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HIGH SCHOOL READER II

- e GO AT R WD e —

1. Cardinal Wolsey and Anne Boleyn

(Cardinal Wolsey was a most trusted friend of King Henry VIII and his
Lord Chancellor of the Exchequer. Agamst his wish, however,
Henry resolved to divorce Catherine of Aragon, his first wife, and
mairy Anne Boleyn.)

The King had arrived at Windsor Castle. On the
evening of the next day when supper was served
in the banquet-chamber, Wolsey sat on the King's
right hand, but he did not vouchsafe him a single
word, addressing the whole of his discourse to the
Duke of Suffolk, who was placed on his left. As soon
as the repast was over, he retired to his closet. But
the Cardinal would not be so repulsed and sent one of
his gentlemen to crave a moment’s audience of the
King, which, with some reluctance, was accorded.

“ Well, Cardinal,” cried Henry, as Wolsey pre-
sented himself. “ You are playing a deep game with
me, as you think; but take heed, for [ see through
it.”

“T pray you dismiss these suspicions from your
mind, my liege,” said Wolsey. “No servant was
ever more faithful to his master than I have been to
you.”
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“ Vain man, you are already abased,” repled
Anne. “ A few weeks ago I would havemade terms with
you. Now I am your mortal enemy, and will never
rest till I have procured your downfall.”

“The King will have an amiable consort, truly,’
sneered Wolsey.

“He will have one who can love him and hate
his foes,” replied Anne ; “ and not one who would side
with them and thee. Henry, you know the sole terms.
on which you can procure my hand 2”’

The King nodded a playful affirmative.

“Then dismiss him at once, disgrace him,” said
Anne.

“Nay, nay,” replied Henry, “ the divorce is not
yet possed. You are angered now, and will view
matters more coolly tomorrow.”

“1 shall never change my resolution,” she
replied.

“It my dismissal and disgrace can save my
sovereign, I pray him tosacrifice me without hesitation,”
said Wolsey ; “but while I have liberty of speech with
him, and aught of power remaining, I will use it to his
advantage. I pray your Majesty suffer me to retire.”

And, receiving a sign of acquiescence from the
King, he withdrew, amid the triumphant laughter of
Anne.

—Fiom ‘Windsor Castle’ by W. Hairison Ainsworth.



2. A Brave Rescue and a Rough Ride

It happened one November evening, when I was
about fifteen years old and a great deal of rain had
fallen lately, that the ducks in our courtyard made a
terrible quacking, instead of marching off to their
pen, one behind another. Thereupon my sister
Annie and I ran out to see what was the cause of it.
I knew at once by their looks and cries that there
was something or other gone wholly amiss in the
duck-world. Annie perceived 1t too, but with a
greater quickness; for she counted them like a good
duck-wife, and could only tell thirteen of them,
whereas she knew there ought to be fourteen.

And so we began to search about, and the
ducks ran to lead us aright, having come thus far to
fetch us. And when we reached the neighbouring
brook, what did we see? Lo, the old white drake,
the father of all, a bird of high manners and chivalry,
always the last to help himself from the pan of barley-
meal and the first to show fight to a dog or cock
intruding upon his family, this fine fellow had fallen
into the brook, been caught up amidst the reeds and
was in imminent danger of being drowned.

Annie was crying and wringing her hands, and I
was about to rush into the water, when a man on
horseback appeared suddenly on the other side of
the stream, and bhis horse’s feet were in the water.

“ Ho, there,” he cried, “get thee back, boy.
The flood will carry thee down like a straw. I will do
it for thee, and no trouble. ”
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With that he leaned forward and spoke to his
mare—she was just of the tint of a strawberry, a
young thing, very beautiful, and she arched up her
neck, as misliking the job; yet, trusting him, would
attempt it. She entered the flood, with her dainty
forelegs sloped further and further in front of her
and her delicate ears pricking forward, and the size
of her great eyes increasing, but he kept her straight
in the turbid rush, by the pressure of his knee on
her. Then she looked back and wondered at him, as
the force of the torrent grew stronger, but he bade
her go on; and on she went, and it foamed up over
her shoulders; and she tossed up her hp and
scorned 1t for now her courage was waking. Then as
the rush of it swept her away, and she struck with
her forefeet down the stream, he leaned from the
saddle 1n a manner which I could never have thought
possible, and caoght up the old drake with his left
hand and set him between his holsters and smiled at
his faint quack of gratitude. In a moment all were
carried down stream, and the rider lay flat on his
horse and made for the bend of smooth walter.

They landed, some thirty or forty yards lower,
in the midst of our kitchen-garden ; but though Annie
and I crept in through the hedge and were full of our
thanks and admiring him, he would answer us not a
word, until he had spoken 1n full to the mare, as if
explaining the whole to her.

“ Sweetheart, I know thou couldst have leaped
it,” he said, as he patted her cheek, “but I had good
reason, Winnie dear, for making thee go through it.”
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She answered him kindly with her soft eyes, and
sniffed at him very lovingly and they understood
each other. Then he took from his waistcoat two
pepper-corns, and made the old drake swallow them,
and set him softly upon his legs. Old Tom stood up
quite bravely and clapped bis wings and shook off
the wet from his tail-feathers ; and then away he ran
into the courtyard, and his fammly gathered around
him, and they all made a noise in their throats, and
stood up and put their bills together, to thank God for
this great deliverance.

Having taken all this trouble and watched the
end of the adventure, the gentleman turned round to
us, with a pleasant smile on his face, and asked,
“ Well, young ones, what are you gaping at ?”

“Your mare,” said I, “I never saw such a
beauty, sir. Will you let me have a ride on her ?”
4

“Think thou couldst ride her, laa? She will
have no burden but mine. Thou couldst never ride
her. Tut! Iwould be loth to kill thee.”

“Ride her!” I cried with the bravest scorn, for
she looked so kind and gentle; “there never was
horse hereabouts but I could tackle in half an hour.
Only I never ride upon saddle. Take 1t off her.”

He looked at me, with a dry little whistle, and
thrust his hands into his breeches-pockets, and so
grinned that I could not stand it. And Annie laid
hold of me in such a way that I was almost mad with
ber. And he laughed as if he approved of her doing
s0. And the worst of all was—he said nothing.
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“ Get away, Annie, will you? Do you think I
am a fool, good sir ? Only trust me with her, and I wilt
not over-ride her.”

“That, I am sure, you won’t, my lad. She is.
more likely to over-ride thee. But the ground is
soft to fall upon, after all this rain. Come into
the yard, boy, and we will see. I am thy mother’s
cousin and am going up to the house. Tom Faggus
is my name, as everyone knows; and this 1s my
young mare, Winnte.”

What a fool I was not to know 1t at once! Tom
Faggus, the great highwayman, and his young blood-
mare, the strawberry! Already her fame was noised
abroad, nearly as much as her master’s, and my
longing to ride her grew tenfold.

Mr. Faggus gave his mare a wink and she walked
demurely after him.

“Up for it still, boy, be ye?” Tom Faggus
stopped, and the mare stopped too ; and they looked
at me provokingly.

¢«Is she able to leap, sir ? There is a good take-
off on this side of the brook.”

“ Good tumble-off, you mean, boy. Well, well,
not much barm will come to thee, seeing that the
ground is so wet-and soft.”

“Let me get up,” said 1, waxing wroth, « take off
your saddle. I will try not to squeeze her ribs in,
unless she plays nonsense with me.”

Mr. Faggus was, of course, provoked by this proud
speech of mine; but even in his wrath, he did not
forget that I was too young for any adventure on his
mare’s back. So he spoke very softly to the filly who
now could scarce subdue herself.
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“Not too hard, my dear,” he said, “let him gently
down on the midden. That will be (quite enough.”
Then he turned the saddle off, and I was up 1n a
moment. Now her master gave a shrill clear whistle
and she began her pranks.

First she reared upright in the air, and gave me a
violent shake all over, and then down with her forefeet
deep 1n the straw and her hind feet going to heaven.
Finding me stick to her still like wax, (for my mettle
was up as hers was) away she flew with me, swifter
than ever [ went before, or since, I trow. She took
the courtyard gate at a leap, and then right over a
quickset hedge, and away for the water-meadows, while
I lay on her neck clutching hard at the mane and
wished [ had never been born. I felt the earth under
us rushing away, and my breath came and went and
I prayed to God with all the fervour 1 was capable of.

Furious at feeling me still on her back, she rushed
at another device to throw me down. She leaped the
wide water-trough sideways across, to and fro, till no
breath was left in me. The hazel boughs took me too
hard 1n the face, ahd the tall dog-briars got hold of me,
and the ache on my back was unendurable, and
I longed to give 1t up, thoroughly beaten, and he
there and die in the cresses. Now there came a
shrill whistle from the courtyard, where the people
had thronged to watch us; and the mare stopped as
if with a bullet; then set off for home with the speed
of a swallow, and going as smoothly and silently. 1
never had dreamed of such delicate, fluent and grace-
ful motion, soft as the breeze flitting over the flowers,
but swift as the summer lightning. I sat up again,
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but my strength was all spent and no_ time left to
recover it; and though she rose at our gate hke a
bird, I tumbled off into the midden.

“ Well done, lad,” Mr. Faggus said good-natured-
ly, as I rose from the ground somewhat tottering,
and miry and crest-fallen, but otherwise none the
worse. ‘“Not at all bad work, my boy; we may teach
you to ride by and by, I see; I thought not to see you
stick so long--"".

“I should have stuck on much longer, sir, 1f her
sides had not been wet. She was so slippery—".

“ Boy, thou art right. She hath given many the
slip. Ha, ha! vex not, lad, that I laugh at thee. It
would have gone to my heart, 1f thou hadst conquer-
ed. None but I could ride my Winnie mare.”

“ Foul shame to thee, then, Tom Faggus,” cried
mother coming up suddenly, and speaking so that all
were amazed, having never seen her wrathful: to put
my boy, my boy, across her as 1f his life were no more
than thine! The only son of his father, an honest
man, and a (uet man, not a roystering drunken
robber! A man would have taken thy mad horse and
thee, and flung them both into the horse-pond—ay,
and what’s more, I'll have it done now, if a hair of his
head 1s injured. Oh, my boy, my boy, what could I
do without thee ? Put up the other arm, Johnny.” All
the while mother was scolding so, she was feeling
me, and wiping me ; while Faggus tried to look greatly
ashamed, knowing well the ways of women.

Everybody looked at mother, wondering to hear
talk like that, for they knew how quiet she was and
how little accustomed to harsh speech. And they
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began to shoulder their shovels to go home. Winnie
too was looking at her, being pointed at so much, and.
wondering if she had done amiss. And then she came
to me and trembled, and stooped her head and asked
my pardon, if she had been too proud with me.

“Winnie shall stop here to-might,” said I, for
Tom Faggus said never a word all this while, but be-
gan to buckle his things on; “ mother, I tell you,
Winnie shall stop; else I will go away with her. I
never knew what it was till now to ride a horse worth
riding.”

“Young man,” said Tom Faggus, preparing
sternly to depart, “you know more about a horse
than any man 1n this part of the country. Your
mother may well be proud of you, but she need have
no fear. As if I, Tom Faggus, your father’s cousin,
—and the only thing | am proud of—would ever have
let you mount my mare, which dukes and princes
have vamly sought, except for the coursage in your
eyes, and the look of your father about you. I knew
you could ride when 1 saw you, and rarely you have
conquered. But women care not to understand us.
Good-bye, John, I am proud of you.” With that he
fetched a heavy sigh and feebly got upon Winnie’s
back, and she came to say farewell to me. He hfted
his hat to my mother with a glance of sorrow but
never a word; and to me he said, “ Open the gate,
cousin John, if you please. You have beaten her so,
that she cannot leap it, poor thing.” But before he
was gone out of our yard, my mother came softly
after him, with her afternoon apron across her eyes,
and one hand ready to offer him. Nevertheless he
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made as if he had not seen her, though he let his
horse go slowly.

“Stop, cousin Tom,” my mother said, “do for-
give me; it would be a sad thing if you should
leave so abruptly. We cannot entertain you, no
doubt, as the lordly inns on the road do. But for the
sake of him that’s gone, your cousin and my dear
hasband, stay with us to-night.”

And Tom Faggus was mollified and stopped to
sup with us.

“Now let us go and see Winnie, Jack,” he said
to me after supper; “for the most part 1 feed her
before myself ; but she was so hot from the way you
drove her. Now she must be grieving for me, and I
never let her grieve long.”

I was too glad to go with him, and Annie came
shyly after us. The filly was walking to and fro on
the naked floor of the stable, and as soon as she saw
her master, she ran to him like a child and caressed
bhim.

“ Hit me, Jack,” said Mr. Faggus, “and see what
she will do. I will not let her hurt thee.” He was
rubbing her ears as he said this, and she was leaning
against bim. Then I made believe to strike him, and
1n a moment, she caught me by the waist and lfted
me clean from the ground, and was about to cast me
down to trample upon me, when he stopped her
suddenly.

