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LONG ENGAGEMENTS.

CHAPTER L
THE CITY OF PALACES—AN EVENING DRIVE.

¢ The charmed sunset lingered low a~-down
In the red west.”
Tennyson.
“

T hear
A busy stir of mnen about the streets.”

Shelley.

It was the beginning of the cold scason in Calcutta—
for even in Calcutta there is a ¢ cold scason”—a scason
when the rays of the sun are not much more scorching
than in the height of our Englith dog-days; when to
face the meridian glare, and to brave the meridian sun,
is not positive destruction; and when at mdrning and
evenmg-tldo the outer air is more than cool—a season
when physical exertion is alv&ays possible and often plea-
sant—when a brisk walk or a hard gallop is not neces-
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sarily productive of extreme exhaustion—when men
can wear broad-cloth, and women silk; and a small fire
in a large room is sometimes almost bearable. -

It was the beginning of the cold season in Calcutta-—
the early part of November; that pleasant period of
abundant hope, when the great heart of European so-
ciety in India begins once again to beat with rencwed
vigour, after months of sluggish circulation, almost of
suspended lifc; when the frame, after a long slecp of
exhaustion, begins again to show symptoms of vital
cnergy; and hopes and wishes,

“ long subdued,
Subdued and cherishod long,”

again become operative in the breasts of men and gentler
womankind; and some are full of thoughts of the coming
voyage home; some from that home are looking for the
return of wives too long absent, or daughters rearcd
beneath strangers’ eyes, or sons who since their carliest
childhood have known their parents only by name;
some are stirred by thoughts of another mould—thoughts
of impending official changes—of lucrative situations
and honourable posts about to be vacated and re-flled—
of the larger loaf or the heavier fish about to be grasped
by the eager hand long stretched out in attitude of ex-
pectancy; some flutter with hopes, not less active, after
their kind—hopes of % season of cold weather gaiety;
balls, and concerts, and pic-nics, varying the perennial
dinner-pattics; and visions, floating before soft oyes, of
those magnificent mvestments of velvets, silks, satins,
and millinery multiform, #bout to fill the long saloons of
the huge comgission-houses which presentto the dwellers
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in the City of Palaces the choicest produce of London
and of Paris. Many and very varied the hopes with
which the Heart of society is stirred at this scason of
transition—of going out and of coming ino-of constant
metempsychosis; many and varied these feclings, but to
all is it a season of hope, for if there be nothing else to
be looked for, there is, at all events, a mitigation, if not
a cessation, of the destroying heat, which, during eight
months of the year, converts life into bare cxistence.

It was an cvening in the first week of November.
The setting sun, just touching the horizon, had thrown
into deep shadow the western bank of the Hooghly
river. 'The evening was cool, though the day had been
sultry for that season of the year, and therc were signs
in the chief strects of Calcutta, and on the roads which
intersect the wide plain before it, that the business of
the day was done. The houses of the European inha-
bitants had been cverywhere unclosed, the heavy Vene-
tian doors and the lofty glass windows had been thrown
open, and the outer blinds of the verandahs drawn up,
to give admittance to the cvening breeze; and from
thesc verandahs, now become pleasant places of resort,
might be scen everywhere a stream of life pouring out
of that part of the great city, in which private business
and public affairs are transacted during the day. Humble
native writers and other underlings, with their white tur-
bands, and duskfaces, and flowing drapery, were wend-
ing homewards on foot; fat sircars, ornative hgents and
brokers, were to be seen, through the opon doors of their
palanquins, borne on the shéulders of four slight, nearly
naked bearers; subordinate government officers and mer-
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:cantile assistants were creakixfg on in little carriages, re-
sembling wheeled-palanquins, drawn by a single pony,
towards their homes in the outskirts of the’town; whilst
the well-groomed Arab, or the stylish cabriolet, or the
capacious palentum, with its two bright well-harnessed
Cape horses, and its three liveried attendants, bore to
their mansions in wide Chowringhee, the well-paid civil-
ian, or staff-officcr, or wealthy merchant, to prepare for
the cvening drive. The work of the day was done.
The evening had brought rest to all,enjoyment to many.
Calcutta was a-stir—abroad again. Carriages of every
fashion, great and small, open and shut, of great preten-
sion and of no pretension, were strcaming along all the
thoroughfares; and forth fiom the wide balconies of
Chowringhee, many a gentle dame, in shawl and bonnet,
clad for her daily drive—the only exercise of the day—
looked forth in expectation of the return from office of
herloid and master.

Among these expectants was Mrs. Balfour. From the
verandah of a spacious mansion in the Chowringhee
Road, the Park Lane of Calcutta, she stood watching
the numerous vchicles which the great city, now well-
nigh deserted, poured forth across the busy plain.
Beneath the portico stood a carriage, a green britzka,
coachman on box, and groom on either side, standing
beside the sleek Arabh, chowry in hand, making lazy
pretence of brushing away the flies. A better appointed
equipage bn the whole, than the generality of those
which figure on the Calcutta course—good horses, ¥ell-
built carriage, silver-mounted harness, not dimmed by
neglect, and attendants, in cleanly picturesque livery,
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not disgracing the carriage and its owner. All was in
readiness for the evening drive.

And Mr. Balfour—ah! there he is. The lady has
recognised the buggy and the grey horse. Across the
road, into the compound, and in another minute he is
standing in the verandah, beside his wife.

He has great news to communicate. Mrs. Balfour
could not be mistaken. In his manner, as he hurried
across the drawing-room, and emerged through the open
window into the verandah; in the cxpression of his
face, as he saluted her; it was impossible not to read
aiight the intelligence of which he was the bearer.
She said at once: * The Southampton isin.”

“ And who told you?—Ah! I thought I should have
been the first to communicate the news; but you'
women . J

“No treason, love. . . . We women can read faces
as well as books, some-times, Who told me? Your face
told me. Icouldsccitallatonce. And the Southampton
is really in?”

“Yes; she was semaphored about an hour ago. She
-1 under tow of a steamer, and every thing in her favour;
but T doubt whether she will reach Diamond Harbour

to-night.”

“ And you, Edmund—what sha.ll youdo? Youdid
talk of going down the river to meet the ship. . . Shall
you really do it? Is there any use?”

“ Perhaps not,” said Mr. Balfour. “I have been
thinking about the matter, but have not yet come to a
conclusion. I thought I wduld determine nothing
until L had consulted you: .
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w4 A fresh eye—a fresh hand,

May do much at our vigour’s waning point.’
a8 your friend Browning says, through'his hero Para-
celsus. Gome, I have read, if I mistake not, of minds
which are never so creative as when the body is in
motion—of authors, who could only invent in their
carriages—of statesmen, who-could mature no great
schemes, save when seated in the saddle. 'We need not
lose our evening drive, becausc.the Southampton is
in ... I will postpone my toilet until we return.
Let us settle this grcat matter on the course.”

“ Why, if you really think,” said Mrs. Balfour, ¢ that
you will have to set off this evening, we had better
determine the question before we go out. Rcmember
“that we are engaged to dino with Dr. Winter.”

“ So we are—no disparagement to Winter, my best of
good friends—but that is rather a bore. I always do
think when the time comes, that these dinner-parties are a
bore . . . but just now . .. However, I am quite
sure that when Winter knows the ‘Southampton is in,
he will not expect to see us. A man, whose two sisters
have just arrived from England, may well be excused,
if he sends an apology at the last moment.”

“ And Dr. Winter is so kind—so rcady always to
make excusés for gthers, that he would be sure to
receive ours, without a feeling of vexation—vexatious
88 it is to receive apologies, just as onc is about to sit
down to dinner. Still, I do so hate to be disappointed
myself, that I would fain not disappoint others, if it
can’ possibly be avoided. If you do not determine
to go dowa the river, to meet your sisters, there is
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no reason why we should not dine with the worthy
doctor.” . . .

« Exoept,” said Balfour, laughing, *that I have a
new number of the ¢Edinburgh’ in my eoffice-box,
and that it contaihs an article by Macaulay, which I
very much want to read. But, come along, we will
settle the matter in the carriage; or you may consider
it settled now. You need not write to the doctor. . . .

¢ There is no sort of usc,” he continucd, as the car-
riage crossed thegreat plain lying between Chowringhee
Road and the river—* no sort of usc in starting off to-
night to meet the ship. The girls will have received
letters from us at the Sand-Hleads—so, long erc this
they will have been put out of suspense; and if I were
now to put myself into a budgerow I could not sec the
girls to-night; and if I could, it is doubtful whether
thcy would sleep any the better for it. Their poor
little heads must be in a whirl, come what may, during
the next four-and-twenty hours. The ship will be
under weigh again before dawn to-morrow mommg,
and it is not at all improbable that I might miss her

- altogether, if the morning were foggy. Perhaps we
had better await altogether the arrival of the ship. She
will be up before two o'clock to-morrow. You remem-
ber that Spencer Smith went down to meet his daughter
last year, and that when the ship was opposite the fort,
Smith was wondering, between Kedgeree and Dia-
mond Harbour, what had become of her.” At all
events we will not disappoint the doctor to-night.”

“1 am very glad,” said Mfs. Balfour, T cannot tell
you how glad. I did not at all like the idea of your
taking a nocturnal trip down the river, especially at
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this season of the year—and you, too, so far from
strong. And yet I scarcely liked to remonstrate—I
thought it would be so selfish. Poor girls! how glad
they must,be to have reached the end of their voyage.”

¢« And how glad I shall be to learn that nothing un-
pleasant has happened on the voyage. I have un-
bounded confidence in the captain—I might almost
add, unbounded confidence in the girls—"

* Why almost >—why this qualification, Edmund ?”

¢ As regards Mary, there is no abatement of the
feeling,” rcturncd Balfour; “ she is so very steady, so
sage in her gentlencss—so, at least, cvery one tells me
and so her letters, if they are to be trusted as faithful
exponents, declarc her to be. She was, you know,
‘when we saw her last, though quite a child, so steady,
cven then; but Adecla, though older, more experienced,
she has not half Mary's steadiness of character, has not
nearly so much prudence, so much fixity of principle—
and she—"

“ Has a safeguard,” interrupted Mrs. Ballour, ¢ be-
yond what environs her sister. Surely, in her situation,
she would be most prudent.” .

¢ Surely, most prudent,” repeated Balfour. ¢ Yes,
I hope so—most prudent, but thep ... ."

He stopped—thcy were on the course, amidst a
throng of carriages and horsemen. A gentleman, on a
large boney English mare, had ridden up to the side of
the britzka, and after bowing to Mus. Balfour, said:
“You know, I suppose, that the Southampton is in

' —congratulate you, Balfur.” -

¢ Thank you, Grey—my good fellow... You have

heard nothing, I suppose, from the ship?”’
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% Nothing. I heard at C— and Co.’s—they are her
agents—that ghe was expected up about noon to-mor-
row. She has made a very good voyage—a splendid
ship, they tell me. Courtnay has started off to meet
her. His wile, you know, is on board. The Blenkin-
sons, too, arc therc. They say that if Harris really
does go home this year, and if Mathison gocs to the
Sudder, Blenkinson will step into the Secrctariat.
Have you heard any thing about it ?”

“ Nothing. Thave heard—but—I'll tell you another
time. Are we to meet you at Winter’s to-night?”

“ Yes, I dine with the doctor, and am delighted to
ind that I shall meet you there. Have you rcad
that last article of Macaulay’s? I sce that the firsg
portion of it is in the papers to-day.”

“No; I have the review in my office-box, ready for
the first leisure evening.” '

“ And the *first leisurc evening’ now, my good fel-
low, appears to be a very remote contingency. You
will not have many leisure evenings, now that the fair
sisters have arrived. Do you know, I almost wish that

"I had a bracc of sisters on board the Southampton, to
cheer my bachelor home.  These long cvenings. . ."”

“ Arc not,” interposed Mrs. Balfour, smiling, ¢ very
often passed in the *bachelor hgme' of which you
speak.” :

¢ And if they arc,” said Mr. Balfour, it is your
own fault, so no more grumbling. You need never
spend an evening alone, w}ulst e are dxscn,«_.,agcd an
assertion which is not, in our case, as it is in that of
the Groves, the Blackwoods, and other friends, who
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never are disengaged, tantamount to nothing. By the
way, d-propos of my sisters, is therc any news from
Caubul to-day?”

“T don* know—1I have not heard any t'.ing; but I
saw Clay go by just now; I will ride after and ask
him. IfIlearn any thing, I will tell you at Winter’s.
Adieu!” And Herbert Grey, adroitly threading his
way through the tangled mass of carriages which
covered the course, rode off towards the Fort.

“ An excellent fellow Grey,” said Mr. Balfour;
¢ we have not in all theservice a better.  We civiliang
have reason to be proud of many of our brethren, but
of none more so than of Herbert Grey.”

¢ He is a favourite of mine,” said Mrs. Balfour; *“he
is 50 clever, and yet so unaffected. Therz is somuch
simplicity, so much sincerity, so much sound principle
in his character. Simplicity of character, I think, isa
distinguishing mark of a great mind. I don't know
any onc in whom there is such an entire absence of lit-
tleness. I have often thought that I should be so glad
if he were to love your sister Mary.”

“ And I have often thought,” interrupted Balfour, -
¢ that I should be so sorry. Grey has been, for some
time, decply involved. For so young a man—not yct
ten years in the scpvice—he has held very good ap-
pointments; is now acting in one, with & much higher
salary than men of his standing arc wont to cnjoy.
Still his income is not large—cannot be for some
years—and, as I said, he is deeply involved. He was
extravagant when in colfege—not so selfishly cxtrava-
gent as mosé of us arc (I was much worse, that's very
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certain), but very, very gemerous. His purse always
open to a friend; and I know, that from the very first,
he remitted considerable sums to England, his family,
though a good one, being in somewhat necessitous cir-
cumstances. I have hcard—though never from him-
self, for no one is more cordially averse to self-glorifica-
tion than Grey—that during the two first years of his
sojourn in India, he repaid to his mother all the money
spent on his education at Haileybury, his outfit, his
passage, &c.; and this, of course, could not be done
without his borrowing largely. e has always been a
Iittle carcless about money maticrs, until within the last
year, when he began to think scriously about them,
and T think it occurred to him that it was not very
creditable to be indebt. He is now most strenuously *
cconomising, paying ofl’ three-fourths of his allowances;
and whilst he is in this state, T think it by no means
desirable that he should fall in love with my sister.

“ Not,” continued Balfour, * because I wish Mary to
win a rich hushand. If I have not much mistaken her
character, she would e equally happy with a poor one.
But Grey--I know him too well to think, that what-
ever feelings might be awakened in his breast, he
would ever suffer himself to betray them, before he
has shaken off entirely the present incubus of debt. I
should be deeply grieved, thercfore, if he were to fall
in love with Mary—grieved on his account, for it
would, inake him miserable—gricved on our account,
for it would almost infallibly deprive us entirély of his
society—and I know no man’s society which I could
not better spare.”
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“You are right, very right, Edmund,” said Mrs. Bal-
four. ¢ Better that it should not be—much; and yet it
is not improbable. I think that therc must be some-
thing in their characters so much alike, and Mr. Grey
has so much respect, so much aflection for you. But
as you have clearly shown it to be cvil—and evil we
will not prognosticate at such a time—let us think no
more about it. You were saying before he came up to
the carriage—that is, I had just asked you, why you
did not feel confident that Adela, protected as she is,
would have undergone in perfect safety the ordeal of
board-ship.”

“Did I say so?—Wecll, perhaps it was not fair to
express a doubt, a suspicion. I was only thinking of
"Adcla’s character—volatile, wayward, impulsive.  She
thinks so little ... is so giddy ... so pronc to do
fooligh things, without knowing that they are foolish,
sometimes to do wrong things, without knowing that
they are wrong.”

¢ But, then, engaged to be married . . "

“True, love,” said Mr. Ballour; * but danger there
is still. She was very young when shc was first cn-
gaged . . . she has not seen her intended for more than
a year—necarly two ycars. When she engaged hersclf
to Carrington, she had scen little or nothing of the
world: since that time, she has been much in society;
the impression may have worn off . .. she may have
seen others; others, perhaps, with -greater attractions.”

. % The old story,” exclaimed Mrs. Balfour.

4. Yes, the old story, but one not the less likely on

that #ecount to be told over again. These old stories

0
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are often ¢ ower true’. I only speak of possibilitics—
only express misgivings, which, sometimes, I utterly dis-
card,-and whiéh, when they are strongest, I hesitate to
cxpress even to you. I may have wrongeds Adela, or
rather others may have wronged her—she may have
wronged herself—for the inferences I have drawn are un-
avoidable; but thinking her the character which she is re-
presented, which she represents herself to be, I cannot
help thinking of the possibility of her committing some
indiseretion; trifling, perhaps, but still an indiscretion.”
“It is very difficult,” said Mrs. Balfour,  not to
commit indiscretions on board-ship—people are so cri-
tical—so scandalous. They have so little to do but to
pull their neighbours to picces. Every one is so
watched, every thing is so apparent, and then out of
thirty or forty passengers, there are sure to be two or
three ill-natured ones. 1t docs assuredly require an
enormous amount of discretion to escape calumny alto-
gether.  There is no situation in the world that calls for:
so much self-vigilance, so much self-denial, so much cx-
treme caution, crring rather on the side of prudery, than
_the situation of a young girl on board-ship. But,”
she added, after a brief pause, ¢ Adela’s position is
peculiar, and in spite of her waywardness, she has much
good feeling, good principle, 1 hope, and being engaged
to be murried, she will feel that on others’ account, as
well as her own, it is necessary to be cautious, very cau-
tious. Desides, I hope that she will not have the incli-
natiofl to be indiscrcet.”
“ I have thought much abbut it,” retufned Balfour,
“and it appearsto me—perhaps unreasongbly—but I
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sometimes think that this very engagement rather in-
creases than diminishes the danger. DBeing engaged,
she may imagine that without impropriety she can allow
herself grester latitude of conduct—that she need not
watch every action, every word—that there is less fear of
being misunderstood, less fear of motive, of design being
attributed to her, than to one whose lot has not been
already drawn. Besides, therc is always in this circum-
stance of prior engagement that which invites familiarity
from others, removes a barrier of restraint, and leads to
an amount of intimacy between unmarried people which
could not otherwisc exist. ¢ Let him }v}u‘} thinketh he
standeth take heed lesthe full”  Thercs danger in such
intimacics. The best intentions are insuflicient, most
insufficient safe-guards. Even with more steadiness of
principle—more depth of feeling than Adecla possesses,
there is danger, great danger—and with the knowledge,
too, that Carrington is so far off that even now some
time may clapse before the compact is fulfilled.”

¢ But does she know it—I mean did she always know
it throug].mut the voyage? I thought she had expected,
when she sailed, to find him in Calcutta.”

¢ She could scarcely have expected it, sanguinc as
she is—1I could never,” continued Balfour,  encourage
her in the hopoe that Carrington would be at the presi-
dency much before Christmas. At the best, he would
not be able to leave Caubul before the end of October,
though he says at the beginning—perhaps, not then; and
think of the distance. Besides, what if he were not able to
leave the coﬁntry? I fear, in spite of all that is said about
the tranquillity of Affghanistan, the country isina very
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unsettled condition. The cnvoy and his assistants are
too sanguine. They sce nothing but good, and yet even
at this distance it is impossible not to perceive the
dangers which hem them in. The political eye appears
to have lost all keenness of vision, or it is wilfully closed
against the truth.  'We will hope for the best. Do not
cxpress any misgivings before my sister, but I think it
very probable that Carrington will not be able 1o leave
Caubul quite so soon as we have been calculating.”

¢ I thought,” said Mrs. Balfour, ¢ that his rcgiment
was to return to the provinces this season.”

“ If the state of affairs in Affghanistan will admit of
such a movement. ... Doubtful, I think, very doubtful.
They talk about diminishing the force, and in this case
Carrington's corps will be the first to return; but they
cannot diminish the force ... itismadness; and Europeans
—queen’s regiments—-are wanted most of all. They
cannot possibly spare o regiment of Europcans at such
a gme.” =

® This is very sad,” said Mrs. Balfour, sorrowfully;
¢ I had no idca that affairs were in so unsettled a state:

.how I gricve for poor Adela.”

¢ And I too, most deeply, but let us hope the best;
T would not fill you with misgivings, if it were not ne-
cessary that we should be cautious when my sisters ar-
rive; we may hear some intel]igenc'c this evening from
the north-west. Ah! here is Danvers; perhaps he may
know somcthing.”

Adthe carriage at this time formed one of the com-
poncnts of a dense mass of “ehicles, not very unlike

c2 .
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what may be scen on the Epsom road on a Derby day,
the horzes were moving onward at a slow walk. To
make one’s way on horseback through the narrow un-
certain intervals between the carriages is no casy matter
even to the adroit equestrian, quick-cyed and supple-
banded.  Still it is often done, and rarcly with any
detriment even to the apparel of the fearless rider.
Captain Danvers was a first-ratc horseman; he rode as
wellas he waltzed. As he was an A.D.C,, it was fitting
that he should possess both accomplishments in perfec-
tion.

Well-dressed, good-looking, with a most unexcep-
tionable moustache—a black moustache au naturel—
Captain Danvers, A.D.C., had a very good opinion of
himself; and, in justice, it must be added that there were
many fair ladies in Chowringhee by no means disin-
clined to endorse it. But he was not only a lady’sman;
he was a very good sort of a fellow, rather popular with
his own sex, in spite of the leaven of dandyism which
was mixed up with his character; and even quiet, sen-
sible people like the Balfours looked upon him as a very
harmless creature, at no time to be avoided, and very
often—that is, whenever a dinner-party was to be made
up—to be courted for his agrceable qualities.

He was presently beside the carriage, one white-
gloved hand resting on the door of the britzka. A few
words of common salutation interchanged between the
captain  and the lady, Mr. Balfour broke in with the
question—* Any thing fresh from Caubul to-day, Dan-
vers—what news at Government House?”



A TALE OF THE AFFGHAN REBELLION. 21

Danvers shook his head mysteriously. It was plain
that he had nothing of a very cheering character to
communicate.” “ Bad news, I fear?’ said Balfour.

“Not cxactly . . . however, to tell you the truth, I
do not know a great deal about it. Not that, there is
any desire to conceal the truth . . . but I have been out
almost all day. They are above concealment . . . or
I, as in duty bound, should now be telling you that
cvery thing is in a most flourishing condition. I belicve
that the news is not very encouraging. I et Oswald
on the staivs, as I was going up to dress, and he said
tliat there was a likelihood of disturbances in the north,
risings anticipated, the aspect of affairs gloomy . . . I
dare say that at the newspaper offices, they know quite
as much as we do at Government House . . . and that
you will learn more than I can tell you, from the papers
to-morrow morning . . .”

“Do you think,” asked Balfour, cagerly, ¢ that the
regiments are likely to be detained—no hope of their
retfirn to the provinces?”

“None, I fear . . . but I was going to ask you when

.you expect your sisters . . . When may I pay my
respects, Mrs. Balfour? you must let me be among the
first.”

“ Certainly—mny doors are not very often shut . . .
but we must leave the poor girls’at least one day to
collect themsclves . . .»

