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open at the top. The water here, as along the
whole coast of Norway and Finmark, is marvel-
ously transparent. Weeds and fish may be seen
at o prodigious depth clearly as in a mirror.

On the return voyage, we ran into a creek
near Sandbugt, and the crew went ashore to a
Lap gamme (hut) to sleep; but as I had no de-
sire to furnish a dainty fresh meal to the ver-
min with which every gamme swarms, I slept
goundly on my reindeer skins in the boat, al-
though it was now rainy and intensely cold.
After the lapse of a few hours I joined them at
the gamme, and bought a fine pesk or tunic of
reindeer skin from an old Lap; and learning
that his herd of reins was in the vicinity, I had
8 long ramble in search of them, but without
avail; for they had wandered far away, in-
fluenced by that remarkable instinct which im-
pels reindeer to invariably run against the
wind. I gathered some fine specimens of sponge
in marshy hollows. In the course of our sub-
sequent voyage, I made another pause of a fow
hours at Giesvohr, where I examined the works
for curing the fish and extracting the oil, but
declined taking any repose. Next morning,
being favored with a powerful wind, our little
craft fairly leaped over the waves; and I noted
her dextrous management with the eye of an
amateur receiving a valuable lesson. The old
pilot kept the sheet of the lug-sail constantly
ready to slip, and another hand stood by the
greased halyard to let all go by the run; for
there are frequent eddies and squalls of wind
along this very dangerous coast, which would up-
set a boat in an instant, were not great tact and
unremitting vigilance exercised. The sea ran
exceedingly high, and we shipped water from
stem to stern every time we settled in its
trough, in such a way that the baling never
ceased.  Safely, however, did we run into
Havosund onee more at about eight o’clock.

Young Ulich welcomed my unexpectedly early
return at the landing-place, and I was delighted
to again become the eagerly-welcomed guest of
his house. Happily, and only too quickly, did
the time speed. I chatted in my sadly-broken
Norwegian—the first to laugh at my own
comical blunders; and the eldest young lady
sweetly sang to me several of the most ancient
and popular of her native ballads, accompany-
ing them on her guitar—the fashionable instru-
ment of music in the North, where many things
which have fallen into desuetude with us uni-
versally flourish. As she could understand no
other language, I in return did my best to chant
the celebrated national Danish song, Den tappre
Landsoldat, the fame of which has penetrated
to the far North. So popular is this song in
Denmark, that its author and composer have
both recently received an order of knighthood
for it. In the library were translations of Mar-
rvat, and other English novelists; and they
showed me a copy of—Cruikshank’s Bottle ! 1
thought that if that gifted artist could have
thus beheld how his fame and a genuine copy
of his greatest work has penetrated, and is

highly appreciated in the vicinity of the North
Cape, he would have experienced a glow of en-
viable, and not undeserved satisfaction. The
only teetotaller, by the way, whom I ever met
with in Scandinavia, was one of the crew of
the boat with me. He invariably declined the
brendiviin, as 1 passed it round from time to
time, and assured me he drank only water and
milk.

The young ladies had about a score of pretty
tame pigeons; and to my extreme regret a cou-
ple were killed, to give me an additional treat
at a dinner served in a style which I should
rather have expected to meet with in an En-
glish hotel than at a solitary house on an arctic
island. They afterward conducted me to their
—garden! Yes, a veritable garden, the fams
of which has extended far and wide in Fin-
mark ; for there is nothing to compare to it for
at least four hundred miles southward. It is
of considerable size, inclosed by high wooden
walls, painted black to attract the sun’s rays,
which are very fervid in the latter end of sum-
mer. Potatoes, peas, and other table vegeta-
bles, were in a thriving state, but only come to
matwity in favorable seasons. I had some
radishes at dinner, and excellent they were.
Glazed frames protected cucumber and other
plants, and many very beautiful and delicate
flowers bloomed in the open air. The young
ladies gathered some of the finest specimens of
these, including large blue forget-me-nots, and
placed them within the leaves of my Bible.
Highly do I treasure them, for they will ever
vividly recall a host of pleasant and romantic
associations.

