A CRISIS IN THE AFFAIRS OF MR. JOHN BULL.

but both by actions and words 1mplxed his con-
viction that a conversion to religious enthusiasm
might befall himself or any other man. He had
more than tolerance—he had indulgence and
respect for extravagant and ascetic notions of
religious duty. He grounded that feeling, not
on their soundness or their truth, but on the un-
certainty of what our minds may be reserved
for, on the possibility of our being prevailed
upon to admit and even to devote ourselves to
tenets which at first excite our derision. It has
been observed that there was a tincture of
Italian superstition in his character, a sort of
conviction from reason that the doetrines of
revelation were not true, and yet a persuasion,
or at least an apprehension that he might live to
think them so. He was satisfied that the seeds
of belief were deeply sown in the human heart.
It was on that prineiple that he permitted and
justified, though he did not dare to authorize
the revival of La Trappe and other austere or-
ders. He contended that they might operate
as a safety-valve for the fanatical and visionary
ferment which would otherwise burst forth and
disturb society. In his remarks on the death of
Duroe and in the reasons he alleged against
suicide, both in calm and speculative discussion
and in moments of strong emotion (such as oc-
eurred at Fontainbleau in 1814), he implied a
belief both in fatality and providence.

In the programme of his corenation, a part
of the ceremony was to consist in his taking the
communion. But when the plan was submitted
to him, he, to the surprise of those who had
drawn it, was absolutely indignant at the sug-
gestion. ‘ No man,” he said, “ had the means
of knowing, or had the right to say, when or
where he would take the Sacrament, or whether
he would or not”” On this occasion, he added
that he would not,* nor did he!

There is some mystery about his conduct in
similar respects at St. Helena, and during the
last days of his life. He certainly had mass
celebrated in his chapel while he was well, and
in his bedroom when ill. But though I have
reason to believe that the last Sacraments were
actually administered to him privately, a few
days before his death, and probably after con-
fession, yet Count Montholon, from whom I
derive indirectly my information, also stated that
he received Napoleon’s earnest and distinct di-
rections to conceal all the preliminary prepara-
tions for that melancholy ceremony from all his
other companions, and even to enjoin the priest,
if questioned, to say he acted by Count Montho-
lon’s orders, but had no knowledge of the Em-
peror’'s wishes.

It seems as if he had some desire for such
assurance as the church conld give, but yet was
ashamed to own it. He knew that some at St.
Helena, and more in France, would deem his
recourse to such consolation, infirmity ; perhaps
he deemed it so himself. Religion may sing

T Some attributed this repurmance to conform, to his
fear of the army, others to a secret and conscientious
aversion to what he deemed in his heart a profanation.
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her trmmph Phl]omphy exclalm, “ pauvre hu-
manité,” more impartial skepticism despair of
discovering the motive, but truth and history
must, 1 believe, acknowledge the fact. M. de
Talleyrand, who, on hearing of his death, spoke
of his mental endowments, added the following
remarks :

‘‘His career is the most extraordinary that
has occurred for one thousand years. He com-
mitted three capital faults, and to them his fall,
scarce less extraordinary than his elevation, is
to be ascribed—Spain, Russia, and the Pope.
I say the Pope; for his coronation, the acknowl-
edgment by the spiritual head of Christendom
that he, a little lieutenant of Corsica, was the
chief sovereign of Europe, from whatever mo-
tive it proceeded, was the most striking consum-
mation of glory that could happen to an indi-
vidual. After adopting that mode of displaying
his greatness and crowning his achievements,
he should never, for objects comparatively in-
significant, have stooped to vex and persecute
the same Pontiffi. He thereby outraged the
feelings of the very persons whose enmity had
been softened, and whose imagination had been
dazzled by that brilliant event. Such were his
capital errors. Those three apart, he commit-
ted few others in policy, wonderfully few, con-
sidering the multiplicity of interests he had to
manage, and the extent, importance, and rapid-
ity of the events in which he was engaged. He
was certainly a great, an extraordinary an,
rearly as extraordinary in his qualities as in his
career ; at least, so upon reflection I, who have
seen him near and much, am disposed to con-
sider him. He was clearly the most extraordi-
nary man I ever saw, and I believe the most
extraordinary man that has lived in our age, or
for many ages.”

