, enor-
mous, and immensely distant orbs!

Again, are we really aware of the rate
at which we, on our little planet, are at
this moment travelling in space, in our
orbit round the sun? I have, within
the last few days, put one of our best
practical astronomers to the trouble,
which he most courteously under-
took, of computing our rate of transit
through space in our journey round
our central luminary ; and here I give
you his results. While I was journey-
Ing yesterday from London to Hull —
some 200 miles—the planet, on which
we were creeping by steam-power,
had travelled some 410,000 miles
through space ! Sothat we are, while
I am speaking, whirling along, with-
out being in the least physically sen-
sible of it, at the rate of upwards of
68,000 miles an hour ¥*—more than a
thousand miles a minute—and nine-
teen miles between two beats of a
pendulum, or in a second of time. I
ask again— Do we ever uttempt to realise
such bewildering fucts ?

Nor is this ali.—I may surprise some
present by assuring them that the
earth is believed, by all our great
astronomers, to have at this moment,
not two motions only, but three!—

* While the earth moves 63,305 miles an
hour, Mercury moves more than 100,000
miles; whence chemists use his symbol to
denote quick-silver. While we are disposed
to regard this as a rapid motion round the
sun, what i w1t the inbhabitants of Neptune,
who travels only three and a half miles a
second. think of us, who are whirling round
the sun at six times thoe speed of Neptune?
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one round its axis, which we can
make evident to the very eye;+ another
round the sun ; but what of the third £
A most remarkable, and equally mys-
terious fact : that the sun and "all his
planets are moving with prodigious
velocity, through space, at the rate of
a hundred and fifty millions of miles
a-year, towards a particular point in
the heavens, a star [a] in the con.
stellation Hercules! ‘" Every astro-
nomer who has examined the matter
carefully,” says the present Astrono-
mer-Royal, * has come to the conclu-
sion of Sir William Herschel, that the
whole solar system is moving bodily
towards a point in the constellation
Hercules!” t

What means this? and how can we
sufficiently estimate the critical and
refined observations and calculations
by which the fact is established? Ifwe
be thus sweeping through the heavens,
the constellations must be altogether
altered to the eyes of our remote pos-
terity, who may thereby be disabled
from appreciating the language in
which we spoke of them, or the ima-
ginable resemblances which we assign-
ed to them. And dare one dream for
a moment of our little globe being
ordained to encounter obstruetion in
its pathway, and being suddenly split
into fragments by some huge orb, or in-
flicting a similar fate on one as small
as, or smaller than, itself ? Splendid
stars have suddenly appeared, and as
suddenly disappeared from the hea-
vens, leaving us no means whatever
of conjecturing the cause of these
phenomena. 3 .

Again, the sun, [—which we feel,

t By the experiment of M. Foucault, with
the pendulum.

1 Lectures on dstronomy, 24 edit. 1849,

§ On the evening of the 11th November
1572, Tycho Brabe, the great Danish astrono-
mer, on returning from his laboratory to his
dwelling-house, was surprised tofind agroup
of country folk staring at a star, which he
was certain had not existed half an hour
before. It was so bright asto cast a percept-
ible shadow. It surpassed Jupiter at his
brightest! and was visible at mid-day. In
March 1574, it disappeared totally and for
ever, Isthere not here an infinite field for
conjecturc? And this is by no means the
only similar instance of the kind. .

II'T am informed by an agtronomical friend,
that the most recent observations confirm
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which we see, and observe; which
dazzles us every day ; which rises and
sets, as we say, magnificently every
morning and evening—remains a pro-
found mystery with reference to its
nature, and how its supply of light and
heat is maintained. ‘‘How so enor-
mous a conflagration,” “says Sir J.
Herschel, “is kept up, is a great mys-
tery, which every discovery in either
chemistry or optics, so far from eluci-
dating, seems only to render more pro-
found, and to remove farther the pros-
pect of probable explanation.’ *

Yet once more. We are making lat-
terly, almost monthly, discoveries in
the heavens, of a most remarkable cha-
racter, with reference to certain small
bodies known by the name of Ultra-
Zodiacal plancts. 1 have paid close
attention to them, and received con-
stant information on the subject from
that able and vigilant astronomer, Mr
Hind.+ Listen, now, to a true tale of
wonder :—Between the orbit of Mars
and Jupiter, there is, according to an
undoubted and remarkable law of pro-
gress of planetary distance in our sys-
tem, a space of three hundred and fifty
millions of miles; and this immense
interval had no known tenants up
to the commencement of the present
century. But so great an unoccupied
space was long ago found to be an in-
terruption of this order of planetary
progression of the magnitudes of the
planetary orbits: acurious discovery of
the Prussian astronomer Bode. After

the supposition that the sun isa black opaque
body, with a luminous and incandescent, at-
mosphere, through which the solar body is
often seen in black spots, frequently of enor-
muous dimensions. A single spot seen with
the naked cye, in the year 1843, was 77,000
miles in diameter. 8ir John Herschel, in
1837, witnessed a cluster of spots, including
an area of 3,780,000 miles! ghe connection
between these spots and the earth’s mag-
netism, has been already alluded to. Ante,
p. 25, Note T1.

* HerscHsL's Disc. on Nat. Phil, p. 813,
Astron. 212.

t This gentleman’s recent publication, en-
titled The Sotar System ; a Descriptive Treatise
upon the Sun, Moon, and Planets, including all
the Recent Discoveries, (Orr & Co., Londom),
1852, is by far the best extant, for its accu-
rate and comprehensive treatment of the
subject in it most recent aspect. The price
is almost nominal.
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long and deep revolving of the sub.
ject, he conjectured that a planet, now
wanting, must have existed in this
vast interval of space; and that one
might, in time, be discovered there.
Imagine, therefore, the astonishment
with which, during the first seven
years of the present century, four little
planets—Ceres, Juno, Pallas, andVesta
—were discovered, within this very -
terval, revolving in most eccentric
orbits! “It has been conjectured,”
said Sir John Herschel, writing about
twenty years ago, ‘‘ that these planets
are fragments of some greater planet,
formerly circulating in that interval,
but which has been blown to atoms
by an explosion; and that more such
fragments exist, and may be hereafter
discovered. These may serve as a
specimen of the dreams in which as.
tronomers, like other speculators, oc-
casionally and harmlessly indulge.” ¢
A dream? Will it be believed, that
within this last seven years, no fewer
than rwenTY more of these mysterious
tenants of that identical interval of
space have been discovered !-—nrxg of
them within this very year, 1852—
the last of them by Mr Hind, on the
18th of this present month of Decem-
ber! Are not these, as it were, the
elements of au astronomical romance ?
—The orbits and motions of these little
plancts are all of the same character,
and may be truly said to exhibit ex-
cessively complicated vagaries, such
as are very likely to bring them into
collision with each other! Andinthe
opinion of astrouomers, the most rea-
sonable explanation of these astonish.
ing phenomena is, that this zone of
planets really consists of the fragments
of some great one shattered by an in-
ternal convulsion! 8

To what reflections does not such a
possibility (and no one is entitled, as
I believe few are now disposed, to call
it chimerical) give rise! If the sup-

1 Astron. p. 277.

§ There are now [October 1854] thirty-one
of these asteroids !

¢ It may yet be fonnd, " observes Mr Hind,
‘“ that these small bodies, so far from being
portionys of the wreck of a great planet, were
created in their present state ; for some wise
purpose which the progress of astronomy, in
future ages, may eventually unfold.”
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position be true that these bodies are
planetary fragments, was the globe of
which they once formed part destroy-
ed by an internal explosion, or by ex-
ternal collision, or in any other way,
under the fiat of the Deity? Wasit
inhabited at the time, and by beings
like ourselves? And was it their de-
struction? And as we cannot enter-
tain the impious supposition that this
possible result was occasioned by acci-
dent or negligence, dare we indulge in
speculation as to the hidden economy
of the heavens, administered by the
Omniscient ?

