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CHAPTER XVIL
VON BAUIIR.

T will be remembered that Mr. Crabwitz was |
sent across from Lincoln’s Inn to Bedford
Row to ascertain the present address of old Mr. |
Jound. < Mr. Round is at Birmingham,” he !
said, coming back.  ¢‘ Every onc connected with |
the profession is at Birmingham, except—"
“The more fools they,” said My, Furnival. !
] am thinking of going down mysclf this |
evening,” said Mr. Crabwitz. ¢ As you will be \
out of town, Sir, I suppose I can be spared 2”
“You too!”
¢ And why not me, Mr. Furnival? When'
all the profession is meeting together, why should |
not I be there as well as another? 1 hope you
do not deny me my right to feel an interest in }
the great subjects which are being discussed.” !
“Not in the least, Mr. Crabwitz. I do ot |
deny you your right to be Lord Chief Justice, |
if yon can accomplish it. But you can not be
Lord Chief Justice and my clerk at the same |
time. Nor can you be in my chambers if you |
are at Birmingham. T rather think I must;
trouble you to remain here, as I can not tell at
what moment I may be in town again.” .
“Phen, Sir, matraid—" My, Crabwitz be-
gan his speech and then faltered.  He was go-|
ing to tell Mr. Yurnival that he must suit him-
self with another clerk, when lie remembered
his fees, and paused. It would be very pleas- |
ant to him to quit Mr. Furnival, but where could
he get such another place?  1le knew that he
himself was invaluable, but then he was invaloa-
ble only to Mr. Kuwrnival, My, Furnival would
be mad to part with him, Mr. Crabwitz thonght;
but then would he not be almost more mad to
part with Mr. Furnival ? |
“Th; well?” said My, Furnival. |
“QOh! of course; if you desire it, Mr. Furni-
val, I will remain.  But I must say I think it is
rather hard.” |
¢ Look herey, Mr, Crabwitz; if you think my |
service is too hard upon you, you had better
leave it.  But if you take upon yourself to tell
me so again, you must leave it. Remember |
that.” Ar. Furnival possessed the master mind '
of the twoj; and Mr. Crabwitz felt this as he
slunk back to his own room. |
So Mr. Round also was at Birmingham, and |
conld be seen there.  This was so far well; and |
Mr. Fuarnival, having again with ruthless malice
sent Mr. Crabwitz for a cab, at once started for ‘
the Lluston Square Station. e could master |
Mr. Crabwitz, and felt a certain pleasure in hav-
ing done so; but could he master Mrs. ¥.?
That Indy had on one or two late occasions |
shown her anger at the cxisting state of her
domestic aflairs, and had once previously gone‘
30 far as to make her lord understand that she

was jealous of his proceedings with reference to
other goddesses.  But she had never before done
this in the presence of other people; she had
never allowed any special goddess to see that
she was the special object of such jealousy.
Now she had not only committed herself in this
way, but had also committed him, making him
feel himself to be ridiculous; and it was highly
necessary that some steps should be taken; if
he only knew what step! All which kept his
mind active as he journeyed in the cab.

At the station he found three or four other
lawyers, all bound for Birmingham. Indeed,
during this fortnight the whole line had been
alive with learned gentlemen going to and fro,
discussing weighty points as they rattled along
the iren road, and shaking their ponderous heads
at the new ideas which were being ventilated.
Mr. Furnival, with many others—indeed, with
most of those who were so far advanced in the
world as to be making bread by their profession
—was of opinion that all this palaver that was
going on iu the various tongues of Babel would
end as it began—in words. ¢¢ Vox et practerca
nihil.”  To practical Englishmen most of these
international congresses scem to arrive at no-
thing else. Men will not be talked out of the
convictions of their lives. No living orator
would convince a grocer that coffee should be
sold without chiccory; and no amount of elo-
quence will make an English lawyer think that
loyalty to truth should come before loyalty to his
client.  And therefore our own pundits, though
on this occasion they went to Birmingham, sum-
moned by the greatness of the occasion, by the
dignity of foreign names, by interest in the
question, and by the influence of such men as
Lord Boanerges, went there without any doubt
on their minds as to the rectitude of their own
practice, and fortified with strong resolves to rc-
sist all idea of change.

And indeed one can not understand how the
bent of any man’s mind should be altered by the
sayings and doings of such a congress.

“Well, Johnson, what have you all been do-
ing to-day?” asked Mr. Furnival of a special
friend whom he chanced to meet at the clul.
which had been extemporized at Birming-
ham.

“We have had a paper read by Von Baulr.
It lasted three hours.”

“Three hours! Heavens! Von Bawhr is, 1
think, from Berlin.”

“Yes; he and Dr, Slotacher. Slotacher is
to read his paper the day after to-morrow.”

“Then I think I shall go to London again.
But what did Von Bauhr say to you during thosc
three hours ?”

“Of course it was all in German, and T don"
suppose that any one understood him—unless it
was Boanerges.  DBut I believe it was the olil
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story, going to show that the same man might
be judge, advocate, and jury.”

¢“No doubt; if men were machines, and if
you could find such machines perfect at all points “
in their machinery.”

¢ And if the machines had no hearts 2"’

¢ Machines don’t have hearts,” said Mr, Fur-
nival; ‘“especially those in Germany. And
what did Boanerges say? His answer did not
take three hours more, I hope.”

¢ About twenty minutes; but what he did say

was lost on Von Bauhr, who understands as
much English as I do German. He said that
the practice of the Prussian courts had always
been to him a subject of intense interest, and
that the general justice of their verdicts could
not be impugned.”

“ Nor ought it, seeing that a single trial for
murder will occupy a court for three weeks.
He should have asked Von Bauhr how much
work he usually got through in the course of a
sessions. I don’t seem to have lost much by
being away. By-the-by, do you happen to know
whether Round is here ?”

¢ What, old Round?

then Mr. Furnival strolled off to look for the at-
torney among the various purlieus frequented by
the learned strangers.

¢ Furnival,” said another barrister, accosting
him—an elderly man, small, with sharp eyes
and bushy eyebrows, dirty in his attire and poor
in his general appearance, ‘‘have youscen Judge
Staveley ?”  This was Mr, Chaffanbrass, great
at the Old Bailey, a man well able to hold his
own in spite of the meanness of his appearance.

At such a meeting as this the IEnglish bar gen-

erally could have had no better representative
than Mr. Chaffanbrass.
¢“Noj is he here?”

¢« Hemust be here. He is the only man they

could find who knows enough Italian to nnder-:

stand what that fat fellow from Florence will
say to-morrow.”

“We're to have the Italian to-morrow, are
we?”

“Yes; and Staveley afterward. It’s as good
as a play; only, like all plays, it’s three times
too long. I wonder whether any body here be-
lieves in it ?”

¢Yes, Felix Graham does.”

¢ He believes every thing—unless it is the
Bible. He is one of those young men who look
for an instant millennium, and who regard them-
sclves not only as the prophets who foretell it,
but as the preachers who will produce it. For
myself, T am too old for a new gospel, with Felix |
Gralam as an apostle.”

“They say that Boancrges thinks a great
deal of him.”

“That can’t be true, for Boanerges necver
thought much of any one but himself. Well,
I'm off to bed, for I find a day here ten times
more fatiguing than the Old Bailey in July.”

On the whole the meeting was rather dull, as
such meetings usually are. It must not be sup-

I saw him in the hall !
to-day yawning as thongh he would burst.” And |

posed that any lawyer could get up at will, as
the spirit moved him, and utter his own ideas ;
or that 41l members of the congress could speak
if only they could catch the speaker’s eye. Had
this been so, a man might have been supported
by the hope of having some finger in the pie,
sooner or later. But in such case the congress
would have lasted forever. As it was, the names
of those who were invited to address the meeting
were arranged, and of course men from each
country were selected who were best known in
their own special walks of their profession. But
then these bhest-known men took an unfair ad-
vantage of their position, and were ruthless in
the lengthy cruelty of their addresses. Von
Bauhr at Berlin was no doubt a great lawyer,
but he should not have felt so confident that the
legal proceedings of England and of the civilized
world in general could be reformed by his read-
ing that book of his from the rostrum in the hall
at Birmingham! The civilized world in general,
as there represented, had been disgusted, and it
was surmised that poor Dr. Slotacher would find
but a meagre andience when his turn came.

At last Mr. Furnival succeeded in hunting up
Mr. Round, and found him recrniting outraged
nature with a glass of brandy-and-water and a
cigar. ¢ Looking for me, have you? Well,
here I am; that is to say, what is left of me.
Were you in the hall to-day ?”

““Noj; I'was upin town.”

. ‘“Ah! that accounts for your being so fresh.
I wish I had been there. Do you ever do any
thing in this way ?” and Mr. Round touched the
outside of his glass of toddy with his spoon.
"Mr. Furnival said that he never did do any thing
in that way, which was true. Port wine was
his way, and it may be doubted whether on the
whole it is not the more dangerous way of the
two. But Mr. Furnival, though he would not
drink brandy-and-water or smoke cigars, sat
down opposite to Mr. Round, and had soon
broached the subject which was on his mind.

““Yes,” said the attorney, ‘it is quite true
that I had a letter on the subject from Mr. Ma-
son. The lady is not wrong in supposing that
some one is moving in the matter.”

¢ And your client wishes you to take up the
case again ?”

“No doubt he does. He was not a man that
T cver greatly liked, Mr. Furnival, though I be-
lieve he means well. He thinks that he has
been ill used; and perhaps he was ill used—by
his father.”

““But that can be no possible reason for
badgering the life out of his father’s widow
twenty years after his father’s death.”