“Assuredly . . . but, Mrs. Balfour . . .” he would
have®added something, but he was interrupted by a
commotion among the carrifges, which rendered it
highly expedicnt that the captain shoald gather up his
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reins, touch the flanks of his horse gently with his
spurs, and rapidly extricate himself, by a skilful
manceuvre, from the crash which appeared incvitable.
He saved Jimself. The Balfours’ coachman took ad-
vantage of an opening, and pushed on just at the critical
moment . . . ... “1 fear that there is no chance for
Carrington,” said the gentleman, as they drove home.
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CIIAPTERIL

“AN OLD INDIAN"

 [Tis sixty summers—what are they in truth ?
By Providence peculiarly blest,
With him the strong hilarity of youth
Abides despite grey hairs, a constant guest......
That heart the simplest, gentlest, kindest, best.”
Henry Taylor.

Dr. WINTER was a member of the Medical Board.
As u scat in this dignified assemnblage is attainable only
by the three senior officers of the medical service, it
need not be added that he was an clderly, if not an old
man. Time does its work strenuously in India. It has
every thing inits fuvour. It wrinkles the check; it bends
the buck; it dims the eye, with little trouble, for there
iswo resistance.  Dr. Winter was not an old man, but
he was an old Indian. He had lived thirty years in
the country.

Thirty years—and never once at home. Never once,
during all that time, had he tried what the fresh autumn
breezes of his own western clime could do to smooth, to
freshen up with a tinge of colour,*his seamed and pullid
face—-what a brisk morning walk up the hill-sides of
the north, or a twenty mile ride across the open downs
of the south of Britain, to remove the stoop from his
shoulders, to restore muscular Strength and clasticity to
his limbs.  And yet he was not a bed sample of an old
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Indian. He had suffered little from ill-health; and
though, as the natives of India very aptly express it, he
was dried up, there was a good deal of life remaining
in him. He had outgrown the dangers of the climate;
and old Indmns, if they can only attain a certain age,
are very apt to live for ever.

Dr. Winter had something much better in him than
a good deal of life. 1lc had a fund of good qualities.
If he were destined to * burn to the socket,” 1t was not
because his heart was ‘“dry as summer’s dust.” IHe
had a very excellent heart; warm, expansive—glowing
with kindly sympathics; gencrous, humane, charitable.
Every one said that Winter had a good heart; and the
world, in his case, did not, as the world often docs say
so, because he had no head; for Winter was an able,
intelligent man—Iearned in his own profession, well-
acquainted with the literature and the politics of the
present and of past ages—a good linguist, and there had
been a time, when he was generally estecmed as a first-
rate musician. IHis abilities were naturally good, and
he had never ccased to cultivate them. Time, though
it had wrinkled his brow, had not impaired his memory,
nor blunted his keenness of apprchension. All acknow-
ledged that it was a pleasure to converse with him, and
the pleasure was casily obtainable. Among all the
hospitable inhabitant of hospitable Caleutta, there was
not one who, in genuine, graceful hospitality, surpassed
Dr. Winter. Though by no means incapable of en-
joying * the hermitage of his study,” and nover feeling
that he was alone, when surrounded by his books, the
kindly impulses of his nature moved him to throw open
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hLis doors—to fence himsclf around with friends—to
ghare with others the blessings which Providence had
bestowed upon him. His visiting list included the
names of as much of the society of Calcuttag as, to use
a homely cxpression, is ‘‘ worth knowing,” by a man
of high principle and some refinement; and it would
be an injustice to that society, if it should be added
that this segment is not a considerable one. Among
Dr. Winter's more intimate friends, were the ablest and
the best members of Caleutta socicty; and there is,
perhaps, no socicty in the world of which it may be
more emphatically said, that the best arc the ablest, and
the ablest are the best.
But the hospitality of Dr. Winter was not limited to_
the entertainment of his friends at the dinner-table.
His house, a spacious one, was always full. A widower,
with no children (his only daughter, o fair girl of seven-
teen, had, a few years before, been cut off by a brain
fever), he had ample means to indulge his kindly incli-
natins—space cnough in his house, money enough in
his purse—to offer a home to ull who nceded one.
Whenever he felt sccure in the conviction that an invi-
tation to gpend a few weeks in his house would be an
act of real kindness to a friendless stranger, just arrived
in the country, or to a family come down from the
Upper Provinees, on their way homewmd and anxious
not to diminish the scanty store, saved up, painfully
cnough, to defray the necessary expenses of the hardly-
carned®furlough trip, an invitation was sent. No man
“ever took more pains to turn®his hospitality to good
account. Mis kindliness was of the mos. discsiminating
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character. He did not, as many do, reccive the rich
into his house, and send the poor invitations to dinner.
¢ No; no,"—he would sometimes say, ih reply to an
offer from:some considerate old friend, to inflict himself
and family on the worthy doctor, for a few weeks, when
on their passage through the presidency—*‘I can find
no room for you. A man who, for the last ten years,
has been drawing more than three thousand rupeces a
month, may afford to go to the hotel. If he cannot,
I have no sympathy with him in his poverty. I have
just received a letter from our friend * * *, who tells me
that Mr.— (naming a subaltern officer in the army) is
coming down to Calcutta, on his way to Englund—his
wife being scriously ill. I have been asked to receive
‘them. cre is a large family; and I intend to receive
them all. I know nothing of the man, except that he
bears a very high character, and is in very straitencd
circumstances. My dear , you bear a high character,
but you are not in straitened circumstances; so I must
send you to the hotel. T shall be happy to see you to
dinner as often as you will come—the oftener the
better, as you know—but I cannot take you into ny
house, without excluding the poor licutenant.” And
all knew so well, and so fully appreciated, the sincerity
of the good man, that they smiled at his candour—liked
him the better for i.t; whilst the gencral comment clicited
was contained in the three words, *so like Winter.”
The dinner-party, to which the Balfours and Herbert
Grey had been invited, was not onc of thost large
' dinners (or as in Indhia‘thcy are called burra-khanas),
which are so frequent in the cold season, and which
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even the parching arid sultriness of the hot weather,
and the exhausting steamy atmosphere of the rains, are
wholly insufficient to impede. It was a party of some
twelve, all well known to one another, with the excep-
tion of & young cadet newly arrived from England, and
a lady, who had recently come down from the Mofussil,
on the painful, most painful duty of despatching her
children to England; and these were the inmatcs of
the house.  Dr. Winter did not send out his invitations
alphabcetically; nor did he keep any other description
of roster, nor think whose turn it was to be invited
next, when he made up his mind to assemble a party of
guests at his dinner-table. Parties often arc made up—
and in onc part of the globe as adroitly as in another—
with the most claborate care, that no two of the gucsts'
present shall know any two other members of the party.
As Dr. Winter had no particular desire to subject his
friends to four hours of suffering, he adopted an opposite
course; and the result, had he been aware of it in its
full®t extent, must have been eminently encouraging.
No one ever said that Dr. Winter’s partics were * stupid.”
Even Balfour, who invariably on his return from office,
declered it to be ¢ a great bore,” when he remembered
that he was engaged to dine abroad, never came home
from the good doctor’s without acknowledging that he
had spent a very pleasant cvening. He said, and many
others said so too, that he never passed a few hours
beneath Winter's roof, withont learning something
there :*something worth carrying home and keeping.
On the present occasion, pethaps, he was in a state
of mind little calculated to profit by the interchange of
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information and scntiment with intelligent men. He
was anxious, full of thought, thought partly pleasurable,
partly painful; but it was useless to worry himself, and
he endeavoured to forget the Southampton—to forget
his sisters—to forget the war in Affghanistan. This it
was not easy to achieve. When the Balfours entered
the room, the party invited were Al assembled, all with
the excoption of one gentleman who always made his
appearance after dinner had been announced, and who,
therefore, became the subject of a very original witticism,
by carning for himself the distinguishing appellative of
the late Mr. Merton. With a considerable majority
they were intimately acquainted. There were Mr. and
Mrs., and Miss Everard Argyle (a judge of the Sudder,
his wife and daughter)—therc was Cuptain Prior, a dis-
tinguished diplomatic agent, who had recently, in the
wilds of Toorkistan, been taken captive by the insvlent
foe, and sold to slavery. There was Icrbert Grey, a
civilian of high promise, with whom our rcaders have
already some slight acquaintance; and therc wis a
cavalry officer, named Palus, a man of great attain-
ments and considerable originality, who would have
taken a high place in the estimation of the world, if his
judgment had been equal to his talents. These, with
the two inmates of Dr. Winter’s house, to whom we
have made brief allusmn, constituted the party of twelve.
™ “The Southampton,”—* The Southampton,” —cvery
ond, had something to say about the Southampton:
somé congratulations to offer—congratulations ‘which
Balfour received with leSs apparent pleasure, than they
who offered them anticipated. He thanked his friends;
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but, as he spoke, his expressive face brightened not up
with the gleams of a full and cordial satisfaction. He
was obviously'not in good spirits. In Mrs. Balfour's
manner, too, there was something less than her wonted
vivacity. She seemed thoughtful, if not sad. The
answers which she returned to the questions, and the
rejoinders which she made to the observations of Dr.
Winter, who had seated himself on a sofa beside her,
were always brief, often denoted a little absence of
mind. The Balfours were cvidently depressed at a
time when they were expected to be unusually clated.

Of all present none devined the cause of this depres-
sion, save Herbert Grey. A little apart from the restof the
assembly, he stood in eager converse with Mr. Balfour.
¢ fear,” he said, *“ that the state of affairs in A fighanistan
is even worse than it is represented to be. The intelli-
gencee received to-day is, that the Eastern Ghilzecs have
risen, and have got possession of the passes between
Caubul and Jullalabad. Sale had gone out against
therfh, and achieved, it appears, some partial successes;
but the road is still closed—the cnemy, it secms, on
gither side of our force. What the state of affairs at
Caubul may be, we can only conjecture.”

“Bad enough, I should imagine. This terrible
torch of insurrcetion one tribe casts to another, till the
firc is spread over the whole country Once in a flame,
and God alone can cxtinguish it. I need not ask,
Grey, what is the causc of these risings; but what is
the proximate cause ?”

“Clay tells me that the en*ro'y has been tampering
with the allowances of the Ghilzees. The allowances!
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We have been buying peace, and now, it would scem,
we are attempting to cheapen it. As though the hucks-
tering system could possibly succeed. T think we are
now looking upon what some people would call ¢ the
beginning of the end.’”
¢ A melancholy prospect,” returned Balfour, *and
at such a season of the year; the dreadful snows of a
Caubul winter just beginning to descend. Alas! for
our poor fellows. We are about to see a national cala-
mity. Every thing is in train for it. It is impossible
not to take a profound and painful interest in such a
business as this, but I have morc than a common, a
deep personal interest. Looking at the matter cven 1in
_the most favourable point of view . .. sanguine to ex-
cess . . . hoping every thing, predicting mothing of
evil . . . only looking to what is now ascertained fact,
it is very certain that there will this year be no relief
of the regiments in Affghanistan . . . and this, in itsclf,
is to us a great domestic calamity.”
¢ On Carrington’s account ?...” '
¢ Yes—on his, on my sister’s account. His regiment,
must be with Sale. Hemmed in, you say, between,
Caubul and Jullalabad —a perilous position, with a
hostile population on every side. Sale, you tcll me, has
been engaged with the enemy—have you any particu-
lars—any list of casualties?”
¢ Clay gave me the names, and I wrote them down,
the officers wounded, I mecan, .and old Sale among
them. e appears to have forced the Koord-Caubul
pass on the 12th of last “'month. No officer killed—the
wounded ¢..” and Herbert Grey drew forth a card on
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which he had written the names. ¢ Carrington I know
was not among them. I believe that thesc are all.”
¢ All—ycs—that is some consolation, and yet how
slender!” exclaimed Balfour, ¢ to escape to-lay, per-
haps only to fall to-morrow. Did you know Carring-
ton ?”
¢ Yes,” said Grey, ¢ I met him scveral times at your
house last year—when he was on his way from Eng-
land to rejoin his regiment. I liked what I saw of
him much—a fine, open-hearted, manly fellow —so
geod-humoured, so cheerful.”
¢ And yet not always cheerful,” said Balfour, * even
he liad his hours of depression—there were scasons,
when gloomy presentiments overshadowed the sunshine
of his heart. lle was deeply attached to my sister. '
1le folt the separation acutely—often thought of what
might be its consequences, and regretted that circum-
stances had not allowed of their union in England.
I thought that would have been still worse—to leave
his bride of a few months, and to hasten to his regi-
,ment in that distant country. Carrington thought
otherwise, and she might, he said, have gone with him
. so many English ladies in Affghanistan. Poor
fellow! T have often thought of the last day he passed
with us, before he sct out for the no.rth. I drove him
as far as Barrackpore, whence he was to proceed by
dawk. As we drove through the park he said, after
t]u'mking me, with tears in his eyes, for the kindness
(it was uot, after all, very much) that I had shown
him, ‘You will think me very foohsh I know, but I
have a vague presentiment, my decar fellow, that this
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is my last drive through Barrackpore Park. I cannot
shake off the fancy, morbid though it be, that I shall
leave my bones in Affghanistan. A sickly thought....
very foolish . ... onc I know that ought not to be in-
dulged; but these separations, Balfour, cut cruelly into
a man’s heart, bring down his spirits to Zero.’” It was
a great mistake,’ I replied, as cheerfully as I could:
spoke of his youth—his splendid stock of health—of
the finc climate of Affghanistan—told him that such
gloomy thoughts would prove but sorry companions
during a long dawk jowrncy; and finished by telling
him, with a laugh, that cre the year was out, he would
be driving through the same Barrackpore Park, on his
way to the Flagstaff bungalow, at which so many
"honcy-moons have been celebrated on the banks of the
Hooghly. Poor Carrington! I fear that he is likely
to be the truer prophet of the two.”

‘There is not yet any rcason, my dear fellow,” aid
Herbert Grey, “to entertain such apprehensions us
these. To go into action is not mecessarily to leave
one's bones on the ficld. We will hope for the best. . ..
Ah! here is the'khansaman, announcing dinner ; let
me fly to securc Mrs. Balfour.”

The old white-bearded, portly khansaman, or native
butler, with hands respectfully pressed together, had
announced the important fact of dinner being on the
table, and Dr. Winter had given his arm to Mrs.
Everard Argyle. Herbert Grey was just in time to
carry off Mrs. Balfour, whose husband moved “hastily
across the room to offer his escort to Mrs. Lascelles,
who,  though a resident in the house, had but little
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acquaintance with the majority of those present, and
who therefore might have been shipwrecked. The
diplomatist followed with Miss Argyle, whilst Captain
Palus and tho cadet brought up the rear; the late
Mr. Merton joining the party as it crossed the hall,
on its way to the dining-room.

“T am sorry,” said Herbert Grey to Mrs. Balfour,
shortly after they werc scated at the dinner-table—a
dinner-table furnished in the best possible taste—no-
thing gaudy, nothing meretricious, nothing foo-much-
7sh about it, “sorry to sce Balfour in bad spirits this
cvening. I had hoped that the arrival of the South-
ampton would have raised his spirits above summer-
heat.”

«So we all thought,” said Mrs. Balfour; « but how
little do we know where joy resides, where sogrow,
until the hour arrives. We find neither where we
looked for it.”

““You speak more sadly—more despondingly even
tham your good husband,” rcjoined Herbert Grey;
“ really there is no just cause for gloomy apprehensions
yet’

“ Yet! oh,that miscrable war I—if not yet, very soon,
Ifear. Even Captain Danvers admits that the coun-
try isin a very bad state. And you promised to learn
something for us.”

He told the Iady all that he had learnt.

“It will be a sad blow to poor Adela,” said Mus.
Balfotwr, ¢ I know not what she will do. She is very
sanguine—very impulsive. *She overleaps impossi-
bilities. We have written. to her at the Sand-Heads,

D
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telling her that Mr. Cairington could not, for some
time at least, appear in Calcutta, though when we wrote
we had, of course, no suspicion that his return would
be indefinitely deferred. But, poor girl, she, I fear,
will laugh to scorn our anticipations—will feel quite
satisfied, in her own mind, that he will be here imme-
diately. She never thinks of insuperable impediments, of
general orders, commanders-in-chief, leaves-of-absence,
courts-martial, and such little things as these.”

“ You know the Miss Balfours well,” said Grey, and
there was more of the affirmative than of the interro-
gative, in the tones wherein he uttered the words.

“Yes, very well—that is, not personally, so much as
by the report of others—by their own letters—six or
seven years have elapsed since I saw them last—shortly
after we were married. They had then, though mere

" children, very marked characters—much what, I ima-
ginc, they have now. Sweet little girls—though very
different—different in every respect.”

Herbert Grey was about to ask whether they Were
much like Balfour, when his attention was arrcsted by
the voice of the young cadet, who sat on his left hand,
and who was asking Balfour a-propos of something that
had been said by Dr. Winter, whether his sisters were
in Edinburgh last gpring.

"Balfour answered in the affirmative.

¢ Indeed,” said the young gentleman, who secmed
to have imported with him no very slender stock of
assurance, * then I have the honour of their acquaint-
ance. I assurc you that ‘they were extremely admired
—universally admired.”

“Jam glad to hear it,” said Balfour, coldly.
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“ Yes,” continued the youthful aspirant for military
renown, I never met any girls who were more ad-
mircd. Every body said that they were the prettiest
girls who had been scen in Edinburgh for®some years.
Miss Balfour, the clder, Adeclaide—1I think—Ade-
laide,” repeated the boy, desirous to place the fact of
his intimacy with the young ladies beyond all ques-
tion, * created a sensation, I assure you; a great sen-
sation, wherever she went.”

¢ Indeed,” observed Balfour, a little annoyed.

“Yecs, I assure you ...” he would have said more,
but Dr. Winter, observing that the conversation was not
very pleasing to Balfour, came to the rescue by asl.{ing
the young gentleman, somewhat earlier than he other-
wise would have done, to tuke wine with him.

¢ Tt is drcadful,” said Mrs. Balfour, addressing herself
again to Herbert Grey, ¢ dreadful to think of what
may be the fate of all the poor women and children now
in Aflghanistan, should there be a general rising of the
triBes. At such a scason, too—in such a country—
cscape scems almost impossible.  Oh! how sad it is,”

.she repeated, “ how sad—mothers with their tender
infants 1”

Never was sympathy more genuine expressed with
glistening eycs and faltering voice; sweet eycs—swect
voice—those most excellent things in women. Her-
bert Grey had always admired Mrs. Balfour; he now
felt that, high as had been his estimate of her cha-
ractct, he had never over-rated_her true womanly gen-
tleness—her sympathising kifdliness of heart.

He did all that he could (it was very %ttle) to dis-

D2
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sipatc the sudness which had fastened on her heart;—
endeavoured to assure her that no mtelhgencc had yet
been received of a nature sufficiently alarming to war-
rant the fears with which she was oppressed. He
spoke “of the probability of the rising being only a
partial rising—of the want of unity among the tribes.
He said that the movement, in all probability, was not
o national movement; that none of the most influential
chiefs had as yet appeared upon the scene; that British
influence was still strong in Affghanistan—the prestige
of our name still powerful to preserve tranquillity in the
country, and to uphold the new dynasty;—that since
the capture of Dost Mahommed, the Affghans had been
without a head; and that at the very worst, a few
engagements, in which our disciplined troops would
certainly be victorious, would bring the present insur-
reetion—if 1t were worthy of such a name—to a satis-
factory conclusion; and convince the Affghans that
nothing was to be gained by throwing down the gaunt-
let of defiance. y
Herbert Grey was a sensible man—a well-read man
—ua travelled man. Few were better acquainted than,
he with the history, the geography, the national cha-
racteristics of all the countrics of the East. Of the war
in Affghanistan—of its probable consequences—of the
position of the British army in that perilous country—
he had, in common with all intelligent men in India,

"thought much—thought decply. He could itot, there-

fore, holp fecling that, much which he advanced in
favour of the pr'obabilit'y of the present movement
being gne ihsignificant in itself, and unimportant in
its oonsequences, would not'bear a very strict scrutiny.
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He knew too much of the national character, of the
political institutions, the moral tone, and the religious
feelings of the people, really to think that there was
nothing of a perilous nature in the conditipn of affairs
beyond the Indus.. But he knew at the same time
what might be, what often was advanced “on the
other side,” and this he sct forth, with as much inge-
nious logic as he could call to his assistance, with the
benevolent desire of dissipating the fears of the inter-
csting woman who sat by his side.

The cffort, too, was partially successful. Mrs. Bal-
four rosg from the dinner-table in better spirits than
she had felt when she entered the room; but still the
weight was not wholly reraoved from her heart.  She
thought of Adela Balfour—she thought of Arthur Car-
rington—she thought of all the helpless women and
children in Affghanistan;—and of these it was very
diflicult to think without some measure of alarm.

When the ladics quitted the drawing-room, the con-
varsation became more general. 1t turned, as a matter
of course, upon the rccent news from Aflghanistan,
Captain Prior, the diplomatist, who was thoroughly
well acquainted with the whole line of country from
the banks of the Indus to the shores of the Caspian,
was referred to by more than one of the party, for
his opinion of the present aspect of affairs; but he was
somewhat unnecessarily reserved, and beyond a little
geographical information relative to the passes between
Caubul and Jullalabad, he scemed determined to impart
nothing to his companions °Captain Palus, on the
other hand, was full of opinions, axd qujte willing to
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express them. He had also served in Affghanistan,
and being an excellent linguist, had conversed ficely
with the inhabitants of the country, and'endeavoured
to penctratp the recesses of popular feeling Xlc had
too many theories of his own, he was too much ham-
pered with foregone conelusions, and was too prone to
put leading questions, and fashion the cvidence of all,
whom he examined, in the mould ofhis own preconceived
sentiments, to be, under ordinary circumstances, a very
impartial yudge; but it so happened that in tho present
instanee, his opinions were not very far wrong, his
conclusions not very unsound; and, although hg worked
out his peculiar theories with a somewhat stronger
hand than was necessary—though there was some ex-
aggeration in his views—there was truth at the bottom
of much that he advanced.

¢ The fact 1s,” he said, ¢ do what we may, we shall
never make the Affghans an orderly people, according
to our English notions of order. We think a vast
deal of an ordinary insurrection; they think nothiig
ofit. It is natural in their country that every now
and then, and every here and there, swords should be
crossed and blood should be shed. An Affghan mo-
narch takes but little account of these recreations 1Ile
rather congratulates himself upon them, espedially if
they are at a distanle. He is never so unrcasonable
to expect to rule over a country as placid as though
the people were all shepherds.”

“You are right,” said Dr. Winter, “in Afighan-
istan a periodical insurrtction is as necessary to the
health of thg nation, as a periodical attack of gout
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is to the well-being of some constitutions. It is well
that the ¢ peccante humoures,’ as some old writer calls
them, should be thrown out.”

¢ Yes,” rejoincd Captain Palus, ¢ it is necessary, and
Affghan nature must undergo a radical change before
it can exist without an occasional disturbance. Now
these disturbanccs, I say, are matters of little moment
in Affghanistan—matters of coursc—the people cannot
live without them; and as no sovereign has ever ruled
without them, they are of little consequence in their
effects upon the stability of the government. The
empire of a Mahomedan monarch is not an empire of
opinion. The empire of the British power is. An
insurrcction damages us. It we suffer a discomfiture,
however small, in the field, it is a heavy blow, and
great discouragement. We lose the prestige of invin-
cibility, and that invincibility is every thing to us.”

“Yes,” said Herbert Grey, “we are not unlike
Humpty-Dumpty, in the old nursery rhyme.:

¢ «<Tlumpty-Dumpty sat on a wall,

Humpty-Dumpty had a great fall,
All the king’s horses and all the king’s men,
Couldn’t get Humpty-Dumpty up again.’”

