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THE DIARY OF ANNE RODWAY.
IN TWO CHAPTERS. CHAPTER THE FIRST.

- MARrco 3rd, 1840. A long letter to-day
from Robert, which surprised and vexed and
fluttered me so, tnat I have been sadly
behind-hand with my work ever since. He
writes in worse spirits than last time, and
absolutely declares that he 1s poorer even
than when he went to America, aud that he
has made up his miud to come home to
London. How happy I should be at this
news, if he only returned to me a prosperous
man ! As itis, though I love biw dearly, I
cannot look forward to the meeting him
again, d.sappointed and broken down and

poorer than ever, without a feeling almost of

death for both of us. I was twenty-six last
birthday and he was thirty-three ; and there
seems less chance now than ever of being
married. It is all I can do to keep myself by
my needle ; and his prospects, since he failed
in the small stutionery business three years
ago, are worse, 1f possible, than mine. Not
that I mind so much for myself; women, in
all ways of life, and especially in my dress-
making way, learn, I think, to be more
patient than men. \What I dread is Robe1t’s
despondency, and the hard struggle he will

have in this cruel city to get his bread—Ilet

alone making moneyenough to marry me. So
little as poor people want to set up in house-
keeping and be happy together, it seems hard
that they cant get it when they are honest
and hearty, and willing to work. The clergy-
man said 1n his sermon, last Sunday evening,
that all things were ordered-for the best, and
we are all put into the stations 1n life that
are properest for us. I suppose he was right,
being a very clever gentleman who fills the
but I think I should
have understood him better if I had not been
very hungry at the time, in consequence of my
own station in life being nothing but Plain
Needlewoman.

March 4th. Mary Mallison came down to
my room to take a cup of tea with me. I read
her bits of Robert’s letter, to show her that
1f she has her troubles, I have mine too ; but
I could not succeed in cheering her. She says
ghe 1s born to misfortune, and that, as long
back as she can remember, she has never
had the least morsel of

olass, and to say if she had nothing to be
thankful for then; for Mary is a very pretty
girl, and would look still prettier if she could
be more cheerful and dress neater. However,
my compliment did no good. She rattled her
spoon impatiently in her tea-cup, and said,
“1f I was only as good a hand at needlework
as you are, Anne, I would change faces with
the ugliest girl in London.” “ Not you!
says 1, laughing. She looked at me for a mo-
ment, and shook her head, and was out of the
room before I could get up and stop her. She
always runs off in that way when she is going
to cry, having a kind of pride about letting
other people see her in tears.

March 5th.—A fright about Mary. 1 had
not seen her all day, as she does not work at
the same place where I do; and in the even-
ing she never came down to have tea with
me, or sent me word to go to her. So just
before I went to bed I ran up-stairs to say
good-night. She did not answer when I
knocked ; and when I stepped softly into the
room I saw her in bed, asleep, with her work
not half done, lying about the room in the
untidiest way. There was nothing remark-
able 1n that, and I was just going away on
tip-toe, when a tiny bottle and wine-glass
on the chair by her bed-side caught my eye.
I thought she was 1ll and had been taking
physic, and looked at the bottle. It was
marked 1n large letters, “ Laudanum —
Poison.” My heart gave a jump as if it was
going to fly out of me. I laid hold of her
with both hands, and shook her with all
my might. She was sleeping heavily, and
woke slowly, as it seemed to me—but still
she did wake. I tried to pull her out of
bed, having heard that people ought to be
always walked up and down when they have
taken laudanum; but she resisted, and
pushed me away violently.

“ Anne !” says she in a fright. ¢ For
gracious sake, what’s come to you! Are you
out of your senses !

“ (0, Mary! Mary!” says I, holding up
the bottle before her, “If I hadn’t come in
when I did——" And I laid hold of her to
shake her again.

She looked puzzled at me for a moment—
then smiled (the first time I had seen her do

luck to be|so for many a long day)—then put her arms

thankful for I told her to go and look in my | round my neck.
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“Don’t be frightened about me, Anne,”
she says, “ I am not worth it, and there is no
need.” -

“No need ! says I, out of breath. “ No
need, when the bottle has got Poison marked
onit!”

“Poison, dear, if you take it all,”’ says
Mary, looking at me very tenderly ; ‘“and a
night’s rest if you only take a little.”

I watched her for a moment; doubtful
whether I ought to believe what she said, or
to alarm the house. But there was no sleepi-
ness now in her eyes, anu nothing drowsy in
her voice ; and she sat up in bed quite easily
without anything to support her.

“You have given me a dreadful fright,
Mary,” says I, sitting down by her in the
chair, and beginning, by this time, to feel
rather faint after being startled so.

She jumped out of bed to get me a drop of

water ; and kissed me, and said how sorry she

was, and how undeserving of so much interest
being taken in her. At the same time, she
tried to possess herself of the laudanum-
bottle which I 'still kept cuddled up tight in

my own hands.

HOUSEHOLD WORDS.
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[Conducted by

Fockets are empty, mine have only got nine-
pence 1n them, to last me for all the rest of
the week.” :

“Your father and mother were honest
people,” says Mary, obstinately. ¢ My mother
ran away from home, and died in a hospital.
My father was always drunk, and always
besting' me. My stepmother is as good as
dead, for all she cares.about me. My only
brother is thousands of miles away in foreign
parts, and never writes to me, and never
helps me with a farthing. My sweet-
heart—"

She stopped, and the red flew into her
face. I knew, if-she went on that way, she
would only get to the saddest part of her sad
story, and give both herself and me unneces-
sary pain.: .

“My sweetheart is too poor to marry me,
Mary,” I said. “So I'm not so much to be
envied, even there. But let’s give over dis-
puting which is worst off. Lie down in bed,
and let me tuck you up. I'll put a stitch or
two into that work of yours while you go to
sleep.”

Instead of doing what I told her, she burst

ji

“No,” says I. “You have got into a low- ! out crying (being very like a child in some of !,
spirited despairing way. I won’t trust you|her ways), and hugged me so tight round

with it.”

“] am- afraid I can’t do without it,” says
Mary, in her usual quiet, hopeless voice.
“ What with work that I can’t get through
as I ought, and troubles that I'can’t help
thinking of, sleep won’t come to me unless I

take a few drops out of that bottle.

thing in the world that makes me forget

myself.”
- “Forget yourself!” says I. “ You have

no right to talk in that way, at your age.
There’s something horrible in the notion of a

girl of eighteen sleeping with a bottle of)

laudanum by her bedside every night. We

all of us have our troubles.

mine 7" . ,
- ¢« Yom can do twice the work I can, twice

as well as me,”’ says Mary. * You are never

Don’t)
keep it away from me, Anne; it’s the only

§

S
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the neck, that she quite hurt me. 1 let her
go on, till she had worn herself out, and was
obliged to lie down. KEven then, her last few
words, before she dropped off to sleep, were
such as I was half-sorry, half-frightened, to
hear.