But let us nowdescend for amoment
to our own tiny planet, to ask one or
two questions concerning it. Itspolar
and equatorial diameters differ by only
twenty-six and a half miles; and the
greater of the two—the equatorial—
1s 7925 miles. When we talk of “de-
scending into the bowels of the earth,”
therefore, we had better use less ambi-
tious phrascology, and consider our
excavations as being, in Sir John Her-
schel's language, mere scratches of the
exterior only; for our deepest mines
have never penetrated lower than to
the ten-thousandth part of the distance
between the carth’s surface and its
centre.®* As far as scientific researches
enable us to conjecture, we should con-
clude that when our earth was first
set in motion,+ it must have been
somewhat soft, in order to have pro-
duced its present undoubted spheroidal

* HERSCHEL'S Discourse, 288.

t In onc of Sir Isaac Newton’s Four Letters
to Dr Bentley, and which are worth their
weight in gold to every inguiring mind, oc-
curs the following memorable passage. To
the second question of Dr Bentley, Sir Isauc
replied that the present planetary motions
could not have sprung from any natural
cause alone, but were impressed by an intel-
ligent agent. *“ To make such a system,
with all its motions, required a Cause which
understood and compared together the quan-
tities of matter in the several bodies of the
Sun and planets, and the gravitating powers
resulting thence ; the several distances of
the pritnary planets from the Sun, and of
the secondary ones from Saturn, Jupiter, and
the Earth, and the velocities with which
these planets could revolve about those quan-
titics of matter in the central bodies; and to
compare and adjust all these things together,
in so great a variety of bodics, argues that
Cause to De not blind aud fortuitous, but
very well skilled in mechanicaand geometry.”
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form.{ But what is the real nature of
the earth's interior? Transcendental
mathematics fully recognise the prin-
ciple of internal fluidity or fusion;
while all our actual observations point
to the existence of heat in a greater
degree the lower we go. M. Humboldt,
indeed, tells us that, at only thirty-five
miles’ distance from the earth’s suor-
face, “ the central heat is everywhere
so great, that granite iself is held in
Fuston!" @ Our internal fires seem to
find a vent by means of earthquakes
and volcanoes.

Is this planet of ours destined, then,
to share the conjectured fate of that
whose fragments are still circulating
in space around us, and being in such
rapid succession discovered by our
vigilant watchers of the heavens?

Once more, however, let us ascend
into the resplendent regions which we
have so suddenly quitted, in order to
alight upon, and scrutinise a mere
speck among them—to advert to an
astronomical discovery that will for
ever signalise our age, as the result of
a vast stretch of human intellect, one
that would have gladdened the heart
of Newrox himself. I allude to the
discovery, six years ago, of the planct
Neptune.

In the year 1781, Sir William Her-
schel at once almost doubled the boun-
daries of the solar system, by his bril-
liant discovery of the planet Urauus,(li
at the distance of eighteen hundre
In hig Optics (Query 28) this great man asks
—* [fow came the bodies of animals to be
contrived with so much art, and for what
ends were their several parts? Was the eye
contrived without skill in optics, and the ear
without knowledge of sounds?” Doubtless
his mind had present to it the sublime ques-
tion of the Psalmist: He that planted the ear,
shail he not hear 7 He that formed the eye, shall
he not see 7—Psalm xciv. 9.

t And the earth was without form and
void, and darkness was upon the faco of the
deep; and the Spirit of God moved upon the
face of the waters.—Gen, i. 2.

§ Kosmos, vol. i. p. 273.

|| Uranus was the father of Saturp; and
the Prussian astronomer Bode, suggoested,
that as the new planet was next to Saturn,
it should be called by the name of Uranus,
M. La Placo, however, generously insisted
on its bearing the name of its Eoglish dis-
coverer. It passed, however, by the name

of the Qeorgium Sidus, in compliment to
Geo. II1., the munificent patron of astro-
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and twenty-two millions of miles from
the sun, and travelling in his orbit
in thirty thousand six hundred and
eighty-six days, or fiftcen thousand
five hundred miles an hour. This
dignified visitant has a diameter of
thirty-six thousand miles, and is at-
tended by six satellites during his
eighty-four years’ tour round his and
our central luminary. Thus much for
Uranus.

Many years afterwards, certain dif-
ferences were observed by French and
English astronomers between this pla-
net's true places, and those indicated
by theoretic calculation; and at length
it was suggested that the cause might
beattributed to the perturbinginfluence
of some unseen planet. They thought,
however, that if this were really the
solution of these differences between
calculation and observation, it would
be almost an impossibility to establish
the fact, and ascertain the unseen pla-
net's place in the heavens. This was
the deliberate opinion of M. Eugene
Bouvard, one of the greatest French
geometers of the day. Nevertheless,
Mr Adams, an English, and M. Le Ver-
rier, a French astronomer, unknown
to, and entirely independently of each
other, commenced a series of elaborate
and profound mathematical calcula-
tions, proceeding on different methods,
to solve the great problem, which was
thus stated by M. Le Verrier:—“Ts it
possible that the inequalities of Uranus
are due to the action of a plauet situ-
ated in the ecliptic, at a mean distance
double that of Uranus? If so, whereis
the planet actually situated, what is its
mass, and what are the elements of its
orbit?”  Our distinguished country-
man, Mr Adams, a Fellow of St John's
College, Cambridge, and whom I saw
receive the gold medal of the Royal
Society, as some token entertuincJ’ of
his transcendent merits as a mathe-
matician, had directed his attention to
this matter in the yecar 1843—his ob-
notical science, until the year 1851, when,
in the Nautical Almanac of that year, it was
called by the name of Uranus—a change made
with the disinterested concurrence of the pre-
sent 8ir J. Herschel, the modest son of the

greal discoverer. See Mr Hino’s Solar Sys-
tem, p. 119.
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ject being to “ascertain the probable
effect of a more distant planet;"” and
he succeeded in obtaining an approxi-
mate solution of the inverse problem of
perturbations ; that is to say, given—
certain observed disturbances; to find
the positions and paths of the body
producing them. In other words, the
great planet Uranus was occasionally
disturbed in his course by the attrac-
tion of an unknown body; and the ob-
ject was to determine the fact with-
out waiting for the visible existence
of that body.

It would be vain to attempt to make
the nature of these grand calculations®
popularly intelligible; nor am I ma-
thematician enocugh to presume to
make the attempt. These twin sons
of science were supremely successful.
On the 23d September 1846, the spleu-
did stranger became visible, in dia-
meter about forty-two thousand milest
—that is, upwards of five times that
of our earth, and attended by at least
one visible satellite. Neptune performs
his stately journey round the sun, from
which heis distant two thousand eight
hundred and fifty millions of miles, in
once hundred and sixty-six years, or
sixty thousand sixhundredand twenty-
four days!

Thus not only did these two astro-
nomers point out where this huge dis-
tant orb would be found in such im.
mensely distant space, but weighed its
mass, numbered the years of its revo-
ution, and told the dimensions of its
orbit ¢

Would that France and England
might never again be seen in any but
such glorious rivalry as they thus ex-
hibited, in the persons of these their
hig])l{)-gifted sons;—who, by the way,
must beacknowledged by the unknown
philosopher of whoi: I spoke some time
ago, to have been certainly a very su-
perb pair of electrical calculating ma-
chines!

What, however, is the above, or what

* Till within the last thirty years, it was
considered that our English mathematicians
werc inferior to their continental brethren in
the higher departments of mathematics; bnt
I belicve it is generally admitted that the
former are now equal to any in the world.

t Mr Hind saysabout thirty-one thousand.
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are any other discoveries, when placed
by the side of that of Gravitation by the
immortal Newton? This, it were hard-
ly extravagant to regard as an exercise
of celestial genius, by which it seemed
to have gained the true key to the mo-
tions of the whole universe. The
whole material universe,says Sir David
Brewster, was spread before the dis-
coverer of this law: the Sun with all
hisattendant planets—the plancts with
all their satellites; the comcts whirl-
ing about in every direction in their
eccentric orbits ; and the system of the
Fixed Stars stretching to the remotest
limits of space! #

The minds of even ordinary men ex-
pand, but at the same time droop, while
contemplating suchamazing and unap-
proachable intellectual power as this,
Dr Thomas Brown, one of the most
distinguished modern Scottish teach-
ers of mental and moral philosophy,
thus speaks of Newton: “The powers
and attainments of this almost super-
human genius, at once make us proud
of our common nature, and humble us
with a sense of our disparity. If,"” he
continues, “ the minds of all men, from
the creation of the world, had been si-
milar to the mind of Newton, is it pos-
sible to conccive that the state of any
scicnce would have been at this mo-
ment what it now is, or in any respect
similar, though the laws which regu-
late the physical changes in the ma-
terial universe had continued unalter-
ed, and no change occurred, but in the
simple original susceptibilities of the
mind itself?” What a question for a
speculative mind!