¢ Of course he thinks that he bas some new
evidence. X can’t say I looked into the matter
much myself. I did read the letter; but that
was all, and then I handed it to my son. As
far as I remember, Mr. Mason said that some
attorney at Hamworth had been to him.”

“Exactly; a low fellow whom you would be
ashamed to see in your office! He fancies that
young Mason has injured him; and though he
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has received numberless benefits trom Lady Ma-
son, this is the way in which he chooses to be
revenged on her son.”

“We should have nothing to do with such a
matter as that, you know. It’s not our line.”

¢ No, of course it is not ; T am well aware of
that. And I am equally well aware that no-
thing Mr, Mason can do can shake Lady Mason’s
title—or rather, her son’s title—to the property.
But, Mr. Round, if he be cncouraged to gratify
his malice—"

¢ It who be encouraged ?”’

“Your client, Mr. Mason of Groby—there
can be no doubt that he might harass this un-
fortunate lady till he brought her nearly to the
grave.”

““That would be a pity, for I believe she’s
still an uncommon pretty woman.” And the
attorney indulged in a little fat inward chuckle;
for in these days Mr. Furnival’s taste with ref-
erence to strange goddesses was beginning to be
understood by the profession.

“ She is a very old friend of mine,” said Mu.
Funival, gravely, ““a very old friend indeed ;
and if I were to desert her now, she would have
1o one to whom she could look.”

“Qh, ah, yes; I'm sure you're very kind;”
and Mr. Round altered his fuce and tone so that
they might be in conformity with those of his
companion. *“Any thing I can do, of coursc
I shall be very happy. I shounld be slow, my-
sclf, to advise my client to try the matter again ;
but, to tell the truth, any thing of this kind
would go to my son now. I did read Mr. Ma-
son’s letter, but I immediately handed it to
Matthew.”

<¢1 will tell you how you can oblige me, Mr.
Round.”

“Do tell me; Tam sure Ishall be very happy.”

“TLook into this matter yourself, and talk it
over with Mr. Mason before you allow any thing
to be done. It is not that I doubt your son’s
discretion,  Indeed we all know what an ¢x-
ceedingly good man of business he is.”

“Matthew is sharp enough,” said the pros-
perous father.

 But then young men arc apt to be too sharp.
I don’t know whether you remember the case
about that Orley Farm, Mr. Round.”

“ Ag well as if it were yesterday,” said the
attorney.

“Then you must recollect how thoroughly
you were convinced that your client had not a
leg to stand upow.”

¢TIt was I that insisted that he should not
carry it before the Chancellor. Crook had the
general management of those cases then, and
would have gone on; but I said, no. I would
not sec my client’s money wasted in such a wild-
goosc chase. In the first place, the property was
not worth it; and, in the next place, there was
nothing to impugn the will. If I remember
right, it all turned on whether an old man who
had signed as witness was well enough to write
his name.”

¢ That was the point.”

¢ And I think it was shown that he had him-
self signed a receipt on that very day—or the day
after, or the day before. It was something of
that kind.”

“ Exactly; those were the facts. As regards
the result of a new trial, no sanc man, I fancy,
could have any doubt. You know as well as
any one living how great is the strength of
twenty years of possession—"

¢“It would be very strong on her side, cer-
tainly.”

¢ He would not have a chance; of course not.
But, Mr. Round, he might make that poor wo-
man so wretched that death would be a relief to
her. Now it may be possible that something
looking like fresh evidence may have been dis-
covered ; something of this kind probably has
been found, or this man would not be moving;
he would not have gone to the expense of a jour-
ney to Yorkshire had he not got hold of some
new story.”

¢ He has something in his head; you may be
sure of that.”

“Don’t let your son be run away with by
this, or advise your client to incur the terrible
expensc of a new trial, without knowing what
you are about. I tell you fairly that I do dread
such a trial on this poor lady’s account. Re-
flect what it would be, Mr. Round, to any lady
of your own family.”

“I don't think Mrs. Round would mind it
much—that is, if she were sure of her case.”

¢“She is a strong-minded woman; but poor
Lady Mason—"

“She was strong-minded enough too, if I
remember right, at the last trial. I shall never
forget how composed she was when old Bennett
tried to shake her evidence, Do you remember
how bothered he was ?”

“He was an excellent lawyer, was Bennett.
There are few better men at the bar nowadays.”

‘“You wouldn’t have found him down here,
Mr. Furnival, listening to a German lecture
threc hours long. I don’t know how it is, but
I think we all used to work harder in those days
than the young men do now.” And then these
eulogists of past days went back to the memo-
ries of their youths, declaring how in the old
glorious years, now goune, no congress such as
this would have had a chance of success. Men
had men’s work to do then, and were not wont
to play the fool, first at one provincial town and
then at another, but stuck to their oars and
made their fortunes. ¢ It seems to me, Mr.
Furnival,” said Mr. Round, ¢that this is all
child’s play, and to tell the truth I am half
ashamed of myself for being here.”

¢ And you'll look into that matter yourself,
Mr. Round ?”

“Yes, T will, certainly.”

“T shall take it as a great favor. Of course
you will advise your client in accordance with
any new facts which may be brought before you;
but as I feel certain that no case against young
Mason can have any merits, I do hope that you
will be able to suggest to Mr. Mason of Groby
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THE GERMAN VON BAUHR.

that the matter should be allowed to rest.”  And | said Felix Graham that evening to his friend
then Mr. Furnival took his leave, still thinking | young Staveley, as he stood ontside his bedroom
how far it might be possible that the encmy’s | door at the top of a narrow flight of stairs in tho
side of the question might be supported by real | back part of a large hotel at Birmingham.
merits. Mr. Round was a good-natured old fel- “Tired of it! I should think you arc too.”
low, and if the case could be inveigled out of his ¢ But nevertheless T am as sure as cver that
son's hands and into his own, it might be possi- | good will come from it. T am inclined to think
hle that even real merits should avail nothing. i that the same kind of thing must be endured be-
¢¢1 confess I am getting rather tired of it,” | fore any improvement is made in any thing.”
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¢“That all reformers have to undergo Von] of justice could be restored through his efforts—
Bauhr#” through those efforts in which on this hallowed
“Yes, all of them that do any good. Von ! day he had been enabled to make so great a
Bauhr’s words were very dry, no doubt.” progress—how beautiful woulditbe! Andthen
“Yon don’t mean to say that you understood ' as he sat there, while the smoke still curled from
them ¢” his unconscious nostrils, he felt that he loved all
¢« Not many of them. A few here and there, | Germans, all Englishmen, even all Frenchmen,
for the first half hour, came trembling home to | in his very heart of hearts, and especially those

my dull comprehension, and then—" who had traveled wearily to this English town
“You went to sleep.” that they might listen to the results of his wis-

“The sounds became too difficult for my cars; | dom. He said to himself, and said truly, that
but dry and dull and hard at they were, they | he loved the world, and that he would willingly
will not absolutely fall to the ground. He had | spend himself in these great ¢ndeavors for the
a meaning in them, and that meaning will ve- | amelioration of its laws and the perfection of its
produce itself in some shape.” Jjudicial proceedings. And then he betook him-

¢ Heaven forbid that it should ever do so in | self to bed in a frame of mind that was not un-
my presence!  All the iniguities of which the | enviable,
English bar may be guilty can not be so intoler-| I am inclined, myself, to agree with Felix
able to humanity as Von Bauhr.” Graham that such efforts are seldom absolutely

¢ Well, good-night, old fellow ; your governor | wasted. A man who strives honestly to do good
is to give us his ideas to-morrow, and perhaps | will generally do good, though seldom perhaps
he will be as bad to the Germans as your Von | as much as he has himself anticipated. Let
Bauhr was to us.” Von Bauhr have his pedestal among the flowers,

““Then I can only say that my governor will | even though it be small and humble.
be very cruel to the Germans.” And so they

two went to their dreams. ——
In the mean time Von Bauhr was sitting alone
looking back on the past hours with ideas and CITIAPTER XVIII.

views very different from those of the many En-
plish lawyers who were at that time discussing
his demerits. To him the day had heen one Ox the following morning, before hreakfast,
long trinmph, for his voice had sounded sweet! Felix Graham and Augustus Staveley preparved
in his own ecars as, period after period, he had | themselves for the labors of the coming day by a
poured forth in full flowing language the gath- | walk into the country; for even at Birmingham,
ered wisdom and experience of his life.  Publie | by perseverance, a walk into the country may be
men i England have so much to do that they | attained—and very pretty country it is when
can not give time to the preparation of speechies | reached.  These congress meetings did not be-
for such meetings as these, but Von Bauhr bad { gin before eleven, so that for those who were
been at work on his pamphlet for months.  Nay, ! active time for matutinal exercise was allowed.
taking it in the whole, had he not been at work Augustus Staveley was the only son of the
on it for years? And now a kind Providence| judge who on that day was to defend the laws
had given him the opportunity of pouring it forth | of England from such attacks as might be made
hefore the assembled pundits gathiered from all | on them by a very fat advocate from Tlorence.
the nations of the civilized world. Of Judge Staveley himself much need not be said
As he sat there, solitary in his bedroom, his  now, except that he lived at Noningshy near Al-
hands dropped down by his side, his pipe hung | ston, distant from The Cleeve about nine miles,
from his mouth on to his hreast, aud his eyes, | and that at his house Sophia Furnival had been
turned up to the ceiling, were lighted almost - invited to pass the coming Christmas.  His son
with inspiration. Men there at the congress, | was a handsome, clever fellow, who had nearly
My. Chaffanbrass, young Staveley, Felix Gra-| suceceded in getting the Newdegate, and was
ham, and others, had regarded Liim as an imper-! now a member of the Middle Temple. He was
sonation of dulluess; but through his mind and | destined to follow the steps of his father, and be-
brain, as he sat there wrapped in his old dress-| come a light at the Common Law bar; but hith-
ing-gown, there ran thoughts which scemed to: erto he had not made much essential progress.
lift him lightly from the earth into an elysivm | The world had been too pleasant to him to allow
of justice and mercy. And at the end of this! of his giving many of his hours to work. Iiis
elysium, which was not wild in its beauty, but’ father was one of the best men in the world,
trim and orderly in its gracefulness—as might  revered on the bench, and loved by all men; but
be a beer-garden at Munich—there stood among : he had not sufficient parental sternness to admit
flowers and vases a pedestal, grand above all| of his driving his son well into harness. He
other pedestals in that garden; and on this there } himself had begun the world with little or no-
was a bust with aninseription: ¢To Von Bauhr, | thing, and had thercfore succeeded ; but his son
who reformed the laws of nations.” was already possessed of almost every thing that
It was o grand thought; and though there! he could want, and therefore his success scemed
wasg in it much of human conceit, there was in; donbtful.  Ilis chambers were luxuriously fur-
it also much of human philanthropy. If a reign | nished, he had his horse in Piceadilly, his father’s