“ What think you of that, boy? Have you horse
or dog that would do that for you? Ay, and more
than that she will do. If I were to whistle by and by,
in the tone that tells my danger, she would break the
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stable-door down, and rush into the room to me.
Nothing will keep her from me then—stone-wall or
<hurch tower. Ah, Winnie, Winnie, you little witch,
'we shall die together.”

Then he began to feed her nicely, for she was
very dainty. Not a husk of oat would she touch,
that had been under the breath of another horse,
however hungry she might be. And with her oats he
mixed some powder, fetching it from his saddle-bags.
What this was I could not guess; neither would he
tell me; but laughed and called it “ star shavings.”
He watched her eat every morsel of it, and then made
her bed in a form I had never seen before, and so we
said “Good-night ” to her.

Afterwards by the fireside he kept us very
merry, sitting 1n the great chimney corner, and
making us play games with him. And all the while,
he was smoking tobacco in a manner I had never
seen before, not using any pipe for 1it, but having 1t
rolled 1n little sticks, about as long as my finger,
blunt at one end and sharp at the other. The sharp
end he would put into his mouth, and lay a brand of
wood to the other, and then draw clouds of curling
smoke; and we never tired of watching him. 1
wanted him to let me do 1t, but he said, “ No, my boy
it is not meant for boys.” Then Annie put up her
lips, and asked, with both hands on his knees, (for
she had taken to him wonderfully), “Is 1t meant for
girls, then, cousin Tom ? ” But she had better not have
asked, for he give it her to try, and she shut both eyes
and sucked at it. One breath, however, was quite
enough, for it made her cough so violently, that mother
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and [ had to thump her back, until she was almost
crying. To atone for that, cousin Tom"®next told us
whole pages of stories, so funny and so entertaining,
that we all laughed and laughed till our sides ached,
and even mother exclaimed she had never heard
anything so wonderful before.

—From “Lowna Doone,” by Blackmore.

3. The Son’s Return

We set out for home from Glasgow by the way
of Lanark, the county town of Clydesdale, in the
neighbourhood of which the whole river Clyde, rush-
ing down a steep rock, forms a very noble and stu-
pendous cascade. Next day we were obliged to halt
in a small borough, until our carriage, which had
recerved some damage, should be repaired; and here
we met with an incident which warmly interested the
benevolent spirit of my friend Mr. Bramble.

As we stood at the window of an inn that front-
ed the public prison, a person arrived on horseback,
gently though plainly dressed, in a blue frock, with
his hair cut short and a gold-laced hat upon his head.
Alighting, and giving his horse to the landlord, he
advanced to an old man who was at work 1n paving
the street, and accosted him in these words: * This
is hard work for such an old man as you.” So say-
ing, he took the instrument out of his hand, and
began to thump the pavement. After a few strokes,
“Have you never a son?” said he, “to ease you of
this labour ? ”
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“Yes, an’ please your honour,” replied the
senior, “I have three hopeful lads, but at present
they are out of the way.”

“Honour not me,” cried the strapger, “it more
becomes me to honour your grey hairs. Where are
those sons you talk of 9

The old man said, his eldest son was a captain
in the East Indies, and the second had lately enlisted
as a soldier in hopes of prospering like his brother.
The gentleman desiring to know what had become of
the third, he wiped his eyes, and owned he had
taken upon him his old father’s debts, for which he
was now 1n the prison hard by.

The traveller made three quick steps towards
the gaol: then turning short, “ Tell me,” said he, “has
that unnatural captain sent you nothing to relieve
your distresses?”

“(all him not unnatural,” replied the other, “ God’s
blessing be upon him! He sent me a great deal of
money, bat I made a bad use of it ; I lost it by being
security for a gentleman who was my landlord, and
was stripped of all that I had in the world besides.”

At that instant a young man, thrusting out his
head and neck between two iron-bars in the prison-
window, exclaimed, “ Father! father! if my brother
Willhiam is in life, that’s he.”

“Tam!Iam!” cried the stranger, clasping the
old man in his arms, and shedding a flood of tears,
«“] am your son Willy, sure enough!”

Before the father, who was quite confounded
could make any return to this tenderness, a decent
2



18 HIGH SCHOOL READER II

old woman, bolting out from the door of-a poor habi-
tation, cried, “ Where is my bairn ? Where 1s my dear
Willy 2 The captain no sooner saw her than he ran
into her arms.

My uncle, who witnessed this scene and heard
everything that passed, was as much moved as any
one of the parties concerned 1n this pathetic recogni-
tion. He sobbed and wept and clapped his hands,
and halloed, and finally ran down into the street. By
this time the captain had retired with his parents,
and all the inhabitants of the place were assembled
at the door. My uncle, nevertheless, pressed through
the crowd, and entering the house, “ Captain,” said
he, “I beg the favour of your acquaintance. 1 would
have travelled a hundred miles to see this affecting
scene, and I shall think myself happy if you and your
parents will dine with me at the public house.” The
Captain thanked him for his kind invitation which, he
said, he would accept with pleasure; but in the
meantime, he could not think of eating or drinking,
while his poor brother was 1n trouble. e forthwith
deposited a sum equal to the debt, in the hands of the
magistrate, who set his brother at liberty at once;
and then the whole family repaired to the inn with
my uncle, attended by the crowd, the individuals of
which shook their townsman by the hand, while he
returned their caresses without the least sign of pride
or affectation.

This honest favourite of fortune, whose name
was Brown, told my uncle that he had been bred a
weaver, and about eighteen years ago had, from a
spirit of idleness and dissipation, enlisted as a soldier
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in the service of the Kast Indian Company ; that in the
course of duty he had the good fortune to attract the
notice and approbation of Lord Clive, who preferred
him from one step to another, till he had attained the
rank of Captain and paymaster to the regiment, in
which capacities he had honestly amassed above
twelve thousand pounds, and at the peace resigned
the commission. He had sent several remittances to
his father, who receiwved the first only consisting of
one hundred pounds; the second had fallen into the
hands of a bankrupt ; and the third had been consign-
ed to a gentleman in Scotland, who died before 1t
arrived, so that 1t still remained to be accounted for by
his executors. He now presented the old man with
fifty pounds for immediate expenses, over and above
bank-notes for one hundred which he had deposited
for his brother’s release. He brought along with him
a deed ready-executed, by which he settled a per-
petuity of fourscore pounds upon his parents, to be
inherited by the other two sons after their decease.
He promised to purchase a commission for his
youngest brother; to take the other as his own part-
ner in a manufacturing business which he intended
to set up ; and to give five hundred pounds by way of
dower to his sister who had married a farmer n low
circumstances.

My uncle was so charmed with the character of
Captain Brown, that he drank his health three times
successively at dinner. He said he was proud of his
acquaintance, that he was an honour to his country,
and hadinsome measure redeemed human nature from
the reproach of pride, selfishness and ingratitude .For
my part, I was as much pleased with the modesty as
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with the filial virtue of this honest soldier, who
assumed no merit from his success, and said very
little of his own transactions, though the answers he
made to our inquiries were equally sensible and laconic.
The others of our party too were full of admiration for
him, so that when we parted we all felt we were very
much the better for our acquaintance with this good

man.
—Tobias Smollett.

4, The Grain of Oat

Once upon a time there was a very poor boy,
who had only a httle grain of oat left to him at his
mother’s death. The father having died years before,
the poor boy had none to keep him at home. So he
resolved to go and look out for himself in the world.
He took the grain with him and started on his travels.
It was not long before he met an old man who looked
friendly and good-natured. * Good-day, grandfather,”
said the boy. “ Thank you, very much'!” answered
the old man. “ What are you doing here ?” “] am
out on my travels,” said the boy, “and have got all
I possess 1n the world with me, and that 1s a grain of
oat. May I hope it will not be stolen from me ?”

This made the old man sorry for the poor boy,
and he replied, “ Never mind your grain, my boy. No-
body will deprive you of that.”

At night the boy walked into a village, knocked
at a farmer’s door and begged a night's lodging.
When he was getting into bed he took his grain and
laid it in the window, and said to his host, « This is alk
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{ have got 1n the world ; may I be sure nobody wil]
steal it from me ?”

“ Good-night, my boy,” rephed the farmer. “No
harm shall come to you in my house.”

In the mormng when the sun shone 1n through
the window, the oat of grain shone brightly enough ;
and the farmyard cock spied 1it, and pecking at it,
swallowed it. Tho boy at once woke up and caught
sight of the cock in the act of eating the grain. Then
he burst out crying and sobbing, but the good farmer
comforted him, and said he might take the cock ins-
tead of the grain. At this the boy was delighted, took
the cock with him and went on his way.

In the evening he came to another wvillage, and
asked for a night’s lodging at a farm, and said, * This
cock 1s all I have 1n the world ; may I be sure no one
will steal bim from me ?”

“(iood-night, my lad,” answered the farmer.
“ No harm shall come to you in my farmhouse.”

Karly on the following morning the cock went
round the farmyard pecking about; but just as he
was finding some corn, the farmer’s pig saw him, ran
after him and bit him to death. When the boy got
up from his bed and looked for the cock, there he lay
dead; and the lad began to cry and said, *“ Oh dear!
the pig has killed my cock.”

The farmer tried to console him and said, ¢ Take
the pig and keep him as he has killed your cock.”
Then he fastened a cord to one of the pig’s legs, and
the boy went again on his way.

At nightfall he came to another village where, as
before, he begged a mght’s lodging of a farmer, and
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this he readily obtained. He said to the farmer, “ The
pig is all 1 have 1n the world. May I hope no one will
steal him from me ?”

“ A good night’s rest to you, my boy!” replied
the farmer. “No harm shall come to you in my
farmhouse.”

In the morning a wicked cow caught sight of the
strange pig, rushed at him, and gored him so that he
died. The boy immediately got up, looked out and
saw the misfortune that had happened to him, and at
once fell to crying and moaning. The farmer comfor-
ted him and said, “ Take this cow and keep her, as
she has gored your pig to death.” With these words
he put a cord round the cow’s neck, and allowed the
boy to lead her way.

The boy went on his journey, and was pleased
enough; and as evening drew on, he came to a fine
manston, where he again asked the favour of a might’s
lodging and received 1t. When he was going to bed,
he said humbly to the master of the house, “The cow
1s all I have 1n the world; may I hope no one will take
her away from me?” ¢ (zood-mght, sleep well, my
dear boy,” repled the gentleman, “ You shall eome to
no harm here.”

In the morning when the horses had to be
watered, an unmanageable horse pranced round the
farmyard. When he caught sight of the strange cow,
he sprang at her and kicked her so badly that she
died. The boyv then began to sob and ery, but the
master of the house consoled him saying, “ Take the
horse in the place of the cow and saddle him.”
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The bcy then mounted the stately steed and
rode out into the wide world and performed many
heroic deeds. At last he married a princess and be-

came a king.
—T10m the Swedish

8. The Last Hours of Sir Walter Raleigh

(Sir Walter Raleigh (1552-1618) who founded the Colony ot Vnginia
duning the 1eign of Queen Elizabeth, was thiown 1into prison by
King James I on a chaige of conspiracy againsthim. Raleigh remained
1 prison 1n the Tower of London for twelve years and there he wrote
Ins Histoty ot the world. In 1615 James sct him at hibeity and sent
him at the head of an expedition to Giana 1n the hope ot inding gold,
but being unsuccessful he was again imprisoned on lns retwin and
finally executed 1n 1618).

The close of the life of Sir Walter Raleigh was as
extraordinary as many parts of his varied history. The
promptitude and sprightliness of his genius, his care-
lessness of hife and the equanimity of his spirit in
quiting the world can only be paralleled by a few other
heroes and sages. Raleigh wus both.

One morning, while 1n prison, Raleigh was taken
out of his bed, 1n a fit of fever, and unexpectedly
hurried, not to his trial, but to a sentence of death.
Pleading with ‘“a voice grown weak by sickness and
an ague he had at that instant on him,” he used every
means to avert his fate. The judges listened to him
with respect and attention. The Attorney-General
said, “ Sir Walter has been as a star at which the
world has gazed; but stars may fall, nay, they
must fall, when they trouble the sphere where they
abide.” And the Lord Chief-Justice noticed Raleigh’s
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great work :- “ I know that you have been valiant and
wise, and 1 doubt not you retain both these virtues, for
now you shall have oceasion to use them. Your book
is an admirable work ; I would give you counsel, but
I know you can apply unto yourself far better counsel
than I am able to give you.” But he ended with
saying, “ Execution 1s granted.” It was stifling Raleigh
with roses! the heroic sage felt as if listening to fame
from the voice of death.

He declared that now being old, sickly and in
disgrace, life was wearisome to him, and “ all he
entreated was to have leave to speak from the scaffold
to satisfy the world that he was ever loyal to the
sovereign and a true lover of the Commonwealth.”

The last night of his existence he spent 1n writing
“a remembrancer to be left with his lady, to acquaint
the world with his sentiments” in case he should be
refused permission to speak from the scaffold. His
lady visited him as he was engaged in writing, and
amidst her fears informed him that she had obtained
the favour of disposing his body ; to which he answered
smiling, “It is well, Bess, that thou mayst dispose of
that, dead, which thou hadst not always the disposing
of when it was alive.” At midnight he entreated her to
leave him, and then sat down to compose the following
and other verses on his death.

