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1HE ST LPANCRAS MARTYRS

‘THERE is no doubt that St. Pancras Workhouse is a model
institution. Thereis only one thing more certain, and that is
that the St. Pancras Guardians are the most pure and authentic {
specimens of mjured innocence extant. ‘The Press has been
hard at work reviling them for the last three weeks or so. Be it
our task to vindicate them, and the excellent institution over
which they preside, from the calummes of such miserable scandal-
mongers as Dr. Ellis; from such presumptuous officials as Dr.
Lankester ; from such pigheaded boobies as the juries who have
dared to hint that the condition of the infirmary was other than
it' should - be, of the vile pubhc which has hounded on these
assailants of pious. conscientious men, whose only fault has been
that, fearless of all consequences, they have done their duty.

"With the facts of the case the public are already familiar.
Several patients have died in the "St. Pancras Infirmary, and
inquests have been held—a most vexatious proceeding. In
July last the medical officer reported more than once that the
wards in the infirmary were quite unfit for the reception of sick
people, or indeed of anyone else. There were foul smells from
the sewers and from the sinks, and the ventilation was contrived
so as to let in plenty of cold air, but not to let out much foul.
The Poor-law Inspector also found that the number of cubic
feet allowed to each patient was far below the amount recom-
mended by the Poor-law Board. He also found that in many
other respects these wards were very defective. Patients com-
plamed to the nurses, nurses and doctors complained to the
Guardians ; but they nobly disregarded all such complaints. So
things went on till these inquests came. Sincethe death of these
inmates on November 14th, a Dr. Bridges, “acting as a
metropolitan medical inspector under the Poor-law Board for
Dr. Markham,” visited the wards. He found “ very bad smells
from the sinks.” He thought that persons labouring under
phthisis would ¢ suffer in such wards, and would not be likely to
recover.” “ He made his report to the Poor-law Board, but,
estimable man (!)—“ he did not recommend anything.” The
Coroner was brute enough to make some very strong observations
on the fact that Dr. Bridges being a Government Inspector,
finding the state of the atmosphere of these wards such as to have
a tendency to accelerate death, had not reported his opinion as
to what remedy should be applied. For our own part, we
highly commend Dr. Bridges. He made a report—he took his
pay—what could he do more? If he had recommended any-
thing, what good would it have been? The Poor-law Board
would have recommended it to the Guardians, the Guardians

would have taken no notice of it, the patients would have gone
on dying, and a great deal of unnecessary trouble and waste of
time would have been the only result of Dr. Bridges’ officious
recommendation. If, since July last, the wards had been con-
demned as unfit for sick persons, and if the frequent remon-
strances of the medical officer ‘and of the Poor-law Board had
met with silent‘contempt what on earth was the use of taking
any step in November, when the paupers were going off as
rapidly as. could be wished? Pah! This mischievous desire

‘to do something lies at the root of all these infamous sensa-

tional inquiries, got up. for the purpose of gratifying the per-
sonal vanity of some impertinent Paul Pry of a medical officer,
and in order to give newspaper writers something to be in-
dignant about. It is all humbug—gross humbug. The paupers
are very comfortable in St. Pancras; now they are going to
kill them by moving them to Highgate, where they will have no
rats to hunt, no sewage to sniff at, no thick air to breathe ;
where they W111 have no windows close by their beds to let cold
damp air in at night, where they will have no drains to cheer
their lonely hours ; where they will not be able to keep each
other warm by their beds being close, or by lying in a nicc
bath, or on the soft voluptuous floor ; where, it is much to be
feared, they will have fresh air, and be attended to, and kept
clean, and their stalls kept sweet, just as if they were horses or
pigs, and not—paupers. It is horrible to think of.

We repeat, that the Guardians of St. Pancras are ill-used
men, They are the victims of malignant persecution. They did
their duty as far as they could see what their duty was. These
sick paupers kept pouring in on them—they were very dear
to keep ; they could not be sent to any place where they were
likely to recover ; if they did recover they would be chargeable
to the parish—the ratepayers were already complaining. Evi-
dently the most prudent course to take was to kill them off as
quickly as possible. - When the horse is glandered, and old, and
useless, or breaks his leg, don’t we shoot him? There is an
unfortunate prejudice against shooting human beings—much
the most economical method of ending their pains—so they
took a slower, but none the less sure, method of putting them
down. Were they not right? What did these paupers
know of life? Nothing but misery, penury, starvation.
What were their homes? Very little better places, if at all,
than the wards they were in—perhaps worse. Then, what
jolly company they had there! Such a merry party of in-
valids—some with bronchitis, some with consumption, some
with the itch, some with fever, some with more loathsome
discases, such a jolly lot! and then the rats—devilish gooq
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company rats are—especially when they come from the draing,
they are sweet playfellows, are your sewer rats ! So full of life,
so poetical, soloaded with perfumes of Arabia ! It really makes
us pity the poor Guardians to think that fortune should not
have cast their lot in such pleasant places. What jovial nights
those sick paupers must have passed, huddled together on the
floor, coughing, sneezing, wheezing, gasping in chorus! How

they must have looked forward to the nights, especially in the
cold weather, when they could not open the windows, and the
smells had it all their own way, and the air got fouler and fouler,
till every breath they fetched was a triumph of nature, if not
of art! Itis such a charming picture that we can hardly tear
ourselves away from it. When death came to join the party,

struggling through the fetid air, with his hour-glass to his nose,

what peals of laughter must have met him, what shouts of
welcome ! ‘What well-to-do smug tradesman dozing in his arm-
chair, half stupid from his ale or whiskey and water, would not
envy the charming vicissitudes, the alluring varieties, the thrill~
ing excitements; of such a life as this—or the perfect peace, the
luxurious-repose, of such a death ? : |
Yes, this is the only true method of making the pauper happy.
Why prolong his life? what will come of it? Will industry,
will honest independence ever come to him ? If this wretched
man, whose cough is hacking him to pieces, were to recover,
where can he go to? Home. Yes, home to the bare room to
be shared by his wife and his son and his daughter and his
baby! Home to the fire-side with no fire! Home to the table with
no meal spread on it ; to the cupboard with nothing but a half
starved mouse or two in it. Or shall he stay in the workhouse ?
Will he get work there that can ever make him again a free
man ?. No. Will he wear the badge of disgrace, of profitless
drudgery ? ‘will he be. exposed to contumely, insult, brutality ?
will he be grudged the scanty food that keeps the dull spark
of life alight ? Yes.” Isthis a future for hope to look forward to?
~Is this alife for which he would care to have passed ‘through
the valley of the shadow of death? No; let him go home to
his real, his ‘only home. 'The home where there is no Poor-
law Board, where there are no guardians, no workhouses, no

infirmaries, where thére are no beadles,” Let him go to his

home from which no one can turn him out ; let him go to his
grave, to his home beyond the grave, where the suffering that
he has known here may be held by a just but merciful Judge
to have been enough, where he may know that perfect joy ‘and
peace, the faintest ray of which could never have come to him—
No, not even in: his dreams—upon this earth, o

A MERRY CONCEIT.