“ I won’t plague you long, Anne,” she said.
“I haven't courage to go out of the world as
you seem to fear I shall. But 1 began my
life wretchedly, and wretchedly I am sen-
tenced to.end it.” .

It was of no use lecturing her again, for
she closed her eyes. I tucked her up as
neatly as I could, and put her petticoat over
her ; for the bed-clothes were scanty, and

Haven’t I got her .hands felt cold. She looked so pretty

and delicate as she fell asleep, that it quite
made my heart ache to see her, after such
talk as we had held together. I just waited

$colded and rated at -for awkwardness with |long enough to be quite sure thap she was in
your needle ; and I always am. You .can | the land of dreams ; then emptied the hor-

pay for your room every week ; and I am

three weeks in debt for mine.”
“ A little more practice,’ says I, “and ‘a

little more courage, and you will soon do
better. You have got all your life before

you—" o
“I wish I was at the end of it,” says she,

breaking in. “I'm alone in the world, and |

my life’s no good to me.”
“ You ought to be ashamed of yourself for

gaying so0,” says I. “Haven’t you got me for
a friend. Didn’t I take a fancy to you when
first you left your stepmother, and came to
lodge in this house? And haven’t 1 been
gisters with you ever since? Suppose you
are alone in the world, am I much better off ?
{ I'm an orphan, like you. I’'ve almost as
| many things in pawn as you; and, if your

 rible laudanum-bottle into the grate, took up

her half-done work, and, going out softly, lett
her for that night.

March 6th. Sent off a long letter to
Robert, begging and entreating him not to
be so down-hearted, and not to leave Ame-
rica without making another effort. 1 told
him I could bear any trial except the wretch-
edness of seeing him come back a helpless,
broken-down .man, trying uselessly to begin
life again, when too old for a change. It was
not till after I had posted my own letter, and
read over parts of Robert’s again, that the
suspicion suddenly floated across me, for the
first time, that he might have sailed for Eng-
land immediately after writing to me. There
were expressions in the letter which seemed

to indicate that he had some such headlong
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between them what seemed to me to be a dead
girl, and that girl Mary !
her and gave a scream that must have
alarmed the whole house; for, frightened
people came crowding down-stairs in their
night-dresses. There was a dreadful con-
fusion and noise of loud talking, but I heard
nothing, and saw nothing, till 1 had got her
into my.room, and laid on my bed. I stooped
down, frantic-like, to kiss her, and saw an
awful mark of a blow on her left temple, and
felt, at the same time, a feeble flutter of .her
breath on my cheek. The discovery that she
was not dead seemed to give me back my
senses again. I told®one of the policemen
where the nearest doctor was to be found,
and sat down by the bedside while he was
gone, and bathed her poor head with cold
water. She never opened her eyes, or moved,
or spoke ; but she breathed, and that was
enough for me, because it was enough for
life.

The policeman left in the room was a big,
thick-voiced, pompous man, with a horrible
unfeeling pleasure in hearing himself talk
before an assembly of frighténed, silent
people. He told us how he had found her,
as if he hal been telling a story in a tap-
room, and began with saying, “ I don’t think
the young woman was drunk.” Drunk! My

Mary, who might have been a born lady for|

all the spirits she ever touched. Drunk! 1
could have struck the man for uttering the
word, with her lying, poor suffering angel, so
white and still and helpless before him. As
it was, I gave him a look ; but he was too
stupid to understand it, and went droning
on, saying the same thing over and over
a%ain in the same words. And yet the story
of how they found her was, like all the sad
stories I have ever heard told in real life, so
very, very short. They had just seen her
lying along on the kerb-stone, a few streets
off, and had taken her to the station-house.
There she had been searched, and one of my
cards, that I give to ladies who promise me
employment, had been found in her pocket,
and so they had brought her to our house.
This was all the man really had to tell.
There was nobody near her when she was
found, and no evidence, K to show how the
blow on her temple had been inflicted.

What a time it was before the doctor came,
and how dreadful to hear him say, after he
had looked at her, that he was afraid all the
medical men in the world could be of no use
here! He could not get her to swallow any-
thing ; and the more he tried to bring her
back to her senses, the less chance there
seemed of his succeeding. He examined the
blow on her temple, and said he thought she
must have fallen down in a fit of some sort,
and struck her head against the pavement,
and so have given her brain what he.- was
afrald was a fatal shake. I asked what was
to be done if she showed any return to sense
in the night.

HOUSEHOLD WORDS.

I caught hold of

- [Conduneted bY

directly ;’ and stopped fora little while after-
wards stroking her head gently with his
hand, and whispering to himself, “ Poor
girl, so young and so pretty!” I had felt,
some, minutes before, as if I could have
struck the policeman ; and I felt now as if I
could have thrown my arms round the
doctor’s neck and kissed him. I did put out
my hand, when he took up his hat, and he
sheok it in the friendliest way. “ Don’t hope,
my dear,” he +aid, and went out.

The rest of the lodgers followed him, all
silent and shocked, except the inhuman
wreich who owns the house, and lives in
idleness on the high rents he wrings from
poor people like us. “She’s three weeks in
my debt,” says he, with a scowl and an oath.
“ Where the devil is my money to come from
now ?” Brute! brute !

I had a long cry alone with her that seemed
to ease my heart a little. She was not the
least changed for the better when I had
wiped away the tears, and could see her
clearly again. I took up her right hand,
which lay nearest to me. It was tight
clenched. I tried to unclasp the fingers, and
succeeded after a little time. Something
dark fell out of the palm of her hand as I
straightened it. 1 picked the thing up, and
smoothed it out, and saw that it was an end
of a man’s cravat.

A very old, rotten, dingy strip of black
silk, with thin lilac lines, all blurred and
deadened with dirt, running across and across
the stuff in a sort of trellis-work pattern.
One end of the cravat was hemmed in the
usual way, the other was all jagged, as if the
stuff then in my hands had been torn off
violently from the rest of the stutf. A chill
ran ali over me as I looked at it; for that
poor, stained, crumpled end of -a cravat
seemed to be saying to' me, as though it had
been in plain words, “1f she dies, she has
come to her death by foul means, and 1 am
the witness of it.”