THE ENGLISH VYON BAUHR.
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house at Noningsby was always open to him,
and the society of Eondon spread out for him all
its allurements. Under such circumstances how
could it be expected that he should work? Nev-
ertheless he did talk of working, and had some
idea in his head of the manner in which he
would do so. To a certain extent he had
worked, and he could talk fluently of the little
that he knew. The idea of a jfar niente life
would have been intolerable to him; but there
were many among his friends who began to
think that such a life would nevertheless be his
ultimate destiny. Nor did it much matter, they
said, for the judge was known to have made
money.

But his friend Felix Graham was rowing in
a very different boat; and of him also many
prophesied that he would hardly be able to push
his craft up against the strength of the stream.
Not that he was an idle man, but that he would
not work at his oars in the only approved method
of making progress for his boat. He also had
been at Oxford ; but he had done little there ex-
cept talk at a debating society, and make him-
self notorious by certain ideas on religious sub-
jects which were not popular at the University.
He had left without taking a degree, in conse-
quence, as it was belicved, of some such notions,
and had now been called to the bar with a fixed
resolve to open that oyster with such weapons,
offensive and defensive, as nature had given to
him. But here, as at Oxford, he would not la-
bor on the same terms with other men, or make
himself subject to the same conventional rules;
and therefore it seemed only too probable that
he might win no prize. He had ideas of his
own that men should pursue their labors with-
out special conventional regulations, but should
be guided in their work by the general great
rules of the world—such for instance as those
given in the commandments: Thouw shalt not
bear false witness; Thou shalt not steal; and
others. His notions no doubt were great, and
perhaps were good; but hitherto they had not
led him to much pecuniary success in his profes-
sion. A sort of a name he had obtained, but it
was not a name sweet in the ears of practicing
attorneys.

And yet it behooved Felix Graham to make
money, for none was coming to him ready made
from any father. Father or mother he had
none, nor uncles and aunts likely to be of serv-
ice to him, He had begun the world with some
small sum, which had grown smaller and small-
er, till now there was left to him hardly enough
to create an infinitesimal dividend. But he
was not a man to become downhearted on that
account.
up, and did now procure for himself, from the
press of the day. He wrote poetry for the pe-
riodicals, and politics for the penny papers with
considerable success and sufficient pecuniary re-
sults. He would sooner do this, he often boast-
ed, than abandon his great ideas or descend into
the arena with other weapons than those which
he regarded as fitting for an honest man’s hand.

A living of some kind he could pick |

Augustus Staveley, who could be very prudent
for his friend, declared that marriage would set
him right. If Felix would marry he would
quictly slip his neck into the collar and work
along with the team, as useful a horse as ever
was put at the whecl of a coach. But Felix did
not seem inclined to marry. He had notions
about that also, and was believed by one or two
who knew him intimately to cherish an insane
affection for some unknown damsel, whose pa-
rentage, education, and future were not likely to
assist his views in the outer world. Some said
that he was educating this damsel for his wife—
moulding her, so that she might be made fit to
suit his taste; but Augustus, though he knew
the secret of all this, was of opinion that it
would come right at last. ¢ Hell meet some
girl in the world with a hatful of money, a pretty
face, and a sharp tongue; then he'll bestow his
moulded bride on a necighboring baker with two
hundred pounds for her fortune; and every body
will be happy.”

Felix Graham was by no means a handsome
man. He was tall and thin, and his face had
been slightly marked with the small-pox. He
stooped in his gait as he walked, and was often
awkward with his hands and legs. But he was
full of enthusiasm, indomitable, as far as pluck
would make him so, in contests of all kinds, and
when he talked on subjects which were near his
heart there was a radiance about him which cer-
tainly might win the love of the pretty girl with
the sharp tongue and the hatful of money.
Staveley, who really loved him, had already se-
lected the prize, and she was no other than our
friend, Sophia Furnival. The sharp tongue and
the pretty face and the hatful of money would
all be there; but then Sophia Furnival was a
girl who might perhaps expect in return for
these things more than an ugly face which could
occasionally become radiant with enthusiasm.

The two men had got away from the thickness
of the Birmingham smoke, and were seated on
the top rung of a gate leading into a stubble
field. So far they had gone with mutual con-
sent, but further than this Staveley refused to
go. He was seated with a cigar in his mouth.
Graham also was smoking, but he was accom-
modated with a short pipe.

¢ A walk Defore breakfast is all very well,”
said Staveley, “but I am not going on a pil
grimage. We are four miles from the inn this
minate.”

“ And for your encrgies that is a good deal.
Only think that you should have been doing any
thing for two hours before you begin to feed.”

I wonder why matutinal labor should always
be considered as so meritorious. Merely, I take
it, becausc it is disagrecable.”

It proves that the man can make an effort.”

‘¢ Every prig who wishes to have it believed
that he does more than his neighbors cither burns
the midnight lamp or gets up at four in the morn-
ing. Good wholesome work between breakfast
and dinner never seems to count for any thing.”

“Ilave you ever tried ?”
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“Yes; I am trying now, here at Birming- ] «g have no doubt that Yyou may do so wit),
ham.” advantage, T o not suppose that it is very
““Not you.” good, but it must at any rate be better than ogy

“That’s so like you, Graham, Yon don’t | own, Come, let ug go back to the town ;
believe that any body is attending to what is pipe is finished.”
going on except yourself, | mean to~day to take “Fill another, there’s 5 good fellow, T can’t
in the whole theory of Ttalian Jurispradence, afford to throw away my cigar, and I hate walk-

my
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ing and smoking. You mean to assert that our
whole system is bad, and rotten, and unjust 2”

“I mean to say that I think so.”

‘¢ And yet we cousider ourselves the greatest
people in the world—or at any rate the honest-
ost.”

I think we are; butlaws and their manage-
ment have nothing to do with making people
honest.  Good laws won’t make people honest,
nor bad laws dishonest.”

‘“But a people who are dishonest in one trade
will probably be dishonest in others.  Now, yvou
go so far as to say that all English lawyers are
rogues.”

T have never said so. I believe your father
to be as honest a man as ever breathed.”

¢Thank you, Sir,” and Staveley lifted his
hat.

¢ And I would fain hope that T am an honest
man myself.”

¢¢ Ah, but you don’t make moncy by it.”

¢¢What I do mean is this, that from our love
of precedent and ceremony and old usages, we
have retained a system which contains many of
the barbarities of the feudal times, and also
many of its lies. We try our culprit as we did
in the old days of the ordeal. If luck will carry
him through the hot plowshares, we let him
cscape thongh we know him to be guilty. We
give him the advantage of every technicality,
and teach him to lie in his own defense, if
nature has not sufficiently so taught him al-
ready.”

““You mean as to his plea of not guilty.”

¢No, I don’t; that is little or nothing. We
ask him whether or no he confesses his guilt in
a foolish way, tending to induce him to deny it;
but that is not much. Guilt seldom will confess
at long as a chance remains.  But we teach him
to lie, or rather we lie for him during the whole
ceremony of his trial.  'We think it merciful to
give him chances of escape, and hunt him as we
do a fox, in obedicnce to certain Iaws framed for
his protection.”

¢¢ And should he have no protection ?”

¢¢ None certainly, asa guilty man; none which
may tend toward the concealing of his guilt.
Till that be ascertained, proclaimed, and made
apparent every man’s hand should be against
him.”

““ But if he is innocent ?”

¢t Therefore let him be tried with every possi-
ble care. I know you understand what I mean,
though you look as though you did not. Tor
the protection of his innocence let astute and
good men work their best, but for the conceal-
ing of his guilt let no astute or good man work
at all.”

“ And you would leave the poor victim in the
dock without defense.”

“ By no means. Let the poor victim, as yon
call him—who in ninety-nine cases out of a hun-
dred is a rat who has been preying in our grana-
ries—let him, I say, have his defender—the de-
fender of his possible innocence, not the protect-
or of his probable guilt. It all resolves itself

into this. et every lawyer go into court with
a mind resolved to make conspicuous to the
light of day that which secems to him to be the
truth. A lawyer who does not do that, who
does the reverse of that, has in my mind under-
taken work which is unfit for a gentleman and
impossible for an honest man.”

“What a pity it is that you should not have
an opportunity of rivaling Von Bauhr at the
congress!”