Even such is Time, that takes on trust,
Our youth, our joys, eur all we have,
And pays us but with age and dust ;
Who in the dark and silent grave,
When we have wandered all our ways,
Shuts up the story of our days!
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On the morning of his death he smoked, as usual,
his favourite tobacco, and when they brought him a
cup of excellent sack, drank it with relish. Then
began the march to the scaffold. A huge crowd had
gathered, and among others who were pressing hard
to see him, he noticed an old man whose head was
bald and asked, “ whether he would have aught of
him.” The old man answered—* Nothing but to see him
and to pray God for him.” Raleigh replied—*1 thank
thee, good friend, and I am sorry I have no better thing
to return thee for thy good-will.” Observing his bald
bead, he continued, “ but take this night-cap (which
was a richly wrought one), for thou hast more need of
it now than 1.”

He ascended the scaffold with bright cheerfulness,
and observing the lords at a distance, he re(uested they
would approach him, as he wished that they should
all hear what he had tosay. The request was comphed
with by several, and then he made a spirited speech
declaring himself guiltless of treason against the King.
When he finished, he requested Lord Arundel that the
king would not suffer any libels to defame him after
death. “ And now I have a long journey to go and
must take my leave.” “He embraced all the lords and
other friends with such courtly compliments, as if he
had met them at some feast,” says a writer.

Having taken off his gown, he called to the
headsman to show him the axe, which not being
instantly done, he repeated, “I prithee, let me see 1t
dost thou think that I am afraid of it?” He passed the
edgelightly over his finger, and smiling, observed, “ This
is a sharp medicine, but a sound’ cure for all
diseases.”
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After this he went to three several corners of the
scaffold, and knedling down, desired all the people to
pray for him, and recited a long prayer himself. Now
the executioner knelt down to ask his forgiveness;
which Raleigh with an embrace gave, but entreated
him not to strike till he gave a token by lifting up his
hand, “ and then fear not, but strike home!” When he
laid his head down to receive the stroke, the
executioner desired him to lay his face towards the
east. “It was no great matter which way a man's
head stood, so that the heart lay right,” said Raleigh ;
but these were not his last words. When he had lain
some minutes onthe block n prayer, he gave the signal,
but the executioner, either unmindful or 1n fear, failed
to strike, and Raleigh, after once or twice putting forth
his hands, was compelled to ask him, ** Why dost thou
not strike ? Strike, man!” And 1n two blows the head
was separated from the trunk.

Thus died this great and gallant cavalier, of whom
a contemporary says, “ His glorious hours were his
arraignment and execulion.”

—Isaac Disiaehi.
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6. I am sent away from Home

(Young David Copperfield has lost lus father. The mother mairies a Mr.
Murdstone who treats the boy rather unkindly. After a time he
resolves to send away the boy to & boarding school near London, and
one morming he 13 sent away m a cairiage. Young Dawvid tells s
story limself.)

We might have gone about half a mile from home
and my pocket handkerchief was quite wet through,
when the carrier stopped short.

Looking out to ascertain for what, I saw to my
amazement Peggotty, my nurse, burst from a hedge
and chimb into the cart. She took me in both her
arms, and hugged me so hard that the pressure on
my nose was extremely painful, though I never thought
of that till afterwards when I found 1t very tender,
Not a single word did she speak. Releasing one of her
arms, she put it down 1n ber pocket to the elbow, and.
brought out some paper bags of cakes which she
crammed 1nto my pockets, and a purse which she put
mto my hand, but not one word did she say. After
another and a final squeeze with both arms, she got
down from the cart and ran away.

The carrier looked at me, as if to inquire if she
were coming back. I shook my head, and said, B
thought not. “Then, come up,” said the carrier to:
the lazy horse, and off we started again.

llaving by this time cried as much as I possibly
could, 1 began to think it was of no use crying any
more. The carrier seeing me in this resolution, pro-
posed that my handkerchief should be spread upon
the horse’s back to dry. I thanked him, and assented »
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and particularly small it looked under those circum-
stances.

I had now leisure to examine the purse. It was
a stiff leather purse, with a snap, and had three bright
shillings 1n 1it. But its most precious contents were
two half crowns folded together in a bit of paper, on
which was written in my mother’s hand, “For Davy.
With my love.” 1 was so overcome by this that I
asked the carrier to be so good as to reach my hand-
kerchief again ; but he said he thought I had better do
without 1t; so I wiped my eyes on my sleeves and
stopped myself.

After we had jogged on for some liitle time, I
asked the carrier if he was going all the way. «All
the way ? Where ?” inquired the carrier.

“There,” I said.

“Where’s there ? ” asked the carrier.

“ Near T.ondon,” I said.

“ Why,” said he. “ the horse would be dead before
he got over half the ground.”

“Are you going only to Yarmouth, then?” I
asked.

“ That’s about it,” said the carrier. ‘“And there
[ shall take you to the stage-coach, and 1t will take you
to—wherever 1t is.”

Now feeling quite worn out by all that had hap-
pened lately, [ lay down on a sack in the cart and fell

asleep. Islept soundly until we got to Yarmouth, and
reached the innyard.

I got down on the pavement-and began wondering
what would become of me, when a lady looked out
of a window and said,
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“Ts thai th elittle gentleman from Blunderstone ?
“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“ What name ?” inquired the lady.

“ Copperfield, ma’am,” I said.

“That won’t do,” returned the lady. Nobody’s.
dinner 1s paid for here, in that name.”

“Is it Murdstone, ma’ am?” I said.

“If youre Master Murdstone,” said the lady,.
¢“Why do you go and give another name first? ”

I explained to the lady the truth of the matter,.
how I was step-son to Mr. Murdstone; and then she
rang a bell and, called out, “ William ! show the coffee--
room!” upon which a wailer came running out of the
kitchen on the opposite side of the yard to show it,.
and seemed a good deal surprised when he found he
was only to show 1t to me.

It was a large room, and I sat down, "vith my cap
in my hand, on the corner of the chair nearest to the
door, and when the waiter laid a cloth on purpose for
me, and put a set of castors on it, I think 1 must have
turned red all over with modesty.

He brought me some chops and vegetables, and:
took the covers off. Then he put a chair for me at
the table, and said very affably, “Now, gentleman,
come on.”

I thanked him and took my seat at the board and
began to eat, though feeling rather uncomfortable at
his standing opposite and staring at me so hard.
After watching me into the second chop, he said :

“There is half a pint of ale for you. Will you
have it now ?”
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I thanked him and said, “ Yes.” Thereupon he
poured it out of a jug into a large tumbler, and held
1t up against the light and made if look beautiful.

“My eye!” he said, “ It seems a good deal, don’t
it?” “It does seem a good deal,” T answered with a
smile. For it was quite delightful to me to find him
so pleasant. He was a twinkling-eyed, pimple-faced
man, with his hair standing upright all over his head ;
and as he stood with one arm akimbo holding up the
glass to the light with the other hand. he looked
(uite friendly.

“There was a gentleman here, yesterday,” he
said, “a stout gentleman, by the name qf Topsawyer—
perhaps you know him.”

“No,” I said, “1 don’t think—"

“ In breeches and gaiters, broad-brimmed hat,
greatcoat,” said the waiter.

“No,” I said bashfully, “ I haven’t the pleasure”--

“He came in here,” continued the waiter,
looking at the light through the tumbler, “ordered a
glass of this ale—would order 1it—I told him not to—
drank it, and fell dead. It was too old for him. It
ought not to be drawn; that’s the fact.”

I was very much shocked to hear of this
melancholy accident, and said I thought I had better
have some water o drink instead.

“ Why, you see,” said the waiter, still looking at
the light through the tumbler, “ our people don’t like
things ordered and left. It offends’em. But I'll drink
it, if you like. I'm used to it, and use is everything.
I don’t think it’ll hurt me if I throw my head back, and
take it off quick. Shall1?”
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I replied that he would much oblige me by
drinking 1it, if he thought he could do it with safety,
but by no means otherwise. When he did throw his
head back, and drank 1t off (uck, I had a horrible
fear, I confess, of seeing him fall hfeless on the carpet.
But 1t did not hurt him. On the contrary, I thought
he seemed the fresher for it.

“ What have we got here?” he said, putting a
fork into my dish. “ Not chops ?”

“«Chops, ” 1 said.

“I.ord bless my soul'” he exclaimed, “I didn’t
know they were chops. Why, a chop’s the very thing
to take off the bad effects of that beer! Ain’t 1t
lucky?”

So he took a chop by the bone in one hand, and
a potato 1n the other, and ate away with a very good
appetite to my extreme satisfaction. He afterwards
took another chop, and another potato ; and after that
another chop and another potato. When he had done,
he brought me a pudding, and having set it before me,
seemed to ruminate and to become absent in his mind
for some moments.

“How’s the pie ? ” asked he, rousing himself.
“Jt is a pudding,” I made answer.

“ Pudding!” he exclaimed. “ Why, bless me, so
itis! What! ” looking at it nearer. “ You don’t mean
to say it is a batter-pudding.”

“Yes, it 1s indeed.”

“ Why, a batter-pudding,” he said, “is my
favourite pudding! Ain’t that lucky ? Come on, little
‘un, and let’s see who’ll get most.”
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The waiter certainly got most. He entreated me
more than once to come in and win, but what with his
table-spoon to my tea-spoon, his dispatch to my dis-
patch, and his appetite to my appetite, I was left far
behind at the first mouthful, and had no chance with
him. I never saw anyone enjoy a pudding so much, I
think ; and he laughed when it was all gone, as if his
enjoyment of it lasted still.

Finding him so very friendly and companionable,
I asked him for pen and ink and paper to write to
Peggotty. Ile not only brought them immediately but
was good enough to look over me, while I wrote the
letter. When I had finished it, he asked me where I
was going to school.

I said, “Near London,” which was all I knew.
Now the coach-horn in the yard blew and I got up
and inquired if there was anything to pay.

“ There is a sheet of letter-paper,” he returned.
“ Did you ever buy a sheet of letter-paper ? ”

I could not remember that I ever had.

“Tt is dear,” he said, “on account of ithe duty.
Three pence. That’s the way we’re taxed in this
country. There’s nothing else except the waiter.
Never mind the ink. I lose by that.”

“ What should you—what should I—how much
ought I to—what would it be right to pay the waiter,
if you please ? ’ I stammered, blushing.

“IfI hadn’t a family, and that family hadn’t the
cowpock,” said the waiter, “I wouldn’t take a
six pence. If I did’nt support an aged parent and a
lovely sister’—here the waiter was greatly agitated—
“T wouldn’t take a farthing. If I had a good place, and
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was treated well here, I would beg acceptance of a
trifle, instead of taking it. Butl live on broken victuals
—and I sleep on the coals”—here the waiter burst into
tears.

I was very much concerned for his misfortunes,
and felt that anything short of ninepence by way of a
present would be mere brutality and hardness of
heart. Therefore I gave him one of my three bright
shillings which he received with much humility and
veneration, and spun up with his thumb, directly
afterwards, to try the goodness of.

It was a little disconcerting to me to find, when
I was being helped up behind the coach, that I was
supposed to have eaten all the dinner without any
assistance. [ discovered this from overhearing the
landlady say to the guard, “ Take care of that child,
George, or he’ll burst!” and from observing that the
women-servants who were about the placeg came out
to look and giggle at me as a young phenomenon. My
unfortunate friend the waiter, who had quite recovered
his spirits, did not appear to be disturbed by this nor
deem it is duty to put them right. He joined 1n the
general admiration without being at all confused.

And what was worse, the coachman too made
me the subject of his jokes, remarking that the coach
drew heavy behind on account of my sitting there,
and suggesting the greater expendiency of my travel-
ling by waggon. The story of my supposed appetite
getting wind among the outside passengers, they
were merry upon it likewise; and asked me whether [
was going to be paid for at school, as two brothers or
three, and whether I was contracted for, or went upon

3
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the regular terms; with other pleasant questions.
But the worst of 1t was, that I knew I should be
ashamed to eat anything, when an opportunity offered,
and that, after a rather hight dinner, I should remain
hungry all night—for I had left my cakes at the hotel,
1in my hurry. My apprehensions were realised. When
we stopped for supper, I couldn’t muster courage to
take any, though 1 should have liked 1t very much, but
sat by the fire and said I didn’t want anything. This
did not save me from more )okes, either; for a husky-
voiced gentleman with a rough face, who had been
eating out of a sandwich-box nearly all the way,
except when he had been drinking out of a botile, said
I was a boa constrictor who took enough at one meal
to last bim a long time.

The next morning at about eight o’clock I
reached London.
Fiom ‘Dawvid Coppertiecld’ by Charles Dickens.