I had been frightened enough before, lest
she should die suddenly and quietly without
my knowing it, while we were alone together;
but I got into a perfect agony now for fear
this last worst affliction should take me by
surprise. I don’t suppose five minutes passed
all that woeful night through, without my
getting up and putting my cheek close to her
mouth, to feel if the faint breaths still flut-
tered out of it. They came and went just
the same as at first, though the fright 1 was
in often made me fancy they were stilled for
ever. Just as the church clocks were striking
four, I was startled by seeing the room door
open. It was only Dusty Sal (as they call
her in the house) the maid-of-all-work. She
was wrapped up in the blanket off her bed ;
her hair was all tumbled over her facé; and

i her eyes were heavy with sleep, as she came

up to the bedside where I was sitting.
“I've two hours good before I t’begl}l to

He said, “Send_for , me! work,” says she, in her.hoarse, drowsy voice,
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at watching her. You lay d?wn and get having been inflicted by another person. It
some sleep on th(? rug. Here Smy .blanket w1ll be important, however, to ascertain what
for you —1 don’t mind the cold—it will keep |state of health she was in last night. Have
me awake.” you any idea where she was yesterday

“Yon are very kind—very, very kind and | evening 1" ‘
thoughtful, Sally,” says I, “but 1 am too| T told him where she was employed at
wretched in my mind to want sleep, or rest, | woik, and said I imagined she must have
or to do anything but wait where I am, and [ been kept there later than usual.
try and hope for the best.” I shall pnss the place this morning,” said

*““ Then I.’ll Wélt, too,” says Sa}lly . “I must|the doctor, “1in going my rounds among my
do something ; if there’s nothing to do but|patients, and I’ll just step in and make some
waiting, I’ll wait.” inquirtes.”

And she sat down opposite me at the foot| T thanked him, and we parted. Just as he
of the bed, and drew the blanket close round | was closing the (foor, he looked in again,
her with a shiver. “ Was she your sister 3" he asked.

*“ After working so hard as you do, I'm| “No, sir, only my dear friend.”
sure you nrust want all the little rest you| He said nothing more; but I heard him
can get,” says I. . : sigh, as he shut the door softly. Perhaps he

“ Excepting only you,” says- Sally, putting {had had a sister of his own, and lost her 9
her heavy arm very clumsily, but very gently | Perhaps she was like Mary in the face ?
at the same time, round Mary’s feet, aud| The doctor was hours gone away. I began
looking hard “at the pale, still face on the {to feel unspeakably forlorn and helpless. So
pillow. “ Excepting you, she’s’ the only soul | much so, #s even to wish selfishly that Robert
10 this housé as never swore at me, or give }might really have sailed from America, and
me a hard word that I can remember. When  might get to London in time to assist and
vou made puddings on Sundays, and give her | console me. No living creature came into
half, she always give me a bit. The rest of |the room but Sally. The first time s&he
‘em calls me Dusty Sal. Excepting only)brought me some tea; the second and third
you, again, she always called me Sally, as if|times she only looked in to see if there was
she knowed me in a friendly way. I ain’t no |any change, and glanced her eye towards the
good here, but I ain’t no harm neither ; and 1 }bed. I had never known her so silent before ;

shall take my turn at the sitting up—that’s {it seemed almost as if this.dreadful accident
what I shall do !” had struck her dumb. I ought to have

She nestled her head down close at Mary’s | spoken to her, perhaps, but there was some-
feet as she spoke those words, and said no|thing in her face that daunted me; and,
more. I once ortwice thought she had fallen | besides, the fever of anxiety I was in began
asleep, but whenever I looked at her, her|to dry up my lips as if they would never be
heavy eyes were always wide open. Shenever jable to shape any words again. 1 was still
changed her position an inch till the church | tormented by that frightful apprehension of
clocks struck six ; then she gave one little [the past night, that she would die without
squeeze to Mary’s feet with her arm, and | my knowing it—die without saying one word
shuffled out of the room without a word. A {to clear up the awful mystery ot this blow,

minute or two after, I heard her down below, | and set the suspicions at rest for ever which
lichting the kitchen fire just as usual. I still felt whenever my eyes fell on the end

A little later, the doctor stepped over |of the old cravat.
before his breakfast time, to see if there had| At last the doctor came back.

been any change in the night. He only| “I think you may safely clear your mind
shook his head when he looked at her, as if}of any doubts to which that bit of stuff may
there was no hope. Having nobody else to|have given rise,” he said. “ She was, as you
consult that I could put trust in, I showed |supposed, detained late by her employers,
him the end of the cravat, and told him of {and she fainted in the work-room. They
the dreadful suspicion that had arisen in my | most unwisely and unkindly let her go home

mind, when I found it in her hand. alone, without giving her any stimulant, as
" “You must keep it carefully, and produce {soon as she came to her senses again. Nothing

it at the inquest,” he said. “ I don’t know |is more probable, under these circumstances,
though, that it is likely to lead to anything. |than that she should fiint a second time on
The bit of stuff may have been lying on the { her way here. A fall on the pavement,
pavement near her, and her hand may have | without any friendly arm to break it, might
unconsciously clutched it when she fell. Was | have produced even a worse injury than the
she subject to fainting fits ?” injury we see. 1 believe that the only 1ll-

“ Not more so, sir, than other young girls | usage to which the poor girl was exposed
who are hard-worked and anxious, and|was the neglect she met with in the work-

weakly from poor living,” I answered. - room.” o
“I can’t say that she may not have got| “ You speak very reasonably, I own, sir,

that blow from a fall,”” the doctor went on,|said I, not yet quite convinced. * Still,
looking.at her temple again. “I can't say'perhaps she may——"

b

“and I've come to sit up and take my turn |that 1t presents any positive appearance of i

- . .
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wrote, as in duty bound, to her stepmother
at Hammersmith. There was no answer.

“My poor girl, I told you not to hope,”
sald the doctor, interrupting me. He went

to Mary, and lifted up her eyelids, and looked
at her eyes while he spoke, then added ; * If
you still doubt how she came by that blow,
do not encourage the idea that any words of
hers will ever enlighten you. She will never
speak again.”

“Not dead!
dead ! ”

““She is dead to pain and sorrow—dead to
speech and recognition. There is more ani-
mation 1n the life of the feeblest insect that
flies, than in the life that is left in her.
When you look at her now, try to think that
she isin Heaven. That is the best comfort I
can give you, after telling the hard truth.”

I did not believe him. I could not believe
him. So long as she breathed at all, so long
I was resolved to hope. Soon after the
doctor was gone, Sally came in again, and
found me. listening (if I may call it so) at
Mary’s lips. She went to where my little
hand-glass hangs against the wall, took it
down, and gave it to me.

“ See if the breath marks it,” she said.

Yes; her breath did mark 1t, but very
faintly., Sally cleaned the glass with her
apron, and gave it back to me. As she did
80, she half stretched out her hand to Mary’s
face, but drew 1t in again suddenly, as if she
was afraid of soiling Mary’s delicate skin
with her hard, horny fingers. Going out,
she stopped at the foot of the bed, and
scraped away a little patch of mud that was
on one of Mary’s shoes.

“I always used to clean ’em for her,” said
Sally, “to save her hands from getting
blacked. May I take ’em off now, and clean
’em again 17 -

I nodded my head, for my heart was too

heavy to speak.
with a slow, awkward tenderness, and went
out.
, An hour or more must have passed, when,
putting the glass over her lips again, I saw
no mark on 1t. I held it closer and closer.
I dulled it accidentally with my own breath,
and cleaned it. I held it over her again.
O, Mary, Mary, the doctor was right! 1
ought to have only thought of you in
Heaven !