THE Earl of Dartmouth has set himself up as a “funny
man.” At the annual soirée of the Meeke and Walkers Edu-
cational Institute 'at Hasthwaite the other day he delivered a
speech, in which he maintained that no good had been done by
disestablishing the Irish Church, and spoke in favour of reli-
gious education, remarking that a fourth R representing religion
should be added to what are popularly known as the ‘“three
R's.” In fact, the whole point of a very long-winded address
was to lead up to his Lordship’s little joke., Such exhibition
should be put a stop to ; for it is absolutely cruel that even the
members of an Educational Institute should be inflicted with
a couple of hours’ gabble from a speaker whose only claim on
the public attention is that he happens to be a Lord. If Lord
Dartmouth, instead of holding forth on things in general, had
explained to his .audience the circumstances under which he
thought himself justified in interfering with his tenants at the
late elections, his discourse would have been far more edifying.
Perhaps as his Lordship is such a confirmed wag, he meant the
proceeding for a practical joke. If so, like all jokes, it will not
bear repetition,

‘Whitechapel ang Islington were busily en

 MUSICAL CLAY.

opanrane

WE are glad to welcome Mr. Frederick Clay again among
our active composers. He has been too long idle, in a musical
point of view., . He has written some delightful music for Mr.
German Reed’s small company .. Miss Fanny Holland is, both
in voice and appearance, a charming. addition to that cosy
circle ;; and Mr. German Reed has returned fromhis tour in the
country in capital form.- Mrs. German Reed is indefatigable,

-and ‘Mr. Arthur Cecil as funny,. as original,.as sweet veiced as

ever. This is saying-a good deal.:;; .~ . L

:Mr. Clay.:deserves:. great - credit .for his pleasing music,
labeuring as it does under the disadvantage of being wedded to
a rather feeble and inane libretto. 'We-shall return to the sub-
jeet'in a’future number. :'We thdve-listened to the music three
times, and want to hear it.again. ..Can we:say. more ? :

BUMBLEDOM AT BUCKINGHAM PALACE.

THE sooner the Lord Mayor gives up shows and processions
of state the better it will be: fér .the Civic dignity. On Thurs-
day last, when his Lordship, suppaeried by some three hundred
of his provincial brethren, went to. Buckingham Palace to.pre-
sent an address to the King of the Belgians, his progress west-
ward created the very mildest enthusiasm, notwithstanding that
the line of route was carefully and q}tlxite unnecessarily pre-
served by a double row of policemen, who lpitergd the best payt

[

| of a day away in the Strand and Pall Mali, while the thieves in

. on Were busily engaged 'in the practice
‘of their profession. . 1ndeéd, in ~Pall ‘Mall there were ‘more
aolicemen than spectators ; and evén at the -bottom of St.
ames’s street, where the provincial Mayors fell into line, a
coyple of ordinarily intelligent. constables would ‘have been
amply sufficient for the duties to be performed. Although this

would imply that, as a pageant;: thé,’fbf‘.i Mayor’s procession of
Thursday was a dismal failure, we frankly admit that it was
guite worth seeing. In the Lord Mayor’s Show on the gth of
November the Mace Beéareralways comestin for the heaviest
amount of “chaff! as the meaninglessness, inutility, ugliness,
and genéral cumbersomeness of the absurd bauble he supports
at once i$ recognised’ and ‘actepted ‘as; parievcellence, the most

“idiotic feature in the procession 'y but/imagine some three hun-

dred Mayors, who evidently had:come to:no definite conclusion
as to what was regulation in the way of robes, each with a
Mace Bearer and a Mace on the box of the fly which had been
hired for the great evént | Why these gentlemen (who deserve
‘every credit for having come to.town to pay their respects to
the King of the Belgians), should have popped these ungainly
weapons into the cafpet bag which contained their nightshirt
and toothbrush we cannot undeérstand ; but as they one and all

-.seem to have agreed the 'Mace was: de #iguernr on the occasion,

we:can only assume:that theéy know more about the matter
than we do, Let us hope, however; that they did not carry
their badges of officé into the: Royal presence, and that -the
baubles were left in the umbrella-stand in the hall. Seriously,
‘although there may be no objection to-a number of officials
meeting together for a purpose such as that; which called them

together last week, they should forbear from making themselves *

the laughing-stock of the town, even if they happen to be Mayors,
The Continental appreciation of the dignity and position of the
Lord Mayor:is: certhinly exaggerated ‘and undefined enough
without any. fresh ' complication .of .ideas _being forced. upon
foreign visitors, What will the. . Belgians think of . England
when their King goes home and tells ithem that he has actually

-received three'hundred Lord Mayors at a time? The thought

is too perpléxing and distracting to dwell upon.

P

HISTORICAL.—On what occasion’ did 'Ceorge 1V. give him-
self ’airs —~When he bought a wig.
THE BATTLE OF INKER-MAN.-——Maessrs. Parkins and Gotto

'haved'l‘?,rqducéd a new work of art, called the “ Tomahawk Ink-
stand.

It .consists of a tomahawk, the handle of which
holds the pens, while the bladé contains .the ink. Not in-
appropriatc by any means—our hatchet is. represented b{ a
goose-quill—a powerful weapon—some say more powerful than
the sword. To make our meaning plainer, we fight with cold
stegl, but we draw ink in preference to shedding blood,
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THE SUEZ CANAL AND CAMEL RIDING.
FROM: OUR :SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT.

o oo e 0 o -SUEZ, Nows 27, 1860.
1 FEEL that all the exbitemeéent:about
_prospects, and its shortcomings, must have long died out with
you. Still I am your special .correspondent, and though I have,
I tegtet to Say, missed a good dedl of what has beén going on
in this neighbourhood, you have @’ right to such information as
I have been able to procure for the: . bénefit of your readers. 1
ought to add that I am to start in: search of the. sources of the
Nile next week. But of this; more later. For the moment it
will sifficé to furhish you with my recént notes. You hiay
remember I closed my last lettéer on the eve of my departure
from Por? Said with Spagmore ofi a éamel., 1 think I men-
tioned that the camel was fresh. With this preface I beg to
subjoin my notés just as théy stand. ‘ .

o X S N L - Nov. 19, 10 a.m.

We are off. I am on the camel’s back, proper, and Spagmore
is more forward on its neck. -
‘not unpleasant, now and then, but there is a monotony about
it. Port Said is well left behind.  Sun -hot. ‘Wé open ore of
our bottles of ‘champagne and:drink te *“friends at home.”
Somehow we seem a long way ‘from home. The camel certainly

is a fine brute, and stems: équal to'4’ hundred miles if we liked. .

16.36 ..