7. The Autobiography of a Tortoise

Selburne.
August 31, 1784.
Most Respectable Lady,

Your letter gave me great satisfaction, being the
first that I was ever honoured with. It is my wish to
answer you 1n your own way ; but I never could make
a verse 1n my lfe, so you must be contented with
plain prose. Having seen but httle of this great
world, conversed but lttle, and read less, I feel
myself much at a loss how to entertain so intelligent
a correspondent. Unless you will let me write about
myself, my answer will be very short indeed.
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Know, then, that I am an American, and was
born in the year 1734 in the province of Virginia, in
the midst of a savannah that lay between a large
tobacco planation and a creek of the sea. Here I
spent my youthful days among my relations with
much satisfaction, and saw around me many venera-
ble kinsmen, who had attained to great ages, without
any 1nterruption from distempers. Longevity 1s so
general among our species that a funeral 1s quite a
strange occurrence. | can just remember the death
of my great-grandfather, who departed this life 1n the
160th year of his age. Happy should I have been in
the enjoyment of my native climate and the society of
my friends, had not a sea-boy who was wandering
about to see what he could pick up, surprised me as
T was sunning myself under a bush, and whipping me
mto his wallet carried me aboard this ship. The cir-
-cumstances of our voyage are not worthy a recital ; I
remember only that the rippling of the water against
the sides of our vessel as we sailed along was a very
lulling and composing sound, which served to smooth
my slumbers as I lay in the hold. We had a short
voyage, and came to anchor on the coast of England,
in the harbour of Chichester. In that city my
kidnapper sold me for half a crown to a county
gentleman, who came to attend an election. I was
immediately packed in & hand-basket, and carried,
slung by the servant’s side, to their place of abode.
As they rode very hard for forty miles, and I had
never been on horseback before, I found myself some-
what giddy from my airy jaunt. My purchaser, who
was a great humorist, after showing me to some
of his neighbours and giving me the name of Timothy,
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took little further notice of me; so I fell under the
care of his lady, a benevolent woman, whose humane
attention extended to the meanest of her retainers.

With this gentlewoman I remained almost forty
years, living in a walled-in court in the front of her
house, and enjoying much quiet and as much satisfac-
tion as I could expect without society. At last this
good old lady died in a very advanced old age, such
as a tortoise would call, a good old age; and then I
became the property of her nephew. This man, my
present master, dug me out of my winter retreat, and
packing me 1n a deal box, jumbled me eighty miles
1n post-chaises to my present place of abode. I was
sore shaken by this expedition, which was the worst
journey I ever experienced. In my present situation, I
enjoy many advantages—such as the range of an
extensive garden, affording a variety of sun and shade,
and abounding in lettuces, poppies, and many
other salubrious and delectable herbs and plants,
and especially a great choice of delicate gooseberries !
But still \at times I miss my good old mustress,
whose grave and regular deportment suited best
with my disposition. For you must know that my
master is what they call a naturalist, and much
visited by people of that turn, who often put him
on whimsical experiments, such as feeling my pulse,
and putting me in a tub of water to try if I can swim,
and twice in the year I am carried to the grocer’s to
be weighed, that 1t may be seen how I am wasted
during the months of my abstinence, and how much
I gain by feasting in the summer. Upon these occa-
sions [ am placed in the scale on my back, where |
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spraw] about to the great diversion of the shop-
keeper’s children. These matters displease me, but
there 1s another that much hurts my pride; I mean
that contempt shown for my understanding which
these lords of the creation are very apt to discover,
thinking that nobody knows anything but themselves.
I heard my master say that he expected that I should
some day tumble down the well; whereas I would
have him know that I can discern a precipice from
plain ground as well as himself.

These are some of my grievances; but they sit
very hght on me in comparison with what remains
behind. Know then, tender-hearted lady, that my
greatest misfortune, which I have never divulged to
anyone before, 1s the want of society of my own Kkind.
This reflection is always uppermost in my mind, but
comes upon me with rrresistible force every spring,
It' was in the month of May last that I resolved to flee
from my place of confinement, for my fancy had re-
presented to me that probably many agreeable tortoi-
ses of both sexes might inhabit the heights of Baker’s
Hill or the extensive plains of the neighbouring
meadow, both of which I could discern from the ter-
race. One sunny morning, therefore, I watched my
opportunity, found the wicket open, eluded the vigil-
ance of Thomas Hoar, and escaped 1nto the sanfoin,
which began to be 1n bloom, and thence 1nto the beans.
{ was missing eight days, wandering in this wilderness
of sweets, and exploring the meadow at times. But my
pains were all to no purpose. I could find no society
such as I wished and sought for. I began to grow
hungry, and to wish myself at home. I therefore
came forth in sight and surrendered myself up to
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Thomas, who had been inconsolable in my absence.
Thus,” Madam, have 1 given you a faithful account of
my joys and sorrows, the latter of which are mostly
uppermost. You are a lady, I understand, of much
sensibility. Let me therefore make my case your
own 1n the following manner, and then you will yudge
of my feelings. Suppose you were to be kidnapped
away tomorrow, 1n the bloom of your hfe, to the land
of tortoises, and were never to see agan for fifty
years a human face! Think on this, dear lady, and

pity—Your sorrowful reptile, Timothy
—Gilbert Whate.

8. The Adventures of Jack Rogers

(Jack Rogers was a midshipman on board Her
Majesty’s brig of war “ Archer” cruising along the
African coast. One day he and some companions of
his were seat 1n a boat to give chase to a slaver. They
overtook the slaver and fought bravely with the
Spaniards and Negroes 1n it, but the slaver capsized
and all except Jack were drowned, Jack alone was
struggling for life on the wild waters of the sea.)

Poor Jack Rogers! His lot was indeed a hard one.
He was clinging to the keel of the slaver, while she was
tossed about anmdst the raging waters and blinding
foam. Every moment he expected to be torn from
his hold ; but hife was dear to him, and he exerted
every particle of strength he possessed to hold on.
Now a sea would come and wash over the vessel,
almost drowning him, and completely preventing him
from seeing; then he felt that he was whirled round
and round, till he looked up—but it was only to
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see another nuge wave rolling up ready to overwhelm
him. He felt the terrific dash of the wave, its roar
sounded in his ears—he was almost stunned. He
prayed that he might be preserved from the terrible
danger to which he was exposed. The roller passed
on, leaving him still firmly clinging to the wreck.
Again he looked up. The blue sea danced cheerfully
before his eyes; the sun shone brightly; the wreck
was on the wide, wide sea. It might at any moment
go down, and he might be left without any plank to
rest on, a prey to the ravenous sharks which swarmed
around. Soon he saw that the wreck was drifting to
the southward down the coast and at no great distance
from 1t. He calculated the distance, and thought to
himself that he could swim to shore. If he delayed,
the vessel might dnft farther out to sea, and the feat
be impossible. ¢ The sooner itis done, the better,” he
thought to himself. “I have swum as far in a worse
sea before now.” Before slipping off into the water,
he commended himself with a hearty prayer to the
care of God. He was on the very point of letting go
his hold, when, as he looked into the water, his eye
fell on a dark triangular object just rising out of it,
slowly moving past. He looked again with a shudder,
for he recogmsed the fin of a shark. Another and
another passed by. Truly thankful did he feel that
a merciful Providence had saved him from a cruel
death. If the vessel sank though, where would he
be? He could not help thinking of that. He got up
and gazed around. Ile was beginning to feel very
bungry, and to his other dangers the risk of starvation
was now added. Still, he did not allow himself to
despair. He hoped that his friends might come and
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rescue him. After a little time, as he was casting his
eye to the southward, he thought he saw a dark object
moving along ata little distance from the shore. Ile
soon made out that it was a canoe, and that she was
manned by blacks. As they drew near, it was evident
that they saw him on the wreck, for they at once
pulled towards him. He scarcely knew whether to
hail them as friends or as foes. They were 1ll-looking
fellows, he thought. There were also two white men
1n the canoe. He did not like their looks either. They
were soon alongside, and when they saw his uniform,
they looked up at him with no friendly eye. Having
held a short parley among themselves, they hailed him
but what they said he could not make out. Dangerous
as his present position was, he felt no inclination to
entrust himself to their care. However, they made
signs to him to come down nto the canoe, and after a
little reflection, he complied with their demand ; and
as he slid down over the side of the vessel, they
caught him and hauled him in. They asked him a
number of questions 1n Spanish which he pretended
not to understand, and so did not answer. Then they
let him sit down at the bottom of the canoe, while the
two whites and one of the black men talked together
among themselves. KEvery now and then they cast
glances ominous of evil intentions towards him. Poor
Jack did notat all like their looks, still less what they said
to each other. “Knock him on the head at once,” said
one. “Throw him overboard and let the sharks
have him,” proposed another. ¢“Shoot him with
pistol,” quoth the negro grinning horribly. Jack, as he
listened, longed to make an effort to save his hfe;
anything was better than to sit there quietly and be
murdered. Far rather would he die struggling bravely
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for existence. Still he thought it wise not to show
any signs of his understanding their intention and re-
mained where he was without moving ; soon the canoe
neared the shore, and poor Jack found himself a
prisoner on the coast of Africa, his arms being bound
behind him by means of a rope.

ITe was dragged along by his savage companions,
the muzzle of a pistol or the point of a long knife every
now and then being shown him as a hint that he must
keep up his spirits and move on. This was no easy
matter, however, for the ground was strewed with
decayed timber and he frequently stumbled and fell.
Overhead were birds ofevery variety and of the richest
plumage—parrots, trumpet birds, pigeons and num-
berless others which he was then in no mood to
admire ; while monkeys of all sorts skipped about
among the boughs of the lofty palms, chattering away
as 1if to inquire where the stranger had come from.
In one or two openings between the giant palms,
bananas and other lofty trees, Jack caught sight of
some blue ranges of mountains in the far distance,
and towardsthem his captors seemed to be proceeding.
The dreadful thought nowoccurred to him that he was
being carried off into the interior to be turned into a
slave, and that perhaps he should never be able to
make his escape. The jungle grew thicker and thicker
and the forest more gloomy as they proceeded, till he
could scarcely work his way along, and even the Spa-
niards and blacks, with their arms at hiberty, had no
little difficulty 1n making progress through it. At last
they came to a standstill, and had a talk among them-
selves. Poor Jack caught the very ominous words,
“Kill the little chap.”
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“ He is not worth the trouble he cosis us,” added
the ferocious Spaniard who had spoken. * This knife
of mine will settle him with a blow.”

“It 1s a pity we did not do it in the canoe and save
ourselves trouble,” growled out his companion, draw-
ing his long knife from his belt.

Jack felt that his last moments had come.
However, he eyed his captors boldly, and tried to nerve
himself for the expected stroke. The blacks stood by,
apparently enjoying his agony. No one spoke. Jack
tried to offer up a prayer to Heaven, but atsuch a
moment even to pray was difficult. Suddenly there
was a rustling of leaves, a crashing of boughs. A loud
shriek was heard ; then a huge animal leaped through
the brushwood and, seizing one of the negroes, again
bounded off into the thicket. The unfortunate wretch
cried out piteously for help. The Spaniards and the
negroes turned to pursue the wild beast. From the
ghmpse Jack had of it, he believed it to be a tiger.
On it went, bounding through the thicket, 1ts miserable
victim 1n vain crying for assistance. The rest pursued
as fast as they could, apparently forgetting Jack
altogether. They were soon hidden from his sight by
the trees. He had no wish to follow them, of course.
His arms were bound, and before he could do any-
thing, he must contrive to get them loose. He tugged
and tugged away frantically. lle was afraid his captors
would be back before he could get free, and kill him.
By what means he was to eScape, he could not just
then tell. The first thing was to obtain the use of his
limbs. He worked away for his life.

At last he twisted the rope round so that he
could reach one of the knots with his teeth. He pulled
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lustily, and found he was slackemng it. He listened
to the shouts and cries of the pirates. He thought
that their voices sounded louder and nearer again.
He was every moment getting the ropes looser. One
more tug, and his hands were at liberty. He struck
out on erther side to assure himself that he had the
free use of them. He looked round, no one was 1n
sight. His (irst impulse was to set off and run back to
the coast, but then he recollected that he might be
easily pursued and recaptured.

He still heard the voices of the pirates.

A tall palm tree was near. He thought that the
safest plan would be to get to the top ofit. He could
easily hide himself among the wide-spreading leaves,
and the Spaniards, believing that his arms were bound,
would never think of looking there for him. So he
went up the smooth stem, and had got nearly to the
top, when he heard a chattering ; looking up, he saw
a very ugly face grinning down upon him. It was an
ape. Nothing daunted, however, he advanced, and
Master Jacko, who seemed to be a very sensible
monkey, retreated till Jack reached the centre of the
tree, where he could coil himself away without being
seen from below. He could still hear the voices of
the pirates, but he could not discover whether they
had succeeded in rescuing the wretched negro from
the fangs of the tiger. Meantime the monkey sat on
the farther end of a branch, watching him.

“I hope you have formed a favourable opinion of
me, Master Jacko,” he said, looking at the ape; for
even in the dangerous predicament in which he was
he could not resist a joke. * Jacko, Jacko, Jacko,”
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chattered the monkey in a tone which Jack thought
was friendly.

He felt about in his pockets, and found a piece
of biscuit. He nibbled a bit, and then held it out to
his companion. The ape drew near, at first hesita-
tingly; Jack nibbled a little more of the biscuit. Jacko
thought it would be all gone if he did not make haste,
so he made one or two hops up towards Jack. Jack
nibbled away, then once more held out the biscuit,
The monkey made one spring, and nearly caught it,
but Jack drew 1t back, that the animal might feel that
it was given to him. Then he held 1t out, and the ape
took it quite gently, but ran off to the end of a bough,
that he might examine this new sort of food, and eat
it at his leisure.