Most pressing were they all to induce me to
stay some days with them, and gladly indeed
would I have complied had circumstances per-
mitted ; but I felt compelled to hasten back to
Hammerfest. In the afternoon, therefore, I bade
adien to a family which had shown me a de-
gree of engaging kindness greater than any I
had experienced since I left my warmly-attached
Danish friends.

The remainder of our return voyage was wet
and tempestuous. We sailed and rowed all
night, and reached Hammerfest at eight a.m.
on July 5, much to the astonisment of the good
folks there, who had not anticipated sceing us
again in less than a week or ten days. The
consul and many others assured me that my
voyage had been performed with unprecedénted
speed, the whole time occupicd being not quite
three and a half days.

A CONVERSATION IN A KENTUCKY
STAGE COACH.*
I CAN not refrain from giving a conversation
which I heard as we came by the coach to
Louisville. One of the speakers was a very
agreeable and apparently well-informed gentle-
man, who seemed to have seen a great deal of

* Trom Lady Emeline Stuart Wortley's ¢ Travels in
the United States in 1849-50,” in the press of Harper and

. Brothers.
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the world. When he first entered the ‘‘stage,”
it would seem it was with the benignant inten-
tion of giving a sort of comverzatione in the
coach, in which, after a few preliminary inter-
rogatories to the various passengers (as if to take
the size and measure of their capacities), he
sustained all the active part, not calling upon
them for the slightest exercise of their conversa-
tional powers. He varied the entertainment
occasionally, by soliloquizing and monopolyguiz-
ing; and ever and anon it appeared as if he
addressed the human race generally, or was
speaking for pesterity in a very elevated tone
indeed, and seemingly oblivious of that fraction
of the contemporaneous generation who were
then largely benefiting by his really most ani-
mated and amusing discourse—for he was
thoroughly original and very shrewd and enter-
taining.

Where had he not been ? What had he not
seen ? what not met, tried, suffered, sought,
found, dared, done, won, lost, said ? The last
we could give the most implicit credence to, no
matter how large the demand. Now he told
us, or the ceiling of the coach, how he had been
eighteen months in the prairies (which keep very
open house for all visitors), shooting herds of
buffaloes, and with his cloak for his only castle,
and all his household furniture, and how he had
been all this time without bed or bread: and he
described the longing for the last, much in the
way Mr. Ruxton does in hLis account of prairie
excursions; and now—but I will not attempt
to follow him in all his wondrous adventures.

Suffice it to say, Robinson Crusoe, placed in
juxtaposition with him, was a mere fire-side
stay-at-home sort of personage, one who had
never left his own comfortable arm-chair, in
comparison. In short, the adventures were
marvelous and manifold, and all told in the
same agrecable, lively, Scheherezade-like sort
of a manner—so agreeable, indeed, that I am
sure had Judge Lyhch himself had any little
account to settle with him, he would have post-
poned—a la Sultan of the Indies—any trifling
beheading or strangling, or unpleasant little
operation of the sort, to hear the end of the
tale.

After these natratives and amusing lectures
had been poured forth continnously for a length
of time, it chanced that a quiet countryman-like
person got into the coach, bundle and stick in
hand. After a few questions to this rustic way-
farer, our cloguent orator left off his historic and
other tales, and devoted himself to drawing out,
and “squeezing the orange of the brains” of
this apparently simple-minded and unlettered
man. The discourse that ensued was a singular
one—to take place, too, in the United States
between Americans.

The new-comer was a Kentuckian by birth,
who had not very long ago gone to settle in In-
diana. He called himself a mechanic——these
facts came out in answer to the queries put to
him by our unwearied talker—but he had, as I
have said, much more the appearance of a re-

spectable country farming man-—and, indeed,
1 believe, mechanic means here, in a general
sense, a laborer. He seemed a fine, honest-
hearted, straight-forward, noble-spirited son of
the plow; and his lofty, earnest, generous sen-
timents were spoken in somewhat unpolished
but energetic and good language; and what
particularly struck me was a really beautifu]
and almost child-like simplicity of mind and
manner, that was combined with the most un-
compromising firmness and unflinching adherence
in argument, to what he conceived to be right.