' The camel seetis té have 2 8ot of cough. 'Spagtore says it

is the sand from the degert in'its hose, Its pace, however, still
is. excellent. Nothing to be seehi for miles. Wehave both agteed
camel riding s capital fun. Both of us delighted that we

missed the yacht. .

Camel has suddenly stoppeéd- with '3 vielént fit of edughing.
Spagmore says we ‘/ haven’t given him enough mouth,”.and that
it will be all right presently,’if H¢ Iets' him have his way a bit.

‘ S . 1L @,
) ur, but he is
still very uneasy about the head. He keeps waving it from right
‘to left. [ hdve $d¢en the camelinthe Regent’s.park do this before
‘he rolls over on his back,-and I, wish he would stop it. Spag-
meore says a camel never rolls;.in the desert,—at least he does
not think so. . Wants me to. “jump off ” 'and just look at his

mouth, and sée that it is all right,

EEE

oo T S L S E TS P P A
Have let the creature haye his way. for half an ho

, o ) 11.25 a.nme,

I can't ¢ jump oft.” I wonder how-the Arabs, or the Mdors
or the Bed6uins, of whéoever are the people who like camel
riding, manage to ‘“look at His. mouth,”. without getting: off.
Perhaps they climb along his neck, perhaps they slide down his
side. " Cameél very restive, and inclined to waltz,
I must * jump down ” and look atikis hocks. He says he had a
‘gray cob who always began thé staggers with a waltz, and that
I must “look sharp if I don’t want both of us to get an ugly
spill,” I suggest that Spagmore had better jump down, as Z¢
would know what was tﬁe matter with the ¢amel’s: mouth if Ae
looked at it. - He says a ¢amel is not 4 cob. This is unanswer-
able, and T feel I must get down. SRS '

R IRy _ e 148 a@.an.

Am down. Managed it by sliding, Easy as anything. Can’t
see what the Bedouins have to brag about. Have looked up the
¢cathel’s imouth, Can séé nothing peciliar about it, except, pér-
haps, a father toe facetiols expression. I, hewever, neticed much
the same sbrt: of thing about the mouth of thé éreature in
Regent’s park,  Spagmeore gays; ¥ Never mind his mouth, look
at his hocks.” I have caught'hold of his hind off leg; it seems
all right, All his legs séem all right, Pérhaps a little bit too full
about the knees. Spagmore says perhaps he is only “ artful ”
and tells me to “ jump up sharp.” :

f

. One hour trying to, gét on, agaln') i\‘car‘i’t.j I wonder how
the Empress of the, F,i'?pch got ofi. . She must have had a stair-
case, or something of the sort. “Besides, I have fio doubt her
cainel was »zof aitful, e
and wants to know if I have nevetr seen a féellow get oh to a
¢amel before, No, I neévei have, as far as I can rémember,
exceépt once, fifteén years a%?, at a ciréus. Besides, f2al camel
was not like this cameél. ¢ knelt down, had tea with the clown,
and let the riding-fhaster sit on its head. And thé man, too,

the Canal;its depth, its

The moverment of  the creature is.

Spagmore says

Spaginore begs 1 “won't play the fool,” |

who did get on its back, was dressed in spangles, and jumped
through a newspaper moon. Spagmore says I have “no busi-
ness to come to Egypt with a fellow unless I know how to
mount a camel.” He refuses to get off and try it himself.
Another try for twenty minutes. The exertion has made me

thirsty. Vote for another bottle of champagne. Carried.

1.30 p..
Capital champagne. Have drunk everybody’s health, written

our names in theé bottle, and buried it in the sand. Spagmore
bets me five to two in twenties that I won’t mount the camel
ten times in seven minutes. Taken him. Try number one.
II\Ioti}lxling to catch hold of. Ought to have made for his neck.

wilik.
, 1.485 p.m.

- The beast doesn’t like it. Has snapped at me, and waltzed.
Yeé-ho-wo, come Up, boy !  He won’t. Thouglt the caimel came
néxt to a horse in intelligence. :Spagmore says it’s the elephant.
1 say it’s the camel. Spagrnore says it’'s . . th’ ele-
phant. . . Isay . ’tsnot. More champagne.

2 p.mn.
Notes taken on the African—"Gyptian Desert.

Why . iscamel . . with . . - Spagmeore on’s
back . like . ha’p’orth lucif-matches ...? Give-
tup — —? B’cos ‘

: * W ¥ * Cw * L *
‘ : 3 #e.p.
caml’ssatdown —— —— -

Hllo . .

- MILDNESS OF THE SEASON.

 APROPOS of duelling, the Pall Mall Gazette in its Occasional
Notes, quotes the following story from a French newspaper :(—

.. “Annon B.and Jeanneton L. had a difference respecting a

sum of seventy-five centimes which had been lent by the former
to the latter. Happening to meet on market-day, strong ex-
ressions were used on both sides—one calling the other a
‘cheat,’ and the other retorting by the term ‘miser.) Annon,

intent. on paying herself, seized the handle of a basket of eggs

which Jeanneton carried ; a struggle ensued, the ‘eggs began to
fly furiously and fast, and both combatants were freely bespat-
tered about the face and neck with yolk and shell.” An elegantly-
dressed youtig gentleman inh the crowd made himself somewhat
prominent by inappropriate mirth; this diverted the anger of
Annon and jeanneton from each other, and their concentrated
wrath féll upon the head of him who mocked them. About
two-thirds of the contents of Jeannetori’s hamper had been

consumed in the éncounter ; the remaining eggs were expended
by the justly indignant women on the well-dressed offender, to
 the complete destruction of his irreproachable garments, and

his utter confusion.”

The story is stupid enough, and somewhat suggestive of a
dearth of ‘ evening news,” but the moral the Pall Mall Gazette
draws from it is at once unique, brilliant, and rational,

“ ‘There can be little doubt,” adds our contemporary, ¢ that
the egg might with advantage be substituted for the sword in
French duels.”

Emphatically, dos%. . If this is the sort of occasional note we
are to expect from the Pall Mall, the more occasional such
notes are the better for the public and for the paper itself.

ZTHE IRREPRESSIBLE JENKINS AGAIN.

A CONTEMPORARY publishes the following paragraph, under
the head “ Court and Fashion :"— ,

“ It is reported from Compi¢gne that the Prince Imperial has
smoked his first cigar, ahd that the Emperor gave it to him.”

_The story, however, goes no further. It is not even stated
what the cigar did to the Prince, who is a§ yet only a lad of
thirteen; and a great deal too young to contract questionable
habits. Probably, however, the fragrant weed had the samec
effect on his Royal Highness as the paragraph abeve quoted
must have had on the enlightened reader—it made him sick.
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THE WELZEHK.