“I have no doubt that Von Baulr said a
great deal of the same nature; and what Von
Bauhr said will not wholly be wasted, though it
may not yet have rcached our sublime under-
standings.”

¢ Perhaps he will vouchsafe to us a transla-
tion.”

¢TIt would be useless at present, sceing that
we can not bring ourselves to believe it possible
that o foreigner should in any respeet be wiser
than oursclves.  If any such point out to us our
follics, we at once claim those follies as the
special evidences of our wisdom. We are so
self-satisfied with our own customs, that we hold
up our hands with surprise at the fatuity of men
who presume to point out to us their defects.
Those practices in which we most widely depart
from the broad and recognized morality of all
civilized ages and countries are to us the Palla-
diums of our jurisprudence. Modes of proceed-
ing which, if now first proposed to us, would be
thought to come direct from the devil, have been
made so sacred by time that they have lost all
the horror of their falseness in the holiness of
their age. We can not understand that other
nations look upon such doings as we regard the
human sacrifices of the Brahmins; but the fact
is that we drive a Juggernaut’s car through ev-
ery assize town in the country, three times a year,
and allow it to be dragged ruthlessly through the
streets of the metropolis at all times and seasons.
Now come back to breakfast, for T won't wait
here any longer.”  Secing that these were the
ideas of Felix Graham, it is hardly a matter of
wonder that such men as Mr. Furnival and Mr.
Round should have regarded his success at the
bar as doubtful.

“Uncommon bad mutton-chops these are!”
said Staveley, as they sat at their meal in the
coffee-room of the Imperial Hotel.

¢« Are they 27 said Graham. They scem to
me mueh the same as other mutton-chops.”

¢They arc uneatable. And look at this for
coffec!  Waiter, take this away, and have some
made fresh.”

¢ Yes, Sir,” said the waiter, striving to escape
without furthcr comment,

¢ And waiter—"

“Yes, Sir;” and the poor overdriven func-
tionary returncd.

¢ Ask them from me whether they know how
to make coffee. It does not consist of an un-
limited supply of lukewarm water poured over
an infinitesimal proportion of chiccory.  That
process, time-honared in the hotel line, will net
produce the beverage called coffee.  Will you
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have the goodness to explain that in the bar as
coming from me ?”

“Yes, Sir,” said the waiter; and then he was
allowed to disappear.

« How can you give yourself so much trouble
with no possible hope of an advauntagecous re-
sult?” said Felix Graham,

“That's what you weak men always say.
Perseverance in such a course will produce re-
sults. [t is because we put up with bad things
that hotel-keepers continue to give them to us.
Three or four Frenchmen were dining with my
father vesterday at the King's Head, and I had
to sit at the bottom of the table. I declare to
vou that I literally blushed for my country; I
did indeed. It was useless to say any thing
then, but it was quite clear that there was no-
thing that onc of them could eat. At any hotel
in France you'll get a good dinner; but we're
so proud that we are ashamed to take lessons.”
And thns Augnstus Staveley was quite as loud
against his own country, and as laudatory with
regard to others, as Felix Graham had been be-
fore breakfast.

And so the congress went on at Birmingham.
The fat Italian from Tuscany read his paper;
but as he, though judge in his own country and
reformer here in England, was somewhat given
to comedy, this morning was not so dall as that
which had been devoted to Von Bauhr. After
him Judge Staveley made a very elegant, and
some said, a very cloquent speech; and so that
day was done.  Many other days also wore
themselves away in this process; numerons ad-
dresses were read, and answers made to them,
and the newspapers for the time weve full of
law.  The defense of our own system, which
was supposed to be the most remarkable for its
pertinacity, if not for its justice, came from
Mr. Furnival, who roused himself to a divine
wrath for the oceasion.  And then the famous
congress at Birmingham was brought to a close,
and all the foreiguers returned to their own
countries.

CIIAPTER XIX.
THE STAVELEY FAMILY.

TrHE next two months passed by withont any
events which deserve our special notice, unless
it be that Mr. Joseph Mason and Mr. Dock-
wrath had a meeting in the room of Mr, Mat-
thew Round, in Bedford Row. My, Dockwrath
struggled hard to effect this without the pres-
ence of the London attorney; but he struggled
in vain.  Mr. Round was not the man to allow
any stranger to ramper with his client, and Mr.
Dockwrath was foreed to lower his flag before
him. The result was that the docnment or
documents which had been discovered at Ham-
worth were brought up to Bedford Row; and
Dockwrath at last made up his mind that as he
could not sapplant Matthew Round, he would
consent to fight under him as his licutenant—or

even as his sergeant or corporal, if no higher
position might be allowed to him.

“There is something in it, certainly, Mr. Ma-
son,” said young Round; ‘‘but I can not un-
dertake to say as yet that we are in a position to
prove the point.”

¢ Tt will be proved,” said Mr. Dockwrath.

“T confess it seems to me very clear,” said
Mr. Mason, who by this time had been made to
understand the bearings of the question. ¢‘It
is evident that she chose that day for her date
because those two persons had then been called
upon to act as witnesses to that other deed.”

“That of course is our allegation. I ounly
say that we may have some difficulty in proving
it.”

“The crafty, thieving swindler!” exclaimed
Mr. Mason.

¢¢She has been sharp enough if it is as we
think,” said Round, laughing; and then there
was nothing more done in the matter for some
time, to the great disgust both of Mr. Dockwrath
and Mr. Mason. Old Mr. Round had kept his
promise to Mr, Furnival; or, at least, had donc
something toward keeping it.  He had not him-
self taken the matter into his own hands, but he
had begged his son to be cautious. ¢ It’s not
the sort of business that we care for, Mat,” said
he; ¢ and as for that fellow down in Yorkshire,
I never liked him.” To this Mat had answered
that neither did he like Mr. Mason; but as the
case had about it some very remarkable points,
it was necessary to look into it; and then the
matter was allowed to stand over till after Christ-
mas.

We will now change the scene to Noningshy,
the judge’s country scat, near Alston, at which a
party was assembled for the Christmas holidays.
The judge was there of course-—without his wig,
in which gnise I am inclined to think that judges
spend the more comfortable hours of their exist-
ence; and there also was Lady Staveley, her
presence at home being altogether a matter of
course, inasmuch as she had no other home than
Noningsby. For many years past, ever since
the happy day on which Noningsby had been ac-
quired, she had repudiated London; and the
poor judge, when called upon by his duties to re-
side there, was compelled to live like a bachelor,
in lodgings. Iady Staveley was a good, mo-
therly, warm-hearted woman, who thought a
great deal about her flowers and fruit, believing
that no one else had them so excellent—much
also about her butter and eggs, which in other
houses were, in her opinion, gencrally unfit to
be eaten; she thonght also a great deal about
her children, who were all swans—though, as
she often observed with a happy sigh, those of
her neighbors were so uncommonly like geese.
But she thought most of all of her husband, who
in her eyes was the perfection of all manly vir-
tues.  She had made up her mind that the posi-
tion of a puisne judge in England was the high-
est which counld fall to the lot of any mere mor-
tal. To become a Lord Chancellor, or a Lord
Chief Justice, or a Chief Baron, a man must
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dabble with Parliament, politics, and dirt; but
the bench-fellows of these politicians were select-
ed for their wisdom, high conduct, knowledge, ‘
and discretion., Of all such selectlons that |
made by the latc king when he chose hex hus-
band, was the one which had done most honor:
to Lngland, and had been in all its results most !
beneficial to Englishmen, Such was her creed |
with reference to domestic matters. l

The Staveley young people at present were !
only two in number, Augustus, namely, and his
sister Madeline. The eldest daughter was mar-
ried, and therefore, though she spent these Christ-
mas holidays at Noningsby, must not be regard-
ed as one of the Noningsby family. Of Augus-
tus we have said enough; but as I intend that
Madcline Staveley shall, to many of niy readers,
be the most interesting personage in this story, I |
must pause to say something of her. I must
say something of her; and as, with all women,
the outward and visible signs of grace and beau-
ty are those which are thought of the most, or at
any rate spoken of the oftenest, I will begin with
her exterior attributes. And that the muses
may assist me in my endeavor, teaching my
rough hands to draw with some accuracy the
delicate lines of female beauty, I now make to \
them my humble but earnest prayer. [

Madeline Stavcley was at this time
ninetcen years of age. That she was perfect
in her beauty I can not ask the muses to say,
but that she will some day become so, I think
the goddesses may be requested to prophesy. At
present she was very slight, and appeared to be
almost too tall for her form. She was indeed
above the average height of women, and from
her brother encountered some ridicule on this
head; but not the less were all her movements
soft, graceful, and fawn-like as should be those
of a young girl. She was still at this time a
child in heart and spiri¢, and could have played :
as a child had not the instinet of 2 woman taught
to her the expediency of a staid demeanor.
There is nothing among the wonders of womarn- |
hood more wonderful than this, that the young |
mind and young heart—hearts and minds young |
as youth can make them, and in their natures as
gay—can assume the gravity and discretion of
threescore years and maintain it successfully be-
fore all comers. And this is done, not as a Jes-
son that has been taught, but as the resnlt of an
instinct implanted from the birth. Let us re-
member the mirth of our sisters in our homes,
ang their altered demeanors when those homes
were opened to strangers; and remember also
that this change had come from the inward work-
ing of their own feminine natures!