His features were decidedly plain, but the
countenance was very fine, chiefly characterized
by great ingenuousness, commingled with gentle-
ness and benevolence; and yet bearing evident
traces of strength, determination, and energetic
resolution. It was rather a complicated counte-
nance, so to say, notwithstanding its great open-
ness and expression of downright truth and good-
ness.

After opening the conversation with him, as
you would an oyster, by the introduction of a
pretty keen knife of inquisitorial questions, the
chief speaker began to hold forth, capriciously
enough, on the essentials and distinguishing
attributes of a gentleman. He declared, em-
phatically, that one qualification alone was
necessary, and that money only made a gentle-
man, according to the world, and, above all, in
the United States (quite a mistake is this, I
fully believe). ““Let a man,”” said he, “be
dressed here in every thing of the best, with
splendid rings on his fingers, and plenty of money
to spend at the ends of them, and he may go
where he will, and be received as a gentleman;
ay, though he may be a gambler, a roguae, or a
swindler, and you, now, you may be a good
honest mechanic; but ke will at once get into
the best socicty in these parts, which you
would never dream even of attempting to ac-
complish—"’

“ But he would not be a gentleman,” broke
in the Kentuckian, indignantly. “No, sir; nor
will I ever allow that money only makes the
gentleman : it is the principle, sir, and the in-
ner feeling, and the mind—and no fine clothes
can ever make it; and no rough ones unmake
ity that’s a fact. And, sir, there’s many a bet-
ter gentleman following the plow in these parts
than there is among the richer classes: I mean
those poor men who're contented with their lot,
and work hard and try no mean shifts and
methods to get on an’ up in the world; for
there’s little some ’ill stick at to get at money ;
and such means a true gentleman (what I call
a gentleman) will avoid like pison, and scorn
utterly.”

“Now, that’s all very well for you to talk se
here just now; but you know yourself, I don’t
doubt, that your own object, as well as all the
world’s around you, is to make money. It is
with that object that you work hard and save
up: you do not work only to live, or make your-
self more comfortable, but to get money: and
money is the be-all and end-all of all and every
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body; and that only commands consideration
and respect.”’

“ That only, sir, would never command mine,
and—"’ .

“ Why, how you talk now! 1f you meet z fine
dressed-out gentleman in one of these stages, you
look on him as one directly—you don’t ask him
did he make or take his money-—what’s that to
you ?—there he is, and it is not for you to busy
or bother yourself to find out all the private
particulars of his history; and if you find him,
as I say, well dressed in superfine, and he acts
the gentleman to you, he may be the greatest
rogue in existence, but he will be treated by
you like a gentleman—yes, even by you.”

“Yes, sir, that may be while I know nothing
of him-—while, as you say, he acts the gentle-
man to me; but let me once find out what he is,
and I would never show him respect more—mno!
though he had all the gold of California.’

¢t Ah, California! just look at that now—Ilook
at people by scores and thousands, leaving their
families, and friends, and homes—and what for
but for gold ? people with a comfortable com-
petence already; but it’s fine talking. Why,
what are yow taking this very journey for ?—
why, I can answer for you—for gold, I doubt
not; and every other action of your life is for
that object : confess the real truth now.”

“1 will, sir—I am come here from Indiana,
for though I'm a Kentucky man, I live in the
Hoosier State. I'm come here to see a dear
brother; and instead of gaining money I'm
spending it in these stages to get to see him
and ‘old Kentuck’ agin. So you see, sir, I love
my brother—I do, more than money, poor man
as I am; ay, and that I do, too.”

“Well, I dare say you do; bub come now,
just tell me—haven’t you a little bit of a
speculation, now, here, that yow're come after,
as well as your brother—some trifle of a specu-
lation afoot? You know you have now. You
must have. Some horse, perhaps—"’

It was quite delightful to see and hear the in-
dignant burst of eager denial which this elicited
from the ingenuous Kentuckian.

“No, sir! mo, I have not—none whatever,
indeed I have not:” his voice quivered with
emotion ; the earnest expression of his counte-
nance was more than eloquent. If his interro-
gator had accused him of a serious crime he
could hardly more anxiously and more earnestly
have disclaimed it. To him, I thought the bare
suspicion seemed like a coarse desecration of his
real motives, a kind of undervaluing even of his
‘ dear brother,” to suppose he must have had a
“little speculation on hand”’ to male it worth
his while to go to see him.