But it is time to ask, why are we
thus wandering amid the splendid so-
litudes of heaven ? Why, to echo a
question already hinted at, has man
been permitied, thus late too in his
history, to make himself so far, if one
may so speak, familiar with infini-
tude? He sinks from these dazzling
regions bewildered and overwhelmed;

* Lifc of Newton, p. 153. When Newton
began to find his calculations verifying the
sublime discovery of the law of gravitation,
he beeamo too agitated to pursuc them, and
intrusted the completion of the details to a

friend. When before has any other human
breast vibrated with anxieties such as these?
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as though the Finite had been para-
lysed by momentary contact with the
Infinite; and is relieved to find him-
self once again upon hig little native
earth—his appointed home, and scene
of pilgrimage and probation. Here
again, however, he finds everything
unexhausted, inexhaustible, accumu-
Jating upon, and overwhelming him,
whichever way he turns. Yet a new
light gleams upon him, while he di-
reets his wandering eyes towards the
inner portions of the crust of that
earth which he bad trod for so many
ages, without dreaming of what was
lying beneath, and destined one day
to be exposed to his wondering eyes.
What would have been the effect on
Aristotle’s mind, of our geological
discoveries? Man now perceives in-
dubitable traces of past scenes of ex-
istence, of which all his recorded his-
tory has said nothing; traces appar-
ently reserved, in the Providence of
God, to be examined ard pondered in
only these our own times, after so
many ages of concealment. ¥ar be-
neath the surface of the earth, we
discover the fossilised remains of its
ancient tenants, who seem to have
occupied the globe at different periods
—probably, too, at vast intervals, and
under widely different, but perfectly
appropriate, circumstances and condi-
tions. They appear to have heen
placed upon it at a given period, for
a specified purpose, in a determined
order ; and having unconsciously ac-
complished that purpose, they myste-
riously disappear, but in a wonderful
order, and leave behind them the
still visible and incontestable proofs
of their past existence. O, how elo-
quent, how deeply suggestive, are
these miute vouchers of past econo-
mies! instituted and sustained by one
and the same Almighty Being, who,
by the word of His power, upholds
present existence ! Many of these re-
mains appear to us huge gad mons-
trous; and huge and fearful they un-
doubtedly seem to have been, beyond
any creatures inhabiting the carth
within our time.— Our time? What
do I mean? Who are We? Man:
concerning whom all geology is, with
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an awful significance, absolutely s:-
lent, through all its centuries and
ages, how continuous and remote so-
ever they may be, since it owns that
it has to dcal only with times anterior
to the appearance of Man upon the ap-
pointed scene of his lordship—a scene
which geology shows to have been
carefully prepared for him. No, not
the faintest trace of his presence, his
footsteps, or his handiwork, can be
detected in any of the pages of this
stony volume, wherever it has hither-
to been opened, though examined
never so minutely ;—he 1s as absolute
a stranger as though he were not at
this moment, and never had been, a
denizen of the planet! This negative
eloquence of geology has always ap-
eared to me profoundly suggestive.
None of its researches in any part of
the globe has hitherto succecded in
bringing to light one single fragment
of the fossilised frame of man, in any
undisturbed geological formation, by
which is meant those portions of the
earth’s crust to which, though the
most recent formations in geology,
geologists assign a much higher anti-
quity than any reached by history.
1t is true that some petrified human
skeletons have been found, as, for in-
stance, in that part of the shores of the
island of Guadaloupe where the per-
colation of calcarcous springs speedily
petrifies everything subjected to their
influence. There is a solitary speci-
men of a petrified skeleton, found at
that island under such circumstances,
now to be seen in the British Museum ;
and which a celebrated anatomical
friend of mine regards, on account of
certain peculiarities in the pelvis, as
having been the skeleton of a negro.
If this be so, its date must be, of
course, subsequent to the discovery
of Gruadaloupe by Europeans.®* It is
not, in other words, the skeleton of
one of the Caribs, the original inhabi-
tants; arfd cannot be more than be-
tween two and three hundred years
old. One or two other human skele-
tons have been found, which may be
similarly accounted for.

Thus, then, the new and brilliant

* A.D. 1483,
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science of geology attests that man
was the last of created beings in this
planet. If her data be consistent and
true, and worthy of scientific consi-
deration, she affords conclusive evi-
dence that, as we arc told in Scrip-
ture, he cannot have occupied the
earth longer than six thousand years.t

Sir Isaac Newton's sagacious intel-
lect had arrived at a similar conclu-
sion from different premises, and long
before the geologist had made his re-
searches and discoveries. ¢ He ap-
peared,” said one who conversed with
him not long before his death, and has
carefully recorded what he justly styles
‘“a remarkable and curious conversa-
tion,” “to be very clearly of opinion,
that the inhabitants of this world were
of a short date ; and alleged as one rea-
son for that opinion, that all arts—as
letters, ships, printing, the needle, &c.
—were digcovered within the memory
of history, which could not have hap-
pened if the world had been eternal ;
and that there were visible marks of
ruin upon it, which could not have
been effected by a flood only.” t

Man cannot shut his cyes upon the
actual revelations of geology, any more
than he can upon the written revela-
tions contained in the Scriptures. It
were foolish, nay dangerous, and even
impious to do so. We may depend
upon it that God designed us, and
permitted us, for wise purposes, to
make these astonishing discoveries,
or He would have kept them for ever
hidden from our sight; and, forsooth,
shall we then turn round upon our
Omniscient Maker, and venture to
tell Him that He is contradicting His
written word ? What a spectacle for
men and angels! The Creature and
its Creator, the Finite and the Iufinite,
at issue! Tor indeed it would, and
must needs be so. Infinite Goodness
and Wisdom have presented to us the
Scripturcs as being the eternal truth
of God, who has so accredited it to the
faculties which He himself has given
us for discovering truth, that we have
reverently received it as such; count-
less millions of His creatures have

t Hircrcock, Religion of Geslogy, p. 157.
t BREWSTER'S Life of Newton, p. 365.


http:detcct.ed

34

lived and died in that belief, and
among them the mightiest intellects
—the best and greatest of our species;
and yet it is to be imagined that they
have ali had only a strong delusion
sent them that they should believe a lie,
and in that He should live and die!
Nay, but let us not thus judge the
Deity, who does not deceive his crea-
tures. Yea, let God be true, but every
man a liar.

If, then, the written word of God
be true, His works cannot contradict
it, however our folly and presumption
may make it for a time so appear;
and, on the opposite assumption, we
are to suppose that the Author of Na-
ture has expressly revealed to us, in
this latter day, some of the former
conditions of the earth, only in order
to contradict His own written Word
previously given to us for our guid-
ance iu this transitory scene of being !
And is this, then, to be the sum and
substance of the good which geology
has done mankind? It is not so—it
cannot be so; nothing but weakness
or wickedness can thus wrest geology
from its true tendency and purpose,
and convert it from a witness to the
truth, into a proof of falsehood.