A CRISIS IN THE AFFAIRS OF MR.
JOHN BULL.
AB RELATED BY MRS. BULL TO THE CHILDREN.

MRS. BULL and her rising family were seat-
ed round the fire, one November evening
at dusk, when all was mud, mist, and darkness,
out, of doors, and a good deal of fog had even
got into the family parlor. To say the truth,
the parlor was on no oceasion fog-proof, and
had, at divers notable times, been so misty as
to cause the whole Bull family to grope about,
in a most confused manner, and make the
strangest mistakes. But, there was an excel-
lent ventilator over the family fire-place (not
one of Dr. Arnott’s, though it was of the same
class, being an excellent invention, called Com-
mon Sense), and hence, though the fog was apt
to get into the parlor through a variety of
chinks, it soon got out again, and left the Bulls
at liberty to see what o’clock it was, by the
solid, steady-going, family time-piece: which
went remarkably well in the long run, though
it was apt, at times, to be a trifle too slow.

Mr. Bull was dozing in his easy chair, with
his pocket-handkerchief dvawn over his hesd.
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Mrs. Bull, always industrious, was hard at
work, knitting. The children were grouped in
various attitudes around the blazing fire. Mas-
ter C. J. London (called after his God-father),
who had been rather late at his exercise, sat
with his chin resting, in something of a thonght-
ful and penitential manner, on his slate resting
on his knees. Young Jonathan—a cousin of
the little Buils, and a noisy, overgrown lad—
was making a tremendous uproar across the
yard, with a new plaything. Occasionally,
when his noise reached the ears of Mr. Bull,
the good gentleman moved impatiently in his
chair, and muttered * Con—found that boy in
the stripes, I wish he wouldn’t make such a
fool of himself!”

“He'll quarrel with his new toy soon, I
know,” observed the discreet Mrs. Bull, “and
then he’ll begin to knock it about. But we
mustn’t expect to find old heads on young
shoulders.”

“That can’t be, ma,” said Master C. J.
London, who was a sleek, shining-faced boy.

‘ And why, then, did yon expeet to find an
old head on Young England’s shoulders "’ re-
torted Mrs. Bull, turning quickly on him.

“I didn’t expect to find an old head on
Young England’s shounlders!” eried Master C.
J. London, putting his left-hand knuckles to his
right eye.

“You didn’t expect it, you naughty boy?”
said Mrs. Bull.

“No!” whimpered Master C. J. London,
“T am sure I never did. Ok, oh, oh!”

“Don’t go on in that way, don’t !"’ said Mrs.
Bull, “but behave better in future. What did
you mean by playing with Young England at
all ?”

“T didn’t mean any harm !” cried Master C.
J. London, applying, in his increased distress,
the knuckles of his right hand to his right eye,
and the knuckles of his left hand to his left
eye.

y“[ dare say you didn’t ! returned Mrs. Bull.

“Hadn’t yon had warning enough, about play-
ing with candles and candlesticks ? How often
had you been told that your poor father’s house,
long before you were born, was in danger of
being reduced to ashes by candles and candle-
sticks? And when Young England and his
companions began to put their shirts on, over
their clothes, and to play all sorts of fantastic
tricks in them, why didn’t you come and tell
your poor father and me, like a dutiful C. J.
London ?”

“ Because the Rubric—"" Master C. J. Lon-
don was beginning, when Mrs. Bull took him
up short.

“Don’t talk to me about the Rubrie, or you'll
make it worse!” said Mrs. Bull, shaking her
head at him  “ Just exactly what the Rubric
meant then, it means now; and just exactly
what it didn’t mean then, it don’t mean now.
You are tanght to act, according to the spirit,
not the letter; and you know what its spirit
must be, or you wouldn’'t be. No, C. J. Lon-

don!” said Mrs. Bull, emphatically. ‘“If there
were any candles or candlesticks in the spirit
of your lesson-book, Master Wiseman would
have been my boy, and not you!"

Here, Master C. J. London fell a-erying
more grievously than before, sobbing, “ Oh,
ma! Master Wiseman with his red legs, your
boy ! Oh, oh, oh!”’

“Will you be quiet,” returned Mrs.» Bull,
‘“and let your poor father rest? I am ashamed
of you. You to go and play with a parcel of
sentimental girls, and dandy boys! Is that
your bringing up ?”