¢ Anaptillustration,” rcjoined Palus,laughing. “Now
the Affighans happen to be the very reverse of Humpty-
Dumpty. They are marvellously elastic. 'When they
fall, they are not smashed, like an egg; they bound up
again, like a ball of Indian rubber. We may disperse
their bands of armed men, but we cannot break their
spirit. They will give us sorpeswork to do, you may
be sure; and with our small force in Affghanistan, our
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many isolated posts, our petty detachments, stuck down
here and there, at the mercy of the population, we must
cxpect at least some disasters.” )

4The truth is,” said Dr. Winter, ¢ that we have becn
too long in Affghanistan. So long as we were regarded
as mcre brief sojourners in the country, the Affghans,
whom we alarmed for a while by our undoubted prowess
in the ficld, were contented to rcgard our presence
among them with dogged silence. They expected that
we should soon turn our backs upon our protegé¢, and
then, if the old Shah did not suit them, why, it was
easy cnough to depose him. DBut when they saw our
British oflicers building houses, making gardens, and
sending for their wives, they said: ¢ Here are the Kaflics,
coming to live among us. .'. where will all this end? ”

It would have been well,” said the diplomatist, *if
the British officers had only sent for ....” thepgehe
stopped. He was about to divulge something . * and
something awkward too , . . about to express an opi-
nion; so he screwed up his mouth, and wad*silent for
the rest of the evening. A

Not so Captain Palus, who resumed: “ We mistook
altogether the national character of the Affghans, or
rather we never troubled ourselves to study their cha-
racter at all. 'We cxperimentalised upon them from the
- beginning, as though they had been Bengalees. The
“truth is that the idea of restoring the integrity of
Affphanistan, of bringing all the tribes under one
common ruler, a sovereign rcally to be regarded as such,
one exacting unqualified Joyalty from all, and golden
tokens of that loyalty, payable, without demur, on
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demand . . . the ides, I say, was prepostcrously absurd.
The institutions of the Aflghans are cssentially anti-
monarchical. We lost sight of one very important
fact . . . one which ought not to have escaped, the notice
of any statesman, that Aflghanistan is a hill country.
There is nothing more necessary to consider, in these
matters, than the physical aspect of the country in which
our operations are to be carricd on; and that not so
much because the physical aspect of the country is in
itself a point of vast importance—as I fear we shall
too surcly be condemned to feel, if our troops be shut
up 1n those tremendous defiles—but because the charac-
ter of the people is shaped and moulded in accordance
with the physical peculiarities of the land which they
inhabit. It is no less idle to belicve that you can crush
a race of hardy mountaincers—breathing an atmosphere
of independence—with the same facility as you can set
your hetl upon the timid phlegmatic dwellers upon the
plains—no lcs's idle, I say, to imagine this than to think
that you cinl scourge a tiger as sceurely as you can Tash
a ci® It has been said, that the nationality of the
Affghans has perished. This I deny. Intestine dis-
orders afford no indications of the extinction of national
fecling. Men arc not the less bound by common ties,
impelled by common motives, stirred by common sym-
«pathics, common love, and common hatred, becausc ever
and anon they turn their swords against cach other....
but it is not the nationality of the Affghans which pre-
sents th® most insuperable obstacle to the success of our
wild schemes to subjugate these dwellers in the hjlls ...
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It is the patriarchality of the Affghan tribes....The
patriarchal principle....."

% Palus, my good fellow, help yourself and pass the
loll-shrab,”* interrupted Herbert Grey, in a state of con-
siderable alarm. The patriarchal principle was the
grand hobby of Captain Palus. He rode it sometimes
very adroitly ; but he was apt to ride it a little too far
in the plenitude of his enthusiasm ; and though he un-
questionably talked well, and all he said had at all
events the charm—and a great onc it is—of obvious
sincerity, he was prone sometimes to become a little
dogmatical, and good listeners are rare. The inter-
ruption was successful. There was a moment’s pause ;
and Evcrard Argyle—thc Sudder judge—a man of high
* character and great intellectual attainments, took advan-
tage of it to step in with an interesting parallel between
the national character and institutions of the Affizhans
and those of the Highland clans—a subject which he
handled very ingeniously, and as a member of an old
Highland family, with a good deal of national pride.

¢ Snatched out of the very jaws of the patriarchal
principle yawning to devour us,” said Herbert Grey, in
an under tone, to Balfour, who sat next to him. * How
lucky that the loll-shrab was before him. It reminds me
of what was said of an old French talker—if I mistake
not, the Abbé Raynal—when another of equal prowess.
~—Galiani, I think—was standing by:—*s'il crache,
il est perdu,'—if he stops to spit heis done for. By the
way, at what hour do you think the Southamp¥or will
be up to-morrow?’ ° °

¢ * Loll Shrab—r%d wine, claret.
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¢ Soon after noon, I should think. I shall patiently
await her arrival. I shall be alongside the ship as soon
as she casts anchor.”

¢ Can I help you in any way?’ ’

¢ No, thank you, unless you could look in early to-
morrow at Burkingyoung's, and tell them to be sure to
send home, before twelve o’clock, the new piano I have
ordered formysisters. Ifear thatIshall not have time, as
I must work hard in the morning at office.. .. . No more,
thank you"—this to Dr. Winter—* let us rcjoin the
ladies.”
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CHAPTER IIL

THE ARRIVAL.

¢ The riches of the ship have come on shore.”
' Othello.

“ LET go the anchor” . ...and creaking and crashing,
grinding and groaning, down went the heavy mass of
metal into the bed of the Hooghly River. The voyage
is over. The good ship has done its duty well; and
four score hearts are stirred with emotion, as the white
houses of Calcutta rise up, in all their goodly propor-
tions, before the eyes of the excited gazers. Four score
human hearts—and how varied the feelings wish which
they throb! Four score human hearts! A volume might
be filled with pictures of this kalcidoscope of multiform
emotion. What a great raree-show is this same heart

.of man!

A fair scene, indeed, was that which presented itself
to the gaze of the passengers—the officers—the crew-—
who crowded the spacious decks of the Southampton.
The deep-blue sky—scarcely even a light snowy cloud
on its surface—so clear, so bright, so distant. An Indian
heaven really doesill the mind with some idea of im-
mensity. It is not a mero painted dome. The clear
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azure sky, and the shining waters of the great river;
the green banks; the tall masts of the shipping; their
statcly, many-windowed prows; the boats of every
size, of cvery shapo moving from vessel to vessel, or
diopping down with the tide; the crowded ghauts on
the river side; the carriages passing along the road
which skirts it; the wide plain beyond, fenced with its
magnificent row of colonnaded white houses ; the group
of proud buildings nearcr the water side; the Govern-
nent House, an enormous pile of royal dimensions; the |
Town 1lall, the Court Ilouse, the government offices—all
palaces on a smaller scale; make up a picture which,
after the lapse of 2 hundred days spent in the contem-
plation of the monotonous sublimity of the ocean, it fills
the soul with new delight to contemplate.

The passengers of the Southampton were mostly on
the poop. Some pacing the deck in a state of undis-
guised excitement ; some viewing distant objects
through long telescopes; some affecting sang froid, and
turninge over for the fiftieth time the old newspapers
which the pilot had brought on Board. Some were
imparting information; some recciving it; some were
principally engaged in wondering at cvery thing they
faw.

In this latter class—it must be acknowledged, neither
4 small nor an insignificant one—was 8 young lady of
very striking personal appearance, who sat beneath the
awning on the poop, the centre of a little group com-
posed principally of gentlemen. Whatever might be
thought of her dress, whatever might be thought of
her manners, there was one point concerning which no
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'questxon oould be raised, there could by no possibility
be any difference of opinion, and that was her exceed-
ing beauty. She was very handsomely dressed—all
her apparel quite new, all of costly materials, all of
fashionable make; a little too gay, perhaps—too striking
for those who love the quiet, simple eleganceso demon-
strative of refined taste; but still, nearer the distingué
than the outré in general style, sufficiently within
bounds to escape the censure, though not to excite
the admiration, of the critical. Criticism, perhaps,
“might endeavour to revenge itself upon the unexcep-
tionable face and figure of the girl by taking exception
to a shade of colour, a turn or a set not squitc faultless
in her robe or her head-gear; buf, this was the most
that could be done. And what a face and ﬁi‘gure! 80
much animation, so much -grace. A counicnance
full of vivacity, bright, beam.mg, full, "¥uddy lips;
large, floating eyes; hair the richest wver sogn, glossy
brown, and most luxuriant, escaping clustoringly from
beneath her bonnet; and a complexion, it almost made
you sad to look upon, feeling how very, very soon thath
charm was destined to fade away beneath the blanching
climate of the East.

She was sitting, so that her height was not imme-
diately apparent; but, scanning her figure, you could not
fail to see that it was somewhat above the common
height; a fine, flowing outline, slender but yet full;
~ the waving line of beauty everywhere. The fall of her
shoulders, the set of her head, all exquisite, ahd as she
turned first to oné, then to another of the group of
gentlergen around her, with a ‘word or a laugh, always
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animated, often playful, you could not but admire the
grace which accompanied all the movements of Adela
Balfour.

She was flushed—excited—in high spirits. , It was
plain that she was a person almost wholly destitute of
reserve. She was talking about her feclings to a knot
of half-a-dozen gentlemen, scarcely one of them many
years older than herself, and she was but ninetcen.
Talking of her feclings. . . She was so glad the voyage
was over, and yet she was so sorry. .. She was quite
tircd of board-ship, she said, and yet she was sorry to
leave it—ihe dear old ship! she quite loved it, she was
quife sure there never was such a dear old ship. . . Oh!
yes, she knew it was the Southampton’s first voyage,
but still it was a dear old ship! No onc should de-
prive her of the pleasuze of calling it by that name.
And she wi really at Caleutta. . . What did she think
of it?... Oh!sha thought it was very beautiful, and yet
it disappoifited her. . . she was not quite sure that she
did think It so very beautiful; she was by no means
tertain that she thould like it. That was Chowringhee,
wasit? That was where her brotherlived. Could any
body show her her brother’s house? How stupid they all
were. . . No one knew. .. Was it anywhere ncar that
tall pillar? She must go down to the captain and ask
+him to come on deck to point out her” brother’s house.
The captain was in his cabin, ill. How provoking of
him at such a time, just when she wanted him to point
out her*brother’s house. . . Ah! there was a boat coming
off. Shc was sure it must be shér brother. . . nobody
should tell her that there were only nativeg in the
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boat; or, perhaps, the man in the turband was one of
her brother’s servants. She was sure he was bringing
a letter. . . Ah!she knew how it was, her brother was
ill, or hie was absent from Caleutta. . . some stupid busi-
mess, .. and no one would come and fetch her... it
always happened so provokingly... Ah! there was
a carriage. . . two, threc carriages on the road. - She
was sure one of them would stop opposite the ship. . .
Would any body lend her a telescope? There was a
gentleman in a cabriolet, and if they only gave her a
good glass she felt certain that she could recognise her
brother even at that distance. She had not seen him
for many Years, but she was quite sure she should know
him. Ah! now, there really was a gentleman coming
off from the shore, with one ar two servants with him,
one with a broad belt and shining breast-platc; there was
a carriage, too, waiting on the shore. . . That really must
be her brother; and a lady, too—she was surc that was
Mrs. Balfour, and such a nice boat, too, like a gondola.
Did they call them gondolas in Calcutta? No. « Well
that must be her brother.  [The lady had gone into the
cabin, the gentleman still on deck, one of the servants
holdingalarge umbrella over his head.] . . . There now. ..
she could see him quite plainly. . . . was it her brother?
...Yes....No. She was so agitated. . .. this sus-
pense was quite’ dreadful. There now, the boat was.
close beside them. She saw the gentleman quite
plainly. It was not her brother. Her brother was so
much rosier, so much stouter than that thin, psle man.
She was certain it wasaot her brother.

The thin, pale man had ascended the accommodation-
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ladder, and made his bow to the good ship. The chief
officer was at the gang-way; and presently, aided by
the two gentlemen, a lady stepped upon deck. They
walked straight into the cuddy. Adela wondefed whose
fricnds they were; said she thought the lady was rather
pretty; that the gentleman looked ill—thought it very
provoking that other people’s friends should come be-
fore hers—was afraid that her friends would not come
at all.  She was almost inclined to cry.

And so she went on, from one inconsistency to ano-
ther, laughing and pouting—hoping and despairing—
wondering and complaining — contradicting  hersel{
every minute; whilst the gentlemen by whom she was
surrounded, pleased, fascinated, and yet not wholly dis-
inclined to ridicule her, endeavoured cach in twrn to
allay her fears, to deprecate her wrath, and to draw
forth smiles of gratitude and approbation.

In the meantime another faiv young girl was sitting
alone in her cabin—the stern-cabin on the lower deck
of the Southampton. She was very unlike the brilliant
beauty who sat beneath the poop-awning. Unlike in
face, in figure, in demeanour, and in attirc. Shorter
and sllnrhter than Adela Balfour, and far more simply
clad, she was altogether much less striking; and by

most people would she have been considered mucll less

Jbeautiful. But if there was less to admire, there was

more to Jove. Hers was a lovely countenance. There

was no brilliancy of complexion—nothing very perfect

in the 8utline of her face. She had no luxuriant, clus-

tering hair, no magnificent dhrk blue cyes. You
E [
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might have passed her by in a erowded asscmbly, with-
out taking note of her attractions. But still therc was
something inexpressibly loveable in her sweet face—a
face which, to use a familiar term, “ grew upon you"
more and more, the longer you looked into it. The
mildest eyes—a soft hazel—the gentlest, most endear-
ing smile ; her sleck brown hair, parted over her serenc
forchead; nothing could have surpassed the prevailing
expression of womanly goodness which breathed from
her face. Placid, thoughtful, almost of a saint-like
aspect, and yet in nowise cold or stately, she secmed
to those who knew how to estimate such qualities, the
very perfection of true gentlencss, a creature born to
bless and to be blessed.

She was sitting on a couch—a book resting*on her
knees—her bonnet and gloves lying beside her. She
had read but little—her eyes wandered across the page
—but very indistinct accounts of what they had tuken
in did they render up to her brain. Mary Balfour,
after all, was not quite a philosopher. She could sit in
her cabin at such a time, because she thought it was the
fittest place for her; but she could not fix her attention
for two minutes together, even upon one of Miss Aus-
tin's novels. . ..

A knock at the door. ... Mary Balfour rose. * Come
in,” she said, very faintly. She heard the chicf officer

- say something—what she knew not, but she thought,
through all her agitation, she could catch the word
¢ Brother.” — Yes, * Brother,” and then the door
opened, and in walked a lady and a gentleman. A



A TALE OF THE AFFGHAN REBELLION. 51

lady and a gentleman—the very persons whom Adels
Balfour had seen, with a feeling of disappointment, a
fecling of envy, cross the quarter-deck a minute before.

“ Edmund!” ... Mary!”... “«Ellen!” ... «My
dear girl!” . . . *“ So happy to feel that you arc safe....”
“ What joy to be with my dear, kind brother and
sister. . . ”  Littlc was said, for some minutes, and that
little somewhat incoherently. . . . There was so much
genuine fecling . . . so much real pleasure. They
were quite silent, Mary sitting between Mr. and Mirs.
Bulfour, one hand between her brother’s, one hand be-
tween her sister's, looking with swimming eyes first
into the face of one, then into the face of the other,
when Adela burst into the cabin, and running up to
the cd®oh, threw her arms round her brother’s neck.
She was all cestacy—all excitement . . . and she had
no lack of words to cxpress the feelings which bubbled
up within her. -

And it was her brother, after all; how stupid !—
she said, not to know him at first sight . . . to think
it possible that anybody could be off from the shore
before her dear brother. . . . She ought to have known
better; she should never forgive herself for the mistake.
To be sure, he was very much altered—there was that
excuse; still she was so vexed with herself . . . it was
so very stupid. (And hero for the first time she took
some notice of Mrs. Balfour, who, although in a mea-
sure prepared for it, was rather startled by the very
strong ‘tontrast between the demesanour of the two sis-
ters.) And so very stupid, too, not to have recognised
her sister, who was not so much altered, . . * and the

E2
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dear little children, how were they? ... why had
they not come with theirmamma? The sweet pets.. .
how she should love them. . .. Yes, she was quite deter-
mined to spoil them. . .". She should never be able to
make enough of her little nicces. . . . How nice it would
be. . . . They had had a very pleasant voyage, but
were very glad it was over. Many of the passengers
were such delightful people. .. . She would introduce
her brother to them all. . . . Many had promised to call
upon her . . . and she was engaged, she knew not how
many deep, for the ball, which, they had seen in the
papers, was to come off next weck. It was so delight-
ful. . . . Nothing could excecd the attention.she had
received. . . . She was sure that she should like India.

. Couldn’t think how people could call it too hot.

. It was not too hot at all, especially carly in the
morning. . . . Indecd she thought it was rather cold.
And then she turncd suddenly round to her brother,
and asked where was Arthur Carrington.

Mr. Balfour said, that there had not been sufftcient
time yet allowed for Carrington’s arrival at the Presi-
dency—that he had warned her not to expect him so
soon, All this was of no avail. Adela was quite surc
that he would come—indeed, that he must have come
alrcady ; it was npt possible that he should delay. She
knew him better than to doubt for a moment, that he
would have set off immediately, on learning that she
was on her way to Caleutta .. .. How could she have
any mlsngmtrs9—0h! No—every one who knéw Car-
rington must fecl certain that he would sfart jnme-
diately. ‘It would be quite unlike him, if he were to
allow an hour’s delay.
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Balfour suggested, that the distance of Caubul from
Calcutta was very great...he added, besides, that
military duty might have detained the young officer.

¢ Distance,” exclaimed Adela...* Oh! Edmund...
how little do you know Arthur—how little can you
know of love ... distance would be nothing to him...
Oh! he will be here, I am sure...and then ‘you talk
about duty ... what are all duties in comparison to the
duty he owes to me?”

¢ T do not doubt,” said Ballour, ‘ that he will be
among us, as soon as ever it is possible for him to quit
the country and accomplish the journey. The distance
necessarily causes some uncertainty, dear. We will
hope for the best.  But cven lovers,” he added, cheer-
fully, ¢ cannot achieve impossibilitics.”

Adela sighed—every thing was against her. She
always had been unfortunatc—always, from a little
child. She should end life as she began it: cvery-
thing was against her.

Mary bent her sweet eyes upon her sister . .. almost
was there a look of reproach in her gentle face. After
all that their brother had done for them, it did scem
so ungrateful to talk in such a strain as this. But
Balfour was not hurt. e pitied Adela more than he
blamed her. She had assuredly very much to bear
The subject which they had touched upon was a
painful onc; so he made an effort to change it.
Rising from the couch, he asked Mary if she had
sct aside such portion of their baggage, as they wished
immediately to be removed tos the shore, and having
reccived an answer in the affirnative, he begag, causing
as much bustle as he could all the while, to make
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arrangements for its removal to the boat, which was
waiting alongside of the vessel.

In lcss than a quarter of an hour, the Balfours were
on their way to the Ghaut, beside which the carriage
was waiting for their reccption. Of all the party,
Adela was the most vivacious. Shc had something to
say about every thing. No one would have suspected
her to be the most unfortunate creaturc in the world.
She was in ecstacies at the sight of all the houses—
especially of Government House; was surc it must
contain such beautiful ball-rooms; would there be any
balls there soon? She had heard so much on board of
the grand entertainments at Government House....
And then the dust—oh! thc horrid dust! Was it

-always so dusty P—shc was sure that she should not be
able to live a week in Calcutta, if it were. .. She hated
dust...what would become of all her beautiful new
things? A white veil, it was very certain would be
ruined in a single morning. Why did they not have
water-carts .. . How could the people of Calcuttag live
in such a state of dust?

Mary said little . . . but nothing escaped her observa-
tion. She was interested in all that she saw. Every
thing was so new to her...and it was so strange to be
surrounded by people of a different colour, of a differ-
ent creed, speaking another language, and bowing down
to other gods. Was it possible that she, in her limited
sphere, could work any—the lcast. good, among all
these poor people? She asked herself the question
a.gain and again; and’she determined soon to put it to
others mare competent to render an answer.
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CHAPTER 1IV.
TIE SISTERS.

« A clear stream flowing by a muddy one.”
Tennyson.

UNREASONABLE girls, indecd, must Adela and Mary
Balfour have been, if they had not been more than
satisficd with the arrangements, which their generous
brother had made for their reception. Every comfort,
cvery luxury was placed within their reach. Their
apartments were not only clegantly furnished ; they
were furnished with the most thoughtful care, by one
who, with the intuitive apprehension—the ready kind-
ness of woman, anticipated ‘every possible want, and
divined every possible means of affording surprise and
pleasure to her guests.  Opening into their spacious, airy
sleeping apartment, was a most delightful boudoir, fitted
up most cluborately with every convenicnce that could
render it a pleasant retreat for the sisters, during those
howrs of the day, which ladics, especially during the
summer-heats, are wont to spend in their own apart-
ment®  Couches—and writing-tables. . . writing tables,
furnished with so much tastq and so plentcously pro-
vided—casy chairs, and book-shclves well-stored with
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careful selections from Balfour’s excellent library. ..
pictures dnd portfolios—ay, and a little painting table
...and above all, a handsomely carved piccolo piano,
with-a Canterbury beside it full of music. The win-
dows of* the room opened on a wide verandah, comfhand-
ing an cxtensive view of the great plain, the river, and
the city of Calcutta.

. Mrs. Balfour had conducted the girls to their apart-
ments. She hoped that they would find every thing
they wanted. She had secured the services of a native
ayah—a trustworthy woman, well acqueinted with her
business—to wait upon the young ladies; but as they
might at first find some difficulty in making themselves
understood, she had desired her own European maid to
render them additional assistance. Lunchcon would soon
be ready—would they come down to it, or would they
have it served in their own rooms ? They might take
their own time . . . there was no occasion for any hurry
...and then, interrupting a torrent of thanks from
Adela, and exchanging with Mary a glance of kipdly
intelligence—a glance which told that already they had
learnt to understand and to appreciate cach other—Mis.
Balfour quitted the room.

Adela was in ecstasies...such a delight(ful room...
every thing in such exquisite taste . . . it was .really so
kind of Edmund:..she had not expected this. .. she
remembered, that when a little. girl, she had been rather
afraid of him ; she did not feelat all afraid of him now.
What a love of a writing-table! . . there was oae for
each . . . both so pretty.it wus hard to know which to
choose . .. and what a comfortable couch—just the sort
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of couch to read novels upon .. .she hoped Edmund
had plenty of mnovels . . Oh' she must try it.
(Throwing off her bonnet, taking a book from one of
the shelves, stretching herself upon the sofs, and ¢rossing
her pretty fcet.) There, it would be so pleasant to
read—but not such books as that, * The Daughters of
Lngland” . .. Oh! she would lcave that for Mary..
she could not think why people wrote such books as
those; nobody could wish to read them ... she was
sure, for her part, that she should fall asleep over the
first chapter . . . and then, that piano (starting up), it
was 30 pretty .. .she wondered whether it was well-
toned . . . it looked quite mew ... there (running her
fingers over the notes), she thought she could sing to it
—And she began, in what was certainly a very fine,
voice, to sing the first verse of * Isle of Beauty.”

She did not  proceed any further than the first verse.