The pirates had now found their way back to
where they had left Jack. He could plainly hear them
asking one another what could have become of him.
They were under the tree in which he lay so snugly in
hiding.

“He must have hidden himself in the brushwood,
he cannot be far off,” said one.

“If he had had his hands at Iiberty, I should say he

would have gone up one of these trees,” observed
another.

“He cannot be up this tree,” remarked the first.
“See! There is a monkey quietly eating a nut on one
of the branches. There 1sno other tree near, in which
he could hide.”

After this the men hunted about on every side,
and Jack hoped that they would soon go away.
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“ He must still be near,” exclaimed one of them.
“Sancho, do you climb that tree and look about you.
You will soon find out where he is by the shaking of
the bushes as he moves along. Up, man, up!”

Jack knew, by the voice which replied, that one
of the negroes was climbing up. The monkey had
fimshed his biscuit and liking it very much, came back
for some more, not observing what was occurring
below. Jack had now won his confidence; and by
giving him a very little bit at a time kept the animak
close to him. Up climbed the black. Jack knew that
he could knock him down with the butt end of his
pistol, but 1f he did so, the others would surely come
up and catch him. He felt that the black was close
under him. He caught sight of his woolly pate, as he
was working his way up. “Now or never,” thought
Jack. He seized the unsuspecting ape, and threw him
directly on the negro’s head. The monkey, as much
astonished as anybody, laid hold of the woolly crop
with his claws, and scratched and bit, chattering away
with all his might.

“Fetish, fetish, fetish!” screamed the negro,.
sliding down the tree a great deal faster than he had
come up and reaching the ground more dead than
alive ; while the monkey clambered up again, and not
daring to approach Jack, took his seat at the end of a
bough, chattering away in the greatest state of agita-
tion.

Jack lay sung. He had hopes that none of the
other blacks would attempt to climb the tree, for
every one of them seemed afraid of the monkey. It
might be possible, he thought, to escape from s
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intending murderers and ultimately get back to his
ship.

In a short time the Spaniards and negroes,
wittering loud oaths at their 1ill-luck in having lost one
of their companions as well as their captive, set off
-once more ; and Jack watched them as they worked
their way through the brushwood to the eastward.
He felt truly glad when they were no longer to be seen.
‘He was now also mn a hurry to be off. “ Good-bye,
Mr. Jacko,” said he to the monkey, making a profound
bow ; for Jack was the pink of politeness. “Iam very
much'obliged to you for the shelter your tree has
afforded me, and for the assistance you have rendered
me, and if you will venture afloat, I shall be very happy
to see you on board our ship. Good-bye, old fellow,
give us a paw.” He now extended his hand, and
Jacko, who thought he was to have some more biscuit,
came near; but when he saw that there was none,
he hopped off again and chattered away more loudly
than ever.

Jack now climbed down from the tree, and after
some more adventures managed to get back to his
ship.

— —Kingston.
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8. Aviation

‘What does this word mean?

If you look up its derivation in your dictionary,
you will find 1t comes from a Latin noun, meaning a
bird. From earliest times, even before the days of
recorded history, men have stared up 1n envy at the
birds and pondered howtofly. Weknow thisfrom old
fegends—the Greek legend of Daedalus, for example.
This cunning workman, exiled against his will in the
1sland of Crete, cheated the tyrant in whose power he
was by inventing wings; he made them like a bird’s, of
teathers stitched together by their (uills and then
held rigid by wax. He made two pairs; one for him-
self, another for the boy Icarus, his son. And he
succeeded, too; for the wings bore the pair of them
aloft from Crete, and nothwards over the Aegean Sea
towards their old home. Only the boy, too full of con-
fidence as he felt his power, forgot his father’s orders
and mounted too high 1n the air. He even neared the
sun, so the legend goes; and then the sun’s heat
melted the wax of his wings and down he fell head-
long 1nto that part ofthe Aegean Sea which afterwards
bore his name.

All this, of course, 1s only legend; and yet the
legend proves that men had thought of imitating the
birds, thousands of years ago: no doubt, too, men
have tried to make themselves wings from time to
time through the ages. Modern science now teaches
us that such attempts had never any chance of suc-
cess; for a man’s arms are not nearly strong enough,
in proportion to his weight, to enable him to raise him-
self by them, however perfectly constructed his
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“wings ” may be. Greater power is needed; and that
is why the history of flying goes hardly any farther
back than that of the oil-engine.

Yet, curiously. man’s first successtful attempts to
mount in the air did not imitate birds at all. They
were achieved in “lighter-than-air” machines—that 1s
balloons filled with buoyant gas. The first balloon
was sent up by two French brothers called Mongolfier
in 1783 ; but before they tried it themselves, they sent
up in it three animals, a sheep, a cock and a duck;
these landed safely two miles from Paris, whence they
had set out, and the sheep was quietly eating! Next
year, another Frenchman built a ballon which could
be propelled by a screw; but he had only man-power
to drive this ; and man-power is too weak to propel a
machine effectively, much less to Iift it into the air.
So balloons had to wait another seventy years, before
the invention of the steam-engine led to the first
« dirigible,” a steam-driven balloon built by Henry
Giffard in 1852. In 1686, Colonel Renard improved on
this by using an electric motor. Buat about 1890, the
oill-engine or ‘“explosion motor” was 1nvented—a
machine far more powerful for its weight than any
which had gone before: so much so that hencefor-
ward the explosion-motor alone was used, whether for
lighter or heavier-than-air machines.

Now let us turn to this second type, in which bird-
flight is actually imitated. It came much later than
the balloon, because until the explosion-motor was
invented there was no engine strong and light enough
to raise it from the ground. But even before a suit-
able engine had been designed, the way was prepared
by several pioneers who experimented with “gliders,”
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great kites, on which the daringinventors poised them.
selves and “planed down from a height, supported
by the pressure of the air against the spread of their
wings. The Englishman Sir George Cayley, the Ger-
man Lilienthal, the Frenchman Chanute, and the
American brothers Wright were among the most pro-
minent of these pioneers.

Then came the oil-engine, and the complete self-
starting aeroplane, such as we know it today. Here
again, the Wright brothers were prominent, with the
Frenchmen Ader, Delagrange, and Santos-Dumont;
the latter winning everlasting fame, 1n 1906, by being
the first to leave the ground in a self-starting aeropl-
ane, and to fly for 100 metres.

Rapid progress was now made. The earliest avi-
ators had flown only 1n a straight line, but in 1908
Farman showed that his aeroplane could be turned
and manoeuvred. In the same year, Farman and
Bleriot made cross-countcy flights of some, distance,
and 1 1909 Bleriot crossed the Enghsh Channel.
Since then, the development of aviation has been even
swifter. Greater stability was gained, airmen began
to “ loop the loop ” and to fly upside down, more
powerful engines were designed ; till, within memory
of us all, the Atlantic Ocean has been crossed not
merely by a pair of aviators, but by the American
Colonel Lindbergh flying all alone.

Three types of heavier-than-air machines have
been tried. First, Ornithopters, having flapping wings
in exact imitation of a bird’s method of fight. Second,
Helicopters, with propellers to raise them from the
ground as well as those-which drive. them -forward.
Neither of these, however, has been found so success-

4
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ful as the Aeroplane, which is supported kite-like by
the resistance of the air against itslarge oblique planes,
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while its motor drives it along. It may have one, two,
or even three sets of planes: the three types being
known as monoplanes, biplanes and triplanes respect-
wvely. So far as heavier-than-air machines are con-
cerned, there seems no doubt that the aeroplane 1s the
air-vehicle of the future. As for balloons, the most
modern designers seem to favour the “rigid” type,
whose gas-bag or “envelope ” is stretched over a lat-
ticed framework of aluminium; this gives stability, and
lessens the danger of collapse to which so many of the
early balloons succumbed.

We have already spoken of the use of aero-
planes in the Great War; and there 1sno doubt that the
hard tests to which the war machines were put helped
greatly to develop the science of building them. War-
airmen too, who had not merely to be able to fly but
also to-fight in the air, soon became experts in such
perilous tricks as they would otherwise most likely
have never attempted; with the result that now,
under peace conditions, air-travel is reckoned to be
hardly more hazardous than any other method of
transit. Great aeroplanes ply regularly between the
capitals of Europe : one can book seats from London
to Paris, London to Brussels, and between many other
places, as promptly and easily as though one were
travelling by steamship or train. Or one can buy an
aeroplane of one’s own, and be instructed at an awia-
tion-school how to handle it.

Let us supposethat we are going by one of the air-
liners from London to Paris. The first stage of our
trip is done by car to Croydon, a suburb of London
where, the air-liners’ landing-ground has been made.
We arrive there to see our giant aeroplane already
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out of her shed, with the mechanics busily at work on
her three 400-horse-power engines. Our luggage—for
we may take a certain amount of that—is loaded into
her tail, and the leather-coated mechanic who will
travel with us chmbs into her nose near the engines.
Then we ourselves climb 1n through a little door—there
may be as many as twenty of us; and by the time we
have done that, the men are starting her engines.

But there 1s still no sign of the pilot who is to
take charge of us. Ah, here he comes at last, when
all three engines have been started! There is no need
for him to appear before. He wears a leather coat
and cap, and ear-phones—for he will be in touch with
Croydon by wireless telephone, all the way across,
giving the Traffic Officer his position from time to
time, and receiving news of any other machines that
he 1s likely to meet.

He climbs 1n after us by the same door, which is
then locked from outside; we can see him take his
seat 1n the prow of the “boat,” beside the mechanic.
He tries each engine separately, letting it run so fast that
its sound rises to a high, shrill whine, and its propeller
becomes 1nvisible. This done, he gets the permission
of the Traffic Officer to set out, by a signal.

We may not leave the ground at once, however.
For we can rise only against the wind ; and if the wind
1s blowing at our backs down the aerodrome, we must
go slowly on our wheels to the far end, and then turn
on the ground. But before long we hear the engines.
increase their speed, and are rising gently through
the air; once up, we turn a little, select our course,
and are off in a bee-line for our destination.
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In two hours, or very hittle more, we shall be 1n
Paris. There we shall find the same sort of place as
that from which we started: mechanics waiting to
receive our machine, porters to take our luggage, the
passport-officer and custom-house men to make sure
we are authorised to land 1n a foreign country : lastly,
the waiting cars to carry us into the heart of the city.
How our grandfathers would have stared, to see us
descend! To us, it 1shardly more of an adventure than
to have come over by rail and sea—and a great deal
less inconvenience.

Much other work 1s done by these great aero-
planes, beside the transport of passengers-the carrying
of mails, for instance, and of other goods which can be
taken mn great bulk; for the huge modern machine
with 1ts improved engines lifts cargoes which would
have amazed the avaitors of twenty years ago. Its
own weight may be as much as ten tons, with a
further eight tons of hifting-power : its speed at least a
hundred miles an hour. Twenty years ago, machines
were seldom flown at a greater height than 150 feet;
today, a height of 40,000 feet has been accomphshed.
In exploration, work of great value has been done by
aeroplanes ; they have flown far inland over (ientral
Africa, and over the polar regions; they have enabled
scientists and map-makers to learn what hes 1n
hitherto untrodden lands, such as the heights of the
Himalayas.

Above all, we must reflect that the aeroplane 1s
still in its infancy. When we consider how much has
been achieved, and in how short a time, we shall be
rash indeed to deny that in a very few years we may
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be making trips from London to New York or Calcutta,
with as little fuss as on the journey which we took
Just now to Paris.

10. The Old Man of the Mountain

There was once upon a time a poor old woman
who lay ill and had neither a bit of bread nor a far-
thing 1n her house. She therefore said to her daughter,
who was a dear, good, little girl, “ Go out nto the
woods, my dear, and gather berries, and then go into
the town and sell them.” The girl at once took her
basket and went into the woods. Soon she reached
a spot where the bilberries grew thick and set to
work gathering them. She thought that if she got
her basket quite filled she might be able to get some
good food Ior her mother. In the meanwhile, day was
declining, and evening began to creep on over the
mountains. The girl then gave up her work, looking
with delight at her well-filled basket, and prepared to
go home.

She tried hard to get along, but the footpath
soon became lost to sight and she did not know
which way she ought to go. She jumped over sticks
and stones, through thick woods and thinly-wooded
parts, but the trees stood out darker and darker and
1t began to grow more and more dusk. Then she
lost heart, and stood still and cried: there was no
means of getting out of the wood. Just at this
mornent something came between the trees, and all
of a sudden there stood in front of her a very little old
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man, with a long grey beard, which reached below
his waist. He spoke in a kindly way to the girl, and
asked, “ What ails you, dear ?”

“Ah!” replied the girl sobbing, “I have been
gathering bhilberries to sell, in order to buy bread and
a little meat for my mother, who is ill, but now I can-
not find my way out of the wood, and shall have to
stay here all might, and my poor sick mother 1s quite
alone at home.”