M. DE LESSEPS asks boldly for another 150 millions to com-
plete his work. His enemies consider this demand Swuez-cidal.

M. ROCHEFORT has been elected by the blackguards of Paris
as their representative. -“We have: not the slightest doubt that
he will justify the 51gna1 mark of their conﬁdence

© ———— —

IT is stated that no less than four Parisian theatres have
produced Les Brigands at once.. ThlS is the greatest pubhc
recognition of adaptation that has yet reached us from beyond
theChannel x - _

LORD GRANVILLE evidently recards the Colonies as branches
which encumber the parent stem, since he is for lopping’ them off.
The Colonies, on the other hand are wxse enough not to take
cuttings from an old tree., B

IT would appear from the fallure of Far&zdzieﬂ Fr/zu‘ to

attract, that the descendants of Adam and Eve.are fewer than" :

generally supposed. If the fascmatlons of Z%e Szres should fa]l

flat, there will be nothing left to: try but 7. ke De/uge——only 1t-<.

must not be made of paper..

LORD GRANARD is distinguishing himself, in- the only way
open to him, by presiding  at -meetings where ‘treasonous lan-
guage is used. There aré some people whom Fortune places
in a high position, but in whom Nature reasserts herself by
showing the mlstaLe whxch Fortune has comrmtted L

THE report that Mr. Ayrton has been studymg Art at the
South Kensington Museum,.-under the 1mmed1ate supermten-
dence of Mr. Cole, is, we regret to say, without foundation. . It
is, we believe, true that the. 1llus_tnous, Pres;dent of the.Board
of Works has gone so far as to buy a box of- chﬂdre’n’s’ bricks
in the Burlington Arcade, by the aid of which he is erectmg a

madel which shall serve for all pul)hc butldmgs in London for,

the future.

UNDER the heading “ A Remarkable “Plough. Handle”. the
Glasgow Daily Herald is
astonishing anecdote :—.

crossing one of the fields on his father’s farm he was veéry much

astonished indeed to find a very fine black-cock transfixed upon

the shaft of 2 plough which had been used in getting up the pota-
toes a day or two previously, It. -appears that the bird must
have been proceeding with such rapidity, that, coming in contact
with the handle of the plough at the ¢ crop,’ it went clean
through, and came out below the tail.”

We have heard of such things as “ugly croppers,” but we e

never really knew before what the phrase meant.

MR. BRUCE has another chance of distingliishing hirnself by

reprieving Hinson, the Wood Green murderer. He will have
no difficulty in finding an excuse for extending the mercy of the
Crown to this distinguished criminal. Murders are not gene-
rally committed before an audience in broad daylight. Besides

‘of onie million'of heathens in London.
‘the annouricement..

: "\estabhshment
1t fact, perhaps there ‘
‘hassuch a decxdef auiinies: agamst the only class who can deal

spiritual condition of the rmlhon heathen of London?
‘not, in' any sense, profes to be a religious print, but we can, at
'least, throw blgotry

responsible for'- the‘- .folloWing .

..Mr. Bruce mlght falrly urge that he really could not allow the
‘capxtal sentence to be carried out on Hinson, when all the other
-, | persons who “ assisted ” at these murders were allowed to go scot

We never knew to what an extent self-preservation was

£ 'the Jaw of Nature till we read Mr.. Edward Sawyer’s and Mr.

To let 2 man murder a woman be-
fote their eyes, beat Her brains out, and then to stand by, while
he went into the house oi another ‘person, with the avowed in-
tention of - murdermg; hlm, is an- extent of self-possession to
which few - perSoﬁs .zcan" attam. . ‘The - two ‘musicians, who
at the Slght of one man armed witha gun-barrel fled over a wall,
are no doubt so. fond of harmony that. they have an insuper-
able dread of dlscord The navvies to whom'the gentlemen in
the Civil Serv1ce appealed probably felt the spectacle too con-
gemal to thelr natures:to be interrupted. Seriously speaking,
we never remember any case which exhlblted human nature in
a (shall we say ?) stranger aspect o

IT appears, S0 thexT Zmes mforms us, that there are upwards
‘We are not surprised at
On the contrary, we beliéve the statement
to be con51derably under the mark We, however, are not in

.the habit of . sneering at rehglous enthu51asm, and of dealing

cowardly blowsat earnest men with whose .convictions we can-

. | not’ consc1en‘tlously agree ; and, therefore, we .can afford, while
o makmg all 'due: allowance,for the zeal of those who are at work,

to. denounce ~;Ath1_s{;.f st' te h;mgs, in a country professmg

Yet, notht-, _tandmg its announcement of the
ne.,,smgle respectable journal that

with’ mﬁdellty as- the T%. Z19gS. ‘?1?,5§;»'en now its pages are teeming
with paragraphs, letters, ‘and:.articles, calculated solely to
damage the spread of- rehgto‘us dogmausm, which alone seems

[ capable’ of any.e effort to-stem.the. infidel tide by which the age

bids fair to be mundated We should like to know what
these gallant wrkters -and glorious thinkers have ever done in
the remotest degree to compare, for instance, with this Mission

work at whlch they: : are all. Jlbbérlng and sneering in chorus?

What. have: smart leaders and original doubts done for the
We do

aw'_y,-’and judge of serious issues like
thlnkmg, ratlonal men. Therefore, we have no hesitation in
saying that, whether these Missioners happen to be Evangelicals,

'thuahsts, Quakers, or Orlentals, they are better men than their
,revﬂers. There may be dlfferent theorles as to the best method

“ As Mr. Lachlan M‘Cralg, of thlS town, was thxs rnormng-- - of draggmg a drownlng man; out °f the water, but there can be

but one judgment passed on h1m who' sits. on the bank—and

‘does nothing.’ ‘Such’ a man. is- a cur, ‘and thh this reflection we

dismiss the subject. .

e

A SWEETLY PRETTY PARAGRAPH.—Mr. F. C. Burnand’s
Turn of the Tide, notwithstanding the interesting criticisms of
the Penny Thirnderér of Fleet Street and the .S?z7, which being

“deprived of its Bright(héss) is now defunct, has drifted a good

.treasury. of the. Queen’s Theatre, will cease to
run on Fri the 3rd inst., when Mr. E, J. Young, the manager,
will take his benefit. Although the erformances on this occa-
sion will commence with Mz/% Zizte it is certain that the
amusement they will give will be of anything but a milk-and-
watery character, ‘That’s our quaint whey (milk whey, Eh?
ha! ha! ha !) of puttmg it,

.Cargo_into. ghe
a
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THE VOLUNTEERS AT THE PALACE.

[N OTE.—Be it clearly understood that this sketch in no way
- has reference to the crack metropolitan corps ]

S

SCENE.—7%e Drawing Room in Buckingham Palace. Gor-
geous walls, gorgeous orgarn, gorgeous Soje benckhes, gor-
geous jootwmeenn in Conrt dresses lining ilhe staircases, an
OFFICIAL sweeping up some dwst iz a corner.

FIRST GORGEOUS FOOTMAN (Z0 OFFICIAL SWEEPER).—What
are you doing there ? .