But I am altogether departing from Madeline
Staveley’s external graces. It was a pity almost
that she should ever have become grave, because
with her it was her smile that was so lovely.
She smiled with her whole face. There was at
such moments a peculiar laughing light in her
gray cyes, which inspired one with an earnest
desire to be in her coufidence; she smiled with |
her soft cheek, the light tints of which would :

become a shade more pink from the excitement,
as they softly rippled into dimples; she smiled
with her forchead which would catch the light
from her eyes and arch itself in its glory, bug
{ above all she smiled with her mouth, just show-
 ing, but hardly showing, the beauty of the pearls
Wlthln I never saw the face of a woman whose
mouth was equal in pure beanty, in beauty that
was expressive of feeling, to that of Madeline
Staveley. Many have I seen with a richer lip,
with a more Juxurious curve, much more tempt-
ing as baits to the villainy and rudeness of man;;
but never one that told so much by its own mute
eloquence of o woman’s happy heart and a wo-
man’s happy beauty. It was lovely as I have
said in its mirth, but if possible it was still more
lovely in its woe; for then the lips would sepa-
rate, and the breath would come, and in the
emotion of her suffering the life of her beauty
would be unrestrained.

Her face was oval, and some might say that
it was almost too thin; they might say so till
they knew it well, but would never say so when
they did so know it. Her complexion was not
clear, though it would be wrong to call her a
| brunette.  Her face and forehead were never
brown, but yct she could not boast the pure pink
and the pearly white which go to the formation
of a clear complexion. For myself, I am not
sure that I love a clear complexion, Pink and
white alone will not give that hue which seems
best to denote light and life, and to tell of a
mind that thinks and of a heart that feels. I
can name no color in describing the soft chang-
ing tints of Madeline Staveley’s face, but I will
make bold to say that no man ever found it in-
sipid or inexpressive.

And now what remains for me to tell? Her
nose was Greeian, but perhaps a little too wide
at the nostril to be considered perfect in its
chiseling. Her hair was soft and brown-—that
dark brown which by some lights is almost black;

] but she was not a girl whose loveliness depended

much upon her hair. With some women it is
their great charm—Nesras who love to sit half
sleeping in the shade—but it is a charm that
possesses no powerful eloquence. All beaunty

"of a high order should speak, and Madeline’s

beauty was ever speaking. And now that I
have said that, I believe that T have told all that
may be necessary to place her outward form be-
fore the inward eyes of my readers.

In commencing this description I said that T
would begin with her exterior; but it seems to
me now that in speaking of these I have suffi-
ciently noted also that which was within. Of
her actual thoughts and deeds up to this period it
is not necessary for our purposes that any thing
should be told; but of that which she might
probably think or might possibly do, a fair guess

; may, 1 hope, be made from that which has been

already written.

Such was the Staveley family.  Those of their
guests whom it is necessary that I should now
name, have been already introduced tous. Miss
Furnival was there, as was also her father., He



had not intended to make any prolonged stay at
Noningsby—at least so he had said in his own
drawing-rooin; but nevertheless he had now
been there for a week, and it seemed probable
that he might stay over Christmas-day. And
Felix Graham was there. He had been asked
with a special purpose by his friend Augustus,
as we already have heard; in order, namely,
that he might fall in love with Sophia Furnival,
and by the aid of her supposed hatful of moncy
avoid the evils which would otherwise so proba-
bly be the consequence of his highly impractica-
ble turn of mind. ‘The judge was not averse to
Felix Graham; but as he himself was a man
essentially practical in all his views, it often oc-
currcd that, in his mild, kindly way, he ridiculed
the young barrister.  Aud Sir Peregrine Orme
was there, being absent from home as on a very
rare occasion ; and with him of course were Mrs.
Orme and his grandson.  Young Perry was
making, or was prepared to make, somewhat of
a prolonged stay at Noningsby. He had a horse
there with him for the hunting, which was
changed now and again; his groom going back-
ward and forward between that place and The
Cleeve.  Sir Peregrine, however, intended to
return before Christmas, aud Mrs. Orme would
go with him. IIe had come for four days, which
for him had been a long abscuce {rom home, aund
at the end of the four days he would be gone.

They were all sitting in the dining-room
round the luncheon-table on a hopelessly wet
morning, listening to a lecture from the judge
on the abomination of eating meat in the mid-
dle of the day, when a servant ecame behind
young Orme’s chair and told him that Mr. Ma-
son was in the breakfast-parlor and wished to
see him.

¢ Who wishes to see you?” said the baronet,
in a tone of surprise. He had caught the name,
and thought at the moment that it was the own-
er of Groby Park.

¢ Lucius Mason,” said Peregrine, getting up.
#1 wonder what he can want me for ?”

¢¢0Oh, Lucius Mason,” said the grandfather.
Since the discourse about agriculture he was not
personally much attaclied even to Lucius; but
for his mother’s sake he conld be forgiven.

¢¢Pray ask him in to lunch,” said Lady Stave-
ley. Something had been said about Lady Ma-
son since the Ormes had been at Noningshy, and

the Staveley family were prepared to regard her

with sympathy, and, if necessary, with the right
hand of fellowship.

“He is the great agriculturist, is he not?”
said Augustus.  “‘ Bring him in by all means;
there is no knowing how much we may not learn
hefore dinner on such a day as this.”

“He is an ally of mine, and yon must not
Taugh at him,” said Miss Furnival, who was sit-
ting next to Augustus.

But Lucius Mason did not come in, Young
Orme remained with him for about a quarter of
an hour, and then returned to the room, declar-
ing, with rather a serious face, that he must ride
to Hamworth and back before dinner.
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““Are you going with young Mason ?” asked
his grandtather.

““Yes, Sir; he wishes me to do something for
him at Hamworth, and I can not well refuse
him.”

“You arc not going to fight a ducl!” said
Lady Staveley, holding up her hands in horror
as the idea came across her brain.

“A duell” screamed Mrs. Orme.
Peregrine!”

“There can be nothing of the sort,” said the
judge. I should think that young Mason is
not so foolish; and I am sure that Percgrine
Orme is not.”

¢I have not heard of any thing of the kind,”
said Percgrine, Janghing.

¢ Promise me, Peregrine,” said his mother,
¢t Say that you promise me.”

¢« My dearest mother, I have no more thought
of it than you have—indeed I may say not so
much.”

¢“You will be back to dinner?” said Lady
Staveley.

¢ Oh yes, certainly.”

< And tell Mr. Mason,” said the judge, * that
if he will retarn with you we shall be delighted
to see him.”

The errand which took Peregrine Orme off to
Hamworth will be explained in the next chap-
ter, but his going led to a discussion among the
gentlemen after dinner as to the position in
which Lady Mason was now placed. There
was no longer any possibility of keeping the
matter sceret, seeing that Mr. Dockwrath had
taken great care that every one in Hamworth
should hear of it. He had openly declared that
evidence would now be adduced to prove that
Sir Joseph Mason’s widow had herself forged the
will, and had said to many people that Mr., Ma-
son of Groby had determined to indict her for
forgery. 'This had gone so far that Lucius had
declared as openly that he would prosecute the
attorney for a libel, and Dockwrath had sent him
word that he was quite welecome to do so if he
pleased.

1t is a scandalous state of things,” said Sir
Peregrine, speaking with much enthusiasm, and
no little temper, on the subject. *“llere is a
question which was settled twenty years ago to
i the satisfaction of every one who knew any
I'thing of the case, and now it is brought uvp
again that two men may wreak their vengeance
on a poor widow. They are not men; they are
brutes.”

¢“But why does she not bring an action
against this attorney ?”” said young Staveley.

‘¢Buch actions do not easily le,” said his fa-
ther. It may be quite true that Dockwrath
may have said all manner of evil things against
this lady, and yet it may be very difficalt to ob-
tain evidence of a libel. It seems to me. from
what I have heard, that the man himself wishes
such an action to be bronght.”

#And think of the state of poor Lady Ma-
son!” said Mr. Furnival. ‘“Conceive the mis-
ery which it would occasion her if she were

«Qh,
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dragged forward to give evidence on such a
matter !”

¢ believe it would kill her,” said Sir Pere-
grine.

“The best means of assisting her would be
to give hier some countenance,” said the judge ;
“and from all that I can hear of her, she de-
serves it.”

“She does deserve it,” said Sir Peregrine,
““and she shall have it. The people at Ham-
worth shall see, at any rate, that my daughter
regards her as a fit associate. I am happy to
say that she is coming to The Cleeve on my re-
turn home, and that she will ramnain there till
after Christmas.”

“¢It is a very singular case,” said Felix Gra-
ham, who had been thinking over the position
of the lady hitherto in silence.

“Indeed it is,” said the judge; “and it
shows how careful men should be in all matters
relating to their wills. The will and the codi-
cil, as it appears, are both in the handwriting
of the widow, who acted as an amanueunsis not
only for her husband but for the attorney. That
fact does not in my miund produce suspicion;
but I do not doubt that it has produced all this
suspicion in the mind of the claimant. The
attorney who advised Sir Joseph should have
known better.”

¢¢ It is one of those cases,” continued Graham,
¢in which the sufferer should be protected by
the very fact of her own innocence.  No lawyer
should consent to take up the cudgels against
her,”

¢TI am afraid that she will not escape perseen-
tion from any such professional chivalry,” said
the judge.

¢ All that is moonshine,” said Mr. Furnival.

<« And moonshine is a very pretty thing if yon
were not too much afraid of the night air to go
and look at it. 1f the matter be as you all say,
I do think that any gentleman would disgrace
himself by lending a hand against her.”

¢ Upon my word, Sir, I fully agree with you,”
said Sir Peregriue, bowing to Felix Graham over
his glass.