One who may perhaps be regarded
as exhibiting the highest condition of
the intellect of this age, and thorough-
ly imbued with the spirit of philosophy
—of which he is its leading exponent
and representative— has placed on
record his deliberate conviction that
“the study of natural philosophy, so
far from leading man to doubt the im-
mortality of the soul, and to scoff at
revealed religion, has, on every well-
constituted mind, a natural effect di-
rectly the contrary. The testimony
of natural reason,” continues Sir John
Herschel—for it is he of whom I speak
— “on whatever exercised, must of
necessity stop short of those truths
which i is the object of revelation to
make known ; but while it places the
existence and principal attributes of a
Deity on such grounds as to render
doubt absurd, and atheism ridiculous,
it unquestionably opposes no natural
or nccessary obstacle to further pro.
gress. The character of
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the true philosopher is to hope all
things not impossible, and to believe
all things not unreasonable.” He
proceeds, in an admirable spirit, to
say, that we must take care that the
testimony afforded by science to reli-
gion, be its cxtent or value what it
may, shall be at least independent, un-
biassed, and spontaneous; and he re-
probates not only such vain attempts
as would make all nature bend to
narrow interpretations of obscure and
difficult passages in the sacred writ-
ings, but the morbid sensibility of
those who exult and applaud when
any facts start up explanatory, as
they suppose, of some Scriptural allu-
sions, and feel pained and disappoint-
éd when the general course of dis-
covery in any department of science
runs wide of the notions with which
particular passages in the Bible may
have impressed such persons them-
selves, By such it should be remem-
bered that, on the one haud, truth can
never be opposed to truth-—and, on
the other, that error is to be effect-
ually confounded only by searching
deep and tracing it to its source.®
Thus far Philosophy, in a true and
noble spirit ; and it is specially appli-
cable to the subject of Geology.
Geologyis to be regarded as a science
in gigantic infancy, promising a truly
marvellous manhood. It is one so es-
sentially adapted to excite the imagi-
nation, that professors of the science
are required to exercise a severe re-
straint upon that faculty; and, dis-
carding all tendency to theorising, ap-
proach the sufficiently astounding facts’
with which they have to deal, in a cold
and rigorous spirit of philosophical in-
vestigation, It is hard to many to ap-
proach it without disturbing prepos-
sessions; and those who cannot get
rid of them may, if diligent observers,
accumulate facts, but must be content
to leave greater intellects to deal with
them. This important sciends has had
to contend witi great disadvantages
—gome of them peculiar ; but it is
overcoming them, and will continue
to do so. I shall not indicate what T
conceive these peculiar disadvantages
* HenscuEL, Digc. on Nat. Phil. pp. 7-10,
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to be, because they will occur to an
one who has even only moderately di-
rected his attention to this splendid
subject. As long as the facts of geo-
logy are carefully ascertained, and
dealt with simply as facts, as those of
all other sciences, and it be not at-
tempted to put them together prema-
turely, and announce confidently the
particular tendency which they may
really only scem to indicate, while their
true bearing is in quite an opposite di-
rection—so long, but so long only, geo-
logists may depend upon it that they
are contributing to the formation of a
science destined, perhaps, to eclipse
all others except astronomy, and even
rival it. Geology depends on the con-
tinual accumulation of observations
carried on for ages. If the geologists
of the present day should forget this
fact, and breathlessly begin to con-
struct theories and systems on the
strength of a few coincident facts,
they may hereafter be regarded as
mere children, and not as philosophers
conscious of the grandeur of the in-
quiries in which they are privileged
to take part. The hope, however, of
geology is, the sobriety and system
with which great numbers of qualified
observers are simultaneously prosecut-
ing their inquiries and experiments in
s0 many quarters of the earth. Its
structure affords already conclusive
evidence not only of formations singu-
larly in unison with each other, though
at immense distauces, but also of the
operation of vast forces, in past ages,
of only a conjectural character and
mode of operation. Let any one go
through the Alps, as I did lately, and
the most hasty glance at the confused
position of the strate will satisfy him
that geology has to deal with facts
dislocating all suggested hypotheses.
It is, however, the organic remains,
animal and vegetable, which are found
in these various strata, where they
have lain hidden for a long series of
ages, that present geology in its most
attractive aspect, and give the reins to
the imagination. What are we to say,
for instance, to the visible remnants
of a monster, partaking of the nature
of a fish and a crocodile, the eyes of
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which are of such magnitude that each
requires a string five feet long to sur-
round it—the diameter of the orbit
being eighteen inches? How hideous
must such an object have appeared ! ¥
There are few of our leading museums
that are not enriched with fossil re-
mains of these strange stupendous ani
mals, pointing indubitably to a long
succession of ages, when creatures of
this kind, with their appropriate ani-
mal and vegetable aliment, seem to
have had this earth of ours entirely to
themselves. This is a state of facts
for which our mirds were quite unpre-
parcd, and with which we may not
even yet be competent to deal soberly.
I shall, however, quit this deeply in-
teresting subject, with the remark,
that as astronomy expands our con-
ceptions of splendour and space, so
geology enlarges our ideas of duration
and time; while both these magnifi-
cent sciences, the farther they are pro-
secuted, supply the more conclusive
and awe-inspiring evidence of theunity
of the Creator. And finally, we may
safely concur in the observation of an
eloquent American writer on these
subjects,t that the merest child in a
Christian land, in the nineteenth cen-
tury, has a far wider and nobler con-
ception of the perfections of Jehovah,
than the wisest philosopher who lived
before astronomy had gone forth on
her circumnavigation of the universe.
He might have added, and before geo-
logy had disclosed His mysterious
handiwork in our own inner earth,
Let me, however, now point out a
recent fact, which appears to me to
have a marvellous significance, and
perhaps a designed coincidence. While
men were, and continue to be, busily
exploring the earth in search of traces
of long past existence, endeavouring
to establish its vast antiquity, and the
changes which it has undergone, we
may suddenly behold, reverently be it
said ! the dread finger of the Deity si.
lently pointing to that same earth, as
containing unerring evidence of the

* These dimensions exist in the fogsi]
remains of an Jethyosaurus to be seen in
the Geological Museum, in King’s College,
London.

t Dr HiTckcock, Religion of Geology, p. 416,
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truth of His writtex Worp. Let us
wend our wondering way to Nineveh,
and gaze at its cxtraordinary excava-
tions. There are indeed seen those
traces of man which geology has never
found; man as heexisted near four thou-
sand yearsago; manasheactedandsuf
fered; man as he became the subject of
God's judgments; man, whose fate had
been furetold by the messengers of God!
Here behold an ancient and mighty
capital, and its cruel and idolatrous
people, as it were reproduced before
our eyes, and disinterred from the dust
and gloom of ages!

O ye men of Nineveh! are you in-
deed alrcady rising up before us, to
condemn us ¢ ¥

To my mind these contemplations
are pregnant with instruction, and in-
vested with awe. I cannot go to our
national museum, and behold there
the recently-disinterred monuments of
past Assyrian existence, without re-
garding them by the light of the Scrip-
tures ; nor afterwards read the Scrip-
tures, without additional light reflect-
ed upon them from these wondrous
discoveries. May I, for instance, be
really looking upon the idol Nisroch,t
of whom T read in Holy Writ, and
of the royal parricides of whom it
speaks? So Senmacherib King of As-
syria departed, and went and returned,
and dwelt at Nincveh. And it came to
pass, as he was worshipping inthe house
of Nisroch his god, that Adrammelech
and Sharezer his sons smote him with
the sword !}

Surely, surely, we live in an age
of wonderful diseoveries and coinci-
dences; and it must be our fault if we
do not profit by them, as it is our
duty to make the attempt.

It scems to me that no rightly-con-
stituted mind can ponderthese subjects

* The men of Nineveh shall rise wp in the
judgment with this generation, and shall con-
demn it ; for they repented at the preaching of
Jonas ;. and, behold, a greater than Jonas s
here.—Luke, xi. 32.

+ Sce Mr Layard’s admirable and deeply in-
teresting Nineveh and its Remains, of which
a cheap abridgment, with numerous wood-
cuts, was publisbed by himself in 1851, en-
titled, A Popular Account of Discoveries at
Nineveh, p. 47.

+ 2 Kings, xix. 36, 87.
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without being deeply and beneficially
affected. It is in vain, however, to
reason with one whose mind is inso-
lently made up to treat them with con-
tempt, and to disregard accumulating
evidence a hundredfold stronger than
induces it to act confidently in the
most important concerns of life. A
disposition of this kind may in time
be visited by a judicial blindness. Let
those, on the contrary, of a nobler cha-
racter, but who have been agitated by
doubts from which perhaps few are
free, reflect on the benignant dispen-
sation which enables us, by new dis-
coveries in science, to cowprehend
much that was previously dark in
God’s revelation through the Scrip-
tures. The book of nature havin
been thus opened to us for so gran%
a purpose, may we not humbly hope
that that book will not be closed again,
before everything that forms still a
stumbling-block to belief be removed ?
There may have been scoffers in for-
mer days, whom the discovery to which
I am alluding would have startled, and
silenced, Had Lord Shaftesbury, and
those who thought with him, lived in
this our time, let us express a hope
that they would be now proclaiming
what they once denied; and we can-
not be sufficiently thankful to the Su-
preme Disposer of Events, that it has
pleased Him to reserve ourselves, oun
whom it may be that the ends of the
world are come, for a season of greater
light!

Let, then, the geologist go on with
his researches, and double his dis.
coveries; nay, indefinitely increase
their number and significancy. Let
him, if he please, and think himself
entitled to do so—and it has been sar-
castically saild that time is a cheap
commodity with geologists—talk of his
millions and millions upon millions of
ages, if he think his eye really capable
of piercing so far back into eternity.
If he be right, he shall never satisfy
me that my God is wrong; for 1 know
in whom 1 have believed :—

He is His own interpreter,
And He will make {t plain !

And now the current of our inquiries

is bringing us in view of objects and
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ends demanding our most serious at-
tention.