OFFICIAL SWEEPER. — Oh, only sweeping up the “h’s”
dropped by the Corporation of London. I ought to have
another fellow to help me to do it—it’s too much for one man !

SECOND GORGEOUS FOOTMAN.—Look sharp, for here come
the Volunteers. By jingo, they az¢ a nice set of fellows ! (Szeers
andzbly.) -

- (Enter a number of VOLUNTEER OFFICERS #1z more or less
gorgeous uniforms. They are attended by anr ENERGETIC
COLONEL 27z a grey uniforme.)

ENERGETIC COLONEL IN GREY.—Now then, look sharp, all
of you. Here, you go there—and you there—and you there.
Now let me get to the front. (Puskes his way fo another part
of the rooe.) :

FIRST COMMANDING OFFICER (angrily to SECOND CoM-
MANDING OFFICER).—What right has /%e¢ to go on like that?
He's not the senior officer. I should like to have him as my
client. Wouldn’t I run up the costs for him! That I would, as
sure as I’m an attorney—I mean a colonel.

SECOND COMMANDING OFFICER.—Yes, it's too bad! ’Ere I've
‘come all the way from the country to be treated like this !
Thursday, too, is always such a wery busy day in our shop.
You’d be surprised at the lot o’ cheese they buys on a Thursday !

'FIRST COMMANDING OFFICER.—Indeed, Colonel !

SECOND COMMANDING OFFICER.—Always my luck ; now, if
it ’ad only been a Saturday I shouldn’t ’ave minded so much,
altho’ it would ’ave been wery ingonvenient for my friend Snooks
the Pawnbroker,—I mean the Colonel of the 194th Loamshire !

F1rRST COMMANDING OFFICER,—Hush, here’s the King !

(Enter the KING OF THE BELGIANS. ENERGETIC COLONEL IN
GREY Aurries about officioresly. VOLUNTEER OTFFICERS
try to look like Soldiers and to_jorget the shop.)

THIRD COMMANDING OFFICER (0 @ FRIEND).—Does he
(meaning His MAJESTY) speak French? Eh? ’Cause I never
learned French—they don’t teach it at the Charity School—I
mean—I don’t speak it. . '

FRIEND.—Obh ! ’e speaks every bit as good English as I does.

SATIRICAL OFFICER (aside)—The King's English (if this be
the case) must, indeed, be excellent !

SEVERAL OFFICERS.—Hush!

OTHER OFFICERS,—’Ush !

COLONEL LORD ELCHO 7eads the address with admirable effect.
VOLUNTEER OFFICERS (for the jfirst -time in their [ives)
Jind a use for their swords—ithey strike the ground with
them as If they had wmbrellas, and were in the pit of a
theatre. The KING replies i Longlish, Delight of OFFI-
CERS atf finding themselves able to wunderstand about cvery
Jourtlh word. :

ADMIRING CAPTAIN.—Don’t e speak English well, ’Arry?

CRITICAL LIEUTENANT.— It isn’t English—it’s French.
Didn’t you ’ear 'im say * wee ”—that’s French,

ADMIRING CAPTAIN.—No, it isn’t !

(Z/e KING Zs éntroducedfo DISTINGUISHED COMMANDING
OFFICERS.)

THE KING (swziling affadly).—You are well, Sir?

ONE OF THE DISTINGUISHED COMMANDING OFFCERS.—
Quite well, your Majesty. (Z2e KING shalkes hands with him and
passes on, intense delight of ONE OF THE DISTINGUISHED CoMm-
MANDING OFFICERS, wkho tells the storvy jor ever fo his descen-
dants and friends.) '

ANOTHER DISTINGUISHED COMMANDING OFFICER.—204th
Putneyshire Rifles, your Majesty.

THE KING.—Ah, Putneyshire ! (smiles afably, shakes hands,
and passes on to another. Delirious delight of ANOTHER Dis-
TINGUISHED COMMANDING OFFICER.)

ADMIRING CAPTAIN.—Oh, ain’t ’e affable !

CRITICAL LIEUTENANT.—Well, I don’t know ; ’e didn’t shake
’ands with 7ze. _

ADMIRING CAPTAIN.—But you ain’t a commanding officer !

CRITICAL LIEUTENANT—NoO, but I should like to be !

(Depariture of the KING. Furious enthusiasn: of OFFICERS.
End of Ceremony.)

CURTAIN.

THE SHIP OF THE FUTURE!? 7 *

IN last Thufsday’s papers appeared a report of the trial trip of
the Druid, 10 guns, 1,322 tons. We do not know what she will

cost the country, but if the figure is high the following extracts
from the account in question will greatly interest the British

taxpayer. After a great many details, and a return on account
of a “leaking of the valves,” we are told that—

¢ She vibrated fore and aft in the most unloocked for manner.”

“In the captain’s cabin pails filled with water were half
emptied of their contents.” '

“The rigging seemed as slack as if it had never been taut.”

“The general opinion on board was that three months at
sea, under such circumstances, would send the ship into dock
shaken to such an extent as to require complete overhauling
and repair.” ‘ '

“The compasses would not ‘travel’ at all.”

We conclude this will be put all right; but fancy such a
gallant craft in action! A few old Adelphi pirates and the
thing would be complete.

STARS AND GARTERS.

MR. ONsSLOW, the Rector of Sandringhan, who accompanied
the Prince and Princess of Wales on their tour in the East, has
received from the Viceroy of Egypt the order of the Medjidie,
and from the Sultan the order of the Osmanli. Not only this, -
but the Prince of Wales, in consideration of Mr. Onslow being
his private chaplain, has graciously given him leave to sport his
decoration in the Royal presence. It is certainly not usual for
clergymen to emblazon themselves with orders, and Mr. Onslow
cannot possibly wear his honours either in the pulpit or in the
bye-lanes of his parish. We are, therefore, inclined to think
that, although the Prince of Wales deserves every credit for
marking his appreciation of a no doubt faithful servant, his
Royal Highness has been a little injudicious in giving his licence
to a priest in holy orders to infringe a law which, in the case of
other civilians, is always held to in its very strictest letter.
‘Who knows but that this little.concession may be opening the
gates to a new principle ? If Rectors may wear Stars we shall
surely have the Bishops claiming Grand Crosses of the Bath,
and the Archbishops a pair of Garters at least.

“DELAYED IN TRANSMISSION.”