Dead, without a word, without a sign,—
without a look to tell the ‘true story of the
blow that killed her! I could not call to
anybody, I could not cry, I could not so much
as put the glass down and give her a kiss for
the last time. I don’t know how long I had
sat there with my eyes burning, and my
hands deadly cold, when Sally came in with
the shoes cleaned, and carried carefully in her
apron for fear of a soil touching them. At
the sight of that .

I can write no more. My tears drop 8o
fast on the paper that I can see nothing.

March 12th. She died on the afternoon of

the eighth, On the morning of the ninth, I

O, sir, don’t say she’s

Sally took the shoes off

I wrote again : my letter was returned to me
this morning, unopened. For all that woman
cares, Mary might be buried with a pauper’s
funeral. But this shall never be, 1f I pawn
everything about me, down to the very gown
that 18 on my back. The bare thought of
Mary being buried by the workhouse gave
me the spirit to dry my eyes, and go to the
undertaker’s, and tell him how I was placed.
I said, if he would get me an estimate of all
that would have to be paid, from first to last,
for the cheapest decent funeral that could be
had, I would undertake to raise the money.
He gave me the estimate, written in this
way, like & common bill ;

A walking funeial complete , ., 113 8
Vestry N o o ® ¢ o 0 4 4
RCCIOI’ ° ® ® ® ® ° 0 4 4
Clerk ° ® ® ® e o 0 1 0
Sexton ® ® ® ° PS 0 1 O
Beadle ° ° ° ® e o 0 1 0
BCII o ° ® ® ® ® 0 l 9
Six feet of ground . . e « 0 2 0

TOtal ® . £2 8 4

If I had the heart to give any thought to
it, I should be incliped to wish that the
Church could afford to do without so many
small charges for burying poor people, to
whose friends even shillings are ‘of couse-
quence. But it is useless to complain ; the
money must be raised at once. The charitable
doctor—a poor man himself, or he would not
be living in our neighbourhood—has sub-
scribed ten shillings towards the expenses ;
and the coroner, when the inquest was over,
added five more. Perhaps others may assist
me. If not, I have fortunately clothes and
furniture of my own to pawn. And I must
set about parting with them without delay ;
for the funeral is to be to-morrow, the
thirteenth. The funeral-—Mary’s funeral!
It is well that the straits and difficulties I

‘am in, keep my mind on the stretch. If I

had leisure to grieve, where should I find the
courage to face to-morrow 1

Thank God, they did not want me at the
inquest. The verdict given—with the doctor,
the policeman, and two persons from the
place where she worked, for witnesses—was
Accidental Death. The end of the cravat
was produced, and the coroner said that it
was certainly enough to suggest suspicion ;
but the jury, in the absence of any positive
evidence, held to the doctor’s notion that she
had fainted and fallen down, and so got the
blow on her temple. They reproved the
people where Mary worked for letting her go
home alone, without so much as a drop of
brandy to support her, after she had fallen
into a swoon from exhaustion before their
eyes. The coroner added, on his own
account, that he thought the reproof was
thoroughly deserved. After that, the cravat-

end was given back to me, by my own
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desire ; the policesaying that they could make
no investigations with such a slight clue to
guide them. They may think so, and the
coroner, and doctor, and jury may think so;
but, in spite of all that has passed, I am now
more firmly persuaded than ever that there
is some dreadful mystery in connection with
that blow on my poor lost Mary’s temple
which has yet to be revealed, and which may
come to be discovered through this very!
fragment of a cravat that I found in her
hand. I cannot give any good reason for
why I think so; but I know that if I had
been one of the jury at the inquest, nothing

should have induced me to consent to such a
verdict as Accidental Death.

BIRD HISTORY.

e —

A CeRTAIN learned physician, named Peter
Belon, a native of the town of Le Mans, the
capital of what was then the province of
Maine, but is now the department of the
river Sarthe, In France, bethought him that
very little was known in his native country
at the time he lived—the middle of the six-
teenth century—of Natural History; and,
being moved by the example of Aristotle (at
the trifling distance of nearly nineteen hun-
dred years) he resolved, having been a great
traveller and eke a great observer (two
persons not always united) to give his fellow-
citizens and the world, the benefit of his
experience and opportunities, and take away
the reproach which lay like a shadow over
the land.

Prepared by much study for the cultivation
of his favourite pursuits, he left France in the
year fifteen hundred and forty-seven, being at
that time twenty-nine years of age, and
travelled successively through Germany,
Bohemia, Italy, Greece, Egypt, Palestine, and
Asia Minor, returning to Paris after three
years absence with a large and valuable col-
lection of plants and specimens of natural
history, which he then occupied himself in
arranging, preparatory to the publication of
the knowledge he had acquired. The first
work which he produced was a history of
strange fishes and serpents, under the title
“De Aquatilibus;” but, tempting as the
subject i3, I do not at present intend to
examine it, having another of his productions
before me, which (from the fact of i1ts being a
borrowed book, and liable, therefore, to sud-
den seizure by its owner, who otherwise
would never get it back), more immediately
claims my attention.

This coveted volume 1is the celebrated
History of the Nature of Birds, with their
descriptions and lively portraits, taken from
Nature, and written in seven books, and is,
perhaps, the principal work on which 1is
founded Peter Belon’s claim to be considered
the father of modern natural history. In the
preface to it he promises—and he keeps his
word far better than might have been

expected—that nothing shall appear in these
books which i1s not perfectly true; there
shall be no false descriptions or portraits of

suppositious animals ; nothing, in short, that
18 not to be found in nature. Appropriate to

the publication of awork on ornithology, Peter
Belon caused this volume to be printed,in the

year fifteen hundred and fifty-five, by

William Cavellat, in front of the college of
Cambray, in Paris, at the sign of the Fat
Hen (a sure sign that Peter Belon came
from L.e Mans, a city famous for its poultry);
and that there should be no doubt of the
latter fact, the title-page also bore the living
portraiture of a domestic fowl in very high
condition, enclosed within a circle, on the
outer rim of which was inscribed the legend
““Gallina in pingui,”’ an inscription that need
not again be translated. A portrait of Peter
Belon, as he appeared to the justly-admiring
world, at the age of thirty-six, also embel-
lished the volume. The learned physician
appears to have been a man with a good, sen-
sible, honest countenance, wearing a large
Crimean beard, and having a cap on his head,
the shape of which, fortunately, has not
yet been adopted for the British army.