“I didn’t know they were fond of Master
Wiseman,” protested Master C. J. London, still
erying.

“You didn't know, sir!” retorted Mrs. Bul}
“Don’t tell me! Then you ought to have
known. Other people knew. You were told
often enough, at the time, what it would come
to. You didn’t want a ghost, I suppose, to
warn you that when they got to candlesticks,
they’d get to candles; and that when they got
to candles, they’d get to lighting ’em; and
that when they began to put their shirts on
outside, and to play at monks and friars, it was
as natural that Master Wiseman should he en-
couraged to put on a pair of red-stockings, and
a red hat, and to commit T don’t know what
other Tom-fooleries and make a perfect Guy
Fawkes of hirself in more ways than one. Is
it becanse youn are a Bull, that you are not to be
roused till they shake scarlet close to your very
eyes ?” said Mrs. Bull indignantly.

Master C. J. London still repeating  Oh, oh,
ohI” in a very plaintive manner, screwed his
knuckles into his eyes until there appeared con-
siderable danger of his screwing his eyes out of
his head. But, little John (who though of a
spare figure was 8 very spirited boy), started
up from the little bench on which he sat; gave
Master C. J. London a hearty pat on the back
(accompanied, however, with a slight poke in
the ribs) ; and told him that if Master Wise-
man, or Young England, or any of those fel-
lows, wanted any thing for himself, he (little
John) was the boy to give it him. Hereupon,
Mrs. Bull, who was always proud of the child,
and always had been, since his measure was
first taken for an entirely new suit of clothes to
wear in Commons, conld not refrain from catch-
ing him up on her knee and kissing him with
great affection, while the whole family express-
ed their delight in various significant ways.

“You are a noble boy, little John,” said
Mrs. Bull, with a mother's pride, “and that's
the fact, after every thing is said and done!”

“1 don’t know about that, ma ;" quoth litile
John, whose blood was evidently up; “but if
these chaps and their backers, the Bulls of
Rome—"

Here Mr. Bull, who was only half asleep,
kicked out in such an alarming manner, that for
some seconds, his boots gyrated fitfully all over
the family hearth, filling the whole circle with
consternation. For, when Mr Bull did kick,
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his kick was tremendous. And he always kick-
ed, when the Bulls of Rome were mentioned.

Mrs. Bull holding up her finger as an in-
junction to the children to keep quiet, sagely
observed Mr. Bull from the opposite side of the
fire-place, until he calmly dozed again, when
she recalled the scattered family to their former
positions, and spoke in a low tone.

“You must be very careful,” said the worthy
lady, *how you mention that name; for, your
poor father has so many unpleasant experiences
of those Bulls of Rome—Bless the man! he’ll
do somebody a misghief.”

Mr. Bull, lashing out again more violently
than before, upset the fender, knocked down
the fire-irons, kicked over the brass footman,
and, whisking his silk handkerchief off his head,
chased the Pussy on the rug clean out of the
room into the passage, and so out of the street-
door into the night; the Pussy having (as was
well known to the children in general), origin-
ally strayed from the Bulls of Rome into Mr.
Bull’'s assembled family. After the achieve-
ment of this crowning feat, Mr. Bull came
back, and in a highly excited state performed a
sort of war-dance in his top-boots, all over the
parlor. Finally, he sank into his arm-chair,
and covered himself up again.

Master C. J. London, who was by no means
sure that Mr. Bull in his heat would not come
down upon him for the lateness of his exercise,
took refuge behind his slate and behind little
John, who was a perfect game-cock. But,
Mcr. Bull having concluded his war-dance with-
out injury to any one, the boy crept out, wigh the
rest of the family, to the knees of Mrs. Bull, who
thus addressed them, taking little John into her
lap before she began :

“The B.’s of R.,”” said Mrs. Bull, getting, by
this prudent device, over the obnoxious words,
¥ caused your poor father a world of trouble, be-
fore any one of you were born.  They pretended
to be related to us, and to have some influence
in our family; but it can’t be allowed for a
single moment—nothing will ever induce your
poor father to hear of it; let them disguise or
constrain themselves now and then, as they will,
they are, by nature, an insolent, audacious, op-
pressive, intolerable race.”

Here little John doubled his fists, and began
squaring at the Bulls of Rome, as he saw those
pretenders with his mind’s eye. Master C. J.
London, after some considerable reflection, made
a show of squaring, likewise.