ALTHOUGH it is stated that every exertion is now being made
to enable the Government to take over the working of the tele-
graphs by the first day of the new year, it seems pretty certain
that the new arrangements will only come into force some
weeks later. The Chancellor of the Ixchequer, too, has as
yet done nothing towards raising the requisite funds ; and it is
understood that he will make use of the loose cash at his dis-
posal to carry out the bargain entered into with the private com-
panies. This is all a very bad beginning. That a scheme like
that which is now about to be brought forward should be al-
lowed to limp forth in an incomplete manner is to be regretted ;
and it is, moreover, questionable whether Mr. Lowe is justified
in appro priating, even for a time, public money for a purpose for
which it was never intended. Of course, no one is responsible
for the bungling way in which the Government is taking pos-
session of the telegraph wires ; but the public, who are not unin-
terested parties in the new arrangement, would gladly see the
affair carried through to a conclusion in a business-like and
straightforward manner.
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BRASS AND STEAL.
TO THE EDITOR OF THE “ TOMAHAWK.”
] ' ) ‘ Paris.

SIrR,—1In the interests of public morality as well as i the in-
terests of the legitimate drama may we request you to favour
us by admitting to your columns the accompanying corréspon-
dence between a certain theatricdl manager in England and
ourselves ?

Your obedient servants,
MM. Nus and BELOT.
(Cory.)

Theatre Royal, —-— .
_ MESDAMES,—The manager of thé Vaudevillé inforins me
" that the printed copies of your highly successful and peifectly
. moral piece La Fidvre die Four havé all béen so0ld, and that you
have reserved to yourselvés the right of authorizihg its transla-
" tion into foreign languages. Under these circumstances he is
unable to cede to me the use of the original MS., and has ire-
. ferred me to yourselves to arrange for its production in London.
I accordingly take the liberty to address myself to yourselves,
Mesdames, and assure you of my profound respect for the delicate
and sensitive morality which pervades as with a sweet perfume

the piece of which you are the distinguished authoresses.
I flatter myself that I have also some talent for catering to
the necessities of public morality ; and as it may be necessary
ere long to withdraw my Anonyma, 1 purpose to replace it by a

translation and adaptation of La Fiévré du Fout.

It will be my endeavour to disguise it to such an eéxtent as
may prevent, Or, at least, postpone, recognition ; at the same
time it will be my aim to preserve all the essential and charac-
teristic features of thée plot; and theéreby its interest intact.

For instance, the following modifications suggest themselves
as suitable to an English audience :~—André, who embezzles his
employer’s money, will be the cashier of an Insurance Company,
instead of an agent de change. In England, men of business
look after their own affairs too closely to permit of any large
- defalcation being long undiscevered ; it i§ with the savings
destined for widows and erphans that reckless speculation, and
jobbery, and extravagahce can most securely deal.

The conception of Clémence offering to sell her virtue to
liquidate her husband’s debts, is honoutable alike to your hearts
and heads ; but why malke Clémence a wife? A mistress would
have been interesting and far more prgwante. One of our legal
luminaries has just informed us ih a recent cawnse celébre, that
~men of the world know that the honour of a mistress is as dear
to a man as that of a wife, and that jealousy on that account
affords an equal justification for revenge upon a rival, My ex-
perience of an English audience convinces me that this will
draw more effectually.

It will give me the greatest pleasure to present you each with
a programimme of the piece when produced, and should either of
you ever visit Engliand, a Seat in the amphitheatre will be at
your disposal. '

I assure you, Mesdames, of my most distinguished considera-
tion, :

Your obedient servant, :
LR R T R *

(Coprv.) -
. ) . . , . o Payis.
SIR,—W¢ beg to acknowledge thé receipt of your létter,
asking for the MS. of our recent piece, entitled La Fidvre du
Four. . , . .
Before entering upon this question, we take this opportunity
of informing you that you have committed a trifling error in re-
gard to our sex. We do not wear jupons, our hair is our own,
in a word, we have the misfortune to be—men. o
This insignificant mistake being set right, we¢ remark with
profound regret that your appreciative proposal to translate
and adapt our piece is unaccompanied by any hint of yeur in-
tention of remuneratinﬁ us for the share we shall have in grati-
fying your distinguished audiences: You pay your actors, your
scene painters, and your orchestra, but it does not appéar that
we sha?l ever be honoured with a place in your list on the occa-
sion of your appearance at Court—we mean the Court of
Bankruptcy. . . , :
If English authors cannot provide you with a plot which will

fill your house, on what principle of moral justice, for we do not
now réfer to our legal rights, do you refuse to share your profits
with those who put the employment into the hands of yourself
and your company? SR T T
The answer to this question - rests, Sir, with yourself, mean-
while, we subscribe ourselves, your obedient servants, =
»» - MM..NUS and BELOT.

P E N R .
. : - (Cobv.) |
Theatre Royal, —— —

GENTLEMEN,—Thanks for your information regarding your
sex. I can now dispense with theé laws of gallantry, and answer
your question directly and practically:

Yout letter betrays a grave ignorance regarding the customs
of the English stage. I did not propése to usé your piece in the
original French, but to translate, adapt) and-disgwese it. The
London theatres are full of adaptations from the French, and
we obtain all our successes in this manner; but we néver yet
heard that we were expected to pay for the usé we make of
other persons’ brains. . o \

My dignity will not permit ine now to confer upon you the
intended honour of utilizing your piece, but it is probable .that
Mr. Tom Adapter, or some 6ther English' author, will prove
less scrupulous. - o .

® &

Your obedient servant, o
* ¥ # * X K N ¥

m——

IRISH « TUMBLERS.

WE hear on good authority that this entérprising troupe have
nearly completed their rehearsals, and are prepared to prodiice
their Christmas Entertainment, unider the spirited management
of thié Rev. Mr. Ryan, P.P; . _ | -
Tumblers have hithéito practised theif art in a neutef sense;
but fheutrality has alivays been found ill-adapted to -theé native
enthusiasm of the  finest pisantty ” in the world, and the them-
bers of the corps, which now forms the ceitré of general attrac-
tiott, are rémarkable for the acfroe manner in which they
“ tumble their landloids.” '

This novelty, which has already proved ¢ startling ” to more
than one Irish landholder and agent is, we understand, to be
reproduced at appropriate intervals after Christmas., /feaders,
it is said, have been quite discarded in favour of revolvers, and
the degree of petfection to which they have brought their
fractz'c‘e is apparently considéred by sorne to be highly ¢reditable
to the performers. Mr. Ryan, as the lettérs at the end of his
name show, is a man of peace, but he does not find it incon-
sistent with this character to pive the cwe of assassination to a
band of excited and fanatical admirers. ‘The rumour that Mr.
Gladstone has raised him to the Peerage is, we believe, pre-
mature. ‘ ‘ , 4

There is also no truth in the report that Mr. Moore, M.P.,
and The O’Donoghue have joined the troupéof Irish Tumblets.
We understand, however, that they were at one time in training
for a private perforinance at.tumbling one another, but this
match is stated on reliable authority to be sihce off:

BREATHING TIME.

THE New York Tyibune, in a recent article on the Alabama
claims, complains that Mr. Motley has yet taken no steps
towards a settlement of the question. “ While for a time we are
glad to be relieved,” says the paper, “from the f']ahgle and the
noise, and the anger and recrimination, we have reason to
believe that the administration has rot By any means lost sight
of the question, of of the necessity for its settlement. It will
take some time to mature the plans and bring them to 4 éon-
summation, but there is at least a prgbability that beforé the
close of President Grant’s term the Alabama claims will be
settled in a manner satisfactory to the Ametrican people.”