Like most other old authors, Peter Belon
takes some time before he can get fairly
under weigh. There are, first, the dedication
to the most Christian king—Henry the
Second of the name—whose humble scholar
the author declares himself to be. Then fol-
lows a homily addressed to the reader, chiefly
for the purpose of assuring him that, in the
lively portraits of the birds which he presents
(Ah, could we but reproduce some of them 1),
he is not practising on his credulity, but that,
such as he represents them, the fowls are
themselves, and that, where he cannot get an
authentic likeness he has refused to invent
one.

The royal privilege to publish, sealed with
yellow wax—Ilike a bottle of good old wine—
comes next, and finally appear several copies
of verses in praise of the author, by certain of
his fiiends, which latter had better be
skipped, that Peter Belon's volume, which
has in it a great deal that is worth reading,
may unfold its pages for our gratification. 1t
18 not, however, a resumé of the work, or any-
thing like it, that I intend to make, but sim-
ply a dip into it—here and there—extending

some of the quaint fancies, curious digressions,
and sound opinions with which 1t 18 inter-

spersed, always desiring our reader to bear in
mind that the author was a physician as well
as a naturalist. .

A word or two, before he fairly enters on
his theme, may be allowed him to describe
the pains he was in the habit of taking to
obtalin correct information. “It was my
custom,” he says, “during my sojourn in
Padua, to go down the Brenta every Thursday
evening, voyaging all night in order to reach
Venice on Friday morning, and to remain
there on Saturday and Sunday, as much for
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the convenience of seeing birds as well as
fishes; "and after having conferred with
fowlers and fishermen, to return from thence
on Sunday evening, thus losing no time by
takinge the night-boat, and being ready to
continue my studies on Monday morning.
During which time, on the aforesaid days ot
Friday and Saturday, there was not a single
fowler or fisherman who did not bring to
show me every rare creature he had been
able to procure.”

Commencing, then, “ab ovo,” Peter Belon
discusses the properties of eggs; but into
the processes ot fecundation and hatching
which he describes, I do not propose to
enter, the gastrunoniic view of the question
pre<enting mote novelty., After apologising
for the puerility of the subject, he tells us
that in his time the French way of eating
eggs (they have six hundred and eighty-five
ways now, if the Alm:anach des Gourmands
speaks sooth) was by breaking them at the
small end and carefully replacing the shell
when emptied into the platter ; while the
Germans, on the other hand—reminding us of
Blefuscu and Lilliput—qpened their egos at
the side and finished by smashing the shell ;
in which latter practice, says Belon, they fol-
lowed the examyple of the ancients, who held
it a thing of evil augury to leave the shells
unbroken. Belon then proceeds to discourse
oun the numerous varieties of eggs, consideriug
those of pigeons, ostriches, pea-hens, geese,and
swans are ill-flavoured and indigestihle,—not
objecting to the eggs of the tortoise or turtle,
—but giving the preference, like a person of
taste, to those of the domestic fowl, which, he
says, ‘“are supposed by many in France to
assist greatly in prolonging life ;”” and he
instances the case of Pope Paul the Third,
who used, with that end in view, to eat tWO
new-laid eggs for breakfast every morning.
As to their shape, he remarks that long eggs
are supposed to be much better eating than
round ones; but without insisting on this
poiut, he has no hesitation in declaring that
all are highly invigorating, as truffles are,
and artichokes, and raw oysters. Artichokes,
indeed, were 80 much esteemed 1n Belon’s
time, that “no great nobleman feeling him-
self unwell would finish his dinner without
them,’—eating them by way of dessert.
Belon objects to hard boiled eggs, or such as
are too much fried, * on account of their en-
gendering bad humours but upon poached
eggs (ceuts pochéz) he looks with considerable
favuur In all cases he prefers plain boiled

v8 (time—three minutes and a quarter) to
those which are roasted ; notwithst:inding the
well-known proverb : 4 There's wisdom in
the roasting of eggs.” The best way of pre-
serving eggs, he says, is to keep them in a
%OOI place, bury them in salt, or dip them in
rine,

As the chicken issues naturally from the
egg, so dining upon the one is the regular
sequence to breakfasting on the other. The

younger your pullet, says Belon, the easier it
is of digestion, thouch he allows you occa-
sionally to eat an elderly male bird, when
prescribed medicinally (hormis le caq, qui est
souvét pris pour medicine). “ Roasted or
grilled fowls are generally the most savoury,
those which are %)oiled furnish more humid
nourishment to the body. The first are eaten
hot, the last cold.” This rule, however, does
not, he tells us, always hold good : ¢ bBecause,
if any one writing on the quulity of the flesh
of birds, happened to be in a country where
the people fed on a particular kind not eaten
elsewhere, and a male bird already old and
tough were offered him (avenait qu’on luy
presentast de quelque oyseau des-ia viel et
endurcy), he ought not to couclude that its
flesh is necessarly fibrous and hard.” With
all respect for the opinion of honest Peter
Belon, I should be inclined to think that a
tough old cock, whatever his nation, was
somewhat difficult of digestion.
very vivid recollection of a fowl of this-sort
at a certain hotel in Abbeville, where nothing
else was to be had for dinner, which the
waiter assured me was not to be surpassed in
tenderness; a quality he might have dis-
played towards his family when alive, but
which certainly did not belong to him after
he was roasted. It is, perhaps, on the tolerant
principle of respecting other people’s preju-
dices (I can account for Beloun’s conclusion no

other way), that he does not exclude even’

birds of prey from good men’s feasts. * We
know by experience,” he observes (not his
own experience, I hope), “what has taken
place in Crete, where the young ones of the
vulture which have fallen from their rocky
nests near Voulésmeni, have been proved at
least as good eating as a fine capon. And
although some of the inhabitants (the greater
part, 1 should imagine) think that the old
birds are not good to eat, because they feed
on carrion, the fact is othervmse for good
falconers say that the hawk, vulture and
falcon are excellent meat, and being roasted
or boiled, like poultry, are found to be well-
tasted and tender. (Fancy a tender vulture !)
We constantly see, if any of these birds kill
themselves, or break a limb in hunting game,
that the falconers do not hesitate to dress
them for the table.” In Auvergne, he adds,
the peasants of the Limagne, and in the
mountains, too, eat the flesh of the golvan, a,
species of eagle ; so that it may be concluded
that birds of prey, whether old or young, are
tender,—an inference which I presume to
doubt. One saving clause Peter Belon has,
which has at all times done good service. If
people generally are not in the habit of
eating kites, owls, and so forth, there are
some who do: “tastes merely differ”—(les
appetits des hommes ne se ressemblent en au-
cune maniére).