¢ 1 will take permission to think, Sir Pere-
grine,” said Mr. Furnival, ¢ that you would not
agree with Mr. Graham if you had given to the
matter much decp consideration.”

¢¢T have not had the advauntage of a profession-
al education,” said Sir Peregrine, again bowing,
and ou this occasion addressing himself to the
lawyer; ““but I can not see how any amount of
learning should alter my views on such a subject.”

“Truth and honor can not be altered by any
professional arrangements,” said Graham; and
then the conversation turned away from Lady
Mason, and directed itsclf to those great corree-
tions of legal reform which had been debated
during the past autumn.

The Orley Farm Case, thongh in other forms
and different language, was being discussed also
in the drawing-room. ¢ 1 have not seen much
of her,” said Sophia Furnival, who by some art
had usnrped the most prominent part in the con-

versation, ‘“but what I did see I liked much.
She was at The Cleeve when I was staying there,
if you remember, Mrs. Orme.”  Mrs. Orme said
that she did remember.

“And we went over to Orley Farm. Poor
lady! I think every body ought to notice her un-
der such circumstances. Papa, I know, would
move heaven and carth for her if he could.”

““I can not move the hcaven or the earth ei-
ther,” said Lady Staveley; “but if I thought
i that my calling on her would be any satisfaction
to her—"

¢ It would, Lady Staveley,” said Mrs. Qrme.
‘It would be a great satisfaction to her. I can
not tell you how warmly I regard her, nor how
perfectly Sir Peregrine esteems her.”

““We will drive over there next week, Made-
line.”

Do, mamma.
very nice.”

It will be so kind of you, Lady Staveley,”
said Sophia Furnival.

““Next week she will be staying with us,” said
Mrs. Orme. ¢ And that would save you three
miles, you know, and we should be so glad to
see you.”

Lady Stavcley declared that she would do
both.  She would call at The Cleeve, and again
at Orley Farm after Lady Mason’s return home.
She well understoed, though she could not her-
self then say so, that the greater part of the ad-
vantage to be reccived from her kindness would
be derived from its being known at Hamworth
that the Staveley carriage had been driven up to
Lady Mason’s door.

¢“Ier son is very clever, is he not?” said
Madeline, addressing herself to Miss Furnival.

Sophia shrugged her shoulders and put her
head on one side with a pretty grace. *“Yes, 1
believe so.  People say so. But who is to tell
whether a young man be clever or no?”

¢ But some arc so much more clever than oth-
ers, Don’t you think so?”

¢ Oh yes, as some girls are so much prettier
than others, DBut if Mr. Mason were to talk
Greek to you, you would not think him clever.”

¢+ 1 ¢hould not nnderstand him, you know.”

¢Qf course not; but you would understand
that he was a blockhead to show off his learning
in that way. You don’t want him to be clever,
you sec; you only want him to be agreeable.”

T don’t kuow that I want either the one or
the other.”

“Doyoumnot? TknowlIdo. I think that
young men in society are bound to be agreeable,
and that they should not be there if they do not
know how to talk pleasantly, and to give some-
thing in return for all the trouble we take for
them,”

T don't take any trouble for them,” said
Madeline, laughing.

¢ Surely you must, if you only think of it
LAl Iadies do, and so they ought. But if in re-
! turn for that 2 man merely talks Greek to me, 1.
1 for my part, do not think that the bargain is fair-
'y carried out.”

Every body says that she is
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¢ I declare you will make me quite afraid of
Mr. Mason.”

¢ Oh, he never talks Greek—at least, he nev-
er has to me. I rather like him. But what I
mean is this, that I do not think a man a bit
more likely to be agreeable because he has the
reputation of being very clever. For my part 1
rather think that I like stupid young men.”

“Oh, do you? Then now I shall know what
you think of Augustus. We think he is very
clever; but I do not know any man who makes
himself more popular with young ladies.”

¢ Ah, then he is a gay decciver.”

“He is gay enough, but I am sure he is no
deceiver. A man may make himself nice to
young ladies without deceiving any of them;
may he not ¢

“You must not take me ‘au pied de la lot-
tre,” Miss Staveley, or 1 shall be lost.  Of conrse
he may. Buot when voung gentlemen are so
very nice, young ladies are so apt to—"

“To what ¥”

““Not to fall in love with them exactly, but
to be ready to he fallen in love with; aud then
if a man does do it he is a deceiver. T declare
it seems to me that we don’t allow them a chance
of going right.”

“I think that Aungustus manages to steer
through such difliculties very cleverly.”

¢ He sails about in the open sea, touching at
all the most lovely capes and promontories, and
is never driven on shore by stress of weather!
What a happy sailor he must be!”

1 think he is happy, and that he makes oth-
ers so.”

¢“He ought to be made an admiral at once.
But we shall hear some day of his coming to a
terrible shipwrecek.”

¢ Oh, T hope not!”

“1e will return home in desperate plight,
with only two planks left together, with all his
glory and beauty broken and crumpled to pieces
against some rock that he has despised in his
pride.”

“Why do you prophesy such terrible things
for him ?”

¢“I mean that he will get married.”

“Get married!  Of course he will.  That’s
Jjust what we all want.  You dow’s call that a
shipwreek; do you”

“It’s the sort of shipwreck that these very
gallant barks have to encounter.”

“You don’t mean that he'll marry a disagree-
able wife !

¢“Oh noj not in the least. I only mean to
say that, like other sons of Adam, he will have
to strike his colors. I dare say, if the truth
were known, he has done so already.”

T am sure he has not.”

“1 don't at all ask to know his seerets, and I
should look upon you as a very bad sister if you
told them.”

“But I am sure he has not got any—of that
kind.”

¢ Would he tell you if he had ¥

SOh, L hope so: any serions secret. 1 am

sure he ought, for I am always thinking about
him.”

¢ And would you tell him your scerets ?”

¢T have none.”

“But when you have, will you do s0?”

“Will 1?7 Well, yes; 1 think so. But a
girl has no such secret,” she continued to say,
after pausing for a moment. ¢‘ None, general-
Iy, at least, which she tells, cven to herself, till
the time comes in which she tells it to all whom
she really loves.” And then there was another
pause for a moment.

“T am not quite so sure of that,” said Miss
Furnival.  After which the gentlemen came
into the drawing-room.

Augustus Staveley had gone to work in a man-
ner which he conceived to be quite systcmatic,
having before him the praiseworthy object of
making a match between Felix Graham and So-
phia Furnival.  * By George, Graham,” ke had
said, ¢the finest girl in London is coming down
to Noningshy ; upon my word I think she is.”

¢ And brought there expressly for your de-
lectation, I suppose.”

¢“Oh no, not at all; indeed, she is not exact-
Iy in my style; she is too—too—too—in point of
fact, too much of a girl for me. She has lots
of money, and is very clever, and all that kind
of thing.”

¢¢I never knew you so humble before.”

¢TI am not joking at all.  She is a daughter
of old Furnival’s, whom, by-the-by, I hate as I do
poison.  Why my governor has him down at
Noningsby [ can’t guess. But I tell you what,
old fellow, he can give his daughter five-and-
twenty thousand pounds. Think of that, Mas-
ter Brook.” But Ieclix Graham was a man
who could not bring himself to think much of
such things on the spur of the moment, and
wlen he was introduced to Sophia, he did not
scem to be taken with her in any wonderful way.

Augustus had asked his mother to help him,
but she had laughed at him. ¢ It would be a
splendid arrangement,” he had said, with ener-
gy, ¢ Nonsense, Gus,” she had answered. “You
should always let those things take their chance.
AN T will ask of you is that you don’t fall in
love with her yourself; I don’t think her family
would be nice enough for you.”

But Felix Graham certainly was ungrateful
for the friendship spent upon him, and so his
friend feltit.  Augustus had contrived to whis-
per into the lady’s ear that Mr. Graham was the
cleverest young man now rising at the bar, and
as far as she was concerned, some amount of
intimacy might at any rate have been produced ;
but he, Graham himself, would not put himself
forward.  “*I will pique him into it,” said Au-
gustus to himself, and therefore, when on this
occasion they came into the drawing-room, Stave-
ley immediately took a vacant seat beside Miss
Furnival, with the very friendly object which he
had proposed to himsclf.

There was great danger in this, for Miss Fur-
nival was certainly handsome, and Augustus
Staveley was very susceptible.  But what will
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not a man go through for his friend? I hope
we are to have the honor of your company as
far as Monkton Grange the day we meet there,”
he said. The hounds were to mect at Monkton
Grange, some seven miles from Noningsby, and
all the sportsmen from the house were to be
there.

I shall be delighted,” said Sophia; * that is
to say if a scat in the carriage can be spared for
me.”

“But we’ll mount you. I know that you are
a horsewoman.” In answer to which Miss Fur-
nival confessed that she was a horsewoman, and
owned also to having brought a habit and hat
with her.

*¢That will be delightful. Madeline will ride
also, and you will meet the Miss Tristrams.
They are the famous horsewomen of this part
of the country.”

¢You don’t mean that they go after the dogs
across the hedges.”

‘“Indeed they do.”

“ And does Miss Staveley do that ?”

¢“Oh no; Madeline is not good at a five-
barred gate, and would make but a very bad
hand at a double ditch. If you are inclined to
remain among the tame people, she will be true
to your side.”

T shall certainly be one of the tame people,
Mr. Staveley.”

¢¢¥ rather think I shall be with you myself;
I have only one horse that will jump well, and
Graham will ride him.  By-the-by, Miss Furni-
val, what do you think of my friend Graham ?”

¢“Think of him! Am X bound to have
thought any thing about him by this time ?”