If the Neww York Tribure fairly represents the views of our
American cousins on the subject, they are certainly in no hurry
to wind the matter up. To speak complacently of the possibility
of a settlement being airivéd at in the coutse of the néxt four or

¢
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five years shows at-least that there is no very keen feeling with
reference’ to the Alabama claims on the other side of the
Atlantic; So much the better; for we confidently believe that
the less the pressure that is: put upon us by the United States
representative at the Court of St. James’s the more is the
likelihood of our acting in a spirit of generous concession. Cer-
tainly the New York press appears to be doing its best to make
the way of conciliation ‘éasy, and it will indeed be a pity if the
blundering of diplomats destroys the good influence it exercises
towards a satisfactory termination eof a very irksome and
trouble-giving squabble. . '

o NS A VIS 1T . .
REFORM IN OLYMPUS.

. CHAPTER 111.—IN ,WHICH. THE MORTALS ENTER ON THE
DUTIES AND PLEASURES OF OMNIPOTENCE,

IT was a week after thé events narrated in our last chapter.

All thé Gods and' Goddesses had taken their leave of
Olympus. o v

The Heaven and Earth Reform Association (Limited) had
taken posséssion on behalf of the world of mortals.

They tried” to- persuade some of the Immortals to stay and
keep them company, at least, for a little ; but in vain. They
were inexorable. As for Venus, she declared that she would
rather go and spend a year with the Furies, than stay to be
~deluged with clumsy compliments from that vulgar brute,

Priggins. ) ’

& '%‘he Provisienal Committee for Governing Heaven and
Earth” was constituted at once, and met to transact business,
. for the first time, on the day on which our present chapter
opens.
| p'It.-‘w'azr; constituted as follows :(—

MARCUS ANTONIUS SMITH,

. President (late JOVE) .
- Weather - Department

~ APOLLO) . . . .
War Department (late MARS)

(late |
- PLUVIUS JOHNSON,
CATO BROWN.

Marine. Department (late .
NEPTUNE) . . . . CurTIUus CoxX.
Medical Department (late

ALSCULAPIUS) . . .

~ Education . Department (late
MINERVA) , . . .
Post-Office (late MERCURY) .
Woman’s Rights Department
(late JUNO). . .

. Agricultural Department
f CERES) . . . .
[ Public House and Licensed

DEciMus BRUTUS POTTS.

MR. PUBLIUS PRYOR,

MoNAcUs MILL.

(laté
VIRGINIUS DIBBS.

Victuallers’ Department

(late BACCHUS) , . . TuLLius WIGGINS,

The first thing to do was to read the petitions presented since |

the abdication of Jupitet.
This was a formidable task. We select the following from
- some ten thousand million that had reached Olympus from the
' agitated members of the World of Mortals :(— ]

(1) A Petitionn for no meore rain, (From a man who had
lost his umbrella.)

(2) ’ for no more sun. (From a gentleman in-
_ terested in turnips.)
(3) ’ for lots of snow. (From two hundred
| and fifty-six school-
boys.)
(4) ” ‘for ripe peaches all (From four fruiterers of
the year round, to Covent Garden.)
be given only to
the petitioners.
(5) ’ demandingtenthou- (From 34,789,326,423
sand a year and a young married
6 . house inhtownf. ] (Fcouples.)6
” egging the gift o rom 396,423,210,002
¢ l%ght air angd blue dark-ha?ir’ed ’ oung
eyes. ladies with brown
(7) he f (Feyes') 6
7 ) entreating the fa- rom 423,396,212,c01
’ vour of black hair light-hairc’zd ’ oun§
and brown eyes. ladies with blue eyes.
—— g o -

SEPTIMUS SEVERUS PRIGGINS, |

(8) A Petition demandingadouble- (From 2 boys aged 12
: barrelled gun and 10 respectively.)
' (complete). ‘ ‘
(9) s requesting the ap- (From 5,000,006 ex-po-
pointment of Pre- liticians.)
sident of the Pro-
yisional Com-
mittee,

(10) ’ for a new digestive (From 36,802 epicures.)
apparatus, (com-
plete, warranted
durable).

(13) 9 for leave to burn six (From 103 dissenting
bishops of any ministers.)

Christian Church
(not particular
. which).

(12) s for leave to burn all (From 10,336,048 ortho-
dissenters. dox Christians.)

(13) s for free permission (From 927,084 virgins,
to kiss the Prince chiefly of Clapham
of Wales, and 1Islington.)

(14) 2 for the privilege of (From 396,423,348,021
: seeingher Majesty householders of
- Queen Victoria eat Great Britain.)

her dinner.

(15) 2 asking for the gold (From 35 retired bur-
in the Bank of glars.
England, '

- (16) ” for a clear con- (From 25 ex-Cabinet
science  (colours ministers.) ,
warranted fast).

(17) 2 for Dr. Ellis’s heart (From the Guardians
and liver, on a of St. Pancras.)
silver waiter.

(18) . for leave to blow up (From Dr, Cumming.)
the world.

(19) ’s for perpetualexemp- (From 56 French dra-

' tion from being matists.) '
translated or
adapted.

(20) ’ for the sole manage- (From the Editor of

| ment of  the the Daily Telegraph.)
Thunder and
Lightning depart-
ment,

The above is a very fair selection ; from which it will be seen
that individual advancement was more sought after than the
general welfare.

- “Dear me!” said the President, after the Petitions had
been read,—* I wish all the petitions were in ="
¢ Take care, Sir,” remarked Pryor ; “remember you are om-
' nipotent.”
“So I am ; then I shall stop all petitions for the future,”
“Then you’ll be deposed.”
“ I should like to see them do it—depose me, indeed ! Arn’t
"I the almighty President ?”

“ But you forget, Smith——"

“ Don't call me Smith |”

Priggins—for it was that distinguished mortal—corrected
himself.

“I mean, Mr. President.
Sovereign People——"

* D~—~n the Sovereign People!” roared the infuriated President,

‘I rise to order,” said the majestic Potts.

# I order you to sit down,” said the President,.

There was a little laugh—the President took advantage of it.

“1 don’t want to lose my temper ; but I ask you, my honour-
able colleagues, whether this sort of thing is to be endured ?”
and he pointed to the mass of petitions that lay piled on the
floor of the house.

“ But we must do something, Mr. President,” Wiggins ob-
served, and he tried to look very wise.

“ Perhaps the right honourable gentleman will tell us what
that ¢ something? is,” ,

“ Well,” said Pryor, “it has always struck me asit was a very
inconwenient thing, the sun rising and setting at such different

I was going te observe that the

times. I like my servants to get up at sunrise, and go to bed at
sunset. Suppose as the right honourable gentleman in the chjajy

T T o . N
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was to issue a command as the sun should always rise at six
o'clock, and set at ten in the evening ; it would save a deal of
trouble, and candles too.”