The transition is easy from these delicacies'

to other less questionable birds, and the
manner of preparing them for the pot or spit ;

~ [Conducted by
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and brings Peter Belon to what he evidently
likes—a good dinner in a general way. ¢ You
may talk,” he says, “of Spaniards, Portu-
guese, English, Flemings, Italians, Hunga-
rians, or Germans, but none of them, in
dinner-giving, come up to the French. The
latter begin with meats disguised a thousand
ways (mille petits descuisements de chair);
and this first entry, as i1t 18 called, consists of
what is soft and liquid, aud ought to be sent
in hot, such as soups, fricassees, hashes, and
salads”! (Hot salads are a rarity now-a-
days). The second courseisroast and boiled,
of different kinds of meat, as well of birds as
of terrestrial animals, ““it being well under-
stood that no fish is eaten except on fast-
days.” The dinner ends with “cold things,
such as fruits, preparations of milk and
sweets.”” This is the outline of a dinner
only ; but when Peter Belon enters into a
detailed bill of fare, the newspaper report of
a Lord Mayor’s dinner pales beside it. A
few of the names of these dishes—as well as
they can be translated—are worth preserving.
What do you think of pilgrim capons—Ilions
—made of the white meat of pullets; wild
boar venison with chestnuts; diamond-pointed
jelly ; goslings dressed with malvoisie ; feet
(whose feet ?) with infernal sauce (pieds a
la saulce d’enfer); counterfeit sea-hog ;
laurelled quails; partridges with capers;
veal sausages ; hop salad ; chestnut butter-
flies; golden-backed woodcock pasties; ox-
heel pasties; plumed peacocks; tipsy cake
(gasteaux joyeux) ; little cabbages all hot
(petits chouy tous chaulds); and, amongst
other varieties, pomegranate salad ?

In treating of the uses to which birds have
been applied, Peter Belon does not omit divi-
nation. It is pretty clear, however, that he
has no faith in the auruspices, though he
lets them down gently. ¢ These soothsayers
exercised their mystery in the contemplation
of the inward parts as well of birds as of
other animals, when offered up for sacrifice.
The question must then be asked, whether,
by this inspection, they really could foretell
the things that were to come, and if there
were any probability, what they promised
turning out true? There can be little doubt
that this system of divination had a very
simple origin, beginning by cajoling private
persons, and promising them what they
desired (which is the greatest pleasure men
can receive), and afterwards, by investing it
with a religious character, and turning the
same to their own profit.”” The French sol-
diers, in Belon’s time, imitated the Romans
80 far as to carry the sacred cock with their
baggage when they took the field ; but it was
for a very intelligible species of augury,—to
know, by his crowing, when the day was
about to break. Belon had much too good
sense to credit either the superstitions of the
Romans or those of his own day, and was
%ll‘lobably ‘only restrained by his fear of the

urch, from expressing his opinions too

-

lainly. Passing from divination to soreery»

e savs: ‘“ Every contemplative man must
have had reason to despise the ignorant
people who believe that sorcerers have the
power attributed to them. We have seen
many condemned to death ; but all have been
either poor idiots or madmen. Now, of two
things, one must happen: that if they do
mischief, it must either be by the employment
of some venomous drug put into the mouth,
or otherwise applied, or by invocations. It
18 not often that one hears of people of qua-
lity being accused of sorcery—only the poorer
sort ; and to tell the truth, no man of jud.-
ment would apply his mind to such absurdi-
ties. To prevent the common people from
doing 80,1t is the custom once a-week to pro-
bibit them formally. It may easily happen
that one of this sort, troubled in his wits,
should fancy incredible things, and even
acknowledge to having committed them ; but
we must set this down to the nature of their
disease.” In this way sensible Peter Belon
disposes of the lycanthropists and other self-
created wizards. On the subject of antipa-
thies, however, he entertains a belief that it
18 reasonable ; as in the case of the fox and
the stork, which are sworn foes, ever since
the practical jokes, I suppose, which we all
know they played on each other.

Being himself a physician, Peter Belon
enlarges upon the maladies of birds; but he
tells us that, with the exception of falcons,
which are more especially under the
care of man, they are their own doctors.
“The pelican, which builds its nest on the
ground, finding its young stung by a serpent,
weeps bitterly, and piercing its own breast,
gives its own blood to cure them.” (This is
a new reading of the old story). ¢ Quails,
when they are indisposed, swallow the seeds
of hellebore ; and starlings take hemlock.
The herb chélidoine (celandine, from the
Greek kelidon, a swallow) derives its name
from the fact that the swallow administers
the juice of the plant to her young. The
stork physics himself with marjoram. Wood
pigeons, ravens, blackbirds, jays and par-
tridgestake laurel ; while turtle-doves, pigeons,
and cocks prescribe bird-weed. Ducks and
ceese eat sage.” (Sage enters largely into the
affair, in combination with onions, when
ducks and geese are eaten). “ Cranes and

herons employ marsh rushes. Thrushes and
many smaller birds swallow the seeds of the

ivy—which would be hurtful diet for man
(qui seroit viande mauvaise 3 I’homme).”
Not much worse, however, than hellebore or
hemlock ! But it would seem that the eagle
family are exempt from the ordinary ail-
ments of birds ; for, in speaking of the Chry-
sastos, or great royal eagle, Belon tells us:
“ Eagles never change their place of abode,
but always return to the same nest. It has
thus been observed that they are long-lived.
But becoming old, the beak grows so lon

that it becomes bent, and prevents the bir
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malady, or extreme old age, but simply|of a rabbit, on whose back a buzzard is
because it cannot make use of its beak.” I|standing as if in the act of going to sing,

fear this is not one of the facts derived from | while the long-eared animal on which he
1  Belon’s own observation.

i
| -
; from eating, so that it dies, not ot any|I have before me al this moment the portrait

has pounced seems to apprehend his fate no
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Our fashionable ladies have a passion for
eider-down ; but did they ever hear that the
vulture c¢an supply them with an article
quite as soft? “Their skin,” says our
author, “is almost as thick as that or a kid,
and under the throat is a spot about the
breadth of a palm, where the feathers are
reddish, like the hair of a calf; and these
feathers have no quills, any more than those
on both sides of the neck and under the
wings, where the down is so white that it
shines like silk. The furriers, after removing
the large feathers, leave the down, and curry
the  skins for mantles, which are worth a
large sum of money. In France they use
them chiefly to place on the stomach (what
we call bosom-friends). It would scarcely
be believed that the vulture’s skin is so
stout, if one had not seen it. Beingin Egypt
and on the plains of Arabia Deserta, we have
noticed that the vultures are large and
numerous, and the down from a couple of
dozen of these would quite suffice for a large
robe. At Cairo, on the Bezestein, where
merchandise is exposed for sale, the traveller
may obtain silken dresses lined with the
skins of ‘vultures, both black and white.”

Belon was a great observer of all the birds
of prey, and appears to have taken many
notes of their habits while living near the
Monts d’Or, in Auvergne, under the pro-
tection of M. Duprat, the Bishop of Cler-
mont. It was there he learnt the fact about
the peasantry eating the goivan, called also
the bondrée, which he thus describes :
“There is not a peasant in the Limagne (a
areat plain) of Auvergne who does not know
the goivan, and how to capture him with
traps baited with frogs, or with lime, but
more commonly with snares. He 1s taken
principally in the winter, when he is very
good to eat,for he is so fat that no other bird
comes near him in that respect. The pea-
sants lard or boil him, and find his flesh quite
as good as that of a hen. This eagle eats
rats, mice, frogs, lizards, snails, caterpillars,
and sometimes serpents.”