Wehave been hitherto inquiring in-
to the intELLEcTUAL development of
the age in which we live; and for that
purpose have had to pass in rapid
review the state of knowledge, and
of consequent power, to which the
exertions of the human intellect have
brought us. We have endeavoured to
show that we have no sufficient rea-
son for believing that the intellect of
man has either increased or diminish-
ed in absolute strength or capacity, as
far as we have any means of judging
of its action, when fitting occasions
arose to develop its energies; that all
our researches into the nature of in-
tellectual existence and action have
failed of bringing us satisfactory re-
sults; that we know that we live,
though not how we live; we think,
but know not how we think ; and that
it may perhaps have been so ordained
by Infinite Wisdom, that impassable
bounds should be placed to the anxious
and insatiable curiosity of man. Iam
speaking, I repeat again, solely at pre-
sent of human means and sources of
knowledge, One observation, faintly
alluded to at the commencement of
this paper, surely must, by this time,
have forced itself upon us: that while
the retrospect of six thousand years—
from which I exclude our first parent,
whose intellect originally, and before
he had darkened the glorious image
and likeness in which he was made,
may have been endowed with powers
transcending all conception by his de-
generate though still gifted successors
—shows mental philosophy to have
been, comparatively speaking, station.
ary, physical discovery has made, and
that latterly, advances so prodigious.
Let us attempt in imagination to real-
ise the space gone over, by supposing
that greatest among the ancient philo-
sophers, Aristotle, placed in possession
of our microscope ; our telescope, and
other astronomical instruments; our
chemical and mechanical instruments,
and of their amazing results; and the
present state of anatomical, physiologi-
cal, and geological knowledge. How
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would he now look at the earth! and
at the heavens! at the elements! and
at Mmaxn? And when the astounded
philosopher began at length to look
for corresponding advances in meta-
physical or psychological knowledge,
what should we say? What would
he think ?

Again, let us suppose ourselves to
wake up to-morrow morning in his
day l—without steam, without mag-
netism, without electricity, and all the
amazing results which they have ef-
fected !—without the telescope! with-
out the microscope, and all theirmighty
revelations! Nay, even to descend for
a moment to particulars, without our
gas, without our newspapers, without,
in other words, our present physical
and intellectual light '—without the
steamboat, the railroad, the clectric
telegraph! What a sudden and dreary
cclipse! How confounding and in-
tolerable to those recollecting so dif-
ferent a state of social existence! How
we should creep and grope our way
about, as in a state of childhood! And
shall we continue our course back-
wards, as far beyond Aristotle’s day as
his beyond ours? Let us suddenly re-
turn to our present day, passing in
our flight those two great lights, at
intervals of centuries, the two Bacons,
Roger and Francis, and Newton ; and
let us venture to anticipate the dim
future, our physical knowledge and
position twenty-two centuries hence,
if our species shall then, in God's good
pleasure, continue upon the earth, the
Jiat not having then gone forth, that
Time shall be no longer !

‘Where may then be the seats of
mankind ? — their language ? — their
meodes of communication ?—of govern-
ment ?—their knowledge and use of
nature, aud its powers 7—of the Hea-
vens, and the Earth's relations to
them? Will the land and the water
have again changed places? May
we imagine our posterity, some two
or three thousand years hence, exhum-
ing the fossilised remains of their an-
cestry in every quarter of the globe
accessible to the search? Will they
be speculating upon our size—so much

D
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greater, or less than, or the same as
their own?— upon our tastes, and
habits, and doings? Will our history
have perished ?—or, if it survive, will
it tell of us truly, or falsely? Will
the period of our existence be assign-
ed to a date a million of ages anterior
to its actual one ? Will our ignorance
of the laws of nature, as then under-
stood, of the constitution of the hu-
man mind, be spoken of with pity and
wonder ?

Thus, indeed, may we drcam and
speculate, if we please, as to the pos-
sible future, and its conditions with
reference to the present and the past.
1t is with the present that man is prac-
tically concerned; but of that present,
though it may seem paradoxical to
say it, both the past and the future
are inevitable and essential elements
and conditions. Our Now reflects the
lights and shadows of what has gone
before and is following, and has ne-
cessary relations to man's special and
limited intellectual faculties. How
different are the Now of man, and the
now of his Maker! The difference
involves the distinction between Time
and Eternity, between the Creator and
the Creature, the Finite and the In-
finite; and may, if pondered, afford a
few trembling gleams of light upon
some of the possible conditions of
Omniscience. “The whole evolution
of time and ages,” said More, “ from
everlasting to everlasting, is collect-
edly and presentifickly represented
to God at once; as if all things and
actions were, at this very instant,
really present and distinet before
him.”* How can mortal man ad-
dress his faculties to such a subject?
They are as unfit to deal with it, as
the eye to hear, or the ear tosee; and
it is something even to persuade our-
selves of that fact and certainty. It
may serve to save the soul of man
from endless trouble and perplexity,
and to reduce it to that condition
which alone it is fitted to enjoy. But
we do not sufficiently exercise our-
selves in this matter. We soothe our-
selves with sounds; talking as freely
and unconcernedly about — omnisci-

* Defence of the Philosophic Cabbala, ¢. 2.
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ence, omnipotence, and omnipresence,
as though they really represented to
our understandings the comprehen-
sible attributes of the incomprehen-
sible Deity ; as if “ by searching” we
had * found out the Almighty unto
perfection!” 1 am speaking ﬂere of
the mere unassisted exercige of human
reason, which appears to me incompe-
tent to deal fully with our “Now;”
and the more that we endeavour to
realise this fact, the better shall we
find it, for both speculation and prac-
tice, in the state of things in which
we are conscious that we have been
placed by our Maker, and to which our
faculties have been adjusted; and in
which we are ordained to see through
a glass darkly, and to know in part.
So it is; and the restless, and too often
insolent, spirit of man must accommo-
date itself to that fact: and if he do
not, he will assuredly make mental
and moral shipwreck. The best think-
ers of the present age are those who
rigotously act upon this principle, and
are most on their guard against urging
speculation into regions virtually for-
bidden to the prying of human facul-
ties; because they are, as I have
said, absolutely unfitted for them: as
is grievously cvidenced by the incon-
sistent and contradictory character of
such speculations as we have several
times alluded to, the absurdities to
which they lead legitimately, and their
practical uselessness, and danger.

These observations may serve to
connect our present topics with those
touched upon before we started on our
multifaricus inquiries.

They remind us that our inquiry is
not limited to the intellectual, but ex-
tends to the MmoraL development of our
species in the present age; and that
again remits us to an early observa-
tion, that there arc profound relations
between intellect and morality, involv-
ing everything that concerus the
highest interests of humanity.t The
truth is, that intellect stands to moral-
ity in the relation of means to an end;
that the culture and exercise of the
intellect are not, and cannot be, of
themselves, final objects or ends, but

t dnte, p. 3.
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necessarily presuppose and lead to
ends. This is a doctrine as old as the
great Stagyrite; who, to adopt the
eloquent language of the present oc-
cupant of the pulpit of Hooker,* “ laid
the foundation of his ethical system in
a recognition of the great truth, that
the end of man is not knowledge, but
practice.t

“ A wiser than the Stagyrite has
told us that the whole of man — his
duty, his happiness, his immortality,
is compriscd 1n this—ifo fear God, and
to keep his commandments.}

“ But an infinitely greater than So-
lomon has also authoritatively told us,
that the entire subjection of the soul
to the obedience of FarrH, is not only
itself demanded of us, but is also at
the same time constituted the only
avenue to further knowledge. If any
man wiLrLg do His will, he shall Enow
of the doctrine whether it be of God.”

Thus, as it were, with one stride,
we have reached the goal—the final
end of man-—of his existence and do-
ings; to which they all incvitably
tend, and the attaining of which con-
tributes the true and only business of
life! His intcllect is given him to
aid in discerning that eud, and to en-
able him to regulate his conduct in
this life, so as to attain that which is
beyond it—the glorious fruition of a
happy Hercafter. But where are we
standing ? On the shore of a vast
decp sea of ethical or moral philo-
sophy ; by which I mean simply, that
system or theory of principles regulat-
ing man as a moral and responsible
agent, cspecially in vespect of its mo-
tives and sanctions,

This great subject I have approached

* Archdeacon Robinson, tho Master of the
Temple.

t T 33 véros ob yvdizigy &ArE mealig, (K

3.)—The a‘uw';:;y and xqmﬂ,u.vv; zflikri.g‘tbtl)tt}l)é
express both of them non-fnality ; und all
‘“goods” coming under either designation,
aro only subordmate_ goods, implying the
existence of something higher and better.
With Aristotle, that something was—happi-
ness; with ug, it should be thé happiness—
the only true and ultimato one—secured by
salvation,