“ Hear, hear,” from all the Committee.

“ Capital notion,” said the President. “ Make the order out,
and we’ll sign it.”

“ But how about the seasons ¢” asked Wiggins.

“Yes,” said Brown, “we should never know summer from
winter.”

“Well, let it be summer all the year round—and then we
shan’t want fires—and there’ll be no trouble to plough or sow ;
because all the things will grow of themselves for ever, when
there ain’t no cold to kill them.”

“ Very economical,” said Brown.
interest will be satisfied now.” :

“ 1 hope they will,” muttered Dibbs ruefully. But he did not
believe they would ; for every one knows the agricultural in-
terest is not easy to satisfy. ~

“ And as to this lot of rubbish,” continued the President, point-
ing to his petitions, “let them lie where they are, on the floor
of the house, and tell the people, Pryor, if they call, that their
requests are under consideration.”

So the first meeting of the Provisional Committee of the
Heaven and Earth Reform Association for Governing the World
on Advanced Liberal Principles came to a conclusion.

“1 hope the agricultural

“SHIED BY A HORSE!”
By A—Rr A’B——T.
(BEING THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF “ BRITANNIA.”*)

Chapter E—CToming Ef_)"r—;es of E&Endless @doe !

IT doesn’t matter exactly who I am. You may be sure I am
something above a Knight—by my haughtiness, and by the fact
that I am writing my memoirs for a shilling magazine.
was a Baronet in early youth, and now I am—ha! ha!—no
matter’r !

I am keeping a lighthouse. Why? you ask. Because, I
answer, it is Z#¢ very thing a baroneét would do—in a magazine!
Yes, and I care not for the world, with its cruel sneers and
inuendoes. I write not this for your pleasure, O reader (who are
you?), but for my own—they pay me pence for these flashing
lines—a penny and a halfpenny for a dozen words—and 1 live—
yes, I, the lineal descendant of Sir Ralph de Pomatum, live
after this indignity! But, ha!—ha !—ha! no matter’r’r!!!

I have one friend, Tom Lowman. He was my lackey—my
pampered, fat-calved lackey—and now he is my——friend !
Friend! Ha! ha! ha! My laugh is hollow. Make a tele-
scope of it, and glance into the very core of my heart—yea, my
heart of hearts !

“ Have you heard the news, your grace, my lord Archbishop ?”
said Lowman—he always addressed me thus, because he had
known me when I was gay, and handsome, and merry, and good,
and happy, and sought after, and well, and economical, and
joyous, and careless as a young spring sparrow wending his
-weary way through the vaults of high heaven—amid thc skies
—among the cloudlets!

“What news ?” I replied.

He paused for a moment, passed the palm of his right hand
over his throbbing temples, roared out in a kind of hoarse
whisper, which seemed very near, and yet very far—

“ Why, the horse show to be sure ! ” '

To this day 1 can never say what forced me to exclaim,—

“‘Murder will out,’ said Dr. Johnson to Professor Faraday—
a fact embodying all the arguments as yet adduced !”

I was mad, terribly mad, and the blood coursed through my
veins like wildfire, o

Lowman started, and seizing me by the hand, answered me
sorrowfully— '

“ You will never forget her ? ”

“Never ! ”

And thus we parted—to meet again,
Ah, where ! !} 1!

CHapter BE—THhe Mead GHhost !

I wENT to the fair, I listened to the hoa1'§e shouts of themen
and the immense shouts of the horses. It was a lively scene

When? Where??

* This is incorrect, or we should not insert it.— Ep, ToM.

Yes, I

Booths,and shows, and theatres,and gingerbread-nuts,and booths,
and whirligigs, and weighing-machinesand gingerbread-nuts, and
all, all, all,everyone of them to pass away.! Oh vanity of vanities !

Come and see the phantom horse, ma tear,” cried an old
Jew, grinning and capering like a cat-o’-nine tails, “ Come, ma
tears, come.” _ :

The same wild, terrible, horrible dream filled my soul with
fear, and I paid the penny demanded of me.

I went in. '

Oh horror, the horse was dead ! And it was for this that I
left my home in the lighthouse ! It was for this that I listened
not to the sad voice of the sea-salt (not Tidman’s, but Nature’s,
O reader—dear Dame Nature’s) waves! Ah me! ah me!
‘What would my mother say? '

My poor mother !

My poor dear mother !

I wiped away the tear and continued.

The horse fixed its dead eyes upon me and said—

Oh, anything you like, to fill up the chapter !

THapter WE.—PWaunted by the JFFiend !

I WASs back once more in the lighthouse. -

I was ill, and cold, and uncomfortable, and uneasy, and
sleepy, and wretched, and doleful, and sick at heart. I was
quite, quite alone ! Alone, I say, quite, gzsZe, QUITE alone ! ! ! !

I lighted the lamp in the lantern and shuddered—some dread
presentiment seemed to hang like a dagger over me.

Oh, Damocles! Oh, Damocles!

By degrees I looked up, and standing before me, with out-
stretched hoofs and fiery mane, stood the phantom steed ! .

To shriek, to cut my throat, to stab myself to the heart, and
to swear, was the work of a moment, and then—then, I say—
I was more calm ! " _ .

“You would know who I am?” demanded my unearthly
guest. '

I bowed my head. : : - .

“ Take a chair, then. And now you shall hear my story.”

(7o b¢ concluded whern we think of the rest.)

 QUESTIONABLE CHARACTERS.

THE following announcement appeared a few days back in
the morning papers & propos of the strike in the’iron trade :—

“ Most of the underhand puddlers engaged at Earl Granville’s
Iron Works, at Hanley, have returned to their work, and order
is restored.” . .

While we are glad to hear that the strike is at an end, we
must express our surprise that a man of Lord Granville’s posi-
tion should have anything to do with “underhand puddlers.”
What can his lordship expect from a morally degraded body ?
A want of straightforwardness between master and servant
must necessarily be fatal to the interests of both, while the cm-
ployment of “ puddlers” nced never be necessary when ordinary
working hands are plentiful in the labour market. Let Lord
Granville replace his “underhand puddlers” by above-board
artizans, and we shall hear no more of strikes and disorder. At
least, so we take it.

T ANSWER T0O DOUBLE ACROSTIC IN OUR LAST,
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ANSWERS have been received from Charles’ Nose, Eiram,
Ruby’s Ghost, Jean’s jc ne sais pas, Striblets, Henry Cherry,
Samuel E. Thomas, Slodger and Tiney, and Thray Bang, and
eighty-nine incorrect.

ERRATUM.—In the lines on George Peabody in our last
(page 241), 11th line from hottom of second column, for * from
above,” read ¢ borne above.” ~
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