That there may be no doubt about the
last-named viand being food for eagles, one
of Peter Belon’s lively portraitures follows the
statement, in which a goivan is depicted in
the act of dining on a serpent, twisted into a
figure of eight (as well he might be), and a
number of astonished frogs and fishes scurry-
ing away for dear life,—all save one philo-
sophical member of the tadpol¢ family, who,
sitting on the tumultuous waves of an ad-
jacent ditch, calmly contemplates the scene.
It is observable throughout the plates in
Belon’s work that the smaller quadrupeds

endure the infliction of being devoured alive

with far greater resignation than the Reptilia.

v

more than if he were a music-stand. A
mouse in the claws of a speckled magpie,
puts on, in another plate, an air of equal
indiflerence.

Amongst the birds of prey known to the
French villagers—and to their cost—is one
called by the singular name of White John
(Jan le Blanc), or The bird of St. Martin,—
but why the latter name was bestowed on it,
Belon is at a loss to discover. The first is
obvious enough, for its belly and part of its
tail are of spotless white. This fellow 1
very daring, and carries off fowls
rabbits from under the eyes of the owners;
he feeds largely, too, upon partridges and all
the smaller birds, so that he is not a Cheap
John, at all events. But Belon has one com-
fort : White John has a natural antagonist in
the Hobby-hawk, and the way they fight in
the air till they tumble entangled to the
ground and are taken, is quite a pleasant
thing to see (moult plaisant.a voir). This
combat is not depicted; but on the next
page there is a striking delineation of the
manner in which a falconer lures a bird of
prey. He does it in this wise : a hawk hav-
ing caught a partridge, stands on its back 1n
the air, quietly devouring it, and the cunning
fowler takes this opportunity of approaching
with the leg of another bird in his hand,
which he offers on his knees to the hawk, in
the expectation, apparently, that the greedy
bird of prey will give up the whole for a
part. Of the share which the falconer’s dog
has in the transaction, I say nothing ; be-
cause, though i1n the foreground of the
picture, he is not a quarter tlLe size of the
victim partridge. It must be cunfessed that
Belon’s descriptions are more satisfactory
than the artist’s illustrations. This remark,
however, does not apply to the actual por-
traits of the birds, which are in most instances
very accurate. Nothing, for instance, can be
better done than the Royal Kite, which some
in France call Huo, and others Escoufle.
This bird, being a lover of carrion, is pro-
tected ; so much so, that “in England a fine
i3 imposed on those who kill him.” Belon
records a pleasant piece of pastime which this
kite affords the infidels :

“The Turks who live at Constantinople
take pleasure in throwing lumps of raw meat
into the air, which the kites pounce upon so
rapidly that they seize and carry it off before
it can fall to the ground.”

The Venetian nobles amuse themselves
differently—not with kites, but cormorants.
When the weather is calm, they go out on
the lagoons in light boots, two or three dozen
in company, each boat being rowed by six
men, and pulled very swiftly, Having sur-
rounded the cormorant (like French hunts-
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men with a fox, to prevent him from getting

Iblack with, white tips, the large Win'g'.-

away and giving them a run), he cannot rise | feathers variegated like the owl ; down to the

in the air (why not ?), but dives under the

water, and every time he shows his head

above the surface, the noblemen let fly at
him with their cross-bows, till at last he is
thoroughly done up, is half-sutfocated, and
gives in. “ It is a fine sight to behold this
sport (c’est un beau spectacle de¢ voir un tel
deduit), and also is to see a cormorant having
caught a tolerably-sized eel, which he tries to
swallow, but has to fight a long time with it
before he can get it down.” The cormorants
themselves are, oddly enough, not thought
good eating by the common people, who say
of them that they are “a dish for the devil ”
(qui voudroit jestoyer le diable, il luy fau-
droit dofier de tels oyseaux) ; but Belon does
not think them so bad as they say (toute fois
ne sont sl mauvais qu’on crie).

The stork, unfortunately, did not, when
Belon flourished, enjoy the same immunity ;
for though he admits that the Romans
despised them at table, he says, “now they
are looked upon as a royal dish.” He more-
over tells us that the gizzard of a stork is an
antidote to poison, and a remedy against
squinting (le gesier de la cigogne est bon
contre les venins et qui en aura mangé ne
sera lousche en sa vie)! It appears also
that even the ostrich, which can digest iron,
is itself digested by Libyan gastronomers,
who eat the flesh and sell the feathers.

This tendency to discover what birds are
most eatable, is manifested throughout the
volume of Peter Belon. Arriving at the noble
Alectrion or Rooster of the United States, he
cites the following recipe, from Dioscorides,
for the concoction of cock-broth. “Take a
fine strong old bird, and having properly
trussed him, stuff him well with roots of fern,
the seed of chartamus (whatever that may
be), salt of mercury, and soldanella (a purga-
tive sea-weed), and, having sewn him up, boil
him well down.” A potage this, which bears
some resemblance to “ the sillakickaby of the
ancients,”’ described in Peregrine Pickle, and,
I should think, nearly as agreeable.

The majority of the birds in Belon’s book
are accurately described and too well-known
to afford much opportunity for quoting from
what he says of their forms an((i1 habits, but
now and then we meet with a rara avis. Such,
for instance is the “ Gellinote de bois ” (Geli-
notte) which, though still found in the
Ardennes, and occasionally a visitor to
Monsieurs Chevet’s shop in the Palais Royal,
18 rare enough to merit description at second-
hand. What their price may be I know not,
but three hundred years ago they cost two
crowns a-piece, and were only seen at the

banquets of princes and the wedding-feasts of

great lords. ¢ The feathers on the back are
like those of the woodcock ; the breast and
belly white, spotted with black ; the neck is
like that of a pheasant; the head and beak
resemble a partridge; the tail feathers are

feet the legs are feathered like the grouse.”
If the gelinotte combines the flavour as well
as the plumage of the birds just mentioned
(omitting the owl) I should say it is worth
the price which Monsieur Chevet puts upon
it before he stuffs it with the truffles.

The Vanneau 18 another bird which, com
mon enough in the marshy districts of France
(particularly in Bourbon Vendée) is, I believe,
unknown in England. It is a wading-bird,
and bears some resemblance to the peacock :
hence, its name, corrupted from paonueau to
vanneau ; but the peasants call it dinhuit, on
account of its cry. It is crested with five or
six long black feathers, and is of changeable
hue : 1n size it 1S not much larger than a
plover, and is perched on very high red
legs. There 18 no question about the estima-
tion as a delicacy in which the vanneau is
still held.