1 Ecclos. xii. 18.

§ Tho Greelc has a signal significance of

expression — éxy i @EAH 75 Séanpa dures
Foikiy,
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suddenly, and, right or wrong, in the
decisive spirit of one whose mind,
after revolving it all his life as a
matter of personal concernment, 1s
thoroughly made up upon it. With
such a subject, and with such a feel-
ing, it were idle, and even criminal,
for a moment, especially on such an
occasion as this, to dally or to palter;
and I shall speak humbly, and with-
out reserve, my sincere convictions.
—1In an early part of this paper, it is
said that everything depends, in these
inquiries, on taking a right point of
view; for that there 1s one, from which
all presents to the contemplative mind
a lovely but awful order ; and another,
from which everything appears inex-
tricable and hopeless confusion and
contradiction, involving man himself,
and all within and without him.
Nearly two centuries ago, Sir Isaac
Newton concluded his Optical Queries,
by a memorable prediction, as it was
justly termed by Dugald Stewart,
“ that if Natural Philosophy, in all
its parts, by pursuing the inductive
method, shall at length be perfect-
ed, the bounds of Moral Plulosophy
will be enlarged also.” We have not,
during the splendid times which have
succeeded his own, perfected natural
philosophy, but have rigorously pur-
sued the inductive method, and there-
by immenscly enlarged the bounds of
natural philesophy. Have we also
enlarged those of moral philesophy ?
In one respect we have—by inces-
santly accumulating proofs, each new
one on a sublimer scale, of our Al
mighty Maker’s wisdom, power, bene-
ficence, and unity of action, and of
His title to the love, adoration, and
obedience of His creatures. A living
successor of Sir Isaac Newton, Sir
John Herschel, tells us that the steady
application of the inductive system to
physics, necessarily tends to impress
something of the well-weighed and
progressive character of scicnce on
the more complicated conduct of our
social and moral relations ; that it is
thus that legislation and politics come
gradually to be regarded as experi-
nental sciences, founded in the moral
and physical nature of man, aud to be
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constantly accumulating towards the
solution of the grand problem —how
thic advantages of government are to
be secured with the least possible in-
convenience to the governed.* Per-
haps it may be truly said, in passing,
that while the steadfast progress of
experimental philosophy is one of the
grandest features of the age, it is not
unaccompauied with danger, in so far
as the spirit which it generates may
be disposed to address itself, flushed
with triumph, to matters which are
not the subject of experimental treat-
ment.

1 have my own opinions concerning
the scieuce of political econowy, which
I need not obtrude upon you ; but that
legislation and politics depend on fixed
principles, however difficult formally
to define and agree upon them; and
that those principles have relation to
the moral and physical nature of man,
can no more be doubted, than one can
deny the existence, as a distinguish-
ing characteristic of the present age,
of a sincere desire to discern and act
upon those principles. Into those
questions, so unhappily intermingled
with violent passions and personal
interests, I shall not enter for one
moment, because I am satisfied with
another—and a vast one it is—what
ts the moral nature of man? for the
determining that, and the rules of con-
duct conformable to it, constitute what
is called Moral Philosophy. Before
proceeding further, let me say, that if
you wish really to ascertain the facts
on which to reason with reference to
man’s moral nature, do not go to the
speculative moralist, sitting in his
library, spinning scheme after scheme
of so-called morality, often only fantas-
tic variations of those of long-forgot-
ten predecessors; but go to the law-
yer, the physician, the divine, who
see human nature from day to day in
its practical aspects,—those which
are hidden from the eyes of mere
talkers and writers, however eloquent
and ingenious. The former can tell
you of the actual physical and moral
condition of our species, in every class
of life from the lowest to the highest

* Discourse, p. V3.
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—even in the highest conditions of
modern civilisation. Ask, again, those
noble messengers of mercy, who, with
only the eye of their heavenly Father
upon them, shedding aroum{Y them a
radiance unseen of man, go about do-
tng good—visiting those hidden scenes
of suffering—
‘Where hopeless anguish pours her moan,

And lonely want retires to die!

Ask them, I say, ask all these classes,
to whom human nature in every sta-
tion, every degree of development and
form of manifestation, is exposed —
what they think of human nature—of
man’s moral nature—and what are the
conclusions which their “ experience
has forced upon them. They will tell
you of a terrible amount of physical
and moral Eviv in existence, and which
must be dealt with.

Here, perhaps, steps in some philo-
sophical moralist—first asking, how
do you account for the existence of
it ?P—and by-and-by another, compla-
cently affirming, by a process of his
own, that that supposed evil does not
exist. Here we are deluged by a tide
of disputation, which too often carries
off and drowns those whom it over-
takes. But there is also a kindred
question attended with similar results:
the human WiLL—or liberty of aq-
tion. Is there, asks another philo-
sopher, such a thing as the Will? Can
it act freely? Or is its action abso-
Jutely mechanical and necessary ?
What, then, arve motives? And are
men, in fact, mere machines? Andif
so, what becomes of responsibility ?
On these questions—the two mighty
problems of moral science—has mere
physical science cast a single ray of
light ? In spite of some dreams of the
day, it may be answered, peremp-
torily, No. And isit to be told to those
who come after us, that in England, in
our supposed noontide splendour of
intellect, in this nineteenth century,
there are some who, to solve these
questions, have at length nestled
themselves in the absurd and im-
pious old notion of PaxtueisM, and
affect to believe that the universe it-
self coustitutes God$ That that aw-
ful word represents only the aggre-
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gate of everything that exists—that
whatever is, is God, a substance for
ever the same, and everything in ex-
istence only a necessary succession of
its modes of being! Some of you
will be surprised, perhaps, to hear
that there are certain so-called philo-
sophers of the present day, who seri-
ously avow these notions; and in
doing so, unavoidably remind us of
some who, professing themselves to be
wise, became fools.

It would be a vain, disheartening,
humiliating attempt to exhibit the va-
garies of the human intellect, in both
ancient and modern times, when es-
saying to deal with these matters. 1
shall, for my present purpose, divide
all existing schools of moral philo-
sophy into two only: that which im-
plicitly or professedly rejects Revela-
tion; and that whose doctrines are
implicitly based upon it, and may be
designated as constituting Christian
morality. The former offers a scheme
of conduct, and of motives and sanc-
tions producing it, independently of,
and in contradistinction to, those dis-
closed by the Holy Scriptures; the
other, a system based upon them ex-
clusively. The one discards Revela-
tion; the other necessarily discards
that which discards Revelation.

Before proceeding further, in order
to do justice between the rival sys-
tems, let one give up to the other all
that 1t has derived from that other. Let
the Bible be supposed banished from
among mankind, and be as though it
had never existed; but with it must
also disappear every ray of light which
it has ever emitted, and which has
glistened never so faintly through the
mist of mythology —not merely all
that is thought to have been derived,
but all that has in fect been derived
from that radiant source, This must

* Toa revelation there must be twoparties
—he who makes it, and he to whom it is
made. If there be a revelation, the discard-
ing it is surely o fearful matter. Wo have
inapired authority for holding that those
whom Revelation has not reached, have the
law of human action written in their hearts
—their conscience also bearingwitness, and their
thoughta the meanwhile accusing or else excusing
one another.
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be insisted upon rigorously, as the
condition of the argument. But then
where are we? To me it seems as
though a sun had suddenly fallen from
the moral firmament; and all is dark-
ness indeed —all relating to the pre-
sent, the past, and the future; and in
that darkness we grope about hope-
lessly. We know not how, or why, we
were created, nor by whom; we can
account for nothing satisfactorily —
only blindly guessing; and as for the
future, it is a hidcous blank to us. We
may have vague and perhaps tortur-
ing fears from it, but no hopes; we
can look only at a puzzling present,
in which no man has a right to dic-
tate to another; but might is right,
and right and wrong are notions of
eternal fluctuation with circumstances.
We seem to be unable to act other-
wise than as we do; we cannot help
ourselves; we have passions and ap-
petites to gratify, and will do so when.
ever we can; our only motives are de-
rived from the intensity of those pas-
sions and appetites, and we have no
time to lose, as life is short: so, let us
eat and drink, for to-morrow we die—
all dying alike, young, old, rich, poor,
good, bad; if, however, we annex any
ideas to such distinctions. —Whatright,
let me ask, have we to slaughter the
animals, apparently equally adapted
with ourselves to their respective ele-
ments, and with equal means of ¢n-
joyment? And what conception could
men form, under these circumstances,
of an Almighty Maker ?