“Is that all that’s the matter?” answered the
httle old man. ¢ Then that can soon be got over.
Wait a minute, and I'll lead you out of the wood at
once; only follow me.”

With these words the old man led the way and
soon they came to a good track. The girl went along,
tired and weary as she was, and presently the wood
became lighter and highter, and they were out in the
open. The girl’s heart now beat with dehgh,t, and she
gratefully thanked the little old man.

“Your mother is 1ll then ?” he remarked. “As
you are a good girl, I will help you.” Thereupon he
stooped down and plucked some herbs, and gave
them to the child. “Boil them today and give the
broth to your mother to drink, and she will at once
get well again.” The old man then turned and went
off in a moment.

The girl now danced for Joy on her way home
and told her mother what had happened to her in the
wood. She then went into the sooty little kitchen,
made up a fire and boiled the herbs. When this was
done, she strained off the broth, and gave 1l to her
mother. The old woman drank it. and had scarcely
swallowed the last drop, before she became quite
lively, and got up from her bed.
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This was all seen and heard by a neighbour’s
son—a lad who often came into the old woman’s
room—and now he thought to himself, “ Wait a, bit
now, I also will go 1nto the wood, and get herbs like
these for myself. Then 1 shall go into a town, and
sell them for a lot of money and buy myself figs and
other nice things to eat.”

So the next day the wicked boy went to the
wood, gathered bilberries and ate them, and when he
had well filled himself, he began to scream and make
a noise so as to be heard through the trees. He had
done this for some time, when the old man of the
mountain came up to him and asked, ¢ What are you
making all this noise about in my quet wood ?”

“ Because I cannot find my way home, and my
sick mother is all alone.” And with these words he
began to cry, and begged the old man to lead him out
of the wood.

“QOh, I can help you,” answered the old man,
and went on, the boy following him. Now the old
man led the deceitful boy for four hours through the
thickest parts of the wood, up hill, and down hill, so
that he became footsore and tired to death, and
bitterly repented his deceitful behaviour. When he
was too worn out to do anything more, they just
reached the edge of the wood. The boy was now
pleased enough, and was going on his way home,
when the old man said, “ Wait a minute, I'll give you
also a plant to take home with you.”

He then stooped down and plucked some leaves
and gave them to the boy. “ Boil them at home,”
said he, “ and drink the broth.”
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The boy now trudged off home in haste, over
sticks and stones, and did as the old man had told
him. He went into the kitchen, made up a fire, and
boiled the herbs; he then strained off the broth, and
drank it. In a few minules a great pain came over
him ; and he was so pinched and racked with 1t that
he writhed and wriggled hke a worm. Ths lasted for
several days and left him only when he had sworn to
give up all his evil ways and be good.

—Irom the Swedish.

11, How to live on nothing a year

CHARACTERS

WAITER—AnN experienced man.

SaM—An 1nexperienced man from the country, just
recruited as waiter.

DippLER—the gentleman that lives on nothing a year.
Fainwou'p—a rich gentleman from the country.
RicHARD—servant to Fainwou’d.

SCENE—An inn in a country town.
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SCENE—The Public room in an inn. Beli rings.
SaM—Coming, I'm a-coming.
I

ENTER WAITER AND SAM, MEETING

Waiter.—Well Sam, there’s a little difference between
this and hay-making, eh ?

Sam.—Yes, but I get on pretty decent, don’t 1? Only,
you see, when two or three people call at once,
Pm apt to get flurried: and then I can’t help
listening to the droll things the young chaps say
to one another.at dinner; and then T don’t exactly
hear what they say to me, you see. Sometimes
too, I fall a-laughing with them, and that they
don’t like, you understand.

Waiter.—Well, well, you'll soon get the better of all
that.

(A LAUGH WITHOUT)

Sam.—What'’s all that about ?

Waiter.—(Looking out) Oh, it’s Mr. Diddler trying to
Joke himself into credit at the bar. But it won’t
do, they know him too well. By the bye, Sam,
mind you never trust that fellow.

Sam.—What, him with the spy-glass ?

Waiter—Yes, that impudent, short-sighted fellow.

Sam.—Why, why do you say so ?

Waiter.—Why, because he’ll never pay you. The fel-
low lives by sponging, gets mto people’s houses
by his songs and his bonsmots. At some of the

squires’ tables he’s as constant a guest as the
parson or the apothecary.
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Sam.—Come, that’s an odd line to get into, however.

Waiter—Then he borrows money of everyone he
meets.

Sam.—Nay, but will anybody lend him ?

Waiter.—Why, he asks for such a trifle, to give 1t the
appearance of immediate necessity, that people
are ashamed to refuse him.

Sam.—Oh, ho, he muast be a droll chap indeed !

Waiter—Here he comes; mind vou take care of him.
(EXIT).

Sum-—Never you fear that. TI’ll take care.

( ENTER DIDDLER )

Did—Tol lol de riddle lol—oh (looking through a glass
at Sam) the new waiter,—a very clod, an untu-
tored clod! My clamorous bowels, be of good
cheer. (To him) Young man, how d'ye do ¢ Step
this way, will you >—A novice, I perceive—And
how d’ye like your new line of life ¢

Sam.—Why, very well, thank’ye. How do you like
your old one ?

Did.—What 1s your name, my fine fellow ¢

Sam.—Sam. You needn’t tell me yours. I know you,
my—fine fellow.

Dwl.—(Aside) Oh! this fellow has already heard about
me ! (To him) A prepossessing look—open and
ruddy, importing health and hberality. Excuse
my glass, I'm short-sighted. You have the advan-
tage of me in that respect.

Sam.—Yes, I can see as far as most folks.

Did.—(Turning away) Well, I'll thank you to— O Sam,
you haven’t got such a thing as tenpence about
you, have you?
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Sam.—Yes. (They look at each other, Diddler expecting
to receive 1t) And I mean to keep 1t with me,
you see.

Did.—Oh, aye, certainly. Ionly asked for information.

Sam.—Hark! There’s a stage-coach come 1n. I must
go and wait upon the passengers. You’'d better
ask some of them ; mayhap they may give you a
little better information.

Did.—Hark ye, Sam ; You can get me some breakfast
first. I'm devilish sharp-set, Sam. You see, I come
from a long walk over the hills ; and—

Sam—Aye, and you see I come from—Yorkshire.

Did.—You do; your unsophisticated tongue declares it.
Superior to vulgar prejudices, I honour you for it.

Suim.—Aye ; well, what will you have ?

Did.—Anything; tea, coffee, an egg, and so forth.

Sam.—Well now, in this transaction one of us, you
understand, must have credit for a httle while.
That is, either I must trust you for the money, or
you must trust me for the breakfast. Now as you
seem to be vastly taken with me, and I am not at
all taken with you, you’d better give me the
money, you see, and trust me for the breakfast.
He!he! he!

Did.—What d’ye mean by that, Sam ?

Sum.—I just mean what I say.

Did.—Sir, you're getting impertinent.

Sam.—Oh, you don’t like my terms. Why then, as you
sometimes sing for your dmner, now you may
whistle for your breakfast— you see ?

He ! he! he!
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(EXIT)

Dwd.—(alone). This is to carry on trade without
capital. Once I paild my way, and in a pretty
high road I travelled; but thou art now, Jerry
Diddler, little better than a vagabond. Fie on
thee ! Awake thee, rouse thy spirit! while there
is ife, there is hope.

I1.
ENTER FAINWOU’'d

Fain.—Bring breakfast directly. T'm very hungry.
Sam.--Yes, sir, yes.

ENTER DIDDLER

Did.—Breakfast! Dehghtful sound! We’ll breakfast
together (advancing to him). Sir, your most
obedient. From London, sir, 1 presume ?

Fain.—At your service, sir.

Did.—Pleasant travelling, sir @

Fain—Middhng, sir.

Did.—Any news 1n town, when you came away ?

Fain.—Not a word, sir.

Did.—Pray, sir, what 1s your opinion of affairs 1n
general ?

Famm—Sir? Why really, sir—

Did.—No politician, perhaps. You talked of breakfast,
sir; I was just thinking of the same thing-—shall
be proud of your company.

Fain.—You're very obliging, sir, butreally I am in such
haste—
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Did.—Don’t mention it. Company is everything to me.
I really couldn’t dispense with you.

Fain.—Sir, since you insist upon it—waiter—

Sam.—(Without) Coming, sir,—

Fain.— Bless me, they’re very inattentive here; they
never bring you what you call for.

Did.—-No; they very often serve me so.

ENTER SAM

Fuin.—Let that breakfast be for two.
Diud.—Yes, this gentleman and I are going to break-
fast together.
Sam.—(To Fainwou’d) You order it, do you, sir ?
Fain.—Yes, to be sure! didn't you hear me ?
Sam.—(Chuckling) Yes, I heard you.
Fain —Then bring it immediately.
Sam.—Yes (still chuckling).
Fain—What d’ye mean by laughing, you scoundrel ?
Dud—Aye, what d’ye mean by laughing, you
scoundrel?
(DRIVES SAM OUT AND FOLLOWS)

Fam.—(alone) Now, that’s disrespectful, especially to
that gentlemnan, who seems to be so well known
here; but these country waiters are always
impertinent.

(ENTER DIDDLER WITH A LETTER IN HIS HAND)

Did.—A letter for me ? Desire the man to wait. That
bumpkin is the most impertinent—I declare it’s
enough to—You haven’t got such a thing as halt
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a crown about you, have you, sir? There’s a
messenger waiting, and I haven’t got any change
about me.

FFain. —Certainly. At your service.
(TAKES OUT HIS PURSE AND GIVES HIM MONEY.)

Did—Tll return it to you, sir, as soon as possible.
Allo! Here! Here’s the man’s money. (Goes out
and putting the money into his own pocket)
Waiter, bring the breakfast immediately.

Waiter.—Here 1t 1s, sir. (Exit.)

ENTER SAM, WITH BREAKFAST

Did.—There we are, sir. Now, no ceremony, I beg,
for I'm rather 1n a hurry myself.

(Exit Sam chuckling. Diddler pours out coffee
for himself) Help yourself, sirr, When you’ve done
with that loaf, sir, I'll thank you to hand the other to
me. (Takes it out of his hands.) Thank’ye, sir.
Breakfast, sir, 1s a very wholesome meal. (Eats fast).
Fawmn.—It 1s, sir. T always eat a good one.

Did.—So do I, sir.

Fain.—T'm an early riser too; andin town the servants
are so lazy, that I'm often obliged to wait a long
while before I get any.

Did.—That’s exactly my case 1n the country.

Fain~-And it’s very tantalizing, when one’s hungry, to
be served so.

Did.—Very, sir. I'll trouble you once more. (Snatches
the bread out of his hand again).

Fain —(aside) This can’t be meant for disrespect, but
it’s very like it.
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Did.—Are you looking for this, sir. You,can call for
more if you want it. (Returns a very small bit)
Here, waiter !

Waiter.—Sir!

Did.—Some more bread for this getleman—why, bless
my soul, you eat nothing at all, sir!

Fain.—Why ! bless my soul, I can get at nothing.

(SAM ENTERS WITH ROLLS OF BREAD)

Diud.—Very well, Sam; thank ye, Sam; but don’t
giggle, Sam. Curse you, don’t laugh. (Following
him out)

Sam.—Ecod, you’re in luck, Mr. Diddler. (Exit)

Did.—(enters with another letter) What, another letter
by the coach! Might I trouble you again? You
haven’t such a thing as tenpence about you, have
you? I live close by, sir; I'll send it to vou the
moment I go home. Will be glad to see youany
time you’ll look 1n, sir.

Fain.—You do me honour, sir. I haven’t any half-
pence; but there’s my servant, you can desire
nim to give it you.

Did.—Youre very oblging. (Pats the rolls Sam
brought unobserved into his hat). 'm extremely
sorry to give you so much trouble. (Aside)
Come, this 1s a good morning’s work. (Exit)

Fain.—(alone) That must be a gentleman of some
breeding, indeed.

(SAM 1S CROSSING)

Who is that gentleman, waiter ?
Sam.—Gentleman!
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Fain.—Yes; 1 suppose he lives upon his means—
don’t he?

Sam.—Yes, but they're the oddest sort of means you

ever heard of in your hfe. What, don’t you
know him ?

Fain.—No.

Sam.—Well, I thought so.

Fuin.—He invited me to breakfast with him.
Sam.—Aye, that was handsome enough.
Fuain.—I thought so myself.

Sam.—But it isn’t quite so handsome to leave you to
pay for 1t.

kFuin.—Leave me to pay for 1t!
Sam.—(Looking out) Yes, I see he’s off there.
Fain—Poh ! He’s only gone to pay for a letter.

Sam.—A letter! Bless you, no letter comes here for
him.

Fain.—He’s had two this morning; I lent him the
money to pay for ’em.

Sam.—No ! Did you though ?

Fain.—Yes, he hadn’t any change about him.

Sam (laughing).—That’s the softest trick I ever knew.
You come from London, don’t you sir ?

Famnm.—Why, you giggling blockhead, what d’ye mean ?

Sam.—Why sir, he’s had no letters, I tell you, but
the one he has just been writing here himself.

Fain.—An impudent rascal !
Sam.—Well, sir, we’ll put the breakfast all to your
credit, you understand, as you ordered it.