“In the days of your great, great, great,
great, grandfather,” said Mrs. Bull, dropping
her voice still lower,1as she glanced at Mr.
Bull in his repose, “the Bulls of Rome were
not so utterly hateful to our family as they are
at present. We didn’t know them so well,
and our family were very ignorant and Jow in
the world. But, we have gone on advancing
in every generation since then; and now we
are taught, by all our family history and ex-
perience, and by the most limited exercise of
our rational faculties, That our knowledge, Jib-
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erty, progress, social welfare and happiness,
are wholly irreconcilable and inconsistent with
them. That the Bulls of Rome are not only
the enemies of our family, but of the whole hu-
man race. That wherever they go, they per-
petuate misery, oppression, darkness, and ignor-
ance. That they are easily made the tools of
the worst of men for the worst of purposes;
and that they can not be endured by your poor
father, or by any man, woman, or child, of
common sense, who has the least connection
with ns.”

Little John, who had gradually left off squar-
ing, looked hard at his aunt, Miss Eringobragh,
Mr. Bull’s sister, who was groveling on the
ground, with her head in the ashes. This un-
fortunate lady had been, for a length of time,
in a horrible condition of mind ard body, and
presented a most lamentable spectacle of dis-
ease, dirt, rags, superstition, and degradation.

Mrs. Bull, observing the direction of tha
child’s glance, smoothed little John’s hair, and
directed her next observations to him.

“ Ah! You may well look at the poor thing,
John 1”? said Mrs. Bull; ¢ for the Bulls of Rome
have had far too much to do with her present
state. ‘There have been many other causes at
work to destray the strength of her constitution,
but the Bulls of Rome have been at the bottom
of it; and, depend upon it, wherever you see a
condition at all resembling hers, you will find,
on inquiry, that the sufferer has allowed herself
to be dealt with by the Bulls of Rome. The
cases of squalor and ignorance, in all the world
most like your aunt’s, are to be found in their
own household ; on the steps of their doors; in
the heart of their homes. In Switzerland, you
may cross & line no broader than a bridge or a
hedge, and know, in an instant, where the Bulls
of Rome have been received, by the condition of
the family. Wherever the Bulls of Rome have
the most influence, the family is sure to be the
most abject. Put your trust in those Bulls, John,
and it’s the inevitable order and sequence of
things, that you fust come to be something like
your aunt, sooner or later.”

“I thought the Bulls of Rome had got into
difficulties and run away, ma?”’ said little John,
looking up into his mother’s face inquiringly.

“Why, so they did get into difficulties, to be
sure, John,”” returned Mrs. Bull, “and so they
did run away, but, even the Italians, who had
got thoroughly nsed to them, found them out, and
they were obliged to go and hide in a cupboard,
where they still talked big through the key-hole,
and presented one of the most contemptible and
ridieulous exhibitions that ever were seen on
earth. However, they were taken out of the
cupboard by some friends of theirs—{riends, in.
deed! who care as much about them as I do for
the sea-serpent; but who happened, at the mo-
ment, to find it necessary to play at soldiers, to
amuse their fretful children, who didn’t know
what they wanted, and, what was worse, wonld
have it—and so the Bulls got back to Rome.
And at Rome they are any thing but safe to
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stay, as you ‘Il find, my dear, one of these odd
mornings.’

“Then, if they are so unsafe, and so found
ont, ma,’” said Master C. J. London, “how
come they to interfere with us, now?”

“Obh, C. J. London!? returned Mrs. Bull,
“ what a sleepy child you must be to putBuch a
question ! Don’t you know that the more they
are found out, and the weaker they are, the more
important it must be to them to impose upon the
ignorant people near them, by pretending to be
closely conneeted with a person so much looked
up to as your poor father ?”

“Why, of course!” cried little John to his
brother. ‘Oh, you stupid 1"

*“ And T am ashamed to have to repeat, C. J.
London,” said Mrs. Bull, “that, but for your
friend, Young England, and the engouragement
you gave to that mewling little Pussy, when it
strayed here—don’t say you didn’t, you naughty
boy, for you did!”

“ You know you did I’ said little John.

Master C. J. London began to cry again.