“ It makes me quite sad,” she said, closing the piano,
“ to sing that song. . . . Do you remember how miserable
poor Arthur was—, that last night, when he sang it....
I dont think, I shall ever hear it again without fecling
so wretched . ... What can have become of Arthur,
Mary ?—Did you not think it very foolish of Edmund
to say that Arthur could not be here....I am quite
sure he must be here ....at all cvents, not very
Javoff. ... Don’t look, in that way, Mary . ... Mrs.
Balfour——-l don’t quite feel as though I could call
her Ellen just yet—looked in that way, when I said
I was gdite sure he would come. . .. I think you arc
something like Mrs, Balfour e What do you think
of her?” . .
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¢ Oh, I am quite sure that I shall love her very much,”
said Mary.

“Do you? I don’t much think that I shall cven
like her,” said Adela. “ I'm sure she must be very se-
rious. She looks so; and then I hear that she never
gocs to balls. I suppose she has not learnt to dance.
She was brought up in what the advertisements call ‘ a
pious family.””

“ Adela!”

¢ Don’t look so serious. 'We shall hear soon that you
do not approve of balls. Oh, I do cordially hate such
methodistical notions. I hope there is not very much
of this sort of thing in India. I shall die of it if there
is. Mr. Lorimer quite agrees with me. Fc was always
talking against the saints. No fear of his becoming one.
I am to dance my first dance with him. I hope he w111
call to-morrow.”

Mary did not say what she thought, but perhaps she
looked it, for Adela resumed:—“T don't see why you
should dislike Mr. Lorimer, he is so gentlemanly, so
good-looking; and I am sure he is very amusing. He
is so good-natured, too, especially when he is quizzing;
and he does say the drollest things.” '

Mary did not quite recognisc the good-nature of
saying ill-natured things; but as she did not wish to
prolong the dis¢ourse on the merits of Mr. Lorimer, she,
held her peace, and mercly remarked:—*“1 am quite
sure that you will like Ellen very much, when you know
her better. You wrong her, I think, if you“suppose
that there is any tlfing morose in her nature. She is
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unaffectedly good, makes no parade of religion; we
shall find her very indulgent.”
But Adela did not stand in need of any body’s indul-
gence. It was time enough for others to be indulgent
when she did wrong. She did not scc what Mrs. Bal-
four or any body else had to do with indulgence towards
her. Indulgencel—she could not bear the word. It
supposed an immense amount of superiority; it implied
forbearance on onc side, eriminality on the other. Mrs.
Balfour might keep her indulgence for those who wanted
it. She did not.
Mary loped that they might never want it—that
they might never stand in need of any body's indul-
gence.
¢ Oh, I don’t pretend—{far from it,” said Adela, ¢ to
be better than other people. I am not perfect—never
shall be. Mr. Lorimer tells me that Tam; but I always
laugh at his flattery. I wonder whether Kdmund will
ask Mr. Lorimer to dinner.”
“ Perhaps, if he calls on our brother—that is, if it is
the custom to do so.”
¢ Oh, heis sure to call — quite sure,” said Adcla,
ggerly; “at least, he is quite sure to call upon me.

ure, if it were only to pay me the gloves which I
won of him, in the bet about the day of our arrival
oo - - Oh! T do so wish that dear Arthdr were here; he
would like Mr. Lorimer so much. They would suitcach

other, Iam sure, excellently—both so amusing, so good-
natured? they would be such friends. Dcar Arthur—
how I wish he were here! What did they say about
letters? They have got letters from hima. Qh! why
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—whyhave they kept me so long without them? I...."
and in an instant she was rushing down stairs as fast as
her little feet could carry her.

Mary followed; but before she entered the drawing-
room Adela had gained possession of a letter, which she
was devouring with cxtreme avidity. It was from
Arthur Carrington, written in the middle of September

. . written, too, in high spirits. It spoke of "the ap-
proaching return of his regiment to the provinces, said
that it would march early in October; that as soon as
it crossed the frontier, he should obtain leave of absence,
and come down as fust as he could, travelling day and
night by dawk. He hoped to rcach the Presidency
early in November.

‘There,” cried Adela, kissing the letter again and
again. * I knew he would come—I kneiv*fle would be
here. Early in November he says; he must be here, in
Caleutta; orifnot arrived yet, he must be close at hand.
Mis. Balfour ... Ellen ... do you not think he is here?”

“If he were in Calcutta, dear,” said Mrs. Ralfour
with a swect smile, “he would be in this drawing-
room, I am sure. Ihope he is not far off—that is, not
very. But we must not expect him till he comes. . .
Shall we go down to tiflin.”

They went . . . Adela was full of questions—how far
was it to Caubub. . . how far from Caubul to the pro-
vinces . . . what did Arthur mean by the provinces?—
how many miles a day could he travel . . . was it diffi-
cult to get leave of absence . . . did not her brother think
it possible that Mr. Garrington might arrive to-morrow?

Whilst Balfour was answering these and many other
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questions, Mary was thoughtfully putting one or two
to his wife. . . . They related to the possibility of Euro-
pean ladies in India rendering themselves useful auxi-
liaries in the great work of reforming the natives of the
country. Did they accomplish any thing—or did they
leave every thing to the men? The answer, rendered
with a sigh, elicited another in response.
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CHAPTER V.
TIOUSE-HOLD CHARITIES.

“ There is a comfort in the strength of love,
*Twill make a thing endurable, which clse
Would over-set the brain, or break the heart.”
Wordsworth.

THE thoughts and feelings which filled the brain
and stirred the heart of Edmund Balfour, during the
next few days, were of a mingled—a conflicting cha-
racter. Sometimes cheerful, sometimes depressed;
sometimes sanguine, sometimes desponding y gfinctimes
serenc and sometimes agitated; he passed rapidly from
one state to another—and that not without some good
reason; though, perhaps, the very unsettled state of
his health (he was a great sufferer) had something to
do with this uncertainty. It was, perhaps, fortunate
for him that he was engaged, and that in no carel
slovenly manner, at office during the greater part o
the day, and that being a most conscientious and most
indefatigable public servant—onc, too, who worked
hard, not only. because he felt it was a duty to his em-
ployers to do so, but:*because, with a more enlarged
sense of his obligations as a servant of thé-govern-
ment, he deemed it s duty to the country—a duty
to the people, in whose condition he was deeply
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intcrested, to cxert himself to the utmost in their
causc—he had little time when at office to think of
private affairs. He held an important mtuatlon—one
that demanded the excrcise of a high order of ,mtelh-
gence; the one of all others, perhaps, best adapted to
the tastes and talents of Balfour, but at the same time
one which, filling his mind, conferred no great benefit
on his body. He was obviously breaking down under
hard work—hard work in office, hard work out of
-office; for there were few men in Calcutta who took
more interest in, or devoted more time to the many
philanthropic institutions cstablished in India—but
though suffering under a chronic malady, which
allowed him never to be really well, and the ravages
of which were plainly perceptible in his pale face and
attenuated form, he had, for some time, been free
from anYacutc attacks; and so long as he felt himself
competent, though at any cost of physical inconve-
nicnee, to perform with mental energy his accustomed
duties, he turned a deaf car to the solicitations of those
anxious friends, who had for some time observed with
puin his wasted appearance, and had strenuously ad-
yis;ed him to seck in change of air and recreation, the
only remedy, which, in his condition, could restore him
to a state bordering upon health.
. The expected arrival of his sisters had been to
him a source of considerable anxicty—anxicty, which
their saf(, location in his house had not altogcther
dlsslpa.tud Somcthing of what, in moments of nervous
depression, he had anticipated,had actuslly come to
pass. It was very obvious that his sister Adela had not
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conducted herself, during the voyage, with any great
amount of discretion, She had been foolish, giddy,
too famlhal with her fellow-passengers—had  not
sul llClq,ntly considered her position, or the liability
of having even an innocent frcedom of manner
misunderstood by an ignorant, and misconstrued by a
spiteful world. It was impossible not to read all this in
Adcla’s own account of the voyage, confirmed not by
any thing which fell from the lips of Mary, but by the
-expression of distress which sometimes her sweet counte-
nance wore, when allusions were made to certain people
or certain circumstances, prominent in the history of
the voyage. But then, on the other hand, he had found
in Mary a treasure beyond all price. Every day, cvery
hour developed some new cxcellence in her character,
and strengthened his convietion that her presence would -
make an immense addition to the solid stock of domestic
comfort with which he was blest. 1Iouschold happi-
ness had been to Balfour almost the only prop, which
had sustained him beneath the depressing influerces of
constant ill-health. He must have sunk bencath theas-
saults of the climate but for this support. It is true that
the sense of his uscfulness in the country filled him with
intellectual energy, inspired him with new hopes, new
desires, and kept him manfully to the work which, with
God’s lhelp, he designed to achieve; but it was the
repose of domestic life—the certain happiness which he
possessed at home—the placid enjoyment which, absent
or present, he derived from the conviction, that; in his
domestic relations, he was blest beyond the common lot
of men, that come what might he had ever this to fall
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back upon—that supplied the only constant sustaining
power which cnabled him to preserve his equilibrium—
to resist, in some measure, the assaults made ypon the
frail, decaying flesh, which cncased his vigorous spirit.
Other pleasures were but temporary stimulants; this was
an cnduring consolation. It was impossible to say how
much—how often he hugged the precious thought to
his heart. It is true that he had not wholly escaped those
sufferings which arc common to European purents in
India. Death had crossed his door-step, had invaded
hiznursery—whose nursery does itnotinvade? His wife,
too, had more than once been prostrated by sickness, in
its most alarming form, and often had he trembled for
hersafety.  These trials, acting upon an excitablé frame,
much weakened by the exhausting cffects of the climate,
had inflicted many a severe shock upon his constitution;
but after all, what were these sufferings when weighed
against the storc of happiness which was ever garnered
up bencath his roof ?

And now it secmed to himi that this store was about
to be increased. Perhaps, at the same time that great
additions were being made, there were also some abate-
ments to be taken into account; but the halance on the
whole was in his favour. Even Adels, though she oc-
casioned him some alarm, was often a source to him of
increascd satisfaction. Like most sensitive men, Balfour
wassomewhat vain. He wasnot personally vain; his vanity
was nop of that lowest order—he was not vain of his
person; nor of his abilities, nor of his social position.
But he was vain, so to speak, i his affections. He was
vain of his wife—of his children; anxious shat they
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should be admired; never so happy as when he knew
that they were admired. He troubled himself little
about his own dress, but he took great intcrest in his
wife's; more than she, on her own account, was inclined
to take—more, perhaps, than she considered altogether
right. And this feeling, too, was not a mere reflection
of selfishness. It was not with him as it is with many
vain and selfish men, that he desired his wife to be ad-
mired, because she was his—a part of his cstablishment.
It was in reality because he loved her.  And thus also
it came to pass that he took the most claborate pains to
furnish and decorate his house with becoming taste; to
scatter everywhere evidences of refinement; to give a
general aspect of propriety to all his domestic arrange-
ments. His equipages were the most complete, the best
appointed in Caleutta; his dinner-parties the most 7e-
cherchés.  Every thing in his house bore the stamp of
an elegant and accomplished mind. It was his delight
that all of this should be attributed, ag it was—and in a
great measure justly too—to the presiding intelligence
of Mrs. Balfour. When alone, he cared nothing for
these things. It was rather his pleasure that there
should be something wanting; that the apparent defi-
ciencies should be attributed to the absence of his wife
....and onco she had been absent for some months,
compelled by datigerous illness to seck change of air.
It was not, therefore, the gross vanity of self. It was
the vanity of the affections.

And now that his sisters had arrived, it déighted
him to find that they wore lovely, accomplished girls—
that evegywhere they were greatly admired. Every
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one was talking about the Miss Balfours. Every one
anxious to see them. Adecla was certainly the most
beautiful girl, that, for some years, had been scen in
Calcutta. This was the universal verdict. Mary did
not, at first, excite so much admiration; but Balfour
knew well that in a little time her gentle qualities
would gather around her a multitude of fricnds. All
this was pleasing to Balfour; and when, on rcturning
from office in the evening, he received from his wife an
account of all the little events of the day, with a list—
a long onc it was—of the morning visiters, he felt
a proud satisfaction in the thought, that there was not
another roof in Calcutta which sheltered so many and
so worthy objects of admiration and love.

And then it so happened, that the intelligence re-
ceived from the countries beyond the Indus, was of a
less mournful complexion than that which reached the
Presidency on the day which saw the arrival of the
Southawnpton.  Sale, with his small band of stout
hears and sturdy arms, had fought his way step by
step through the passes; worsted the enemy in more
than one engagement; and moved down upon
Jullalabad. Though the passes were still closed on
the other side, it was not supposed that any thing of a
disastrous character had occurred at Canbul, nor indeed,
at that time, had any thing disastrous occurred. No
very serious alarm was felt in Caleutta. It was thought
that thgre would be some morc fighting ; but as no
one ever doubted, that success would crown cvery cn-
gagement with the barbarian foe, 'this excited no great
apprchension in the breast o(.' society at large® A fow

F2
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prepered themselves for the worst; but the general
feeling appeared to be that it was merely a transitory
thunder-cloud.

Balfou;', whatever may have been his own secret
convictions, determined, outwardly at least, to recog-
nisc nothing perilous in the condition of affairs. He
spoke lightly of the disturbances which had taken place;
and Adela, who had rccovered from the first shock of
disappointment—disappointment which but for her own
most unrcasonable expectations she would never have
experienced at all—regarded the movements as mere
matters of course, which, for any thing she knew to the
contrary, might always have been going on.  She ex-
pressed no alarm, for she felt none; and she was not a
person to take pleasure in playing for more than five
minutes together the character of a disconsolate. She
was always cheerful, always lively. There was much to
please—much to excite. Every thing was novel—
every thing was charming. She was greatly admired
and she appreciated admiration. She had ncver re-
ceived so much attention before. It appearcd to her
that all Calcutta was at her feet—young and old, rich
and poor, handsome and plain, clever and stupid, all
pressing on to touch the hem of her garment, or to kiss
the dust which her little slippers had pressed. There
was something in all this very pleasing, very intoxicat-
ing; and thcre were moments in which Adela began
to think that she had not acted very wisely in acepting
the first offer cver made to her. Time had been when
she was proud of a single admirer; and now she had a
hundred &t her feet. There were so many, that there
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was not much fear, at first, of her selecting any onc as
the object of her especial choice. It was long indeed,
before she could remember the names of half the gen-
tlemen who called in the morning, bowed ¢o her on
the course, and met her at dinner in the evening, All
this was in her favour; and Balfour was pleased to see
that in mixed society her behaviour was very good.
There was nothing forward—nothing flippant in her
demeanour. At times she was almost dignified,
perhaps, sometimes, a little cold. As for Mary—her
sweetness, her simplicity, her unaffected kindliness of
heart, were of the most engaging description. . . . She
did not gather a crowd around her; but they; who were
fortunate enough to converse with her for a little while,
went away with the impression that she realised all
their ideas of truc womanly gentleness—a very embodi-
ment of feminine perfcction.

If there were any one of her many admirers to whom
Adela showed a decided preference, it was Mr. Lorimer
—atyoung civilian, who had been onc of her fellow-
passengers. A good-humoured, amusing, rattling youth,
he had paid her a great deal of unmeaning attention
during the voyage. He had copied music for her,
written nonsense in her album, and paid her a vast
number of compliments. e knew that she was en-
gaged to be married, and that, thereforc, he might
amuse himself with impunity. He incurred no risk;
he could not be misunderstood. Adela being very
good-natured, and by no means overburdened with
prudery, had received the young man's attentions at
first with civility, and then even with a slight show of
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pleasure. She had once, on his account, permitted his
familiarity; she subsequently encouraged it on her own.
Kindness at first; afterwards selfishness. The young
man amused her, and on board-ship it was something to
be amused. There could be no harm in laughing. Tt was
dull enough any how on board-ship. It would have been
insupportable without pleasant fricnds to help the time
to pass glibly by. Surely there was no occasion for
her 1o sit crect on her chair, to close her lips demurely,
to walk only on one side of the deck, like other young
misses. And what right had the captain—what right
had her brother’s old {riends, the Blenkinsons, to endea-
vour to control her—to throw out disagrecable hints?
It might have been all very well for Mary . . . but she
—a married woman almost . . . she knew how to tuke
carc of herself.

It was well that all this ended in nothing worse than
it really did. Adela had great notions of independence;;
and as she often made a merit of what other people con-
sidered in no wise meritorious, she generally cut a v orse
figure in her own accounts, than in other people’s ac-
counts, of herself. Her self-portraiturc, whatever she
may have thought about it, was in reality by no means
flattering. To Balfour this conviction was consolatory.
It is true that some little scandal, cmanating from the
passengers of the Southampton, had been in circuls-
tion, but it had not reached his cars; and, after all,
there always is scandal, and, the chances bging, 8
every one knows, in favour of the falschood of every
report circulated to oue's discredit, no very greut harm
is done te the reputation of the party assailed. There
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is so much of it, that in the mélée, almost every onc
escapes uninjured. “Be ye as pure agsnow, as chastc as
ice, yc shall not escape calumny.” You may be much
purcr, much chaster than either, and yct nbt escape
calumny in Calcuita.

The worst part. of the matter was that young Lonmer,
being a little vain, and very inexperienced, did not feel
any great disinclination to talk about his intimacy with
the beautiful Adela. He had not been many days on
shore before he found that every onc was talking about
the Miss Balfours. They were the observed of all ob-
servers; and he felt that to be admired by one so much
admired as Adela, was a gay and flaunting feather in
his cup, which it was worth his while to make the most
of. Oh! yes, he knew the Miss Balfours—were they
not sweet girls? Adela especially ; so good-natured, so
amusing, so much to say for hersclf. There was no
prudery—no humbug about her. . . . He did not know
Mary Balfour quite so well . . . but Adela, he might say
that he knew her . . . that he was in fact very intimate
with her . .. that he had enjoyed excellent opportu-
nities of becoming acquainted with her character . .
that he had, indeed, scen more of her than any one
else on board-ship . that she was a very pleasant com-
panion, and, in short, that-they smtcd cach other very
well.  And all this the youth, in his childish vanity,
accompanied with looks and gestures, which were in-
tendedeto convey even more than his words.

Young Lorimer, a member of a good family, 2 mem-
ber, too, of the most aristoeratte 8lass of Indian society,
the beurer of many really uscful letters of intmoduction,
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found ready cntrance to those very circles in which the
Balfours moved. It has been said that good looks are the
best letters of introduction in the world. Iarry Lo-
rimer, wherever he went, carricd these letters with him.
He was clever too—entertaining ; perhaps a litile for-

ward, but this did not stand much in his way; and as
his manners were open, frank, and, on the whole, pleas-
ing, he soon found himself at home in some of the best
houses in Calcutta.

Poor Balfour! The new Macaulay article he was
condemned to rcad in his carriage, by small instalments,
on his way to and from office. The leisure cvening so
long looked for was not to be found. The arrival of his®
sisters had brought down upon him a flood of cngage-
ments. The first evening or two, spent at home, he had
devoted to the girls . . . he had listened delightedly to
their singing, and inspected Mary’s portfolio #th no
less pleasure. Adela was a finished performer on the
piano, and she sang with great execution . . . claborutely
—artistically—with, perhaps, rather too much of a’prs-
fessional air about it. Mary, on the other hand, sang
very quictly—very simply. She never attnmptul any-
thing of an elaborate or a fantastic character.  She did
not perform. There was something very unassuming,
but very touching in her style. It was so natwal ..
so casy. . . . If it 'did not ravish the ecar, it went straight
to the heart. She delighted in the simple ballad mustc
of the British isles; and no one ever conveyed the sen-
timent of the picce she was singing with more truthful-
ness of pathos, or of gakty, to her hearers, for no one
ever felt amore deeply the significance of the words she
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uttered. Sound did not overlay sense. Adecla’s sing-
ing was all sound.

Very pleasant were these few cvenings at home, and
Balfour sighed ashiswife recounted to him one aftdmoon
the long string of invitations she had reccived, adding
that she was almost afraid they would be compelled to
give a series of entertainments themsclves.

“ T suppose we must,” he said; ¢ there is no use in
sighing over it; so let us reconcile ourselves to the
infliction, ag hest we may. Not,” he added, “ that I
care 0 much about giving as about recciving. T like
seeing people at my tuble—cspecially as my little wife
dcts the honours so well . . . but to go out cvening after
evening, w].\'en one would so much rather be sitting
comfortubly at home . . . reading or talking, or listening
to Mary's singing—I wish I could add, and yours .. .”

*Oh!a will try now, Edmund. You know I have
not been quite equal to singing alone ... but with
Mary . . . I might attempt a second.”

“ That’s right — but now about these parties. ..
;Adela declares that she will never let me alone until I
‘have given a ball...” Mrs. Balfour’s face instantly
§;lost all its cheerfulness. . . . ¢ Yes, a ball, my love; but
ido not look so grave about it. . , the drawing-room, you
?_’know, is boarded . . . it i3 one of the best rooms in Cal-
squtta. I will take care that your wri?.ing-table and
fyour ornament-tables are moved with the utmost care
+ + . thereshall be no damage done.  And we will call

t Madame Gervaine's to-morrow morning . . . and she
hall make you the prettiest, the lalttest, the most fan-
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tastic ball-dress in the wozld . . . and Spence shall pro-
vide the supper . ..and ...”

¢ I shall lead off with Dr. Winter , . . shall I not?
—ah,"Edmund, you arc laughing at me.”

¢ Laughing—what else? I fear that if Adela is de-
termined to give me no peace until she extorts a ball
from me, I am destined to have very little peace during
her sojourn in Caleutta. Well, I must bear my suffer-
ings as manfully as I can. There shall be no ball.”

 No one will expect one, Edmund. 'We never have
given Dalls, and no one will expect one now. We can
be abundantly hospitable, I am sure, without inviting
our gucsts to perform antics which, at any other time
and place, would entitle the performer to snug quarters
in Mr. Beardsmore's Lunatic Asylum. And the girls,
too. . . . I am quite sure that they cannot find it dull.”

¢ Impossible ... with so much gaicty ot of doors
and every thing o new to them. For my own part,
this constant whirl is to me distraction ... However, it
will not last for cver...How glad I should® be to
escape . . . By the bye, I was thinking on my way from
office, that during the cold weather, it would be rcally
an exccllent plan to take a country house...one ol
the houses at Titaghur...there is one, I believe, now
empty.”

« Oh! I should Jke it s6 much,” exclaimed Mrg.
-Balfour, ¢ it would be so good for you...so good for
the children. I do not know any thing thag would do
you more good...It is precisely what you most re-
quire. The drive inand out of town... or somctimes
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you might go by the river...would give you so much
more air and cxcercise, than you now enjoy. It would
refresh you so much—I know that T should sce less of
you; for you would start carly and return late.”. . but
what of that? I should find abundant recompense in
the g ¢at improvement which it must effect in your
health.  You want rest. .. you want rcercation ... Oh!
let us go, Edmund . . . I am sure that you ought to go.”

“ But what would Adcla say?—I have no fear of
Mary—but what would Adecla say?”

“ Oh! we need not be there altogether,” returned
Mrs. Balfour,—** we might send a few servants to
Titaghur, and could go there whenever we might find
the change tuitable to our arrangements. Besides, I
should have thought that Adela—in her situation—I
mean, Kdmund, that I should not have imnagined that,
all things ‘considercd, privacy could be so very dis-
tasteful to her. T almost wonder that she does not
rather wish to withdraw at such a time as this, alto-
gether Tnto retirement.”