Fain.—Psha, don’t tease me about the breakfast.
)
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Sam.—Upon my soul, the flattest trick T ever heard
of.

( EXIT LAUGHING )

Fain.—Well, this is the most disrespectful treat-
ment.—

(RICHARD ENTERS, MEETING HIM)

Richard.—I lent the gentleman the tenpence, sir.

Fain—Confound the gentleman, and you too! (exit
both.)

~—Mrs. Inchbald.

12, A Letter from Charles Lamb to William
Wordsworth

30th January 1801

I ought before this to have rephed to your very
kind invitation into Cumberland. With you and your
sister I could stay anywhere; but I am afraid whether
I shall ever be able to afford so desperate a journey.
Separate from the pleasures of your company, I don’t
much care if 1 never see a mountain 1n my hfe. I
have passed all my days in London, until I have
formed as many and intense local attachments as any
of you mountaineers can have done with dead Nature.
The lighted shops of the Strand and Fleet street; the
innumerable trades, tradesmen, and customers,
coaches, waggons, playhouses; all the bustle and
wickedness round about Covent Garden; the very
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women of the Town; the watchmen, drunken scenes,
rattles,—life awake, if you awake, at all hours of the
night; the crowds, the very dirt and mud, the sun
shining upon houses and pavements, the print-shops,
the old book-stalls, coffee-houses, steams of soup
from kitchens, the pantomimes—ILondon itself a
pantomime and a masquerade—all these things work
themselves into my mind, and feed me, without a
power of satiating me. The wonder of these sights
impels me often into night-walks about 1its crowded
streets, and 1 often shed tears in the motley
Strand from fulness of joy at so much hfe. All these
emotions must be sirange to you; so are your rural
emotions to me. But consider, what must I have
been doing all my life, not to have lent great portions
of my heart with usury to such scenes.

My attachments are all local, purelylocal. I have
no passion for groves and valleys. The room where
I was born, the furniture which has been before
my eyes all my hfe, a book-case which has followed
me about like a faithful dog, (only exceeding him in
knowledge) wherever I have moved, old charirs, old
tables, streets, squares, where 1 have sunned myself,
my -old schools—have I not enough without your
mountains ? [ do not envy you. I should pity you,
did T not know that the mind would make friends of
anything. Your sun, and moon, and skies, and hills
and lakes affect me no more than as a gilded room
with tapestry and tapers where I might live with
handsome visible objects. I consider the clouds
above me but as a roof beautifully painted, but
unable to satisfy the mind. So fading upon me, from
disuse, have been the beauties of Nature; so ever
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fresh, and green, and warm are all the inventions of
men in this great City------

Give my kindest love, and my sister’s, to 1. and
yourself. Thank you for liking my play!

—Lamb.

13. Highwaymen in the Seventeenth Century

Whatever might be the way in which a journey
was performed in those days, the travellers, unless
they were numerous and well armed, ran consider-
able risk of being stopped and plundered. The moun-
ted highwayman, a marauder known to our generation
only from books, was to be found on every main road.
The waste tracts which lay on the great routes near
London were especially haunted by plunderers of this
class. Hounslow Heath, on the (ireat Western Road,
and Finchley Common, on the Great Northern Road:
were perhaps the most celebrated of these spots.
The ((ambridge scholars trembled when they approach-
ed Epping Forest, even in broad day-light. Seamen
who had just been paid off at Chatham were often
compelled to deliver their purses on Gadshill.

The public authorities seem to have been often at
a loss how to deal with the plunderers. At one time
it was announced in the Gazette, that several persons,
who were strongly suspected of being highwaymen,
but against whom there was not sufficient evidence,
would be paraded at Newgate in riding dresses ; their
horses would also be shown; and all gentlemen who
had been robbed were invited to inspect this singular
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exhibition. On another oceasion a pardon was
publicly offered to a robber if he would give up some
rough diamonds, of immense value, which had been
taken when he stopped the Harwich mail. A short
time after appeared another proclamation, warning the
innkeepers that the eye of the Government was upon
them. Their criminal connivance, 1t was affirmed,
enabled banditt: to infest the roads with 'mnunity.

It was necessary to the success and even to the
safety of the Jhighwayman that he should be a bold
and skilful rider, and that his manners and appéarance
should be such as suited the master of a fine ho: 4.
He therefore held an aristocratical position 1n the
community of thieves, appeared at fashionable cofiee-
houses and gaming-houses, and betted with men of
quality on the race ground. A romantic nterest
therefore attached, and perhaps still attaches, to the
names of freebooters of this class. The vulgar eagerly
drank in tales of their ferocity and audacity, of their
occastonal acts of generosity and good nature, of
their miraculous escapes, of their desperate struggles,
and of their manly bearing at the bar, and 1n the cart.
Thus 1t was related of Wilham Nevison, the great
robber of Yorkshire, that he levied a quarterly tribute
on all the northern drovers, and, in return, not only
spared them himself, but protécted them aganst all
other thieves ; that he demanded purses in the most
courteous manner; that he gave largely to the poor
what he had taken from the rich; that his life was
once spared by royal clemency, but that he again
tempted his fate, and at length died in 1685, on the
gallows of York.
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It was related how Claude Duval, the French
page of the Duke of Richmond, took to the road, be-
came captain of a formidable gang, and had the
honour to be named first 1n a royal proclamation
against notorious offenders; how at the head of his
troop he stopped a lady’s coach, in which there was a
booty of four hundred pounds; how he took only one
hundred, and suffered the fair owner to go away in
peace; how his chivalry and engaging manners
captured the hearts of women; how his dexterity
at sword and pistol made him a terror to al}
men ; how, at length, 1n the year 1670 he was seized
when overcome by wine; how dames of high rank
visited him 1n prison and with tears interceded for his
life ; how the King would have granted a pardon, but
for the interference of Judge Morton, the terror of
highwaymen, who threatened to resign his office un-
less the law were carried 1nto full effect; and how,
after the execution, the corpse lay in state with all
pomp till the same cruel judge, who had intercepted
the mercy of the Crown, sent officers to disturb the
obsequies.

In these anecdotes there is doubtless a large
mixture of fable; but they are not on that account
unworthy of being recorded; for it is both an authen-
tic and an important fact that such tales, whether
false or true, were heard by our ancestors with eager-
ness and faith.

—From Loid Macaiilay’s ‘History of England *
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14. The Pickwickians’ Journey from London to
Rochester

That punctual servant of all work, the sun, had
just risen and begun to strike a light on the morning
of the 13th of May 1827, when Mr. Samuel Pickwick
burst like another sun from his slumbers, threw open
his chamber window and looked out upon the world
beneath. Then he proceeded to put himself into his
clothes, and his clothes into his portmanteau. The
operation of shaving, dressing, and coffee-imbibing
was soon performed ; and in another hour, Mr. Pick-
wick, with his portmanteau 1n his hand, his telescope
in his great-coat pocket and his note-book in his
waistcoat, ready for the reception of any discoveries
worthy of being noted down, had arrived at the coach
stand 1n St. Martin’s-le-Grand.

‘Cab!” said Mr. Pickwick.

“Here you are, sir,” shouted a waiier. *“ Here
you are, sir. Now, then, fust cab!” And the first cab
having been fetched from the public house, where
the cabman had been smoking b's first pipe,
Mr. Pickwick and his ‘pyrtmantear were thrown into
the vehicle.

“Golden Cross,” said Mr. Pickwick, and the cab
drove off. “How old is that horse, my friend?””
inquired Mr. Pickwick, rubbing his nose with the
shilling he had reserved for the fare.

“Forty-two,” replied the driver, eying him
askance.

“What!” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, laying his
hand upon his note-book. The driver reiterated his
former statement. Mr. Pickwick looked very hard at
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the man’s face, but his features were immovable ; so
he noted down the fact forthwith.

“ And how long do you keep him out at a time?”
inquired Mr. Pickwick, searching for further informa-
tion.

“Two or three veeks,” replied the man.

“ Weeks!” said Mr. Pickwick in astonishment—
and out came the note-book again.

“He lives at Pentonwil when he’s at home,”
observed the driver coolly, “ but we seldom takes him
on account of his veakness.”

“On account of his weakness!” reiterated the
perplexed Mr. Pickwick.

“ He always falls down when he’s took out o’the
cab,” continued the driver, “ but when he 1s 1n it, we
bears him up werry tight, and takes him i werry
short, so as he can’t werry well fall down; we’ve got
a pair as does move, they run after him, and he must
g0 on—he can't help it.”

Mr. Pickwick entered every word of this state-
ment in his note-book, with the view of communicating
it to the Pickwickian club, as a singular nstance of
the tenacity of hfe in horses under trying circum-
stances. The entry was scarcely completed when
they reached the Golden Cross. Down jumped the
driver, and out got Mr. Pickwick. Mr. Tupman,
Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle, who had been anxi-
ously awaiting the arrival of their ilustrious leader,
crowded to welcome him.

“ Here's your fare,” said Mr. Pickwick, holding
out the shilling to the driver.

What was the learned man’s astonishment, when
that unaccountable person flung the money on the
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pavement, and requested in figurative terms to be
allowed the pleasure of fighting him (Mr. Pickwick)
for the amount !

“You are mad!” said Mr. Snodgrass.

“Or drunk,” said Mr. Winkle.

“ Or both,” said Mr. Tupman.

“Come on! said the cab-driver, sparring away
like clockwork. Come on—all four of you.”

“ Here’s a lark !” shouted half a dozen hackney
coachmen. “ Go to work, Sam,”—and they crowded
with great gl.ee round the party.

“ What’s the row, Sam ?” inquired one gentleman
in black calico sleeves.

*“Row !” replied the cabman, “ What did he want
my number for ?”

“I didn’t want your number,” said the astonished
Mr. Pickwick.

“ What did you take 1t for, then ?” inquired the
cabman.

“I didn’t take it,” said Mr. Pickwick indignantly-

“Would anybody believe,” continued the cab-
driver, appealing to the crowd, “ would anybody be-
lieve as an informer’d go about in a man’s cab, not
only taking down his number, but ev’ry word he says
into the bargain ?”” (A light flashed upon Mr. Pickwick
and he understood—it was his note-book)

“Did he though?” 1ncuired another cabman.
“Yes, did he,” repled the first, *“ and then after
provoking me to assault him, gets three witnesses
here to prove it. But I'll give 1t him, if I’ve six months
for it. Come on!” and the cabman dashed his hat
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upon the ground and knocked Mr: Pickwick’s
spectacles off, and followed up the attack with a blow
on Mr. Pickwick’s nose, and another on Mr. Pickwick’s
chest, and a third in Mr. Snodgrass’s eye, and a
fourth, by way of variety, in Mr. Tupman’s waistcoat,
and then danced 1nto the road, and then back again to
the pavement and then dashed the whole temporary
supply of breath out of Mr. Winkle’s body, and all in
half a dozen seconds.

“ Where’s an officer ?”” said Mr. Snodgrass.
“You shall smart for this,” gasped Mr. Pickwick.
“Informers!” shouted the crowd.

“Come on,” cried the cabman, who had been
sparring without cessation the whole time.

The mob had hitherto been passive spectators of
the scene, but as the intelligence of the Pickwickians
being informers was spread among them, they began
to be aggréssive, and there is no saying what acts of
personal violence they might have .committed, had not
the affray been unexpectedly terminated by the
interposition of a new-corner. “ What's the fun?”
said a rather tall thin young man, in a green coat,
emerging suddenly from the coach-yard.

“Informers !” shouted the crowd again. “ We
are not,” roared Mr. Pickwick. ¢ Ain’t you though ?—
ain’t you ?” said the young man, making his way to
Mr. Pickwick through the crowd.

That learned man in a few hurried words ex-
plained the real state of the case. ¢ Come along,
then,” said he of the green coat, lugging Mr. Pickwiek
after him by main force, and talking the whole way.
“ Here, No. 924, take your fare and take yourself off—
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respectable gentleman—know him well—none of your
nonsense—this way, sir—where’re your friends—all a
mistake, I see,—never mind—accidents will happen—
confounded rascals.” And with a lengthened string of
similar broken sentences, delivered with extraordinary
volubility, the stranger led the way to the travellers’
waiting-room, whither he was closely followed by
Mr. Pickwick and his disciples.

“ Here, waiter!” shouted the stranger, ringing
the bell with tremendous violence, “ glasses round—
brandy and water, hot and strong, and sweet and
plenty,—eye damaged sir ? Waiter ! raw beef-steak for
the gentleman’s eye,—nothing like raw beef-steak for
a bruise, sir.” And when the brandy and water was
served, he swallowed at a draught full half a pint of it
and flung himself into a chair with as much ease as 1f
nothing had happened.

Now as Mr. Pickwick and his friends were
warmly thanking the stranger for his timely assistance,
the Rochester coachman came in to announce that
“ The commodore” was on the point of starting.
“Commodore!” said the stranger, starting up, *“ my
coach—place booked—one outside—leave you to pay
for the brandy and water—want change for a fiver’—
and left the room.

Now it so happened that Mr. Pickwick and his
three companions had resolved to make Rochester
their halting place too; and having taken their seats at
the back of the coach by the side of their new-found
acquaintance, they all started off.