He went on in an agitated, cager tone:

“And look ye here; I am leaving off my
work and money-making for some days on pur-
pose—only for that, and spending meney at it,
too 17

His somewhat case-hardened antagonist looked
the least in the world discomfited, for that angry

denial wag a magnificent burst, and uttered in a
tone that actually seemed to give an additional
jolt to the rough coach; and I might say it
had really a splendid theatrical effect, but that
1 should hesitate to use that expression with
reference to one of the most beautiful natural
exhibitions of deep feeling and generous senti-
ment I ever witnessed.

“ Where are you going to ?” at last inquired
the other, apparently about to commence a lit-
tle cross-examination.

“ About twenty miles beyond Munsfordville,”
replied Kentucky, in his simple direct manner,
“ t0""—I forget the name.

“Why, you're come by the wrong stage,
then,” exclaimed the other, *you should have
waited till to-morrow, and then taken the stage
to , and then you would have gone
direct.”

“Well, yes, sir; it’s truo enough, sir; but
you see—in short, I couldn’t wait—no, that 1
couldn’t. I was so anxious, and I felt so like
seeing my brother; and I was in such a mortal
hurry to get to him.”

“Hurry, man! why how will you see him
any sooner by this? Why, you might as well
have walked up and down Main-street till to-
morrow ; it would have advanced you just as
much on your journey.”’

“You're right, sir, I know that; but I really
couldn’t wait: I wanted to feel I was going
ahead, and getting mearer my brother at any
rate; I got so impatient-like. No, sir; I
couldn’t have staid till the morning any how
you could fix it.”?

“You'll have to walk for your folly, for you'll
get no conveyance this way, 1 tell you.”

“T’ll have to walk the twenty miles to-night,
I suppose,” said Kentucky, with the most im-
perturbable smiling composure ; “ but never mind
that! I shall be getting near my brother, then.
Ha,” he said, after a pause, ““you see I do love
my brother, sir, and I don’t regard trouble for
him. T'll have to walk the twenty miles to-
night with my bundle, I dare say, and spending
money at that, too, perhaps, for a bit of food ;
but I couldn’t have waited—no! not another
hour at Louisville—TI felt so like getting nearer
to my brother.”

At the end of the argument about money-
making being the all in all, one or two of us
signified briefly that we thought Kentucky was
right. You never saw any body so surprised.
He had evidently entertained a deep conviction
that all in the stage-coach were opposed to his
opinions, and that he stood alone in his view
on the matter, He replied he was glad any
body thought as he did, and reiterated with
strong emphasis to his opponent:

“I'm sure, sir, I'm right; it is the principle,
and the manners, and the mind, and #of money
that makes a gentleman. No, no; money can
never make half a one.”

I shall feel a respect for ““old Kentucky” for-
ever after for his sake.
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ANECDOTES OF JOHN PHILPOT CUR-
RAN.*

CURRAN'S START IN LIFE.

FTER toiling for a very inadequate recom-
pense at the sessions of Cork, and wearing,
as he said himself, his teeth almost to their
stumps, Cwrran proceeded to the metropolis,
taking for his wife and young children a miser-
able lodging upon Hay Hill. Term after term,
without either profit or professional reputation,
he paced the hall of the Four Courts. Among
those who had the discrimination to appreciate,
and the heart to feel for him, Iuckily for Curran,
was Mr. Arthur Wolfe, afterward the unfortu-
nate but respected Lord Kilwarden. The first
fee of any consequence which he received was
through his recommendation ; and his recital of
the incident can not be without its interest to
the young professional aspirant whom a tem-
porary neglect may have sunk into dejection.
“71 then lived,” said he, “upon Hay Hill; my
wife and children were the chief furniture of my
apartments; and as to my rent, it stood pretty
much the same chance of liguidation with the
national debt. Mrs. Curran, however, was a
barrister’s lady, and what she wanted in wealth
she was well determined should be supplied by
dignity. The landlady, on the other hand, had
no idea of any gradation except that of pounds,
shillings, and pence. I walked out one morning
to avoid the perpetual altercations on the sub-
jeet, with my mind, you may imagine, in no
very enviable temperament. 1 fell into the
gloom to which, from my infancy, I had been
occasionally subject. I had a family for whom
I had no dinner, and a landlady for whom I
had no rent. Ihad gone abroad in despondence
~—1I returned home almost in desperation. When
1 opened the door of my study, where Lavater
alone could have found a library, the first ob-
ject which presented itself was an immense
folio of a brief, twenty golden gnineas wrapped
up beside it, and the name of Old Bob Lyons
marked upon the back of it. I paid my land-
lady—Dbought a good dinner—gave Bob Lyors
a sharc of it—and that dinner was the date of
my prosperity.”” Such was his own exact ac-
count of his professional advancement.