“And I,” said Balfour, “ I too...” slowly and
sadly, *¢ I should have thought so, too, my love ... It is
a pity ... but as her own feelings do not prompt her to
avoid socicty, what can we say,—what can we do?...
I think the Titaghur project is a very good onc...I
long for a glimpse of the country—long for a garden . ..
We ought to have begun gardening a little carlier; but
no mattery I dare say we shall achieve something. ..
and the children, it will do them so much good...” his
spirits secmed to be rising again’} * how they would
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enjoy themsclves, making houses and fortresses of sand
in the verandah, or swinging beneath the trces. Be-
gides”...his manner changed a little, he was more
serious; *“ I have been thinking, that, at this time, it
would be cspecially desirable to move the girls from
Calcutta—move them beyond the influence of the
eternal gossip of the town. They do not read the
newspapers. .. "

“ Nay, Edmund, it was only this morning that
Mary was studying, most intently, a speech of Dr.
Christian’s—an account of a Town Hall Mceting—and
asking me a world of questions about the speaker and
the cause.”

“ Good girll—she must know Dr. Christian, she
will like him so much, I am surc... We may let her
rcad the papers—she has too much good sense, too
much good fecling, for us to have any fear ... Besides,
she is differently situated. We need conceal nothing
from her...Indeed, I doubt not, that we shall find her
aid most valuable. But Adela...there may be occa-
sion to kecp something of the truth from her... she
will hear every thing in Calcutta...On the course,
at the dinner-table, in the ball-room ... everywhere
people are asking ¢ What is the news from Affghan-
istan?"”

« Has there been any whise news to-day ?"

¢t There hias been no news at all,” said Balfour, ¢ at
least I have not been able to obtain any, and T have
made inquiries in every likely quarter. In this case
¢ no news' is not * gbod news’; I am sorry to say that
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it is bad news. Wo must hope for the best; I have
been saying this for some time past. It is all that I
can say.”

Balfour was leaning over the rails of the broad ve-
randah which skirted the front of the house.  Calcutta
was beginning to pour itself forth again. There was a
stream of carriages flowing across the plain. As he
looked down upon the animated scene beneath him,
his cyes fell upon a capacious barouche, in which sat a
solitary old grey-haired man, leaning back, almnost
doubled up, in one corner of the carriage. Ballour
waved his hand in sulutation tothe old man, who, though
his face was towards the house, took no notice of the
gesture.  ** Poor Wilton ! lost in thought,” soliloquized
Balfour—then raising himself and turning towards his
wife, Lie added, ¢ That man has never smiled once since
the first tidings of the coming storm in Affghanistan
reached him. It is his nature to despond, the poor
old man ! and with an only son at Canbul, what wonder
that he should now be greatly depressed? There are
other quaking hearts, I doubt not.... Ah! here comes
Herbert Grey.”

He had ridden into the compound, as he said, to say
a few words to Balfour, who went down stairs to speak
to his friend. It was nothing of any kind of import-
ance. He merely wished to'##k Balfour if, now that the
cold weather was sctting in, he did not intend to ride
again. Horse cxercise, Grey was sure, would do him so
much good—it was so much better than sitting in a
carriage. That was, indeed, no exerdise at all.

Balfour thanked his friend. ... He had been thiflking
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of it—had, indced, beer looking at the new English
horses which B— had brought with him in the South-
ampton; but he rather thought he should change his
mind. He was not quite sure that horse exercise did
agree with him ; he was too excitable, too inflammable

. . Besides, he had just been entertaining altogether a
new idea.... he thought he should take a house in the
country ... on the banks of the river—at Titaghur.
Then, at least, he should have cnough of exercise...a
jolting drive of fifteen miles every day ... . and he in-
tended, too, to turn gardencr—to dig for an hour every
morning . ... nothing like digging—nothing so whole-
some.

“ To Titeghur!” cxclaimed Herhart Grey ... his
countenance fell—“ To Titaghur . ,’wh!rt are all of
you going to leave Caleutta?—All. .. All”.. -

“ What ! all my pretty chickens and their dam, . &
At one fell swoop !"— ~

said Balfour, laughing, ‘¢ why, what haye you got to
say against the proposal, my good fellow #”«-

Balfour did not find it very casy to say any thing
against it . .. Nothing, indeed, was forthcoming in the
way of a reason, cxcept that it was a bote :..a shame—
the Balfours could not be spareggnt such a time. It was
really too bad, &

‘¢ A nice person you,” Balfour, *to come here
to give me advice about the preservation of my health,
and then to cry out against me, when I tellvyou that I
am thinking of treating mysclf to a little change of
air.” C :
- Grey laughed . . . « The selfishness of man!...but
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scriously, my dear Balfour, are you going to leave
Calcutta?”

“ We are thinking of it . . . It is almost scttled—It
will do you good, my dear fellow, to come and sce us
sometimes—we shall always have a room for you.”

IIcrbert Grey thanked him—he would be sure to
beat up the gardener in his rural retreat, and take a
spadc with him some day. It would be rare fun to see
them in the midst of a Deeember fog, digging up the
wet jungle . . . and Mrs. Balfour, and his sisters—did
they intend to garden too?

¢ I have no doubt. I can answer at least for Mary.”

Herbert Grey cntered into the gardening project with
increased cordiakigy. Ile was very fond of a garden—
alwa s had been. e was not very learned in botany,

had often thought of studying it. He thought
&\V.IS really a very good scheme—this visit to Titaghur.
¢ w4 surc it would do them all good; he should make
a point of beating them up very often. Had Balfour
sccured a gaeed supply of sceds from the Horticultural
Socicty? Grey had received his share; he had been
thinking of sending them to Mrs. Torrington, who had
a garden at Ballygunje; but now he should keep them
all in honour of the Flgga of Titaghur. They would
make such & noble garden between them. Was Miss
Bglfour a very cunning bélanist? Ho thought she
must be. He thought he remembered her saying some-
thing whick. led him to suppose that she had studied
the subject; she would put them all to the blush, he
Was sure.
Something or other had alrcady put him tb the
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blush—and not metaphorically. It was but a slight
blush—a very faint one—scarcely perceptible, but still
it was not lost upon Balfour. A bonnet was visible at
the open door. ¢ Here is the lady to answer for herself,
Grey.”

No—It was not Mary. It was Adcla. She was
coming out, cquipped for the cvening drive, to play,
for o few minutes, with a gazelle, which was tcthered
on & plot of grass in the compound. Herbert Grey was
obviously disappointed ; but, perhaps, he said more
than if Mary herself had appeared before him.  What
he said was of no importance—light—trifling—and
Adela soon interrupted him—¢ Oh! Mr. Grey, I have
been wanting to see you so much. I have a question—
a very particular question to put to you, and Ircly on
your answering me in entire good faith, Captain Dan-
vers has a grey Arab horsc—a very beautiful Arab;
I have scen it on the course; and very quiet, so Captain
Danvers says.  He wishes me very much to ride it, and
has promised to send it here some cvening ... [am
sure that [ should like to ride it, but I am so nervous
.. .and what Iwish to learn from you, from you, Mr.
Grey, for you know Captain Danvers so well—is
whether the horse is really quiet . . . Do you think that
I might ride it?”

Mz. Grey replied as briefly as possible that he be-
licved the horse was perfectly quiet. Balfour appeared
vexed—embarrassed—but he said nothing, «

Adela continued, “Oh! I am so glad to hear you
say 80, Mr. Grey . ." Ilook upon you as quite an au-
thorify . . . Ishall not be in the least afraid—and Cap-
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tain Danvers says that Fairy is sure to behave well, if
he rides with me ; and Mr. Lorimer insists on riding on
the other side.” .

Balfour was obviously very much annoyed, and Grey
observed his annoyance.  The latter wishing, if possible,
to change the subject, was about ask his friend, if there
was any ncws from Afighanistan, when Mrs. Balfour
joined the party beneath the portico. The carriage was
standing a little way out-side; the coachman on the box
ready to drive in, at & moment’s notice. Nothing could
have been more opportune than the arrival, at such a
moment, of the Jady. She had something to say to
Herbert about a book she had promised to lend him;
and Balfour took advantage of the appcarance of his
wife, in shawl and bonnet, to say to his sister...
“ Where is Mary?—The carriage is ready; perhaps,
Adeclu dear, you will run up stairs and call her—we are
all ready.”

Adcla soon returned with her sister, who very plainly,
but very well dressed, looked charmingly. Ilerbert
Grey, who had not before dismounted, now beckoned
to his syce, threw the reins upon the neck of his horse,
and sprang out of the saddle. Hehad scarcely touched
the ground, before he was sensible that he had made a
mistake—a distinction neither polite noy, politic. But
Mary was glad to sce him—answered his questions in a
frank, friendly tone, and inquired after a cold of which
he had been complaining on the day before. He was
more than rewarded. The sense of gaucherie is always
puirful—but this would have soothed anv pain. The

G
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carriage drew up and Herbert Grey helped the ladies to
enter it; folded the steps and closed the door with his
own hands. He had seldom been in such good spirits
as, when waving his hand, he cantered off towards the
river.
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CHAPTER VI

THE MAIDEN'S CIIAMBER.

* The maiden’s chamber—silken, hush’d, and chaste.”
Keats.

Two nights alterwards—late at night—or rather carly
in the morning, if day and night be determined not by
light and darkness, but by the hands of the dial, the
sisters were in that pleasant little, well-stored, well-
decorated boudoir, which the kindness of their brother
had provided for them.  Both were attired in cvening
costume of white—Dboth in white, but most unlike each
other. They had just rcturned from an cvening party;
and they were tired. Adela had all that look of dis-
ordor and exhaustion—the ruffled, jaded look—which a
night in a crowded ball-room not scldom produces in a
western climate; and how much more certainly in the
Lust.  She had lost more than half her heauty, for her
oyes were heavy, her checks were pale, her hair was
lank and almost curl-less, Her dress, too—one of somne-
what clab8rate device—had lost much of its ancient
glory; its freshness, its delicacy, its style —all had
vanished, Mary, on the other hand was little altcred.
Her quict look—her simply-brgided hair—her gcntle

- G 2
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eyesstill aslovely as ever; and her very plain ungarnished
dress, so little to spoil, so little to disorder, was as chaste
—as neat, as when her brother had smiled his approba-
tion on her first making her appearance in the drawing-
room, punctual to the minute named for their departure.

¢ Well, that is over,” exclaimed Adcla. . .. “ T can’t
tell you how glad I am” . . . throwing down her gloves
and fan upon Mary’s writing-table . . . *One is really so
worried . . . so many strangers . . . such incessant danc-
ing . . . and many of them so stupid—so old too . . . and
yet what can one do? ... I feel quite jaded, and”—
approaching a mirror—“I am surc T look so—quite
frightful. T can’t tcll how it is, Mary, that you never
look jaded.”

“ And yet,” said Mary, with a sweet, affectionate
smile, ¢ it is not so very difficult, dear Addy, to account
for the difference, in this respect, between us. There
is in me little to alter—1I have little to lose. You must
not envy me my unvarying mediocrity; and you must
consent, dear, to pay the penalty of . ..” She paused
for a moment, and then added. .. What arc those
lines . . . Chords . ..

¢ Chords which vibrate sweetest measures,
Thrill the deepest notes of woe.”. . .
Not very happily applied, is it?—but you know what I
mean.”

Adela was not in the best of humours. ¢ You neced
not laugh at me,” she said. ¢ Mediocrity, indeed '—
you think so ... " but she did not go on; she had
turned round, and scen Mary’s artless face beaming with
tenderest sisterly affection. . . . It was impossible to

AN
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think that those sweet smiling lips could give utterance
to a cutting sarcasm. She was silent—turned again
towards the mirror—took from her head a wn.eath of
flowers, threw it upon a couch, and then proceeded to
unclasp her bracelets.

‘ Are you very tired?” asked Mary,

¢ Dreadfully—those three last quadrilles—and then
to be obliged to waltz with that tall maypole of a man,
Mr. Kingston, so wearisomely heavy ... no lightness,
no clasticity—and so many partners, all asking the same
eternal question, ¢ Ilow do I like India?” Oh! how
tired I am of having to answer that question!”

“It is tircsome,” said Mary; *“ but I supposc that it
is a penalty paid by all during the first few weceks of their
residence in India—and we must bear it with all phi-
losophy . . . Besides, after all, it is a question, which
somctimes opens the way to pleasant and profitable con-
versation.”

¢ T'm sure I have never found it so,” returncd Adela,
¢ All the pleasant and profitable conversation scems to
be reserved for you. I think the men here are insuf-
ferubly stupid . . . the greater number of them at least
... and, if there are pleasant people, one cannot sec
more of them here than of the veriest drones of society

- the one quadrille over, nothing more can be done.
I am surce that I should have hked to have danced
again with Captain Danvers, and to have sat out with
him one quadrille. 'We are really obliged to be so par-
ticular in this place.”

“Tt is always best,” said Mary, ¥ to err on the safe
side,” -
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“ A very original and profound obscrvation assur-
edly,” rcturned Adecla, “ and practically you scem to
think that the safe side lies with grey hairs, and wrinkled
checks, and stooping shoulders. But I am not so sure
of that, Old men in this country urc always on the
look ‘out for young wives—perhaps, too,” she added,
with something of a snecr, *young girls are often on
the look out for old husbands.”

 Adela!"—

¢ That Dr. Winter. .. for my part I cannot sce what
there is to like in him—so very plain, and so very
prosy. I cannot understand what you could find so
¢ pleasant and profitable’ in his conversation, as to
detain you for almost an hour...and that, too, when
I know Mr. Lorimer wanted so much to dance with
you.”

¢« He is a very excellent man,” said Mary; * our
brother greatly cstcems him. He has great ability—
a fund of most interesting information...1like him
very much.” o

“If,” continued Adele, scating herscl{ on a couch,
with a weary sigh, ““if it had been Mr. Grey ...not
that I like the man...but he is young, at all cvents,
and good-looking. You sce I am not prejudiced...I
don’t like Mr. Grey—he seems always to be sncering
—s0 sarcastic when he talks to me...”

¢ So sarcastic!” exclaimed Mary, in tones of genuine
surprise. **Ithought him so unpresuming—uo deferen-
tial—I am sure he is not sarcastic...”

“ When you have secn as much of the world as I
have .«.” pulling to picces a faded bouquet... * but I
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am sure I do not wish to destroy your good opinion
of Mr. Grey...Indeed, I admirc him myself very
much—1I think he is extremely good-looking . . . except
Captain Danvers, perhaps the most gentlemaaly man
I have met... And Dr. Winter, too, I have no doubt
he is a very good old man—but I don't like old men—
By the bye, Mary, who was that very white-haired old
gentleman by whom I saw you sitting on a sofa?”

¢ That was Mr. Wilton.”

“ Wilton . ..” a slight blush was visible on her pretty
face. “Ishe...”

“ Yey,” said Mary, anticipating the question which
her sister was about to put, ¢ the father of Mr. Mark
Wilton. .. of our old fricnd.”

“ Do not say ours,” with much ca-r(,mcss-—“ You
know, I ncver liked him...and yet...” there was
more of softness in her voice as she continued, ¢ I
ought not, T am sure, to think of him otherwise, than
with kindness—he thought kindly—perhaps, too kindly
of md. Perhaps, he still thinks kindly of me...I
wonder where he 1s?”

I was going to tell you...only waiting for a good
opportunity to introduce the subject,” said Mary,
pleased to witness these latter evidences of better feel-
ing in her sister—* I have been talking to Mr. Wilton
about him. The poor old man introdifced himself to

e..” »

“ Why. do you call him a poor old man?”

“Ile scems in such wretched spirits—in such
wretched health. He told mesthat nothing but the
urgent persuasions of Mrs. Harrington—ous good
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hostess—what a nice person she secms !—nothing but 2
strong desire to please her, could have induced him to
be present at the party ... But I was going to say that
he introduced himsclf to me—speaking first of Ed-
mund, whom he seems greatly to respect, and then
referring to his son, of whom he spoke as a very old
acquaintance of ows...one, too, who had never for-
gotten us.”

“ Forgotten us... no; he said he never should
forget . . . poor Mark !—and where is he?”

¢« At Caubul.”

« At Caubul?”—Adecla dropped at her feet the last
stem of the last flower of the bouquet.

“ Yes,” resumed Mary, “ he is with his regiment at
Caubul. Mr. Wilton heard from him a little time ago
—uas rccently, he says, as he could have heard from
him. He—I mean Mark, then spoke of our expected
arrival—begged his father to speak kindly of him to
us...to ask if we still remembered him—spoke of oux
long intimacy from the time when we were dimost
children—hoped that we would send him a message,
to say that he had still a place in our kindly remcin-
brances.”

“ Poor Mark !”...her cycs upon the ground, and one
little white-slippered foot scattering the rosc-leaves
which lay upon’ the matted floor . ... ¢ Poor Mark!” ...,
in tremulous accents .... * Iam sure I think kindly of
him—1I hope you sent him a kind message.” «

“Yes—I sert him a kind message . . . said that we
should always be glsd o hear of his prosperity—always
take an interest in his carcer.” Sho did not tell her
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sister what the old man had said in return, though the
words had grievously troubled—-were still troubling—her
gentle heart.  He had thanked her in a faltering voice,
and added, * The message will never reach him.”

“T did not much like Mark, you know,” rcsumed
Adcla, the pretty satin slipper still wandering among the
crushed rosc-leaves, “I never could bring mysclf en-
tirely to like him ; I know he had what they call good
qualitics, but he was very plain . . . so short ... such a
want ol elegance . . . so dark and heavy-looking—always
ugly as a boy; and when he came home from India,
thocgh he had not been two years absent, I thought him
still worse . . . sickness, the climate I suppose. .. he was
so sallow ...altogether, I thought frightful.”

“ And yet,” said Mary, ¢ there was often a kindly—
quite a sweet expression on his face, which made one
almost forget the plainness of his features; and when
Lo was ndduced to tulk—1it was not often, I know, for
L was so reserved—on other than common topics, his
I"ee 1it up with intelligence . . . he was almost hand-
+ ne.”

** Like the poor beast in the fairy tale...well, I do
not think that T could have taken compassion cven on
thatbeast. Compassion ... why, yes, I inight have pitied
him, but not in thut way--not practically. I think,
Mary, that you, perhaps, might be capable of so heroic

“an act. ..you, so sage as you arc...always talking
about sulstance and shadow; but I—I never was above
such weakness.”

Mary sighed . . . * Jesting, orenot jesting, Adecla,
you give me credit for more than I possess....I am
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afraid that I could notlove” . . . Then checking herself,
she added, as though auxious to change the subject,
“ So it is dctermined, Edmund tells me, that we go to
Titagltar on Saturday.”

“JIsit ?” said Adela, rising, “isit? how triste we
shall be” . . . then walking to the other end of the room,
¢ How far—do you know, Mary ?—how far is Titaghur
from Barrackpore ?”

“ A very little distance, I beliove,” said Mary, “I
think Dr. Winter told me that Barrackpore lics on one
side of the governor-gencral’s park, Titaghur on the
other ... I think that they inust be very close.”

“Yes, I think they must be. The park .. . I should
like much to know what sort of place this park is; the
governor-general’s country house is at Barrackpore; Cap-
tain Danvers has becn telling me all about it . . . and
he says—you know he is one of the governor-general’s
aides-de-camp—that if we go to Titaghur, he shall be
able to scc us whenever Lord A goes down to the
country-house . . . every week, if not oftener . .« and
the park, he says, is such a very nice place for riding,
and Fairy is to be quite at my disposal . . . perhaps,
after all, Titaghur will not be so very triste.”

« Triste ... oh! I am sure not”. .. with much carnest-
ness. . . * we shall see so much more of the country—of
the people . . . perhaps, be able to catch some glimpses of
native manners . . . gain some idea of native institutions.
Calcutta is so much like England—one might live here
for many ycars, and know little or nothing of India at
the end of them .. .s0:Dr. Winter says—so Mr. Grey
says . ., and they have both of them travelled all over
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the country . . . I have been so interested by much they
have told me . . . such a curious people . . . with some-
thing to admirc; much to gricve over . . . such a mass of
grievous crror, and yet not without goodness—goodness
most ill-directed . . . the channel always filthy, the cur-
rent of good intention sometimes pure. ... "

«Oh! if this is what you arc going to enlarge upon
. .. the pleasant and profitable conversation, I suppose,
all to be retained for my benefit, at three o’clock in the
morning—(the clock was striking as she spoke)—I shall
wish you a very good night—a good morning, I mean.
As for the people, I sece nothing intercsting in the
wretches, and as for the country, I cordially detest it.
I wich, Mary, you would call the ayah!—oh! how
jaded T shull look to-morrow morning; I hope nobody
will call.”

Mary summoned the ayah .. . then scated hersell at
the writing-table, and read as intently as though it had
becn mid-day, the wonted chapter of the Bible, whilst
Adela was scolding the servant for flling asleep over
her hair,
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CHAPTER VIL

LOVE-DAWNINGS.

%*Tis very plain,
Some soft spots had their birth in me at first;
If not love—say, like love.”
Robert Browning.

Ox the following Saturday morning the Balfours
removed to Titaghur, a pleasant spot on the banks of
the Hooghly river some fourtecn miles above Calcutta.
The house was a furnished one, roomy, and well-situated,
with an extensive garden and & wooded lawn which
might almost be called a park. Mrs, Balfour was in
high spirits. . . . It would do Edmund so much good;
it would do the children so much good. Their ponies
had come down in the morning, and the dear things
might take such nice long rides in Barrackpore Park. ..
and so much amusement for them, too. The governor-
general's menageries. . . . the birds, the monkeys, the
gardens. . . . it would be quite a treat for them. And
Edmund, too—she was quite sure that he would soon,
begin to pick up wonderfully. Change of air, change
of scene. . . . worth all the medicines in the world. . . .
and then so much more exercise. Early hours, too—
they had had too mfich racketting. She was quite sure
it was %ery bad for her husband—very bad for every
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one. Now they would be a nice, cheerful domestic
party. . . . no dreariness, and yet no dissipation. It was
just what they all wanted.

Mary .was cqually well pleased with the change.
She had been sighing for a little repose. She wanted
time to think; shec wanted time to read. Ilcr pencil
had long lain idle, and India, she was quite sure, must
be full of interesting subjects. Every thing so new,
too. ... the rich, warm tints, the strong masses, the
sudden alternations of light and shade. In Calcutta
she had done nothing. There had been so many dis-
tractions; she had lived in such a constant whirl—a
state of excitement most unfavourable to every kind of
mental cultivation. Now she would do so much. ..
She been very busy during the day or two preceding
their departure. Mrs. Balfour had given orders to her
durwun to dismiss every visiter with the two forbidding
words, durwaseh bund;* and whilst she had been super-
intending the houschold arrangements, rendered neces-
sary by this change of residence, Mary had been making
herself extremely useful in many ways—in none more
so than in the selection of books, and music, and bijou-
terie, and all those numberless little things, which, skil-
fully distributed, give even to a bare lodging a cheerful
aspect of Zome. The fruits of these petils soins were
.now visible in every room. The tables were covered
with books. Therc were vases and cornucopias filled
with flowers. There was a writing-table soon fitted

* Durwan—the gate-keeper, or portee  Purwaseh bund—literally,
the gate is closed—is the Indian * Not at home.” It answers cvery
social purpose and does not involve a lie.
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up with every wuseful and many ornamental appen-
dages. . . . The piano, which had been sent down from
Calcuttta, was well supplied with music. In short, the
drawing-room had undergone a metamorphosis as rapid
as it was complete. It was as though the wand of a
fairy had been waved, and a dreary, deserted mansion
been suddenly changed into a cheerful dwelling-house.
Even Adela before tiffin-time acknowledged that the
place was not so bad after all.