—From ¢ Prickwick Papers’ by Chailes Dickens.
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18. A City Night Peace

The clock has just struck two, the expiring taper
rises and sinks 1n the socket, the watchman forgets
the hour in slumber, the laborious and the happy are
at rest, and nothing wakes but meditation, guilt,
revelry and despair. The drunkard once more fills
the destroying bowl, the robber walks his midmght
round and the suicide hfts his arms against his own
sacred person.

What a gloom hangs all round ! The dying lamp
emits a yellow gleam, no sound is heard but of the
chiming clock or the distant watch-dog. All the bustle
of human pride 1s forgotten; an hour hke this may
well display the emptiness of human vanity.

There will come a time, when this tomporary
solitude may be made continual, and the city 1tself,
like 1ts inhabitants, fade away and leave a desert 1n 1ts
room.

What cities as great as this have once triumph-
ed in existence, had their victories as great, joy as
just and as unbounded, and with short-sighted pre-
sumption promised themselves immortality ! Posterity
can hardly trace the sttuation of some. The sorrowful
traveller wanders over the awful ruins of others, and
as he beholds, he learns wisdom, and feels the
transience of every sublunary possession.

Here, he cries, stood their citadel, now grown
over with weeds ; there their senate-house, but now
the haunt of every noxious reptile; temples and
theatres stood here, now only an undistinguished
heap of ruin. They are fallen, for luxury and avarice
made them feeble. Their riches and opulence invited
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the invaders 'who conquered and swept the defendants.
into undistinguished destruction.

How few appear in those streets which but a
few hours ago were so crowded !

But who are those who make their streets their
couch, and find a short repose from'wretchedness at
the doors of the opulent? They are strangers,
wanderers, orphans, whose circumstances are too
humble toexpect redress and whose distresses are too
great even for pity. Some are without the covering even
of rags, and others emaciated with disease ; the world
has disclaimed them; society turns its back upon
their distress, and has given them up to nakedness
and hunger.

Why, why was 1 born a man, and yet see the
suffering of wretches I cannot relieve! Poor houseless
creatures! the world will give you reproaches, but
will not give you relief. The slightest misfortunes of
the great, the most imaginary uneasiness of the rich
are aggravated with all the power of eloquence and
held up to engage our attention and sympathetic
sorrow. The poor weep unheeded, persecuted by
every subordinate species of tyranny; and every law,
which gives others security, becomes an enemy to
them.

Why was this heart of mine formed with so
much sensibility! Or, why was not my fortune
adapted to 1its 1mpulse! Tenderness without a
capacity of relieving, only makes the man who feels 1t
more wretched than the object which sues for
assistance. Adieu!

—Oliver Goldsmith.
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16. A Letter

A Happy New Year to you all, my dearest family.
I can’t tell you how much I enjoyed your Christmas
bundle, for I didn’t get it till night, and had given up
hoping. Your letter came in the morning, but you
said nothing about a parcel, meaning it for a surprise.
So, I was disappointed, for I'd had a kind of feeling
that you would not forget me. I felt a little low in my
mind, as I satin my room after tea; and when the
big, muddy, battered-looking bundle was brought to
me, I just hugged it and pranced. It was so homely
and refreshing that I sat down on the floor, and read,
and looked, and ate, and laughed and cried, in my
usual absurd way. The things were just what I
wanted, and all the better for being made instead of
bought. Beth’s new ink-bib was capital ; and Hannah’s
box of hard ginger-bread will be a treasure. T'll be
sure and wear the nice flannels you sent, mamma,
and read carefully the books father has marked.
Thank you all, heaps and heaps !

Speaking of books reminds me that I'm getting
rich in that line; for on New Year’s Day, Mr. Bhaer
gave me a fine Shakespeare. It 1s one he values
much, and I've often admired 1t; so you may imagine
bow I felt when he brought 1t down, without its cover,
and showed me my name on it, “from my friend
F. Bhaer.”

‘You say often you wish a library; here I give
you one; for between these two lids (he .meant
covers) is many books in one. Read him well, and
he will help you much; for the study of character
in this book will help you to read it in the world, and
paint it with your pen.’
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I thanked him as well as I could, and talk now
about ‘my library’ asif 1 had a hundred books. I
never knew how much there was in Shakespeare
before; but then I never had a Dhaer to explain 1t to
me. Now don’t laugh at this horrid name; it isn’t
pronounced Bear or Beer, as people wul say 1it, but
something between the two, as only Germans can do
it. I’'m glad you both ke what I tell you about him,
and hope you will know hium some day. Mother
would admire his warm heart, father his wise head.
I admire both and feel rich in my new ‘friend
F. Bhaer.’

Not having money, or knowing what he’d like, 1
got several little things and put them about the room,
where he would find them unexpectedly. They were
useful pretty httle things—a new stand-dish on his
table, a little vase for his flower—he always has one, or
a bit of green in a glass to keep him fresh, he says.
He is delighted with these. and 1 am so happy. Poor
as he is, he didn’t forget a child or a servant in the
house; and not a soul here, from the French laundry-
woman to Miss Norton, forgot him. 1 was so glad of
that.

They got up a masquerade, and had a gay time
on New-year’s Eve. I didn’t mean to go down, having
no dress; but at the last minute, Mrs. Kirke remem-
bered some old brocades, and Miss Norton lent me
lace and feathers; so Irigged up as Mrs. Malaprop
and went with a mask on. No one knew me, for I
disguised my voice; and when we unmasked, it was
fun to see them stare at me. I heard one of the
young men tell another that he knew I'd -been an
actress; in fact, he thought he remembered seeing
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me at one of the minor theatres. I dare 'say you will
all relish that joke. Mr. Bhaer was Nick Bottom, and
Tina was Titania—a perfect little fairy in his arms. To
see them dance was quite a delight.

So I had a very happy New-year, as you see ; and
when I thought over it in my room, I felt as if I was
getting on a little in spite of my failures; forI’'m cheer-
ful all the time now, work with a will, and take more
interest in other people than I used to, which is satis-
factory. Bless you all. Ever your loving. “Jo.”

L M. Alcott.

17. Matilda and Her Father

{The Earl of Huntingdon had been outlawed by King Henry II and hived
m Sherwood Forest under the name of Robin Hood. He loved
Matilda, diughter of the old Baton Fitswater, and preparations were
made for thewr marriage. Just when the ceremony was about to be
gone thhough 1n the clunch, it was nterrupted by the entry of Sir
Ralph Montfaucon who had been sent to anest the Earl Robin
escaped to the forest. The next day Sir Ralph came to the Baion's
Castle to explain to lum lus conduet on the previous day, and had
beakfast with Iam )

Matilda, not dreaming of any visitor, tripped into
the apartment of her father 1n a dress of forest green,
with a small quiver by her side and a bow and arrow
in her hand. Her hair was black and glossy as the
raven’s wing and her black eyes sparkled like
sunbeams on a river. Her lips were half opened to
speak as she entered the apartment; and with a
curtsey to the stranger knight she approached the
baron and said, “You are late at your breakfast,
father.”
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“] am not at breakfast,” said the baron, “I have
been at supper—my last night’s supper, for I had
none.”

“I am sorry,” said Matilda, “you should have
gone to bed supperless.”’

“ I did not go to bed supperless,” said the baron,
“Idid not go to bed at all, and what are you doing
with that green dress and that bow and arrow ?”

“I am going a-hunting,” said Matilda.

*“ A-hunting!” cried the baron, ¢ to meet the earl
and slip your neck into the same noose !”

“No,” said Matilda, “I am not going out of our

own woods today.”
“How do I know that ?”’ said the baron. ¢ What

surety have I of that ® No, no, you can’t go.”

“\Vhy, father,” said Matilda,” if you coop me up
here 1n this odious castle, I shall pine and die like a
lonely swan on a pool.”

“No,” said the baron, “ the lonely swan does not
die on a pool. If there be a river at hand, she flies to
the river, and finds her a mate; and so shall not you.”

“ But,” said Matilda, “ you may send with me any
or as many of your grooms as you will.”

, “My grooms,” said the baron, “are all false
knaves. [ put no trust in them—But,” added he,
after a pause, “ why are you so anxious to meet your
lover? He 1s as arrant a knave as ever poached.”

“What, for hunting the king’s deer?” asked
Matilda. “Have I not heard you rail at the forest
laws by the hour, and declare they were cruel and
unjust?”’

6
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“Did you ever hear me,” said the baron, ¢ rail
myself out of house and land? If I had done that,
then were I a knave.”

“My lover,” said Matilda, “is a brave man and a
true man and a generous man and a young man and
handsome man;ay, and an honest man too.”

“ How can he be an honest man,” queried the
baron, “ when he has neither house nor land which
are the better part of a man 9”

“They are but the husk of a man, ” said Matilda,
“the worthless coat of the chestnut: the man him-
self 1s the kernel.”

“The man 1s the grape-stone,” said the baron,
“and the pulp of the melon. The house and land are
the true substantial fruit, and all that give him savour
and value.”

“He will never want house or lands,” said
Matilda, “ while the meeting boughs weave a green
roof in the wood, and the free range of the hart marks
out the bounds of the forest.”

«Vert and Venmison! Vert and Vension!” ex-
claimed the baron. “Treason and flat rebellion! Con-
found vour smiling face! What makes you look so
good-humoured? What! You think T can’t look at
you and be in a passion? You think so, do you? We
shall see Have you no fear in talking thus, when
here is the king’s liegeman come to take us all into
custody, and confiscate our goods and chattels ? ”

“ Nay, Lord Fitzwater,” said Sir Ralph, “you
wrong me in your report. My visit is one of courtesy
and excuse, not of menace and authority.”
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“Oh, Icryyou mercy, Sir Knight,” said Matilda,
facing Sir Ralph, “I did not mark you before. I am
your debtor for no slight favour, and so is my liege
lord.”

“Pardon me, gentle lady,” said Sir Ralph. “Had
I known you before yesterday, I would have cut off
my right hand ere it should have been raised to do
you displeasure.”

“(Oh, sir,” said Matilda, “a good man may be
forced on an 11l office. But I can distinguish the man
from his duty.”

She held out her hand to bim, and turning to her
father said, “ Well, father, I must go to the woods.”

“Must you ?” said the baron, “[ say you must
not.”

“ But [ am going,” said Matilda.

“ But I shall heave up the drawbridge,” said the
baron.

“ But I will swim the moat,” said Matilda.

“ But I will secure the gates,” said the baron.

“But I will leap from the battlement,” said
Matilda.

“But I will lock you 1n an upper chamber ” said
the baron.

“T'll then shred the tapestry,” said Matilda, “and
let myself down.”

“ But I will lock you in a turret,” said the baron,
“ where you shall only see hight through a loop-hole.”

“But through that loop-hole,” said Matilda,
“will 1 take my flight, like a young eagle from its
aerie; and father, while I go out freely, I willl return
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willingly ; but if I once slip out through a loop-hole—"
She paused a moment, and then added singing,

The love that follows fain

Will never its faith betray;

But the faith that is held in a chain,

Will never be found again,

If a single link give way.

The baron grew impatient at this, and cried out,
“Are you mad? Are you possessed? What in the
devil’s name do you mean ?”

* Nay, father,” said Matilda, coming nearer and
taking the baron’s hand, “do not be hard onme. I
mean not to offend you. My gaiety never before dis-
pleased you. Least of all should it do so now, when
I have need of all my spirits to outweigh the severity
of my fortune.”

As she spoke the last words, tears started into
her eyes, and she turned away to conceal them. The
baron was subdued at once. He kissed his daughter,
and said, “ Sing on, 1n God’s name, and make your-
self merry.” Then turning to Sir Ralph, he said,
“You see how 1t is, Sir Kmght. Matida is my
daughter, but she has me in leading-strings, that is

the truth of it.”
—From ¢ Maid Manan’ by T. L. Peacock..
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18. African Hospitality

1 waited more than two hours without having an
opportunity of crossing the river, during which time
the people who had crossed carried information to
Mansong, the King, that a white man was waiting for a
passage, and was coming to see him. He immediately
sent over one of his chief men, who informed me that
the king could not possibly see me until he knew
what' had brought me into his country, and that I
might not presume to cross the river without the
king’s permission. He therefore advised me to lodge
for the night at a distant village, to which he pointed,
and said that 1n the morning he would give me further
insiructions as to how to conduct myself. This was
very discouraging. However,asthere was no remedy,
I set off for the village where I found to my great
mortification, that no person would admit me 1nto his
house. I was regarded with astonishment and fear,
and was obliged to sit all day without food in the
shade of a tree ; and the night threatened to be very
uncomfortable—for the wind rose and there was great
appearance of heavy rain—and the wild beasts were
so numerous In the neighbourhood that I should have
been under the necessity of climbing up the tree and
resting amongst the branches.

About sunset, however, as Iwas preparing to pass
the night in this manner, and bad turnped my horse
loose that he might graze at liberty, a woman return-
ing from the labours of the field, stopped to observe
me, and perceiving that I was weary and dejected,
inquired into my situation, which I briefly explained
to her ; whereupon wi