*Don’t do that,” said Mrs. Bull, sharply,
“but be a better boy in future! 1T say, I am
ashamed to have to repeat, that, but for that, the
Bulls of Rome would never have had the auda-
city to call their connection, Master Wiseran,
your poor father’s child, and to appoint him, with
his red hat and stockings, and his mummery and
flammery, to a portion of your father’s estates—
though, for the matter of that, there is nothing
to prevent their appointing him to the Moon,
except the difficulty of getting him there! And
80, your poor father’s affairs have been brought
to this crisis : that he has to deal with an insult
which is perfectly absurd, and yet which he must,
for the sake of his family in all time to come,
decisively and seriously deal with, in order to
detach himself, once and forever, from those
Bulls of Rome; and show how impotent they
are. There’s difficulty and vexation, you have
helped to bring upon your father, you bad
child

“Qh, oh, oh!” cricd Master C. J. London.
“Oh, I never went to do it. Oh, oh, ch!”

“Hold your tongue!” said Mrs. Bull, “and
do a good exercise! Now that your father has
turned that Puassy out of doors, go on with your
exercise, like a man; and let us have no more
playing with any one conneeted with those Bulls
of Rome; between whom and you there is a
great gulf fixed, as you ought to have known
in the beginning. Take your fingers out of your
eyes, sir, and do your exercise!”’

“QOr I'll come and pinch you!”
John.

“John,'? said Mrs. Bull, “ you leave him alone.
Keep your eye upon him, and, if you find him
relapsing, tell your father.”

“Oh, won’t I neither!”’ eried little John.

“Don’t be vulgar,” said Mrs. Bull. “Now,
John, T can trust you. Whatever you do, I know
you won't wake your father unnecessarily. You
are a bold, brave child, and I highly approve of
your erecting yourself against Master Wiseman

said little
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and all that bad set. But, be wary, John; and,
as you have, and deserve to have, great influence
with your father, I am sure you will be careful
how you wake him. If he was to make a wild
rush, and begin to dance about, on the Platform
in the Hall, I don’t know where he'd stop.”

Little John, getting on his legs, began but-
toning his jacket with great firmness and vigor,
preparatory to action. Master C. J. Londen,
with a dejected aspect and an occa:wnal sob
went on With his exercise.

WAITING FOR THE POST.—INTEREST-
ING ANECDOTES.

N the village in which we were at one time
residing, there dwelt, in a small cottage
commanded by our windows, a lientenant in
the navy on half.pay, We were a child at the
time, and one of our amusements was to watch
from our play-room the bees that worked in that
cottage-garden, and the ““old gentleman”—as

with his quick, quarter-deck step the little path
that divided the flower-beds. It was a neat
though very small dwelling, almost shut from
view by lilacs and evergreens; the garden was
gay with sweet flowers, which might almost be
called domestic in this age of new buds and blos-
soms; and it was carefully tended by a young
girl-—his only daughter—and an old female
servant. We noticed cvery morning that the
lientenant, who was a tall figure, and would
have been a handsome and commanding-looking
man but for his very great palencss and his
stooping, walked briskly to the gate, and holding
himself a little more erect than usual, glanced
first at the vane, noticing with a sailor’s instinct
the quarter in which the wind sat; and then
turning, gazed anxiously up the village in the
dxrectlon of the postman’s approach, “till that
funcubnary appeared in sight. Then he wodld
lay his hand nervously on the top of the little
garden-gate, half open it, close it again, and
ﬁnully, as the letter carrier advanced, haﬂ him
with the inquiry, ©* Any letter for me to-day,
Roger?"” 1f the answer were a *“No,” and
such was the ordinary reply, he would turn away
with a sigh, and walk slowly back to the house,
bending more than ever, and coughing painfully
—he had a distressing cough at times: but his
danghter would mect hin at the door, and pass
her arm through bhis, and lead him in, with a
gentle affection in the action that was quite in-
telligible; and thongh we could not hear her
words, we knew she was consoling him. We
also were sorry for his disappointment. Some-
times a letter came, and B¢ would take it cager-
ly, but look at it with a changed countenance,
for most frequently it was only one of these
large wafered epistles we have since learned to
recognize as bills—even then we could be sure
it was not the letter which he looked for.

And thus he watched daily for something that
never came, all through the bright summer and
autumn, and even when the snow lay thick upon
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