In this benighted and bewildered
state, let the Bible reappear, with all
its tcachings and revelations, and a
flood of holy light flows from it on
man and cverything about him, It is
absolutely alone in its pretensions to
AUTHORITY—as having come from the
First Cause of all things,t and con-

t *“There is one primary and capital mark
of distinction,” says Bishop Warburton, ““dif-
fering Judaisin from all other forms of reli-
gion; it professcs to come from the First
Cause of all things, and it condemns every
other religion for an imposture. There is
nothing niore surprising in all Pagan anti-
quity. than that, amidst their endless [al-
leged] revelations not one of them ever made
such pretensions as these; yet thereis nothing
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demning cvery other relation as an
imposture. It opens at once to our
view our past and our future — our
origin and our destiny ; that we con.
sist of an immortal soul joined to a
mortal body : tells us what are our
present condition and relations, not
only towards each other, but towards
God ; what are the rules of our con-
duct to be observed on earth, as con-
ditions of an after-existence ; how evil
came into the world, and how its con-
sequences are to be dealt with and
obviated ; that the intellect and heart
of man are not as originally created,
but the former is clouded, and the lat-
ter corrupted; but that God has not
left himself without witness, and has im-
planted in every man a sense of right
and wrong—a couscience, however its
functions may be disturbed and viti-
ated by evil habits; that He himself
once, 1n fulfilment of prediction and
promise, appeared upon earth for a
while, abolishing death, and bringing life
and immortality fo light; that, after
death, man shall rise, and receive judg-
ment for the deeds done in the body
—a judgment finally determining an
eternal condition; that our Maker be-
nignantly regards us as a father his
children, with whom he deals tender-
1y, but equitably ; that he desires the
Tove of our whole heart and soul—that
we should strive to be pure and holy,
as He is; and, finally, sums up our
duty in words which none but a de-
based heart can disregard— He hath
showed thee, O man ! what is good; and
what doth He require of thee, but to do
Justly, and to love mercy, and to walk
humbly with thy God ¢

This is essentially, but in brief, the
sublime code of Christian Ethics —
adapted to the nature of universal
man, addressing itself aunthoritatively
to his moral naturc, prescribing no
rules for his conduet the propricty of
which that nature does not recognise;
but, I repeat it again, speaking all this
in a voice of paramount awful Autho-
which modoern writers are more apt to pass
over without reficction. The ancient fathers,
hiowevor, more nearly acquainted with the
state of paganism, regarded it with the atten-

tion due to so extraordinary a circumstance.”
—Divine Legation of Moses, boak iv. § 1.
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rity—yet one which man is at liberty
to disobey, at his peril. Now, with
this code I, for one, as a poor unwor-
thy worm of the earth, am entirely
satisfied. I feel that, in proportion as
I attempt and seriously strive to come
up to its requirements, my moral and
intellectual nature becomes dignified
and happy; andthat I exhibit the high.
est qualities of that restored nature,
exactly at the point where, unable by
searching to find Him out, T trust in
Him, T believe Him, implicitly.

Stepping, for a moment, out of the
sunlight of this sublime system, I feel
myself lowered, perplexed, dishearten-
ed, and in despair. The sum of all its
teaching is, at one time, that I am
a mere machine ; at another, that I am
impelled by no motives except those
petty ones supplied by the apparent
expediencies of this transient life only,
and complicated calculations as to the
tendency of my actions to secure a
moment’s pleasure or happiness, or
contribute apparently tosuch in others.
T am wholly dissevered from a future
state ; the grave sees the last of me;
my inward sense of right and wrong
is extinguished; conscience, inits cha-
racter of witness, accuser, judge, is
expelled from its seat, and its very
existence alleged to be a dream and a
figment. Those, moreover, who would
thus denude me of my moral dignity,
and annihilate those noble motives
by which I would fain regulate mi
conduct, treat the source from whic
1 derive them as a mere tissue of
fictions and delusions, unworthy of
being for a moment entertained by an
culightened intellect, in an enlight-
ened age.

A French gentleman, M. Proudhon,
who aspires to the character of a phi-
losopher, has recently given out, with
what one cannot but regard as an
impious complacency, that the age
has altogether outgrown Christianity,
which, it seems, has “culminated,”
“hastes to her setting,” and will soon
“vapish away.” * Is, then, the intel-
lectual and moral progress of mankind
to achieve, as one of its earliest tro-

* Que Reqson and Faith—an admirable little
discourse, by Henry Rogers.
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phies, the extinction of Christianity ?—
of that religion which is now supreme
in its hold of the intellect of all the
most highly civilised nations of the
earth? Where are to be found the
proofs of this assertion of a presump-
tuous infidelity ? Is not the Christian
religion being at this moment rapidly
propagated over the whole earth?
And well it may. If its divine pre-
tensions are to be judged of by ten-
dencies and results, must notthe bitter-
est enemy of Christianity admit that,
were its pure and holy doctrines uni-
versally recognised and acted upon,
the earth would have become a moral
paradise? Envy, hatred, malice, and
all uncharitableness, with every ill
they induce —all fraud, hypoerisy,
falsehood, violence, and lust—would
they not be extinguished? Where
would be cruelty, oppression, murder,
war? If we are to krow the tree by s
fruits, have we not here, indeed, as it
were, the tree of moral life, and regenera-
tion of our species ? Remove this tree,
and what have we in its place? Are
we to be left to the fluctuations and
contradictory theories and systems of
so-called moral philosophers, based on
the imaginary fitness of things, and
the exclusive adjustment of man to
his present state of existence? Whait-
ever I have read of these theories, com-
pels me to compare all enti or non-
Christian schemes of morality, to mere
charncl-houses of decayed and decay-
ing opinions, exhibiting, at long inter-
vals, new forms of putrescent vitality.
As they repudiate conscience, so they
disregard the heart, with all its excel-
lences, vices, and susceptibilities; and
yet it is with the heart man believeth
unto righteousness! It is this act of
belicf, however, potent and glorious
as it is, that some schools of modern
philosophy would treat with contempt,
and restrain every tendency towards
it !

A writer of the present day, and an
active upholder of what is called the
philosophy of Utility—which, as I un-
derstand it, seems a dreary doctrine
truly, and palsying the noblest senti-
ments of our nature—in recently ad-
vocating its pretensions as the only
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true system of ethics, spoke sarcasti-
cally of all clerical academical teach-
ers of morals, as having an interest in
propping up doctrines to which they
are pledged, and fitting their philoso-
phy to them, for that unworthy pur-
pose. He proceeds to say, that “the
doctrines of the Established Church
are prodigiously in arrcar of the gene-
ral progress of thought, and that the
philosophy resulting, will have a ten-
dency not to promote, but to arrest
progress.” This is a confident asser-
tion, levelled virtually at all systems
of Christian ethics, if based, as are
those of the Church of England, on the
fundamental doctrines of Christianity.
Long may those doetrines, the doc-
trines of all Christians, continue *‘ pro-
digiously in arrcar of the general pro-
gress of thought,” if that progress be
in the direction of materialism, fatal-
ism, pantheism, or atheism, [T am far,
however, from Imputing such tenden-
cies to the writer in question, whoever
he may be,] in whatever gnise it may
present itself. Were such to be, in-
deed, the tendencies of the age, it
would be in its dotage, its second
childhood. Of this, however, there is
no fear; for 1 do believe the enlight-
ened convictions of the age to be
Christian; and that, if there were now
among us the giant spirits of a for-
mer day—as there assuredly are their
giant disciples—a Bacon, a Newton, a
Butler—they would be, as those were,
reverent believers in Christianity, 1
can conceive of no degree of intellsc.
tual advancement going beyond Chris-
tianity, The very idea contradicts all
my views of its essential, its divine
character and original ; and I, for one,
never can help denouncing any at-
tempt to insinuate notions to the con-
trary, by constructing systems of mor-
ality silently superseding the doctrines
of that Christianity. 1 would have
the test always to be, Does your sys-
tem recognise, or repudiate, Christian-
ity ? and if the latter, unhesitatingly
discard the system.