It was arranged that Balfour should drive down,
after officc hours, in the buggy. If he could get away
carly, so much the better. He was not without a hope
that he might reach Titaghur between five and six in
the cvening, perhaps cven beforc sunsct. ITe would
then be able, he said, to stroll about the garden for an
hour before dinner. He would find them at home, he
knew, as there could be no evening drive, the horses
having done already a very fuir shure of work in bring-
ing the two carriages down to Titaghur,

Nor did he disappoint his wife. The bun had scarcely
sct, when he drove into the compound. There was a
gentleman with him. It was Mr. Grey.

Perhaps Mis. Balfour would rather have scen her

-husband sitting alone in the buggy. This, at lcast, was
her first thought, as she saw [rom the upper verandah
the two gentlemen approaching the house. DBut,.
she presently said to herself, * He was complaining yes-
terday cvening, and I thought ho looked ill. ». . 1t is
like Edmund, to be considerate for others . . . more
considerate than for' himself, . . . I am glad that he
has brodght Mr. Grey . . . he will remain with us till
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Monday, and the change may do him good. My first
fecling was a selfish one. Tam glad he has come.”

She went down stairs to welcome her husband and
her husband’s friend. She thought that both gentle-
men looked fagged—worried—her husband much the
worse of the two. DBalfour asked after the children

. they had gone out in the park. After his sisters
—Adela was in her own room, Mary somewhere in
the garden with her sketch-book.

¢ Send for your bonnet,” he said . . . * these even-
ings arc very cold . . . and we will stroll about the
compound . . . sce what Mary is doing.”

An ayuh was sent for, and the bonnet brought. They
walked out together.  The quick eye of Herbert Grey
soon detected, through the trees, the figure of Mary
Balfour. She was standing at a little distance from
the margin of the river, with a book in her hand.
She was sketching.

Edmund was.glad to scc what was his sister’s em-
ployment. e hoped that she would soon fill her
sketch-book.  Herbert Grey congratulated her on the
possession of so delightful a talent. . . . He was him-
self very fond of drawing. ¢ He was but a bungler,”
he said, “he had more enthusiasm than skill.  Perhaps
he could appreciate excellence in others., . .” Mrs. Bal-
«four interrupted him,

“You are not to believe all he says, Mary; I will
order hit to bring ]us portfolio with him the next
time he comes this way.”

Still he protested that he was but o bungler .
he drew a little for his own amusement. It° was a



96 LONG ENGAGEMENTS;

fancy of his to carry off a sketch—he called it a sketch
by courtesy, but it served his purposc as a memento—
of every remarkable place he visited. It was pleasant
to refer to in after days. . . . Better on the whole
than a written journal—it was his way of writing his
travels.

*“ And a very cxcellent way too, my good fcllow,”
said Balfour, ‘ come, you have ridden that horse, mo-
desty, long enough. . . . Iave you a spare pencil—a
spare scrap of card-board in your portfolio, Mary? If
you have, give it to Grey, and whilst you are sketch-
ing down the river, he may be sketching up it. I want
some viecws very much. I know nothing more uscful
on a drawing-room table than a full portfolio, just
before dinner.”

Mary had abundance of pencils . . . a good supply,
too, of drawing-board. There was something so irre-
gistible in her manner, as she offered them to Herbert
Grey, that had he been much more disinclined than he
really was, to become her fellow-labourer, he could
not have refused to take them, Mary had commenced
her sketch, Grey asked permission to sec it—the per-
mission was readily granted ; and he was carnest in
his congratulations. He saw at once that she had a
right appreciation of what is nccessary to make up a
picture ; that she had a quick artist’s eye—a truc per-.
ception of the beautiful in form, in colour—in the
alternations of light and shadow. She haa pot ad-
vanced far; there was little to indicate her powers of
execution; but he ‘augured well from what he saw
were hér intentions, what he saw she had sclected as
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the components of her picture. He #aid this and much
more. lle scemed, too, far less inclined to proceced
with his own sketch, than to watch the progress of
Mary’s. Ile was peculiggly intercsted in the construc-
tion of a ghaut, on the opposite side of the river, which
cume, with exccllent cffeet, into her picture. His own
crection of Government House came on very slowly.

" Mcanwhile Balfour and his wife strolled a little way
apart from the sketchers . .. “ I have somcthing to tell
you,” he said.

“ I am afraid that it is nothing very x,hccnng, she
replied.  “You look harassed—something has hap-
pened.”

«J think it best to tell you the worst always,” he
said. ¢ It is best that you should know every thing; I
must have your advice. The truth is, that thcre are
very bad accounts from Affghanistan—very distressing
accounts; and we must expeet to hear still worse. All
Caubul is in arms . . . The whole country scems to have
arisen as one ma Lvery thing is somewhat vague
at present, but there is no.doubt that affairs are in a
desperately bad state. I should not be surprised if
there were to be a massacre.”

¢ This is terrible, indecd—Have these accounts been
received by government?

. “No. As fur as I can ascertain, government have no
mtelligence; the passes are still closed. There is not a
line yet frdm Caubul.”

“Then whence have you derived,” asked Mrs. Bal-
four, “all this terrible intelligence*? Are you quite
sure that it is true?”

¢ H



8 - LONG ENGAGEMENTS ;
T wish that I could question its truth,” said Bal-

four. “I see no room for doubt. Iwasat » * * *
(naming one of the principal newspaper offices) and
there I learnt—Clay told me, indecd, that he had re-
ceived scveral letters from the upper provinces—from
Loodheanah, Kurnaul, Mecerut—there they have all
the same accounts . . . native accounts—but thesc na-
tive rumours always are the precursors of more certain
news—and, at a time when our communications are
interrupted, we can expect no other intelligence. Thesc
reports appear to be credited by the native bankers—
and they are not bad judges of the authenticity of news.
Besides, it is all so probable.”

“ Are there any detailed particulars” . . . trembling a
little . . . * any names, Edmund?”

“The story is, that therc has been a rising in the
town—that the bouse of Sir Alexander Burnes has been
attacked .. . that he has been murdered. Some ac-
counts say that he has only been wounded—that he
still lives in the Kuzzilbash quarters—The troops appear
to be divided . . . some in cantonments, some in the Bala
Hissar . . . but it would scem that no cffectual cfforts
have been made to put down the insurgents.”

“And Arthur Carrington . . . you think that he is at

Caubul?’
- ¢ Yes—his regiment, you know, marched at the be-’
ginning of last month . . . It is with Sale—now at Julla-
labad . . . but Carrington is not- there. He ‘appears to
have been left behind with the sick men of the ——.
It must have been fall and worm-wood to him, at such
a time”
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.+ And danger . .. Oh! if he had but left that dread-

ful place.”

¢ He might not have been safer—who knows?—but
we might, at least, have heard of him. From Caubul we
can gain no positive tidings—all must be doubt—all
uncertainty. It is well that we have come to this place.
I have not ordered our papers to be sent here. I think,
all things considered, it would be better not to disclose
this unfortunate intelligence to my sister—I mcan to
poor Adcla—at all events, whilst cvery thing is so un-
certain . . . It would only distress her to no purpose ...
and here . .. if we had remained in Calcutta, it might
have been necessary, for in the first place, the news
would have reached her through some channel or other;
and in the next, I could not have borne to see her, at
such o time, betraying the levity, which I fear is in-
herent in her nature—plunging into thoughtless gaiety,
as though there were nothing peculiar in her position.

¢ Oh! but if she knew,” said Mrs. Balfour—¢¢ if she
sugpected there were any real danger, I am sure it
woukl be different—I am sure that Adela would be
more serious; but she does not suspcct—she does not
know—she i3 by nature so thoughtless, and yet not
without good feeling—not without kindliness of heart.”

“T think she has strong feeling,” said Balfour, and
that it is sometimes good. . . . I cannot quite understand
her; and I think that occasionally, perhaps, I am in-
clined b judge her a little harshly. She has laboured
under great disadvantages . . . you would say, perhaps,
¢s0 has Mary;’ but how few in th& world are like Mary.
Tt is difficult to read her conduct aright—to medsure cor

H2 '
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rectly the extent of her affection for poor Carrington.
I cannot doubt that she would be greatly shocked—
greatly grieved if she were to think that there is any real
danger ; but she does not seem to possess any of that per-
fect love—that true womanly delicacy, which would
lead her, danger or no danger, to subdue, at such a
time as this, those impulses which may, in the presence
of a censorious people, however harmless in themsclves,
lead to the impression that she has not that regard for
her betrothed—that regard for hersclf—which the con-
nexion between them ought to establish, and which
ought to be apparent in her every action—almost in
every word. Perhaps I speak too strongly—perhaps I
do not make sufficient allowances for poor Adela. It
is certain that these long engagements arc desperately
bad things. Ihave scen many instances in which they
have been attended by a world of misery. If our daugh-
. ters—but it is too carly to trouble ourselves about them;
and we often make sage resolutions, to which, when the
time comes, we fail to adherc. The dearlittle things!—
and as we talk of them, I sec they come . . . just visible
between the trees. Let us go across the compound . . .

1 dare say they have been looking at the jaunwars.”
In the meanwhile Mary had been progressing most
successfully with her sketch; and Herbert Grey had
been talking a good deal, but drawing little or nothing.
He had been expatiating, with much enthusiasm, on the
beauty of the scenc ‘before them — the clear, bright,
cloudless sky, the blending of the many colours near
the horizbn, just after’ the sun had set . , . the blue, the
purple, the rose-tints, the orange, the yellow ... all
* Animals. b
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merging one into another . ;.no sensible transition ;
then the deep purple shadows of the wooded banks,
with their ghauts and temples here and there, standing
out in bold relief against the sky; the tranqiil river
reflecting the brightness of the heavens, and the dark
silhouettes of the many fantastical native boats, which,
in picturesque variety, were dropping down the stream,
¢ There are few scenes,” he said, ¢ more beautiful than
this...it is but a brief glimpse of beauty; and we
must make the most of it whilst it lasts, Just after the
sun has set we are indulged with these gorgeous colours
—ihese splendid masses of light and shade. And I
know nothing more picturesque than the cffect of the
dark outlines of those native boats on the golden bosom
of the illumined water. It is soon gone . . . brief time
is allowed to the sketcher, Miss Balfour. Even now, I
dare say, you find it is growing somewhat dark—too
dark, perhaps, to fill in the details of your picture.”

“ And you?”

Y Oh! . . judging by the appearance of my drawing-
board, I hzwc long ago found it too dark for work. I
told you that I was but a bungler. Another time,
-perhaps. Oh! Miss Balfour, I do so long to sec that
picture completed. It will be a gem, I'm sure ...
such capability . . . and with your taste! T am ashamed
to confess that I was almost going to deliver myself of
a wery wicked wish—almost saying that I wish to-
morrow were not Sunday, that I might see your sketch
coloured , . . _that I might take a lesson.”

“ Alesson... oh! Mr. Cuey, I shall begin soon to
think that you are lau"hmg at me.”
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Grey was silent; he bit his under lip, and his cyelids
drooped. He appeared to be hurt. Mary, who was
adding just one more boat—one which struck her as
being fnore than commonly picturesque—to the little
fleet that was gliding down her river, before she closed
her portfolio, did not observe his annoyance, and pre-
sently resumed: ¢ I shall, indeed, begin togthink that
you are laughing at me—that you have been laughing
at me all along . . . I to give you lessons!”

“ You do not really think” ....his cyes still on the
ground ....* you cannot think, Miss Balfour.... you
cannot, I'hope, have such a very bad opinion of me.
To laugh at you....to turn you into ridicule. Few
people know themselves.. .. perhaps I do not.... per-
haps, I am no exception, but I do not think that I am
sarcastic—that ¥ am wont to sneer at any one. But if
I were malicious—if sarcasm were onc of my many fail-
ings—I do not think that I should—indeed, I am sure
that Ishould never—make you the object of my sarcasms.
I could not be so very bad as to sncer at Miss Balf¥r.”

‘Mary was just closing her portfolio. There was some-
thing in the tones of Grey's voice that could not be mjs-
taken. It was obvious that he was annoyed—that she
had said something to wound him. She turned round,
and if there had been any doubt lingering in her mind,
the expression of his face would have dispersed it. It
was an expression of extreme distress; not of anger, but
of sorrow. In toncs of genuine consternatior,"of decp
€0 , she instantly exclaimed:  Oh! what have I
done? what can I hate $aid to hurt you?”

Grey lifted his eyes from the ground, and looked into
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Mary’s face. The concern which she had expressed
was visible, sweetly, benignly visible there. The pulses
of the young man’s heart throbbed with a new-born
pleasure. That kind face—those sweet eyes—(he throught
that they were slightly suffused with tears)—that voice
of unmistakeable distress; she was really sorry to have
wounded by g careless word the feelings of one so sen-
sitive, and what joy to him to feel assured, by all these
natural manifestations, that she looked not on with cold
indifference, whilst he was suffering by her side.

T am sure,” she added, “ I did not mean....I
could not have meant to hurt you. You must have mis-
understood me; what did I say?”

“ Oh! nothing—nothing ... . it wasvery foolish ... .
very culpable to express annoyance in such a manner
as to annoy you. It wa$ nothing—that is, if any one
clse had said it, it would have been nothing—but from
you ... T could not bear you to think cven for a minute
that I was laughing at you—could not bear the thought
of your having such a very mean opinion of me.”

‘ Nay,” said Mary, “ I might have thought you were
laughing at me, and not have had 2 bad opinion of you.
It would not, in my cstimation, have been such a cul-
pable act.”

“ Tt would have been so culpable,” said Grey, “ I

, should never have forgiven myself. Ishould have hated
myself had I thought it possible.”

“Tam sure,” said Mary, ¢ that if the offence be so
grave an onc in your estimation, I could never think you
capable of committing it. I eamy very sorry to have
pained you .. .. but you will forgive e, I know.”
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She held out her ungloved hand. Herbert Grey was
not slow to accept this token of reconciliation. Perhaps
the little hand was rctained longer than strict courtesy
demanded. And if it were, Mary Ballour was not
angry at the cxcess.

The shades of evening wore thickening around them.
Where were Mr. and Mrs. Balfour? Herbert Grey and
Mary Balfour asked cach other; neither knew. They
must be somewhere in the compound, and the sketchers
would go in scarch of them. Unquestionably the best
plan would have been to have gone towards the house.
Somehow or other they went fiom it.

They went on arm-in-arm, and had soon ceased to
look for Edmund and his wife. Perhaps they had al-
most forgotten the existence of such people. The cloud
had passed away cntirely from the brow of Herbert
Grey; and he was happier—much happicr than before it
had gathered over him.  Such clouds as these aie often
among the most fortunate circumstances of a man’s life
They do more for him than a month of sunshine.

He wasvery animated, and he talked well—talked like
a man of sense, a man of education, a man of feding;
better than all, 2 man of principle—of sound, good,
Christian principle.

Ife spoke of the lindscape which they had been
sketching—thence of the general chaacteristics of
Indian scencry. He observed that young people ey
often camec out to India with a certain preconceived
notion, whence derived it was difficult to say, of the
gorgeous magnificenge of the Fast—of its beauty, of
its splendour, of its luxuriance ; that in consequence of
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these impressions, of these exaggerated expectations,
the first feeling on aotual amval in India, was gene-
rally one of disappointment—he was sorry to add, that
in many cases, the re-action was a permanent one;
that people most unfortunately—unfortunately for them-
selves—unfortunately for others—plunged into an oppo-
site cxtreme. * They become lasting sceptics,” he
gaid, “ of the beauty of India—they cannot believe
that there is any thing intercsting, any thing delight-
ful in such a country as this. They close their cycs
against the picturesque altogether, because it does not
greet them, from the low, feverish jungles of Saugor
island, or because the Black Town of Madras is not
composed of such gorgcous palaces, as he has read of
in the ¢ Arabian Nights.” That first cold shudder of
disappointment—oh ? what mischief it does! How
many never recover from the shock. India may have
been the land of their young dreams—the Canaan of
all their intellectual wanderings—they may have looked,
in imagination, forward to a life in the East, as a life
of rapturous joy—of clevated excitement—and yet,
after a week spent in India, because neither Writers’
buildings nor Cadet-barracks are splendid palaces, com-
manding a view of sparkling rivers, and magnificent
pine-groves, and wide plains studded with browsing
gamels and caparisoned clephants—bechuse in coming
up :he river they have scen genuine mud-banks, where
they looked for a coral strand, they become at once
confirmed in the‘beh _ that India contains nothing
beautiful—nothing grb, d—-notl‘ung, in short, of the
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picturesque; and then, when the opportunity of seeing
some of the finest sights in nature is presented to them,
they will not take the trouble to avail themselves of
it. They will not draw eside the doors of their palan-
quins—or throw open the venetian blinds of their
budgerows. 'Whether they travel by land or travel by
water, they are equally blind—equally indifferent—
and then they go home and tell their friends that India
contains nothing worth seeing.”

“Oh! yes, Mr..Grey,” said Mary Balfour, “ I am
afraid that this is too true; for often, already, have I
been told that India contains ¢ nothing worth sceing.’
If it were not for my brother, and Dr. Winter, and
you, Mr. Grey—I should long ago have begun to mis-
trust my own judgment. ..to look upon myself as an
idle dreamer—one continually under the thrall of a
strong dclusion. But thus supported, how oan I doubt
...when of all whom I have met, they whose judg-
ment I most respect, with whom I should be most glad
to sympathise...when I find that they arc on my
side, how can I mistrust the estimation I had formed.
And it would have been so painful to have been un-
deceived.”

«1 ahn 50 glad to hear you say so,” said Grey, in
a low voice, unwilling to interrupt, at such a time, even
for a moment, onc who was speaking in a strain so very
grateful to him. ~

And she continued—** Many have said t¢ me, that
this is & country in which we gnust*%e satisfied barely
to exist; and T have been recommended—ay, and by
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grey-haired men too, whose opinions might be sup-
posed to carry some weight with them ...I have been
recommended to make myself always as comfortable as
I can in-doors, and not to trouble mysclf about whit is
going on out of doors...one gentleman told me that
the prettiest view to be scen in India, is a well-fur-
nished drawing-room, and that the people are only
remarkable—only intercsting—inasmuch, as that they
are good cooks. Is it really truc, Mr. Grey—am I
really to believe that the generality of gentlemen in
India, take no more interest in the country—no more
interest in the people, than such speeches as these would
naturally lead ge to suppose?”

“1 hope not,” suid Herbert Grey. * Some men are
so little true to themselves, as to boast of their indiffer-
ence to all that is going on among the myriads of people
by whom they are surrounded—who openly treat a
¢ black fellow’ only as a beast, to be driven, or other-
wise employed, as scems fit to the white man, his
master. There is often a good deal of cant in this;
silly people imagine it to be fine, and say, perhaps,
more than they think. Still it must be admitted that
there is a vast deal of indifference, a vast deal of igno-
rance, for the twocare always associated. But the in-
difference is not universal-—you must not think it uni-
vgrsal, Miss Ballour. There are in our community
man, -carnest, as there are many able men—in all parts
of the country, I say, many carnest men, many really
noble fellows, true philanthropists, who would do much,
who would sacrifice much for the people. These cha-
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racteristics are peculiar to no class—though, as you may
readily believe, there are more such men among the
missionaries, in proportion to their numbers, than
among any other description of Anglo-Indians. The
missionaries, we will admit, take the lead; but all
classes have in their ranks some true philanthropists—
the civil service, the military, the medical service, the
commercial order, all have their represenfatives, and
noble ones. As a missionary, a model for the devoted
men who flock around the banner of the cross, there is
Doctor Christian; in our own ranks—mine I mean,
Miss Balfour, the civil service—I do not mean a family
compliment, I am not unduly partial, I assure you—
there is your brother—"

 He deserves all, I am sure that he deserves all that
you can say of him,” exclaimed Mary, whilst tcars of
grateful enthusiasm glistened in her gentle cyes.

¢ Yes, there is Balfour; I assure you, that I, as onc of
the order, am proud to sce it so well represented. We
could not look for a better representative; and then the
military (to speak of men whom you have met, Miss
Balfour), there is Captain Palus. I think that there is
something really admirable in his impetuous enthu-
siasm; one can never doubt his sincerity for 2 moment
—and it is something to see an honcst man. He is
overflowing With prejudices, to be surc; and he gives
no quarter to our unfortunate service, when op.e he
turns the edge of his indignant rhetoric hgainst us.
Very carnest men often are very prejudiced; and I can
forgive his hatred of bur order, becausc I really believe

he loves humanity in the mass.”
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“T am not sure,” said Mary, ‘that I should be in-
clined so readily to forgive him.”

“You will stand up for our order, then!” exclaimed
Herbert Grey— that were an honour indeed.”  °

« Have I not good reason—my brother—" she almost
added, ‘and you—" Perhaps there was something in
her face that said it as plainly as any words.

“ You almost—nay, why almost?—belong to us,”
said Grey, his heart throbbing with delight as he spoke.

“ Will you consent, Miss Balfour, to be considered a
portion of the ¢ job,'—the ¢ delusion,” which our good
friend Palus declares our service to be? Remem-
ber, that ¢ wretched’ and ¢ miserable,” are the cpithets
invariably joined to those complimentary nouns-sub-
stantive.”

“And  _car,” said Mary, *that somectimes the
cpithets arc not altogether undeserved. I mean with
regard to our sex. Perhaps, I am wrong. T hope I
am. I shall gladly be undeceived. But is it not true,
that in India we women too often forget our duties, too
often content ourselves with doing no positive hgrm. I
do not allude to domestic dutics; as wives, as mothers,
as daughters, I do not doubt that our countrywomen in
India arc as estimable as their sisters at home; but in
the more extended ficlds of humanity—as women, Mr.
Gyey—1Ifear that they are sometimes deficiént—wanting
in clayity, wanting in energy—doing nothing, sacri-
ficing nothing, suffering their sympathies to wither up
for lack of culture. I asked a lady, one evening in our
own house, something about the Suceess of missionary
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efforts, the progress of evangelisation in the East—a very
simple question, as I thought—and she said that all she
knew about the matter was, that native Christians, as
they were called, made very bad servants, and that she
never admitted one into her establishment; and another
lady, when I asked her opinion of a certain charity, in
behalf of which I had lately read in onc of the papers
an animated appeal, said she belicved it was one of the
¢ things' to which her husband subscribed in her name,
but that there werc so many of them, that she really
could not pretend to know any thing of their individual
merits. Am I to take these ladies as fair samples of the
mass of our countrywomen in India? We griffins are
too prone to jump from individual instances to gencral
conclusions, if we have no experienced friends to direct
our judgments.”

“If I were to tell you, in reply to these questions,”
said Herbert Grey, ¢ that this is the first time that
they have ever been put to me, in such a strain of
genuine, unaflected carncstness, they would, perhaps,
be ansgered in the most effectual manner. I must
admit the fact; but let our inference® Miss Balfour, be
drawn, as you I am sure are inclined to draw them,
with all charity. It is true that the influcnce of Chris-
tian womanhood is mot as extensively felt as we would
wish it to be, throughout the country; still we must
admit that there arc among us some women, active in
well-doing, who never sleep, are never weary, but so
long as health and strength be permitted to them, con-
tinue to labour with pious zeal, and accomplish an in-
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finity of good. I wish that I could say that therc are
many such—still it is a privilege to be able to say that
there are some.”