SINGULAR ATTEMPT UPON CURRAN’S LIFE.

In one of Cwurran’s professional excursions, a
very singular circumstance had almost rendered
this the termination of his biography. He was
on a temporary visit to the neighboring town
of Sligo, and was one morning standing at his
bedroom window, which overlooked the street,
occupied, as he told me, in arranging his port-
manteau, when he was stunned by the report
of a blunderbuss in the very chamber with him,
and the panes above his head were all shivered
into atoms. He looked suddenly around in the
greatest consternation. The room was full of
smoke, the blunderbuss on the floor just dis-
charged, the door closed, and no human being

* From ¢ Curran and his Contemporaties” by CHARLES
PHILLIPS, just published by Harper and Brothers,

but himself discoverable in the apartment! If
this had happened in his rural retreat, it could
readily have been reconciled through the medium
of some offended spirit of the village mythology ;
but, as it was, he was in a populous town, in
a civilized family, among Christian doctrines,
where the fairies had no power, and their gam-
bols no currency; and, to crown all, a poor
cobbler, into whose stall on the opposite side
of the street the slugs had penetrated, hinted in
no very equivocal terms that the whole affair
was a conspiracy against his life. It was by no
means a pleasant addition to the chances of as-
sassination to be loudly declaimed against by a
crazed mechanic as an assassin himself. Day
after day passed away without any solution of
the mystery; when one evening, as the servants
of the family were conversing round the fire on
$0 miraculous an escape, a little urchin, not ten
years old, was heard so to wonder how suck an
atm was missed, that a universal suspicion was
immediately excited. He was alternately flog-
ged and coaxed into a confession, which dig-
closed as much precocions and malignant pre-
meditation as perhaps ever marked the annals
of juvenile depravity. This little miscreant had
received a box on the ear from Mr. Curran for
some alleged imisconduct a few days before ; the
Moor’s blow did not sink into a mind more
furious for revenge, or more predisposed by
nature for such deadly impressions. He was in
the bedroom by mere chance when Mr. Curran
entered ; he immediately hid himself in the cur-
tains till he observed him too busy with his port-
manteau for observation ; he then leveled at him
the old biunderbuss, which Jay charged in the
corner, the stiffness of whose trigger, too strong
for his infant fingers, alone prevented the aim
which he confessed he had taken, and which
had so nearly terminated the occupations of the
cobbler. The door was ajar, and, mid the
smoke and terror, he easily slipped out without
discovery. 1 had the story verbatim a few
months ago from Mr. Curran’s lips, whose im-
pressions on the subject it was no wonder that
{otty years had not obliterated.
CURRAN AS A CROSS-EXAMINER.

At cross-examination, the most diffienlt and
by far the most hazardous part of a barrister’s
profession, Curran was quite inimitable. There
was no plan which he did not detect, no web
which he did not disentangle; and the unfor-
tunate wretch, who commoenced with all the
confidence of preconcerted perjury, never failed
to retreat before him in all the confusion of
exposure. Indeed, it was almost impossible for
the guilty to offer a successful resistance. He
argued, he cajoled, he ridiculed, he mimicked,
he played off the various artillery of his talent
upon the witness; he would affect earnestness
upon trifles, and levity upon subjects of the
most serious import, until at length he succeeded
in creating a sccurity that was fatal, or a sullen-
ness that produced all the consequences of pre-
varication. No matter how unfair the topic, he
never failed to avail himself of it; acting upon