Noone pretends that revelation does
not present speculative difficulties to
one disposed to look for them, espe-
cially in a spirit of supercilious inqui-
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sitiveness, and a haughtyreliance upon
supposed intellectual strength; but
they do not disturb him who reflects,
with Butler, that those difficulties may
have been ordained,and who possesses
that universal solvent of doubt and
difficulty, a submission and resigna-
tion to the Divine will—a faith in re-
velation, and the Omnipotence from
which it emanated. The Farra of the
Christian is a potent reality ; as much
so0 in the spiritual, as attraction in the
natural world. If the two things may
be in any respect compared, faith may
be said to be the force which attracts
the soul of man to the Deity, as to its
proper centre. One who possesses it
says, that revelation, whatever be its
alleged difficulties—and it professes
to contain things passing man's un-
derstanding—comes to him accredited
by such an accumulation of evidence
as overpowers all rational doubts, far
transcending any amount of evidence
on which he would unhesitatingly act
in the most important affairs of life.
All evidence seems to me nugatory, if
that which supports revelation has
served only to deceive honestly exer-
cised faculties, having been permitted
—impious supposition!—by a wise
and gracious Providence to be array-
ed in support of falsehood! But if
one caunot entertain the hideous sup-
position, what is one to do? Yield
assent, and evidence it in his life.
‘We have this revelation—a fact incon-
ceivably momentous. What amount
of intellect will suffice to get rid of
that fact? We must look for an ab-
solute demonstration of the falschood
of its pretensions satisfying the rea-
son of all mankind, and compelling
them to surrender their faith in a
cunningly - devised fable; whereas
the discoveries constantly announced,
serve only to corroborate the validity
of its external credentials, while the
heart continues in all times and places
to acknowledge the strength of those
which are internal, The Old Testa-
ment and the Jews are both existing
among us to this day, as a sun with
its satellites, the one irradiated by the
other, and indicating the existence
and character of that other. That
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precious Book of hooks they are still
guarding with sleepless vigilance;
while * Christianity bas diffused ”—
to quote a distinguished living scholar
and philosopher—* over the world, the
idea of the unity of the human race,
once the solitary belief of the Jews,
and obscured by their national cxclu-
siveness. The historical philosopher,
starting from this idea, has been en-
abled to view the development of
mankind in this light of Christianity
the noblest minds of all Christian na-
tions have recognised a visible and
traceable progress of the human race
towards truth, justice, and intelli-
gence.”* Such is Christianity in its
glorious mission of evangelisation—
of civilising all the nations of the
earth, Without it, there is no civil-
isation: or that only which is, to
quote from the same learned person,
“an empty word, and may be, as
China and Byzantium show, a caput
mortuum of real life, a mummy dress-
ed up into a semblance of living real-
ity.”+ It is to Christianity alone that
the world was first indebted for those
noble monuments of charity and mercy
which are to be found in our hospitals,
infirmaries, and other similar institu-
tions. Not a trace of them is to be
found among the refined and highly
cultivated Greeks and Romans. The
Christian agencies, now at work to
civilise mankind, are fed direct from
the twin founts of inspiration and
morality., They are gradually chas-
ing away the shadows of ignorance
and sensuality, and melting the man-
acles and fetters in which cruelty and
vice have bound maukind for ages.
‘ The whole world will be Japhetised
—which, in religious matters, means,
now pre-eminently, that it must be
Christianised by the agency of the
Teutonic element. Japhet holds the
torch of light, to kindle the heavenly
firc in all the other families of the
one undivided and indivisible human
race.} Christianity enlightens, and

* Hippolytus and his Age. By Chev. Bun-
sen. Vol ii. p. 4. (1852).

t Ibid. p. 9. o

t * We think,” says a masterly writer in

the Quarterly Review, *‘there are sufficient
grouuds, without reference to the sacred
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only a small portion of the globe; but
it cannot be stationary—and it will
advance, and is already advancing,
triumphantly over the whole earth,
in the name of Christ, and in the
light of the Spirit."# That Chris-
tianity has a vital influence over in-
dividuals, and the nations which they
compose. The presence and the ab-
sence of it are equally recognised,
seen, and felt.

What will the most delicately-ad-
Jjusted scheme of human ethics do for
a man when the iron is entering lis
soul; when he sees long-cherished
hopes blighted ; when he is writhing
under a sense of insult, wrong, and
injustice ; when some dreadful incur-
able disease has settled upon him;
when he is bidden to turn hus pale face
to the wall 7 Will it enable him to say,
Though He slay me, yet will I trust in
Him? Will it sustain the sinking
soul of him on whose eyelids s set-
tling the shadow of death ? When we
stand with bleeding heart around the
grave, and hear the earth falling on
the coffin of the dear being who can-
not hear it, nor the dread words which
accompany it—earth to carth, ashes
writings, for arriving at the conclusion, that
all races and diversities of mankind are really
derived from a single pair; placed on the
carth for the purpose of peopling its surface,
in both the times before us, and during the
ages which it may please the Creator yet to as-
sign to the present order of cxistence here.”
—Quarterly Review, vol. lxxxvi. pp. 6-7, art.
“ Natural History of Man.,” There are also
the strongest philological reasons for believ-
ing that all languages arc dcrivable from one.

* BUNSEN, Hippolytus, ii. 116-17,
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to ashes, dust to dust—whence comes
the sublime sound, Z am the Resurrec-
tion and the Life,—while immortality
is glowing around us, and a voice
whispers, in accents of tender ma.-
jesty, It 1s I, be not afraid !

Why am I so importunate on this
point? Because the Holy Volume,
with the morality and religion which
spring from it, 1s everything or no-
thing to each and every one of us:
take it away, and bigh as may be the
intellectual and moral development of
the present age, neither philosopher
nor peasant has anything to supply
the place of that Volume! Man has
lost the only link that bound him to
his Maker: he begins wildly to doubt
His very existence, and the rectitude
of His government: he has no clue
through the labyrinth of life, and sees
no adequate purpose of his existence,
nor for his being endowed with such
powers, and capable of such aspira-
tions as are his; he is drifting about
on the vast ocean of being, without a
rudder and without a chart. DBut give
him back that volume—let him hold
fast by mis BisLe as the ouly fixed
point when all else is fluctuatin
and all is lovely light and order. In
that light let me walk, till I in my
appointed time am called away.

Here we touch the culminating point
of all our inquiries,

‘Wherefore, friends, farewell. The
light of a new year is already beam-
ing on our brows. May we all enter,
may we all leave it, in a happy and a
high spirit !

END.









LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

NI

00145486403 @







>X< Target FC-1C Certifi Media Inc.

Z| B SR

q

| 0

lllllllllAllIll]l |||. alnaalse il 5

| 4




	00001
	00002
	00003
	00004
	00005
	00006
	00007
	00008
	00009
	00010
	00011
	00012
	00013
	00014
	00015
	00016
	00017
	00018
	00019
	00020
	00021
	00022
	00023
	00024
	00025
	00026
	00027
	00028
	00029
	00030
	00031
	00032
	00033
	00034
	00035
	00036
	00037
	00038
	00039
	00040
	00041
	00042
	00043
	00044
	00045
	00046
	00047
	00048
	00049
	00050
	00051
	00052
	00053
	00054
	00055
	00056
	00057
	00058
	00059
	00060
	00061
	00062
	00063
	00064
	00065
	00066
	00067
	00068
	00069
	00070
	00071
	00072
	00073
	00074
	00075
	00076
	00077
	00078
	00079
	00080
	00081
	00082
	00083
	00084
	00085
	00086
	00087
	00088
	00089
	00090
	00091
	00092
	00093
	00094
	00095
	00096
	00097
	00098
	00099
	00100
	00101
	00102
	00103
	00104
	00105
	00106
	00107
	00108
	00109
	00110
	00111
	00112
	00113
	00114
	00115
	00116
	00117
	00118
	00119
	00120
	00121
	00122
	00123
	00124
	00125
	00126
	00127
	00128
	00129
	00130
	00131
	00132
	00133
	00134
	00135
	00136
	00137
	00138
	00139
	00140
	00141
	00142
	00143
	00144
	00145
	00146
	00147
	00148
	00149
	00150
	00151
	00152
	00153
	00154
	00155
	00156
	00157
	00158
	00159
	00160
	00161
	00162
	00163
	00164
	00165
	00166
	00167
	00168
	00169
	00170
	00171
	00172
	00173
	00174
	00175
	00176
	00177
	00178
	00179
	00180
	00181
	00182
	00183
	00184
	00185
	00186
	00187
	00188
	00189
	00190
	00191
	00192
	00193
	00194
	00195
	00196
	00197
	00198
	00199
	00200
	00201
	00202
	00203
	00204
	00205
	00206
	00207
	00208
	00209
	00210
	00211
	00212
	00213
	00214
	00215
	00216
	00217
	00218
	00219
	00220
	00221
	00222
	00223
	00224
	00225
	00226
	00227
	00228
	00229
	00230
	00231
	00232
	00233
	00234
	00235
	00236
	00237
	00238
	00239
	00240
	00241
	00242
	00243
	00244
	00245
	00246
	00247
	00248
	00249
	00250
	00251
	00252
	00253
	00254
	00255
	00256
	00257
	00258
	00259
	00260
	00261
	00262
	00263
	00264
	00265
	00266
	00267
	00268
	00269
	00270
	00271
	00272
	00273
	00274
	00275
	00276
	00277
	00278
	00279
	00280
	00281
	00282
	00283
	00284
	00285
	00286
	00287
	00288
	00289
	00290
	00291
	00292
	00293
	00294
	00295
	00296
	00297
	00298
	00299
	00300
	00301
	00302
	00303
	00304
	00305
	00306
	00307
	00308
	00309
	00310
	00311
	00312
	00313
	00314
	00315
	00316
	00317
	00318
	00319
	00320
	00321
	00322
	00323
	00324
	00325
	00326
	00327
	00328
	00329
	00330
	00331
	00332
	00333
	00334
	00335
	00336
	00337
	00338