“But docs not the very fact that there are some,
Mr. Grey, go far to render more obvious, more palpa-
blc, the failures of all the rest? If there were none, it
might be said that the climate acts as a preventive—
that Englishwomen in India arc physically incapa-
citated for all benevolent undertakings which require
energy and activity—any amount of personal exertion.
It might be said, too, that difference of language, reli-
gion, mannets, raise up an impassable barrier between
the English lady and the degraded inhabitants of the
country—the pauper women, the pauper children,
who swarm around her—in short, that there is no ficld for
practical philanthropy. But what some can do, all can
do, with neccssarily a few peculiar cxceptions, in this
country, as in all others. 1 fear that there is an immense
pile of ncglected dutics at the doors of our fellow-coun-
trywomen.”

“And yect we must not judge them too harshly,”
suid Herbert Gray; ¢ as we accord a higher measure of
praise to the few, who do cxert themselves as Christian
womie, we must in consideration of the impediments
which actually do exist—the difficultics which are really
to be surmounted—judge more lenienfly the fallers
shost”

“ But ¥ hope,” said Mary, * you do not think thesc
impediments so very great—beyond the power of ordi-
nary zeal, ordinary perscverance fo ever-leap, for if you
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do, I fear that. . . I mean, Mr. Grey, I had been think-
ing that I might be able to do some good. I hope
you do not consider the thought a presumptuous onc.”

¢ Presumptuous! Oh! how could 1. . . Ile was go-
ing on to protest against the construction which Mary
was putting on his words, when the voice of Edinund
Balfour was heard, calling them from the verandah.
It had grown very dark; a few stars were visible, but
the moon had not yet risen. They saw the lights
burning in the drawing-room; they quickened their
pace, and were soon beneath the portico; but not
before Mary had said something about her desire to
establish a school in the neighbourhood. . . not before
...oh! not beforc poor Herbert Grey had lost his
heart past hope of recovery. .
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CIIAPTER VIIL
THE BELEAGUERED.

&«

The camp is now
A post of danger.......
Wolf of the weald, and yellow-footed kite,
Enough is spread for you!”
Taylor.

ON the 23rd of November, a few days before that
mournful Saturday, which brought to the City of Palaces
the first certain intelligence ol the great insurrcction in
the city of the Shah, two young officers were sitting
together in the cantonments of Caubul ; sitting in onc
of the newly-finished rooms of the recently-crected
barracks. They were sitting beside a table—a some-
what ricketty table, whose teak-wood slub showed on
its unpolished surface mnany a dark liquor stain, many a
ringed outline of the bottoms of tumblers and glasses,
interspersed with not a few huge ink blotches; whilst
here and there it was ornamented with curious deviees,
sketched with a sportive pen—profiles of general officers
with gigantic cpaulettes and monstrous noses, living
groups of Dritish grenadiers bayonc’unff fugitive Aﬁ'—
ghars, and other indications of a free hand, a lively
imagination, and a disregard to the deterioration of pro-
perty. On this table, which had scen a good deal
more service than its present owner mlght now be ob-
served two black quart bottles, the same number of tum-
I
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blers, and three wine glasses; the only other garniture
of the board being two naked swords, a forage cap,
and an oil-burning candle which made a sort of darkness
visible in the room. Other picces of furniture were
there in the chamber; namely, threc ancient chairs, two
of them occupﬁd by the gentlemen who were sit-
ting at the table, and the third by a lcather writing-
case; a rude charpoy, or low native bed; two or three
camel trunks, a pair of boot-trecs, a saddle, and a pair
of holsters. In one corner of the room stood a fowling-
piece; in another therc was a small phalanx of wine
bottles. A few articles of military clothing were scat-
tered about the room. Thrown hastily on the bed
.was a capacious blue uniform cloak, a part of which
rested on the floor. Hanging from rude wooden pegs
on the wall were a couple of bridles, and on the lid of
one of the camel-trunks reposed a newspaper, an army
list, and a few copies of old magazincs, A dog lay
sleeping beside the charpoy, making a comfortable bed
of the folds of its master’s cloak.

«] fear that 1t is all over now,” said the clder of
the two officers—a man some scven-and-twenty years of
age, on whose face the ravages of sickness and sorrow
were plainly visible. ¢ We have lost to-day more than
we shall cver recover. I am no croaker . . . and before
others I would not even thus far express my misgivings
...t i3 well to put a good face on the matter, certainly,
before our men; to be cheerful—to be confident; but, my
good fellow, it would be very idleness to attempt to de-
lude you—to delude ‘myself in your presence . .. the
game is up . . . it was up at ten c’clock this morning.”
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“ Tt is never up, my good fellow, Rivers,” said the
younger man, whose bright, cheerful face, ruddy with
youth and abundant health, presented a strong contrast
to the pale, carc-worn countcnance of his companion.

“There is hope so long as we have a gun left us . . . so
long as we can muster a single company . . . we have
lost some of our bravest and best, it is true . . . 1t was

bloody work this morning — but we have scores of
gallnt fellows yet among us . . . and the strength of a
British force never did reside in its numbers. Help
yourself, Rivers—the night is cold, and we must soon
be abroad again.”

“ You arc a strange fellow, Carrington,” said Rivers,
emptying his glass—*“a month ago, and your face was
clouded over . . . you were now desponding—now ir-
ritable . . . you thought, or suid, that we were all on the
high road to Tiin, and scemed inclined to quarrel with
cvery man who ventured to differ from you for a mo-
ment. You chafed like 2 young lion in the toils. ..
you were the worst company in cantonments . .. and
now, who more joyous. ..who more sanguine ... who
more {ull of encrgy than Arthur Carrington ?”

“ Nay, not joyous ; any thing but joyous, Rivers . . .
but when thereis so much to be done, there is little time
to think—little time to fecel. .. at all events, to think
about one’s own misfortunes, to pity one's own Sorrows.”

¢ He who lacks time to mourn lacks time to mend.
Eternity mourns that ; ’tis a bad care
For life's worst ills, to have no time to feel them, ”
retuined Rivers, in a tone of v.oict: which showed that
he had derived no re-assurance from the sanguine tem-
' 12
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perament of hisfriend. *There may be much to admire
in your cheerfulness—your confidence, at such a time as
this. .. but I am not sure that I wish to partake ol
your {;rood spirits—I am not sure .. .”

“Come, come, my good fellow,” said Carrington,”
.+ . we want cheer{ul spirits at such a time as this . . .
I will tolerate your wise saws ... it would not be Ernest
Rivers, if he had not a poctical sentiment ready at his
command . . . and I don’t dispute the soundness of your
morality. I could put the truth in other words,
quoting from a book of somewhat higher authority.”

“You preach cheerfulness,” returned Rivers..,
* you, who but a few wecks ago were the most mourn-
ful man in the country.” '

‘A truc bill,” said Carrington, with something of a
laugh. ¢TI was the most mourntul man. I had nothing
to do but to mourn. I was mournful beeause I was inac-
tive. You say I chafed like a young lion . .. =0 1 did,
and enough to make a man chafe too. We had not
then an cnemy at our gates. We did not sit with our
drawn swords on thetable, . . I was longing to turn my
face towards the provinces — longing to escape from
Affghanistan. My regiment was under orders to march.
The relief long looked for had come at last . . . and then
that cursed order . . . I, of all men, to be left behind—I
to be lef with ‘the sick of the regiment—Chafe! Yos,
I did chafe, to sce the regiment march out of cantea®
ments, and I to be left behind.” .

I often marvelled, my good fellow,” said Rivers,
% that you did not get that order cancelled. I do not
think you would have found it difficult. Regimental
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orders are not like the orders of the Medes and Persians.
If you had but represented the case . ..the peculiar
hardship, which in your circumstances such an order in-
volved, I am sure that it would have been cancelled.”

1 might have done so—I am sure that I might have
done so,” returned Arthur Carrington. I know more
than onc man, who would have taken the duty ; but no
one could have taken it without a sacrifice—a sacrifice
greater than T could have wished any friend to make
upon my account. I do not boast of being less sclfish
than other men; but this would have been so very
sclfish.  Besides, at such scasons as this, every soldier
should cheerfully take upon himsell the duty which
in regular course falls to his share—keeping closc to the
roster, without that chopping and changing, which 1s
well cnough in garrison or cantonment, in the heart of
India, during seasons of profoundest peace. A man may
have reason to repent of one such change to the end of
his'life. ' We do not know what is the actual condi-
tion at this moment of the fine fellows of the th.
God grant that it is better than our own . .. I hope it
is ... I believe it is. .. and think, Rivers—think, if I
had made an exchange, if I had gone with my regiment,
leaving another to fill my place here—think howit would
have been, if he had fallen and I had escaped. Better
. thousand deaths . . . the agony, the infamy=r .. what
a'lifg of -wretchedness and shame would be endured by
the man who should thus have chanced to sacrifice his
friend.”

“ Miscry, Carrington, peﬂmp's .* . but not shame.”

“I should think it shameful ... you would think it
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shameful . . .it might not really be disgraceful, but we
should fecl the disgrace. . . . But why should we talk of
this, my good fellow ? the regiment has marched, and
here am I... T have left no onc to dic for me. Why,
this it is that goes some way to make me what T am,
Rivers . . . I cannot to be too thankful for the cscape.
«+. Besides, when the regiment marched . . . marched
and met the enemy . . . gained new laurcls, and marched
on with its face still towards the provinces. .. and I'was
loft behind inactive—nothing to do but to fume, and
fret, and study hospital returns—what wonder that my
spirits sunk ? But now .. . there is nothing in the world
which can keep up a man's spirits hall’ so well as the
sense of having a duty to perform. You may call
me unfecling ... heartless...think T am as cold as a
stone . . . but T must say, Rivers, that since affairs have
really become critical . . since important duties have de-
volved on every manin camp . .. since every Dritish sol-
dier, however humble, has been called upon, in behalf
of his country, to muster all his courage, all his rcsolu-
tion, all his cnergy, all his activity . . . since, in short, I
have been called upon to act, my good fellow, I have
been quite a different man altogether..  Aslong as there
is something to be done, I can bear up against private
sorrows.”

“ Sonxcthing ‘to be done!” repeated Rivers, ¢ some-
thing to be done '—what is there to be done ? The tm®
for doing, I fear, is past. Do not talk about doing ;
nothing can be done...we must preparc oursclves to
suffer.” <

¢ Suffer !—yes ; prepare ourselves to suffer—who is



A TALE OF THE AFFGIIAN REBELLION. 119

nct prepared ?’ asked Arthur Carrington; ‘““but an
English soldier takes care to do as well as to suffer.
Do you think that those finc fellows, who were mown
down this morning at our feet, did nothing before they
suffered . .. and shall we do nothing to avenge oursclves
upon their murderers—nothing to teach these barbarians
the true mettle of British valour ?”

¢ British valour!” said Rivers, in tones of deep de-
spondency, “ where was our boasted British valour this
morming "

“Where was it ?” returned Carrington, * where but
upon the heights of Behmeru? . . . where but upon the
bloody ground, where Laing and Mackintosh fell so
nobly?. .. where but” ...

“True ... but are these suflicient to redeem the cha-
racter of a whole army ?. .. 1 am no croaker ; but I tell
you, Carrington, that we bave lost more to-day than we
can cver recover.  We have tried our strength fairly
against the enemy, and the result +has been most disas-
trous. Better for us il ten times the number of men
had fallen with their faces towards the encmy, than that
the cnemy, as they did to-day, should have taken com-
Fassion on our weakness, and the chiefs issued ordersio
theln men not to hann the runaways.”

“Did they ?”...rising suddenly from his seat, and
seizing one of the swords which luy upsn the tgble . . .

A did they ?  Our time will come !—the insolent scoun-
drels 7 to take compassion upon our weakness!” . . . He
grode up and down the room, grasping his sword,
vhilst his face worked spasmodically, and his voice was
almost choaked with cmotion. ... * Better any thing
tiran this contempt . . . betterany thing than that they
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should take pity upon us. . .. But our time will come,
Rivers—be sure our time will come ; to-morrow. . . we
shall gather strength from defeat—avoid the futal errors
into which we fell to-day . ..all will soon be well . . . the
cloud will soon pass away. We shall crush the hydra,
be sure we shall...the dogs! they are firing still . . .
again—and . . . again. . .. Let us go out, Rivers” . ..
taking his foraging-cap from a peg, placing it on his
head, and drawing it down over his brows . . . * do not
let us wait till we are summoned . . . ahl—who comes
here ?”

The door was opened by an officer older by some
years than the two already in the room.... A clopk”
was over his shoulders, his cap was on his head, his
chin-strap drawn tightly down....* Carrington,” he
said, in a low and rather solemn voice, “T thought I
might find you here, and if here, not alone, for you have
been out well nigh all day....I have a small favour to
ask of you, and of you, Mr. Rivers. ... I have no doubt
that you will oblige me.” .... ‘

“ By all means,” said Carrington” .... but sit down
.... aglass of wine at such a time as this can do mno
man any harm. ... help yoursell. The dogs are firing
again.”

¢ Yes—they are growing more insolent every hour,’
said thenew comer, who wasa captain in the native cavalry.
‘ Heaven knows to what passes they may come ere wi
are many hours older. We must hope for the Mfést, but
it is as well to be prepared for the worst. ... our duty tc
be prepared in every way. I have lost some of my
oldest and best friends, and when my own turn may
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come, Omniscience only knows. I hope I shall be ready
whenever the time comes.... but what I have to say
now relates to worldly affairs. I have a wife, you know”
.... his voice faltered . ... “ I have been man'ied,.you
know, scarcely a year. ... a young wile” ... . he passed
his gloved hand rapidly across his eyes, and resumed in
a firmer voice . ... * perhaps, too, a young infant....if
God is merciful and spare them both. But this is un-
certain ; 1leaven knows what may bein store. ... whe-
ther the widow will clasp the orphaned babe . . .. whether
both or neither may survive . ... hut I have been think-
ing, during the last few days, that it would be culpable
@ me at such a time us this, not to execute a will. I
have a little property—mnot much . . . but suflicient when
added to the widow’s pension to sccure her every com-
fort.... 0 maintain her in respectability ....and I
would not leave this little property, in the event of my
dying without issue, to be scized—the legal portion of
it, I mean—by my next of kin. 1 am no lawyer—I
know little about these things. . . . but I have heard even
of the clearly-cxpressed will of testators having been sct
aside, in consequence of slight informalitics, and unfor-
tunatc widows being defrauded by next of kin, who
have never, during the lives of the deceased, given them
a single thought—moved hand or foot in their behalf ...
I must place my poor little wife beyond *all sueke con-
ti}gm}cies as this. I care nothing for my next of kin—
they cife” nothing for me. I have drawn up a will,”
continued Captain Witherington, producing at the same
time from bencath his cloak a roll of paper—* it is
very simply.... [ believe very perspicuously worded
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- - .. formal enough, I believe, for a soldier’s will;2d  if
it be properly witnessed, I believe it will answer all pur-
poses ... . .now I want you, Carrington, and you, Mr. Ri-
vers, to put your names to the document, as witnessing
and signing it in the presence of each other.” Ile spread
the paper out on the table, and placed his finger on the
spot where he desired the names to be placed—*¢ Have
you any objection to sign it?”

¢ None whatever,” replied Carrington.... ¢ I ima-
gine” . ... rising from his seat, and moving toward a
chair, on which was a writing-case, in a distant corner
of theroom—*1I believe thut I have some ink,and at least
one pen ....but I think, my good fellow, that your
life is worth at least as much as cither of ours....and
if those rogucs of Affghans were to expend your wit-
nesses, Lam afraid that we should not be of much use in
proving the will.” Ile spoke cheerfully . . . almost mirth-
fully, endeavouring to animate his drooping companions.

¢ If the will be saved,” said Witherington, * it will
bear your names...and there arc those, I presume,
who can prove the handwriting ... I have thought of
this...Tt would be as well, perhaps, to append a
memorandum, naming some party, who, in case of
accidents, can afford the necessary proof. . . whose name
shall I write, Carrington?”

“ Oi!—say Edmund Balfour, Esq., Civil Service,
Chowringhee ... he will do the necdful, I have “no
doubt.” -

“ And you—?" Rivers named a house of agency in
Caleutta . .. “ now sign. . . there ... no, wait a minute
-« - F will sign it first in your presence. .. there. .. you
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see that this is my handwriting—that I signed it in
your presence...now sign in the presence of cach
other...I think we shall do the lawyers now,” he
added, more cheerfully, as he folded up the document,
and thrust it into the breast of his frock-coat. ¢ This
is a weight, indecd, off my mind.”

“ But how,” asked Rivers...‘how arc you to
sccure this frail picee of paper ... how do you think it
is to cscape the universal wreek ?”

« Ah! I have not lost sight of this; trust me,” sud
Witherington, with something of a smile. * I have
thought of nothing clse all day...I mean since we
returned to cantonments after our hot morning’s work
... [never thought we were really in a perilous posi-
tion until the exhibition of this moming...now,
however, we have learnt a sceret or two...we know
just what we can do . .. or rather what our leaders can
do with us... Lam no croaker...but really, after the
busingss ol this morning, I do think with you, Mr.
Rivers, that there i1s cvery prospeet of an ¢ universal
wreek.” ... T thought, at onc time, of geiting my will
secured among our regimental records . . . or perhaps of
getting it among the papers of the Brigade Office. ..
but I doubt now whether this would prove any security
at all ... I have thought of a better plan...I have an
Adlghan scrvant, who is under considerabfe obksetions
tome,.."

Carrington interrupted the speaker with a laugh. ...
“ My good fellow,” he said, *if you are going to
trust, in such a matter as this, to the gratitude of an
Affghan...as well commit the document to the
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winds...or give it to me to light my cheroot with

..I want a scrap of paper”...producing his cheroot-
box as he spoke; ¢ this is indeed an ingenious con-
trivance for escaping the ¢ universal wreck.’”

“I think differently,” said Captain Witherington,
apparently a little annoyed...*TI would rely on Af~
ghan gratitude almost as readily as on Affghan revenge.
They never forgive an injury—and they seldom forget
a kindness...I will trust the man...I belicve him to
be true ... he would cut your throat, Carrington, I have
no doubt, with the utmost pleasure ...”

¢ I am much obliged, I am sure.”

* T say,” continued Witherington, “ if he had the
opportunity, he would cut your throat, because you are
a Kaffir—one of the hated tribe of invaders ... an
cnemy to the independence of his country ... but he
would not harm a hair of my head... nay, he would
strike down the arm raised to kill me, even though
1t were his brother’s ... because he thinks T am his
friend—because he knows that I have rendered him
a service. It was a scrvice, such as an Affghan knows
how to appreciate. .. though, perhaps, Carrington, you
do not. He had been for some time betrothed.”

“ Betrothed!” exclaimed Carrington . . . * come,
my good fellow . . . you spoke rather bitterly just
noweut I dm not going to quarrel with you. Go
on . . . I am interested in your story.” N

“ You arc; then perhaps I have wronged you
I thought that I should fail to interest you. I was
going to say that this young Affzhan, Afzul Khan, had
been for some time betrothed. . . . You laugh at me
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beeause I do not think the Affghans quite so black as
it is now the fashion to paint them. They are the
only people in the East who know what love is. I have
always thought well of them sinee I beeame convineed
of this fuct. . . . There must be some good in them.
. .« Wdll, I was going to tell you that the youngster
was in great distress, because, having unfortunatcly a
little time before been robbed of almost every thing he
possessed, he was unable to come down with the neces-
sary scttlement, or rather the purchasg-money; for the
Aflizhans, though they do know what love is, make,
after a fushion of their own, a bride an article of mer-
chandise. The young people were betrothed; but he,
in his destitute condition, was unable to bring matters
to an issue, and in this conjuncture I took compassion
on him, and by a small advance of moncy made him
a happy and a grateful man. T believe that he will do
any thing for me.”

] have no doubt . . . cut your throat while you
are asleep in your bed, or render you any other small
service of the same kind,” said Carrington.

“ Stuff ! what idle prejudice is this!” exclaimed
Captain Witherington. ¢ If he had been inclined to
cut my throat, I should not be now talking to you
.+« he has had abundant opportunities.-. . . The
truth is, that it is too much our way to*kick.~.anan,
amMl then to complain that he is not grateful. This is
the waywe treat the Hindoos . . . thisis the way we
treat the Affghans. . .. Trust me, Carrington, for
knowing my man much better than you know him.”
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“T don’t pretend to know him at all,” returned Car-
rington; then, in an altered voice, *“ Well, I do acknow-
ledge that he has great reason to be grateful . . . that
if ‘therc be such a plant as gratitude in the country,
you have done all that can be done to cultivateit . . .
you have planted and watered . . . may God give
the increase I”

“ He will give it. . . you may be sure Hewill. .. . This
night I purpose to place the document you have signed,
in his safe keeping. . . . I supposc it is uscless to ask
whether I shall enclose any thing for you . . . whether
there is any thing which you would wish to send to
the provinces through the samec channel.”

Carrington did not immediatcly answer, and Captain
Witherington continued :

“It is only in the event of my falling, only in the
cvent of the destruction of the force, that he will be
called upon to prove the sincerity of his protestations.
If that cvent befall, what other hope is there for us?
I can, at all events, lose nothing.” '

“True,” said Carrington, speaking more slowly . . .
‘ true . . . perhaps youareright. . . I thinkit would
be worth trying. . . If you would have no objection,
Mr. Witherington, I think perhaps I should like to
enclose a letter in your despatch—when do you intend
to clase,it?” ¢

“ To-night. . . Ileaven only knows what the mor-
row may produce. The unhappy business 8t to-day
can but have increased their presumption. There are
no orders out yet for any operations to-morrow. . .
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I suppose that henceforth we are to stand on the defen-
sive. . . 1 hope wherever we mecet the enemy again,
it will not be at Behmeru.”

“ And why? . .. it would be a good thing to thrish
the dogs on that very spot.” g

“ So it would . . . but there is little hope of that.
It is a foolish fancy . . . but I do not like the name . ..
Beh-meru ! — the ¢ husbandless” Many the husband-
less wite, I fear—many the widow, who will weep out
her Christmas this year.” Then walking up and
down the room, and talking more to himself than to
Carrington . L My poor little wife . . . Beh-meru,
the husbandless. It is a strange legend . .. she died
believing he was dead. It is better . . . better as it is.
Heaven knows; but she did so wish to come with me”
. . . then halting, and addressing himsel( to Carrington,
his voiee still husky with emotion, he said ... It is
perhaps better, on the whole, for those whose wives and
familics are safe in the provinees. . . . I know not what
will lecome of the women and children here . . . and
yet 1 doubt not that there is not a wife in India who
would not rather, in the devotedness of her heart, share
all this peril with hier husband . . . Well, will you send
a letter?”

“Yes,” said Carrington—“T1 will bring it to you

cforc widnight.  Stay ... one more glass of wine

béfore you go, Witherington . . . To the gentle hearts
that beat for us!—There, a bumper this time . . . the
gentle hearts that beat for us "—drinking off a bumper.
“No despondency, my good fellow, ... Strange, is it
not?—I fecl in better spirits—have fewer misgivings
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altogether than when I left Calcutta in the spring. I
remember then croaking grievously, full of the idea of
leaving my bones in Affghanistan. . . . Ialloa —Rivers
. .+ you did not drink that toast .. . the gentle hearts
that beat for us!”

Rivers had been sitting at the table, his head resting
between his clenched hands. The only answer which
he now gave forth was a deep groan—so loud that it
made Witherington look round, before he closed the
door behind him. Nothing could have been more hope-
lessly miserable than the expression of the poor fellow’s
pale face, which caught the captain’s e.ye as he quit-
ted the apartment.
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CHAPTER IX.

THE STRICKEN.

« My heart is wasted with my woe, Oreana. ..
Alone 1 wander to and fro, Oreana.”