¢ Of course you are, or at any rate of course
you have, Ihave no doubt that you have com-
posed in your own mind an essay on the char-
acter of every body here. People who think at
all always do.”

¢ Do they?
very short one.”

¢ But perhaps not the less correet on that ac-
count. You must allow me to read it.”

¢Like all my other essays of that kind, Mr.
Staveley, it has been composed solely for my
own use, and will be kept quite private.”

T am so sorry for that, for I intended to pro-
pose a bargain to you. If you would have shown
me some of your essays, I would have been equal-
ly liberal with some of mine.” And in this way,
before the evening was over, Augustus Staveley
and Miss Furnival became very good friends.

¢ Upon my word she is a very clever girl,” he
said afterward, as young Orme and Graham were
sitting with him in an outside room which had
been fitted up for smoking.

““And uncommonly handsome,” said Pere-
grine.

¢“And they say she’ll have lots of money,”
said Graham. *‘After all, Staveley, perhaps
you could not do better.”

¢¢She's not my style at all,” said he. “But
of course a man is obliged to be civil to girls in

My essay upou him then is a

CHAPTER XX,
MR. DOCKWRATH IN HIS OWN OFFICE.

Ix the conversation which had taken place
after dinner at Noningsby with regard to the
Masons, Peregrine Orme took no part, but his
silence had not arisen from any want of interest
on the subject. IIe had been over to Hamworth
that day on a very special mission regarding it,
and as he was not inclined to speak of what he
had then seen and done, he held his tongue al-
together.

I want you to do me a great favor,” Lucius
had said to him, when the two were together in
the breakfast-parlor of Noningsby; ‘“but I am
afraid it will give you some trouble.”

¢I sha'n’t mind that,”’ said Peregrine, ¢¢if
that’s all.”

“You have heard of this row about Joseph
Mason and my mother? It has been so talked
of that I fear you must have heard it.”

¢ About the lawsuit? Oh yes. It has cer-
tainly been spoken of at The Cleeve.”

¢ Of course it has.  All the world is talking
of it. Now there is a man named Dockwrath
in Hamworth—;” and then he went on to ex-
plain how it had reached him from various quar-
ters that Mr. Dockwrath was accusing his mo-
ther of the crime of forgery; how he had en-
deavored to persuade his mother to indict the
man for libel ; how his mother had pleaded to
him with tears in her eyes that she found it im-
possible to go through such an ordeal; and how
he, therefore, had resolved to go himself to Mr.
Dockwrath., ¢ But,” said he, ‘I must have
some one with me, some gentleman whom X can
trust, and therefore I have ridden over to ask
you to accompany me as far as Hamworth.”

1 suppose he is not a man that you can
kick,” said Peregrine.

¢ ¥ am afraid not,” said Lucius; ‘‘he’s over
forty years old, and has dozens of children.”

¢ And then he is such a low beast,” said Per-
egrine.

] have no idea of kicking him, but I think
it would be wrong to allow him to go on saying
these frightful things of my mother without show-
ing him that we are not afraid of him.” Upon
this the two young men got on horseback, and,

' riding into IIamworth, put their horses up at the

inn.

¢« And now I suppose we might as well go at
once,” said Peregrine, with a very serious face.

““Yes,” said the other; ¢‘there’s nothing to
delay us. I can not tell you how much obliged
I am to you for coming with me.”

¢QOh, don’t say any thing about that; of
course I'm only too happy.” But all the same
he felt that his heart was beating, and that he
was a little nervous.  Had he been called upon
to go in and thrash somebody, he would have
been quite at home; but he did not fecl at his
ease in making an inimical visit to an attorney’s
office.

It would have been wise, perhaps, if in this

his own house.” And then they all went to bed., | matter Lucius had submitted himself to Lady
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Mason’s wishes, On the previous evening they
had talked the matter over with much serious
encrgy. Lucius had been told in the streets of
Hamworth by an intermeddling little busybody
of an apothecary that it behooved him to do some-
thing, as Mr. Dockwrath was making grievous
accusations agaiust his mother.  Lucius had re-
plied hanghtily, that he and his mother would
know how to protect themselves, and the apoth-
ecary had retreated, resolving to spread the re-
port every where. Lucius on his return home
had declared to the unfortunate lady that she
had now no alternative left to her.  She must
bring an action against the man, or at any rate
put the matter into the hands of a luwyer with a
view of ascertaining whether she could do so with
any chance of success.  If she could not, she
must then make known her reason for remain-
ing quict.  In answer to this, Lady Mason had
begun by praying her son to allow the matter to
pass by.

“ But it will not pass by,” Lucios had said.

“Yes, dearest, if we leave it, it will—in a
month or two.  We can do nothing by interfer-
ence.  Remember the old saving, You can not
touch pitch without being defiled.”

But Lnecins had replied, almost with anger,
that the piteh had already touched him, and that
hie was detiled. ¢ I can not consent to hold the
property,” he had said, ‘‘unless something be
done.”  And then his mother had bowed her
head as she sat, and had covered her face with
Tier hands.

41 shall go to the man myself,” Lueius had
declared with energy.

“ As yvour mother, Lucins, I implore you not
to do so,” she had said to him through her tears.

“ I must either do that or leave the country.
1t is impossible that I should live here, hearing
such things said of you, and doing nothing to
clear your name.” To this she had made no
actual reply, and now he was standing at the at-
torney’s door about to do that which he had
threatened.

They found Mr. Dockwrath sitting at his desk,
at the other side of which was seated his clerk.
He had ndt yet promoted himsclf to the dignity
of a private oftice, but gencrally used his parlor
as such when he was desirous of sceing his clients
without disturbance.  On this oceasion, howev-
cr, when he saw yvoung Mason enter, he made
no offer to withdraw. His hat was on his head
as he sat on his stool, and he did not even take
it off as he returned the stiff salutation of his vis-
itor. *¢*Keep your hat on your head, Mr. Orme,”
he said, as Percgrine was about to take his off.
“Well, gentlemen, what can I do for you #”

Lucius looked at the clerk, and felt that there
would be great difticulty in talking about his mo-
ther before snch a witness.  “We wish to see
you in private, Mv. Dockwrath, for a few min-
utes—if it be convenient,”

‘¢ Isnot this private enough ?” said Dockwrath.
“There is no one here but my confidential clerk.”

“If you could make it convenient— began
Lucius.

Vor. XXTII.—No. 136.—K x
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“Well, then, Mr. Mason, I can not make it
convenient, and there is the long and the short of
You have brought Mr. Orme with you to
hear what yow’'ve got to say, and I choose that
my clerk shall remain by to hear it also. Seeing
the position in which you stand there is no know-
ing what may come of such an interview as this.”

¢ In what position do I stand, Sir?”

“If you don’t know, Mr, Mason, I am not
going to tell you. I feel for you, I do upon my
word. 1 feel for you, and I pity you.” Mr.
Dockwrath as he thus expressed his commisera-
tion was sitting with his high chair tilted back,
with his knees against the edge of his desk, with
his hat almost down upon his nose as he looked
at hiis visitors from under it, and he amused him-
self by cutting up a quill pen into small picces
with his penknife. It was not pleasant to be
pitied by such a man as that, and so Peregrine
Orme conecived,

¢ Sir, that is nonsense,” said Lucins.  ¢¢T ve-
quire no pity from you or from any man.”

T don’t suppose there is ouc in all ITamworth
that dees not feel for you,” said Dockwrath.

“He means to be impudent,” said Peregrine.
“You had better come to the point with him at
onee.”

¢No, I don’t mean to be impudent, young
gentleman. A man may speak his own mind in
his own house I suppose without any impudence.
You wouldn’t stand cap in hand to me if I were
to go dewn to you at The Cleeve.”

“T have come here to ask of you,” said Lu-
cius, *“ whether it be true that you are spreading
these reports about the town with reference to
Lady Mason? If you arc a man you will tell
me the trath.”

“Well, I rather think T am a man.”

“It is necessary that Lady Mason should be
protected from such infamous falsehoods, and it
may be necessary to bring the matter into a court
of law—"

“You may be quite easy about that, Mr. Ma-
son. It will be necessary.”

“As it may be necessary, I wish to know
whether you will acknowledge that these reports
have come from you?”

“You want me to give evidence against my-
sclf.  Well, for once in a way I don’t mind if I
do.  The reports have come from me. Novw, is
that manly?” And Mr. Dockwrath, as he spoke,
pushed his hat somewhat off his nose, and look-
ed steadily across into the face of his opponent.

Lucius Mason was too young for the task
which he had undertaken, and allowed himself
to be disconcerted. He had expected that the
lawyer would deny the charge, and was prepared
for what he wonld say and do in such a case;
but now he was not prepared.

“How on carth could you bring yourself to
be guilty of such villainy ?” said young Orme.

‘ Highty-tighty! What are you talking about,
young man? The fact is, you do not know what
you are talking about. But as'I have a respect
for your grandfather, and for vour mother, I will
give you and them a piece of advice, gratis.



506

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

Don’t let them be too thick with Lady Mason
till they see how this matter goes.”

¢“Mr. Dockwrath,” said Lucius, ‘“you arc a
mean, low, vile scoundrel.”

“Very well, Sir. Adams, just take a note
of that. Don’t mind what Mr. Orme said. I
can easily excuse him. IIc¢ll know the truth
before long, and then he’ll beg my pardon.”

¢“T'll take my oath I look upon you as the
greatest miscrcant that ever I met,” said Pere-
grine, who was of course bound to support his
friend.

¢ You'll change your mind, Mr. Orme, before
long, and then youwll find that you have met a
worse niscreant than I am.  Did you put down
those words, Adams?”