Belon has a good deal to say about quails,and
the various modes of catching them. One way
18 by means of an instrument made of
leather and bone, which, set in motion,
utters a sound like the voice of the female
bird, and is called courcaillet, on hearing
which the males run rapidly and are caught
in the fowler’s net; but this device is only
effectual during the season of courting. Every
one has noticed how low the quail’s cages are
made. Belon says, it is because they are so
given to jumping and excitement that they
would destroy themselves were the cages
higher. Of the crested lark (in French, co-
chevis), he tells us, on the authority ot several
writers of antiquity, that when made into a
broth or roasted—Ilike punch—they cure the
colic; we all know what capital patés are
made of the lark uncrested. We learn that
the woodcock—how admirable is he, too, in a
paté—though called bécasse, in French, on
account of the length of his bill, ought to be
designated “ vvitcoc,’ that being an English
word, which signifies “ cock of the wood,”’ and
corresponds with the Greek term, ¢ xilomita.”
Some people, Belon says, call him Avis ceeca
(blind bird), because he suffers himself to be
8o easily caught, and he gives a sufficiently
lively description of one mode of effecting hig
capture. It is as follows :—“ He who desires
to take the woodcock must put on a cloak
and gloves, the colour of the dead leaves, and
conceal his head and shoulders beneath a
(brown) hat, leaving only two small holes to
see through. He must carry in his hands
two sticks covered with cloth of the same
colour, about an inch of the ends of which
must be of red cloth, and leaning upon
crutches (rather a lame way of proceedini)
must advance leisurely towards the woodcock,
stopping when the bird becomes aware of his
approach. When the woodcock moves on he
must follow until the bird stops again with-
out raising its head. The fowler must then

strike the sticks together very quickly (mouls
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bellement) which will so amuse and absorbi

the woodcock that its pursuer may take from |
his girdle a rod, to which a horsehair noose is:

attached, and throw the latter round its neck, ]

for it is one of the stupidest and most foolish |
birds that are known.” I should think so, if
it allowed itself to be caught by this tom-
foolery.

Ct birds which are not stupid, but knavish
rather, even to much theft, Belon relates that
the magpie is called Margot (the diminutive
of Margaret, as Charles the First called his
beautiful sister, the wife of Henry of
Navarre) ; and the jay (Richard), each on
account of their cry. Being somewhat skinny,
the jay is thought rather a tough morsel by
those who desire to dine upon him ; but he
himself eats everything that comes in his way,
and is particularly fond of peas—green peas
perhaps—at a guinea a pound. The common
people think that the jay is subject to the
falling sickness, nevertheless they eat him
when they find him on the ground. It is,
perhaps, a weakness in human nature which
cannot be remedied, the tendency to make a
meal of everything that has animal life. But
for this, how severely might we not animad-
vert on the gluttony of those who, not remem-
bering their song in spring, devour thrushes
in the autumn : yet, that is the best time to
eat them, for they are then perfectly delicious
as you would say, with me, if you had made
a diligence-supper on thrushes travelling
through the Ardennes.

But, I fear, if I read any more of Peter
Belon’s volume, I shall write an article on
Gastronomy, a thing I had no notion of when I
began. Let me conclude with something more
serious than eating—i1f anything be more
serious : let me lament, with all the world, that
so useful a man as Peter Belon should have
been cut off sadly in the prime of his life and
full vigour of his intellect. @ He was only
forty-five years of age when he was murdered
one night as he traversed the Bois de Bou-
logne on his way to Paris; whether for the
sake of plunder or revenge is not known.

RHINE-LAND.

WE lean’d beneath the purple vine,
In Andernach, the hoary ;

And at our elbows ran the Rhine
In rosy twilight glory.

Athwart the Seven-hills far seen
The sun had fail’d to broaden ;

Above us stream’d in fading sheen
The highway he had trodden.

His farewell crimson kiss he left
On clouds suffused with blushes ¢

One star beam’d down the dewberry-cleft
Across the mirror'd flashes.

From cliffs of slate the vintage call’d

In muffled leafage dusky:
And down the 1iver grandly wall’d,
The grape reel’d ripe and husky.

We reach’d entwining hands to scize
The clusters 1ound us glowing:
Our locks were fondled bv the breczo
From southern sandhills blowing.

The long-neck’d flask was not unbent,
The globed green glass unemptied ;

The god of honest pleasure lent
Young Love his powerz, untempted.

Home-fiiends we pledged ; our bridal-maids 3
Sweet wishes gaily squander’d :

We wandei’d far in fa€ry glades,
Up golden heights we wander'd.

Like King and Queen in royal bliss,
We paced a realm enchanted,

A realm rose-vista’d, rich from this,
Tho’ not fiom this transplanted.

For this Rome’s frontier foot endear'd,
Her armed heel made holy;

And Ages grey as Time’s own beard,
Wreathed it with melancholy.

Old days it has that live in gleams
Of suns for ever sctting :
A moth-wing’d splendour, faint as dreams,

That keeps the fancy fretting.

A gorgeous tracing dash’d with gloom,
And delicately dusted :

To grasp 1t 1s to spoil its bloom g
’Twas ours because we trusted.

No longer severing our embrace
Was Night a sword between us

But richest mystery robed in grace
To lock us close, and screen us.

She droopt in stars ; she whisper’d fairs
The wooded crags grew dimmer
The arrow in the lassie’s hair
Glanced by a silver glimmer.

The ruin-rock renew’d its frown,

With terrer less transparent,
Tho’ all its ghosts are hunted down,

And all its knights are errant.

The island in the gray expanse,

We watch’d with ¢olour’d longing s
The mighty river’s old romance

Thro’ many channels threnging.

Ah, then, what veice was that which shed
A breathless scene before us :

We heard it, knowing not we heard ;
It rose around and o’er us.

It rose around, it thrill’d with life,
And did infuse a spirit

To misty shapes of anclent strife :
Again I seem to hear it !

The voice is clear, the song is wild,
And has a qualnt transition

The voice is of a careless child
Who sings an old tradition. _

He sings it witless of his power;
Beside the rushing eddies,

His singing plants the tall white towes
Mid shades of knights and ladies.
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for his jealousy, must have acknowledged.
The stranger’s rollicking air of gaiety added
present insult to previous injury ; and to get
out of the hearing of his rich “ha ha,” which
seemed to pervade the whole neighbourhood,
Davie snatched up his hat, intending to walk
off his spleen: he pushed halfway down the
stairs, but there paused—just below, in the
passage by the back-parlour door, was the
obnoxious rustic, with his arm round bonny
Lucy’s waist, and his lips seeking a kiss;
while the damsel’s hand was put up to shield
her cheek, and her tongue was saying, in
that pretty accent which lovers never take as
truth, “Don’t, Tom ; please don’t!” Tom
caught the uplif<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>