“Them as Mr. Mason spoke?
them down.”

“ Read them,” said the master.

And the clerk read them, *“Mr. Dockwrath,
you are a mean, low, vile scoundrel.”

¢ And now, young gentlemen, if you have got
nothing else to observe, as I am rather busy,
perhaps you will allow me to wish you good-
morning.”

“Very well, Mr. Dockwrath,” said Mason;
¢ you may be sure that you will hear further
from me.”

“YWe shall be surc to hear of each other.
There is no doubt in the world ahout that,’ said
the attorney. And then the two young men
withdrew with an unexpressed fecling in the
mind of each of them, that they had not so com-
pletely got the better of their antagonist as the
Jjustice of their case demanded.

They then remounted their horses, and Orme
accompanied his friend as far as Orley Farm,
from whence he got into the Alston road through
The Cleeve grounds.  ““And what do you in-
tend to do now?” said Peregrine, as soon as
they were mounted.

¢‘1 shall employ a lawyer,” said he, ¢‘on my
own footing ; not my mother’s lawyer, but some
one clse. Then I suppose I shall be guided by
his advice.” Had he done this befure he made
his visit to Mr. Dockwrath, perhaps it might
have Leen better.  All this sat very heavily on
poor Peregrine’s mind; and therefore, as the
company were talking about Lady Mason after
dinner, he remained silent, listening, but not
Jjoining in the conversation,

The whole of that evening Lucius and his
mother sat together, sayving nothing.
was not absolutely any quarrel hetween them,
but on this terrible subject there was an utter
want of accordance, and almost of sympathy.
It was not that Lucius had ever for a moment
suspected his mother of aught that was wrong.

Yes; I've got

There !

P
i

ITad he done so he might perhaps have been

more gentle toward her in his thoughts and
words. He not only fully trusted her, but he

swas quite fixed in his confidence that nothing .
could shake either her or him in their rights. ‘Thcre is nothing I would not suffer; no cost 1
But under these circamstances he conld not un- would not undergo rather than you shonld en-

derstand how she could consent to endure with- ! dure all this.
out resistance the indignities which were put | would leave it to me

upon her.  ‘“She should combat them for my
sake, if not for her own,” he said to himsclf over
and over again. And he had said so also to
her, but his words had had no effect.

She, on the other hiand, felt that he was erucl
to her, She was weighed down almost to the
ground by these sufferings which had fallen on
her, and yet he would not be gentle and soft to
her.  She could have borne it all, she thought,
if he would have borne with her.  She still
hoped that if she remained quiet no further trial
would take place. At any rate this might be so.
That it would be so she had the assurance of Mr.
Furnival. And yet all this evil which she dread-
ed worse than death was to be precipitated on
Lier by her son!  So they sat through the long
evening specchless; each seated with the pre-
tense of reading, but neither of them capable of
the attention which a book requires.

He did not tell hier then that he had been with
Mr. Dockwrath, but she knew by his manner
that he had taken some terrible step.  She wait-
ed patiently the whole evening, hoping that he
would tell her, but when the hour came for her
to go up to her room he had told her nothing.
It he now were to turn against her, that would
be worse than all!  She went up to her room
and sat hersclf down to think.  All that passed
through her brain on that night I may not now
tell; but the grief which pressed on her at this
moment with peculiar weight was the selfawill
and obstinacy of her boy. She said to herself
that she would be willing now to die—to give
back her life at once, if’ such might be God’s
pleasure; but that her son’ shounld bring down
her hairs with shame and sorrow to the grave—!
In that thought there was a bitterness of agony
which she knew not how to endure!

The next morning at breakfast he still re-
mained silent, and his brow was still black.
¢ Lucius,” she said, ¢“did you do any thing in
that matter yesterday ?”

““Yes, mother; I saw Mr. Dockwrath.”

“iWell 27

¢T took Peregrine Orme with me that I might
have a witness, and I then asked him whether he
had spread thiese reports.  He acknowledged that
lic had done so, and I told him that he was a
villain.”

Upon hearing this she uttered a long, low
sigh, but she sald nothing. What use could
there now be in her saying anght? Her look
of agony went to the young man’s heart, but he
still thought he had been right. ¢ Mother,” he
continued to say, ‘I am very sorry to grieve
you in this way—very sorry; but I could not
Lold up my head in Hamworth—I could not
hold up my head any where, if I heard these
things said of you and did not resent it.”

¢ A, Lucius, if you knew the weakness of a
woman!”

¢« And therefore you should let me hear it all.

If you would only say that you

1
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“Dut it can not be left to vou. T have gone
to a lawyer, to Mr. Fwnival.  Why will you
not permit that I should act in it as he thinks
best?  Can you not believe that that will be the
best for both of ng?"

I vow wisl ity T will see My, Furnival 27

Lady Mason did not wish that, but she was
obliged so far to yield as to say that he might do
0 it he would., Iler wish was that he should
bear it all and ¢ay nothing. 1t was not that she
was inditferent to good repute among her neigh-
bors, or that she was carcless as to what the
apotheearies and attorneys said of her; but it
was casier for her to beavr the evil than to com-
bat it.  The Ormes and the Furnivals wonld
support her.  They and such-like persons wonld
acknowledge her weakness, and would know that
from her would not be expeeted such loud out-
bursting indignation as might be expected from
a man.
own weakness, and thought that she might still
be supported by that—if only her son would so
perniit.

It was two days after this that Lucius was al-
lowed the honor of a conference by appointment
with the great lawyer; and at the expiration of
of an hour’s delay he wwas shown into the room
by Mr. Crabwitz. ¢ And, Crabwitz,” said the
barvister, before he addressed himself to his
yonng friend, ¢ just run your eye over those pa-
pers, and let Mr. Bideawhile have them to-mor-
row morning ; and, Crabwitz-—"

“Yos, Sir.”

¢“’Phat opinion of Sir Richard's in the Ahato-
alpaca Mining Company—I have not scen it,
have 1?7

Tt all ready, Mr. Furnival.”

“T will look at it in five minates.  And now,
my yvoung friend, what can I do for you?”

It was quite clear from Mr. Furnival's tonc
and manner that he did not meun to devote
much time to Lucins Mason, and that he was
not generally anxious to hold any conversation
with him on the subject in question.  Such, in-
decd, was the case.  Mr. Furnival was determ-
ined to pull Lady Mason out of the sea of trou-
ble into which she had fallen, let the effort cost
Lim what it might, but he did not wish to do so
by the instrumentality, or even with the aid, of
her son.

““Mr. Furnival,” began Mason, ¢TI want to
ask your adviee about these dreadful reports
which are being spread on every side in lam-
worth about my mother.”

¢ If you will allow me then to say so, I think
that the course which you should pursue is very
simple.  Indeed there is, I think, only one
eourse which you can pursue with proper defer-
ence to your mother's feelings.”

¢ And what is that, Mr. Farnival 27

“1o nothing, and say nothing. T fear from
what T have heard that you have already done
and said much more than was prudent,”

““But how am I to hear such things as these
spoken of my own mother ?”

““That depends on the people by whom the

She had caleulated the strength of her!

things are spoken. In this world, if we meet =
chimney-sweep in the path we do not hustle with
him for the right of way. Your mother is goinz
next week to The Cleeve. It was only yester-
day that I heard that the Noningsby people are
going to call on her.  You can hardly, I sup-
pose, desire for your mother better fricnds than
such as these. And can you not understand
why such people gather to her at this moment ?
If you ean understand it, you will not troubls
yourself to interfere much more with Mr. Dock-
wrath.”

There was a rchuke in this which Lucius Ma-
son was forced to endure ; but nevertheless, as
retreated disconcerted from the barrister’s cham-
bers, he could not bring himself to think it righs
that such calumny should be borne without re-
sistance. e knew but little, as yet, of the or-
dinary life of gentlemen in Eugland ; Lut he did
know—so at least he thoucht—that it was the
duty of a son to shicld his mother from insui:
and libel.

WINNIPISEOGEE.

‘ HAT is the fascination of water? Ani

what the fascination of motion? And
what the daplex joy of motion upon water ?
They scem~—at least the first two-—ultimate
pleasurable scnsations, as little analyzable as
the pleasures of taste or smell or sight.  As to
many another question, so must we reply o
these: we are so made that we enjoy them.

The most beantiful locomotions aretwo: of a
swift boat over the sea, and of a swift horse over
the land.  They are indced identical, both lines
of progress being free, flowing, easy curves, hosr-
izontal in general diveetion, and of periodic flex-
ure. And the sources of the derived enjoymen:
are identical. They are:

1. The passive reception of subtle delicate do-
light from thelithe sinuous freedom of the move-
ment.

2. The proud consciousness of mastery, o
sweet to 1aen; the towering and predominating
pleasure of control, felt in the strong, determ-
inate wielling by the rider of the vast strength
of the beast ; in the sly, indirect domination of’
the sailor over the measurcless forces of the ele-
mental kings, the powers of the air and of the
sea.

3. The emotion, unsubstantial and almost fan-
tastie, stiller and more solemm, remoter and pri-
founder in essence, imparting a loftier and grand-
er exultation, which comes from the autocracy
of the sitnation; the pride of knowing that al-
though death, as beside Sintram, rides close be-
side you to snatch your life at the least defanlt,
nevertheless you can and do momently guard
your life, and that by conscions skill ani
strength.

The water, however, chiefly the sea, has ai-
ways been to me pre-eminently a delight—u
charmed realm.  Nor lave I ever enjoyed d
of more unmixed pleasure than those during
which, alone, with tiller in onc hand and main.