Tennyson.
“ He lack’a
Nothing in soldiership except good fortune.”
Taylor.

A GROAN—It scemed to issue {rom the very depths
of the poor man’s heart. Arthur Carrington was in the
act of lighting a cheroot when the distressing sound
smotc upon his cars; and there sat Rivers, his clbows
on the table, his face buried betwcen his hands,
the very picture of hopeless sorrow. Carrington
dropped the cheroot, and laying his hand gently on
the shoulder of his friend, said, in accents of genuine
kindliness, * What is the matter, my good fellow ?”

“'The 1natter? nothing”—raising his head from his
hands, and looking with wan eyes into Carrington’s
[ace—* nothing. . . I am quite well—only that toast
- + - do not drink it again. . . It pained me,”

“I was not awarc”. . . began Arthur Carringlon.

%I know you were not,” said Rivers, hastily interrupt-
ing his friend. “How should you be...it was my
fault. . . T have always been a very shy, reserved, morose
sort of fellow. I have shrunk from®confidences, even
when others have been more open, more communica-

K .
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tive, more friendly. T have admired their candour;
loved them for the confidence they have reposed in me—
yous cspecially, my old friend Arthur; but I have not
becn able to imitate it...I have ofien been on the
point of opening my heart, but something, I know not
what, some undefinable feeling of dread, has closed up
the portals again...It is over now... we stand on
the bridge, this wintry night, looking down into the
cold, dark waters of annihilation which flow beneath
us. I am very foolish—God grant that T be not im-
pious. 'Will you hear what I have to say?”

“ Speak out; it will do you good. De assured that
I shall sympathise with you. You may not think it,
but I have suffered deeply myself.”

“ And T—none know how much,” returned Rivers.
“T will tell you”. . .

“Before you begin, drink this,” said Arthar Car-
rington, {illing a tumbler ncarly full of sherry.

“ No, no; not that,” said Rivers pushing the glass
away, “I never do...I never, at such times, in my
worst fits of depression, betake myself to these stimulants.
I bave heen sorely tempted—almost upon the brink—
morc than once have I nearly given way; but the
tempter has been beaten. . . I have not sought consola-
tion in the bottle.”

“liight, very right,” said Carrington. It werc a
sorry source of consolation. . . and to-night, we had better
not. I have the utmost contempt for the pot-valiant.”

“ And L . . when the hour comes, I hope it will find
me in the possession of allmy clearest faculties. Arthur,”
sliding his hand into that of his friend, “I feel for you;
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I do, indced. I don't know why I should be wretched.
As I have nothing to hope, I have nothing to fear. . .
nothing earthly, I mean. .. Now you—no words.can
tell how I fecl for you, Arthur...to be here, girt
around with peril. . . and she. . .”

¢ Don’t unman me, Rivers, it will all end very well—
I doubt not, very well,” rcpeated Arthur Carrington.
“Do not fear. . . Are you in my position?”

“In your position!” then after a pause, “yes...I
am in your pogition. .. that is I am here and my be-
trothed far off. . . very far off—in Heaven.”

“In Heaven!”

“Yes. . . dead—decad, and thcrefore in Feaven.
Can I doubt it? One so young, so pure, so innocent.
She died. .. a victim, Carrington, sacrificed to a long
cugugement. 1 did not sce her, of course...I only
heard of it— only a letter; and then. . . you sce what I
am. .. you vmnot wonder that the world has become
utta l,y dark.

“ Not utterly, my good fellow,” said Carrington,
making an attempt at cheerfulness, ¢ if there is nothing
clse, there is your profession—at your age—with your
prospects”, .

“ Prospeets!” Tt would Dbe difficult to conceive the
world of anguish and desolation crowded into lus utter-
ance of that single word.

“ And why not ?”

“ What prospects ? Time was, Arthur—time was. . .
but now! Prospects—what are a man’s prospects when
success has become more painful than Yailure . . . honour
almogt as intolerable as disgrage ... ¢ Duty survives’

K2 .
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... Iknowit. If I did not, how were it possible to
live ? But what arc my prospects, when success is ren-
dered grievous to me by the thought that they who
would have gloried in it—that they for whose sakes I
would have dared any thing—whose smiles made up
the real blessings of success . . . that they are not here
to smile approbation ... are not here to share my
renown. Do not talk about prospects, Arthur—I have
none. It is all over...I do not wish—belicve me,
I do not wish, to communicatec my sadness to your
heart. Indeed, Iam to the full as happy now, as I
have been since . . . that letter. I did not like to touch
upon the subject before—these long engagements—
knowing that you had one.”

“ Yes—ycs—they wear the heart out. They are
very, very bad ... nothing worse,” said Carrington,
“1 admit ... Were I a parent, nothing would cver
induce me to suffer these contracts, for Heaven only”
knows the amount of misery which thcy inyolve.
Well—well ... we talk sagely now; young people
often do” . . . he continued more cheerfully . . . * per-
haps when we grow old, we, too, shall talk wiscly about
¢ prudential considerations.” It is a remarkable thing,
Rivers, that these prudential people should constantly
be doing such very imprudent things. Iknow nothing
more 1mprudent than to permit an engagement bctwccn
two young people at opposite ends of the world.’

¢ Prudence, like ambition, often ¢ overleaps itself, and
falls on the other side,’” said Rivers. ¢ How badly do
old people calculate . . . they are the worst reckoncrs in
the world ... they shake their heads, and talk very
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solemnly about the ¢ ultimate happiness’ of the young.
The ¢ ultimate happiness,’ those were the words which
were so often in the mouth of her father. It was yery
painful, he knew—scparation always is painful—but to
secure our eventual—our ultimate happincss—and God
knows he was right, too, but not in the sense in which
Lec desired his words to be understood. He was right
—the very prudential old man! he was right . .. for
he did secure the ultimate happiness of his daughter . ..
He made her happy before her time . . . perfect happi-
ncss—perfect peace . . . among the angels in heaven.”

Carrington felt that it would be idle to attempt to
calm the decp passion of his friend with any common
offerings of consolation, What could he say ? Better
he thought to give frec vent to the tide of cmotion .. .
to suffer its force to expend itsclf. So he sat silent in
his sympathy, and Rivers continued :

“* ¢ Ol people, I say, are very prone to make dire
mistagkes.  They know not— they have forgotten
what youth is . . . and when they handle young hearts,
they are utterly unconscious of the delicacy of the
materials composing them. At three-score we are apt
to forget that the coldness of old age has grown upon
us, not grown with us ; and when we make laws for
the young, we are oblivious of the kind of people we
are legislatiug for. It wont do, Carringlon—it tont
do. You may scver loving hearts, and tell them to be
happy—talk of prudential considerations and eventual
bappiness . . . but whilst the young hearts are learning
these bitter lessons, their education is cut short by
death . . . perhaps we might discipline our hearts in
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time, but they break beneath such hard schooling . . .
So it was—so it was with her ... she died ... she
was, not strong enough . .. she was always very deli-
cate— very semsitive ... almost morbidly scnsitive—
cver apprehensive of evil . . . of a most excitable tem-
perament.  You could not have conceived a person
less able to bear up against such trials. She said she
could not bear up against them . . . but prudential con-
siderations—eventual happiness . . . the solemn harba-
rity of three-score, It wasas certain, though less mer-
ciful an immolation, than if the old man had sacrificed
his daughter with a sharp knife. It was agreed at
last that I should return to India ... that something
should be done to increase the scanty store of my poor
subaltern’s pay . ..a staff appointment . . . or, fuiling
in that, promotion must come sooner or later . . . could
not be so very fur off They say that she ncver
smiled . , . that the little, it was but very slight, bloom
upon her check. forsook it then . .. and there wys not
even a tinge...all so white... until there came a
little round spot...And time passed. She wrote
very long letters—was always writing letters—it was
her only work . . . her only consolation . . . and upon
this she might have lived for some time—might have
been still living . . « but for this accursed war, When
she ‘knew I ‘was in Affghanistan, she ceased to hope.
They did not tell mo how much worse she was. . . nor
did she ever complain . . . but still her letters revealed
the truth. I could sce, every month, that the hand-
writing was more fecble . . . more tremulous . . . and
they were shorter, too . . . those dear letters . . . written
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with painful effort . .. and in such a strain ... the
letters, Arthur, of a departing saint ... And then one
month, I was almost prepared for it, the letter was
written by her mother .. . and I knew that she had
gone to ITeaven ... I knew that her ¢eventual hap-
piness’ had been secured—and mine.”

“ Yours I"——

“Yes... I hope I am not presumptuous,” returned
Rivers, in a more tranquil tone . . . “but these things
do net happen to us very often in vain.  The heart of
stone becomes a heart of flesh under such discipline as
this . . . I am very different . . . I hope the change is all
in my favour. Whilst cvery body is exclaiming, ¢ How
you arc altered ? looking only at my wasted Limbs, my
kaggard fuce. T hope another change is visible to cyes
which can penctrate the veil of gross flesh which hems
in the heart. Tven in a worldly view, Arthur, these
things arc not without their advantages. ¥ doubt whe-
therethere is 2 man in camp, who, on his own account,
1s less carcless of the issue of the present conflict than
I am.  There may be braver hearts among us; but
I question whether there is one more thoroughly reck-
less . . . more regardless of life than I am.”

“Not a more gallant fellow in camp—as I was
about to say before,” said Arthur Carrington, glad, in-
deed, that sucl 2 turn had been given to this most*pain-
ful conversation. ¢ I never saw a fellow in my life so cool
in the midst of danger, as you were this morning—I
never saw a fellow deal about him right and leR so
manfully, and with such cxtraordinary success. Why,
man, you scemed to have the strength of a giant in -
what you call your wasted fimbs. Your wondgrful
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pluck, Harry, seemed even to stir the hearts of the
sepoys behind you ; for certainly there was not a com-
pany out this morning which fought better than yours.
You always were a most determined fellow . . . and now
you seem to think no more of these Affghan gentlemen
than of the mob-ocracy, who, in old times, were con-
demned in our school rows to fecl the weight of your
stripling arm. If ever a fellow deserved to be a C. B.,
you do . . . that’s very certain . . . for your services this
morning.”

¢ There arc many men of my standing, who deserve
it,” said Rivers, ¢ but we subalterns must be contented
to sce our seniors carry off these honours . . . To me it
matters not, as I have told you, in all sincerity; if pro-
motion were to come—and come it will even more rapidly
than I desire . . . if the performance of my duty (I have
nothing more to boast of ) were to be thus recognised
by my sovereign . . . perhaps I should only be, if pos-
sible, a sadder man. But I could rejoice in the surcess
of others ... I hope I am one of thosc who can

* a glorious consolation find
In others’ joys, when all their own are dead.

If I could see you happy . . . if I could see some of the
gallant fellows about me rewarded as they ought to be.
If ... there is poor Walsingham lying, I fear, on
the Wed of death ... if I could see hope for him . . .
and he so ambitious . . . so eager of distinction . . . to
be cut short thus early in his carecr! If it had pleased
God—if his fate had been reserved for me . .. for me,
who have nothing to lose . . . whom no one will regret.
Yet, whilst others were falling, I seemed to bear a
charmed life. It is enough for me to do my duty ...
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T have nothing else to live for . . . but others can do as
well—can do better. I could have been better spared
than many who have fallen.” .

“Not you, my good fellow,” exclaimed Carrington,
with all that hearty sincerity of manner, which rendered
him so popular. * You are just the very sort of man
that we most want at the present time—one with no
selfishness, no jealousy . . . determined only to do your
duty at any cost, and with a power equal to the incli-
nation. No, no:—if we had ascore of such in the upper
ranks, the Affghan pride would be humbled to the
dust. The dogs!—Ah ! old Blucher, what are you
growling for? I did not mean you—you are a nobler
sort of animal . .. why, what’s the mattcr?—not used
yet to this sniping work, that a few shots should disturb
your slumnbers?”

“I]e is reminding us, the finc old fellow,” said
Rivers, taking up his sword, a heavy-bladed, sharp-
edged weapon, not an useless regulation spindle—¢ re-
minding us that we have been here quite long cnough,
talking about oursclves and our sorrows. Itis time to
be abroad again; we may do some good. I do not
think that these Affzhans are much inclined to be over
active at night; but we must keep a sharp look out.
Come along . . . the night, I doubt not, is cold...you
had better bring your cloak with you” * °

“ No, it only encumbers me. I will not disturb Blu-
cher; poor fellow ! he seems to be in the full enjoyment
ofit. There now,” placing his forage cap again on his
head, and pulling it down over hig eyes—* there, I am
regdy now. If there be no pprticular duty to perform,

r
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if there is nothing to be done, it is something, at all
cvents, to be abroad; it animates the men under arms ...
on sych occasions as these, the men cannot see too much
of their officers.” '

“ Very true.”...They went out together; but had
not proceeded many steps from Carrington’s quarters,
when Rivers asked if the door which they were passing
was not Walsingham’s. The answer was in_ the af-
firmative.

* Shall we step in and scc him?”

“ By all mecans,” said Carrington; * poor fellow! It
does a sick man good to know that his sufferings are
not uncared for by his comrades.”. .. They gently opened
the door, and treading lightly, entercd the apartment.

Tt was a room closely resembling that which they had
just quitted; and the articles strewn about it were
somewhat of the same description. On the table there
were scveral bottles; but very different in their contents
from what had graced Carrington’s board; they were
medicine and lotion bottles, and beside themn was a
brass basin, a roll of linen rag, and a large sponge.

A native servant—a Hindoo—was sitting in one
corner of the room, engaged in picking off the felt from
an old beaver hat. Beside the bed sat a medical officer,
an assistant surgeon, who was watchmg his patient
with the nfost btotherly care—an cxpression of genuine
snxiety pervading his handsome face—and who quietly
rose-up when he heard the noise at the door, and walked
on tip-toe towards it. When he saw who wero the in-
truders, he seemed to forego his determination not to
suffer them to enter. *“Oh! it is you,” he said ina
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whisper. ¢ Carringt.on, and you, Rivérs; he has been
asking after you both. Do not stay long; he must not
be excited; but, perhaps, it will not hurt him to se¢

”

you.
¢ And how is he?” whispered Carrington.

A very slight shake of the head, and a look of deep
concern, told but too plainly that the case was a very
bad one.

The young officers followed the doctor to the bed-
side of their wounded friend. There he lay, or rather
sat, propped up with pillows, a ghastly object to be-
hold.  He had been hewn down by an Affghan trooper,
whose sabre-had told with terriblg effect upon Walsing-
ham’s right shoulder, cutting through flesh and muscle
{o the bone; whilst another blow had laid open, in a
fearful manner, the poor {ellow’s right temple, the
wound slanting down across the cheek-bone and nar-
rowly avoiding the corner of the cye.  All that human
skill could do, had been done to diminish the extent of
theinjury. Thewounds had been cleansedand bandaged
with the utmost care, but the cffusion of blood was still
considerable, in spite of the styptics which had been
applicd, and the ligaturcs around his head and arm, as
well as the.coverings of the bed, were stained with the
crimgon fluid.  Such part of the poor fellow’s face as
was visible was deadly pale; and there was & com-
pressed look about his mouth, which told how greatly
he suffered—how he struggled to suppress all indica-
tions of the pain he was enduring—pain occasioncd
much less by the flooding wounds, which rendered his
case 4 dangcrous one, than by the severe contusions he
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had suffered; for before he could be extricated from the
mélée, he had becn trampled down by the unsparing
troops of the heavy chargers of the Affghan horsemen.
He was altogether in a pitiable condition—mangled
and mutilated from head to foot—weak, exhausted,
and, it was feared, dying. But still he was the same
bold, vigorous, cager, ambitious man, who had buckled
on his sword that morning, an hour after thidnight, de-
termined to earn for himsclf a name in the Guzette.
And he had earned it—wounded * dangerously”—but
that was not the scason of Gazettes. He scemed
pleased to sec his two friends advancing towards him;
his dim eyes brighteged up a little; he linguidly ex-
tended his left arm, and in a low weak voice, he said:
* How are you, my dear fellows?”

Carrington knelt down beside the bed, and pressed
the feeble hand between his own. Rivers stood a little
way apart, conversing with the good doctor. He
thought it better that they should not all crowd about
the sick bed together. '

¢ My poor fellow,” said Carrington, not venturing
to look up, for his eyes were swimming with tears. . .
¢ This is but a sorry finale to all your gallant exploits.
To see you thus, my poor Walsingham . . . oh! the
accursed dogs” .

¢ I.shall dovery well—have no uncasiness on my
account,” rcturned Walsingham, very feebly . ..
¢ thanks to that good fellow, Rowland, there, who has
nursed me as though I had been his brother. . . I
shall do very well . 2. I shall soon be abroad
again.”
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+ I hope you will—I hope you will,” said Carring-
ton . . - ‘“and then our turn will come. The scoun-
drels!”

¢ Nay, my good Carrington . . .” a spasm of pain
checked his utterance for a few seconds . . . “they
fought well . . . they fought like men . . . their
horsemen came stoutly to the charge . . . gricvously
heavy hoofs have those chargers . . . how they did
crush down upon me!”

¢ Qur turn will come,” repeated Carrington.

“] hope it will . . . are there any orders out . . .
any operations to-morrow?”’

“ None—none,” replied Arthur Carrington, ¢ I hear
that there have been more councils; a great deal of
talk, I have no doubt . . . but not a symptom of any
thing to be done. It secms that we arc to remain in-
active behind our walls.”

“Ishall be up again . . . ofl the sick-list,” said
Walsingham, with something of animation in his still
feeble voice . - - ¢ before we go out again in force against
the cnemy. . . I am almost sclfish enough to feel satisfac-
tion in the thought. It would be very, very bitter to
know that you were out agnin . . . and I here.”

“ But you must take care of yourself —not be
too impctuous . . . you must have patience, my poor
fellow.” ‘ .

¢ No, no; I never was very patient,” said the wounded
man, ¢ and a sabre cut or two, and a few bruises,
what are they to kecp me from my men more than a
few days? . . We made sucha wretched a‘Tair of it this
morning, that I am afraid it will do none of us any

gbod . . . I should like to*know what I have been
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reported in the Roturns. Rowland wont tell me .. .
pretends he does not know. . . I suppose it is ¢ dan-
gerously.’ . . . It does not much matter. . . We are
not very likely ever to see a report of this affuir in the
Gazette.” . _

¢ Better anywhere than in the Gazette,” said Car-
tington.

“Yes ...yes...and it would.be a dreadful
thing really to be disabled in such a business as this
. . . to be shelved by wounds received in an engage-
ment which we are ashamed to talk about, and to be
cut out of a participation in more honourable affairs.
These, I suppose, are the chances. of war.”

“ Equal credit to you, my poor fellow . . . cqually
glorious your exploits . . . every one in camp is say-
ing you behaved like a man.”

“But what is that?” ... another spasm of pain,
convulsing his whole frame—he was a man of large
proportions, muscular, sinewy. ‘ What is that? Plea-
sant enough I grant, to enjoy the approbation of onc’s
comrades—but a soldier looks for somcthing more
than the applause of the mess-table . .. he aspires to
somgthing more than a regimental reputation. My
father is a very old man ... he has served long and
creditably .. . if he be proud of any thing in the world,
it is of the, riband at his button...I hoped to make
him cqually proud of his son...I did think that I
might return to England with a riband at mny button
<. with two letters after my name. I am sure it
would have brightened :&xe last years of the good old
man. But now. ‘ what avails it to do . .. what
avails it to sufler, when all our doings, all our sufferings
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only lead to failure—to disgrace? Our actions are not
considered in detail—not considered by themselves . ..
they are only meritorious so long as in the aggregate
they arc crowned with success. . . so long as they résult
in vietory. I don’t krow whether this is right—per-
haps it is. I have no doubt the matter has been
well considered by much wiser heads than mine. I
only say, Carrngton, that it secms to me very hard.
Gallantry is gallantry anywhere—suffering is suffering,
no matter whether surrounded by darkress or sur-
rounded by light. It is burd that we should be pun-
ished for the deficiencics of those above us—or for un-
avoidable circumstances, rendering victory beyond the
reach of human power to achieve. Well, we must
make the best of it—it is not our fault.”

He had paused often during the delivery of this
speech, which came forth in broken sentences. He
was cvidently suffering acute bodily pain—pain endured
with the noblest fortitude—pain which, perhaps, really
galled him less, was more endurable by his sturdy
spirit, than the sense of the disgrace which had descended
upon the army, the personal losses which that disgrace
had entailed upon him. There was a little too much
sclfishness in the poor fellow’s heroism—but it was
heroism, nevertheless.

Currington saw plainly enough what congtituted the
severest sufferings of the wounded man, and he ad-
dressed himself earnestly to the work of soothing the.
irritation, which was so intolerable to his fiicnd. He
spoke cheerfully of the prospects of recovery—the
impossibility, as he said, of the Affghans carrying their
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ready .. . the'cmulilés lilve Bilpéd yofl ta'thats . we -
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It was a splendid stimylant, and Cardngton’ de-
lightedly watched its effects, now vislble in‘the glisten:
ing eyes, now in the slightly suffused cheekh of his mmuch=
suffering friend. He had touched a ¢hord * vilrating
sweetest measures”—thrilling delightfully through his
whole soul. Walsingham had not, for some time, been
so frec fiom depressing anxicties—had not for some
time experienced a state of mind so mnearly akin to
hope. * Best of good fellows,” he said, stretching out
hus left hand, which was pressed warmly by his friend,
“ it is just like you, to find something eonsolatory in
a state of things, however gloomy...I think there is
a chance that all will go well, and then, as you sy ...
it had not oceurred to me before, but perhaps they will
consider the wholo affair in the gross, and rewsrd olf
who have.,.” ’

“ Distinguished themselves,” exclaitmed Cakrinfifon,’
“ out with the word, my boy!” )

“ Suffered much in the cause. Tt is possible,”
continued Walsingham, * and how my Potin vld father
would rejoice to sec his son’s nawio in the Cesstia!™
.+ . Then after a pause, he added, ing mofe slowly
and solemnly . .. % Bat i¥' it chonkt £% hagipes W . ..
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good Samaritans, it were something to live, if only on his
account) if they should really prove dangerous ... will
yoy, my good fellow, Carrington, write to my father—
you have seen the fine old man—and tell him, that,
whatever of disgrace there may have been brought
down upon the country, I did not disgrace him ... that
Idid my best, &5 a soldier . .. that I died, as became
my father’s son. If you think this is truth, Car-
rington ...you will say it for me—I'm sure you
will .. .”

¢ Be sure that I will, if, my good fiiend Walsing-
ham...if!®..no, I will not even look such a contin-
gency as this in the face. You shall deliver the first
part of the message yourself.”

“ And you may add, too,” continucd the sick man,
not heeding Carrington’s reply,  you may add, too,
that I sent him, as my last gift, the sword which I
carried with me in action, when Ifcll ... perhaps you
might be the bearer of it—circumstances might peynit
« - . and that would be a double kindnese.”

“ And if I were,” said Carrington, smiling, *to be

bearer of old Excalibur, I shonld have something
to tell aboys the firm gripe you had taken of the
*“handle-sa gtipe, which even the pondcrous hoofs of
the Affghan horse could not loosen. They thought
that you svere dead, my fine fellow, with the trusty
weapon in your hand... yes, the gencral shall know
it all, I promise you; and you nced not die to impart
the knowledge.”

Walsingham was, about to answer, when Dr, Row-
land, who had been conversing in & low tone with
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Rivers, at the other end of the room, came forward,
vith the intention of breaking in upon the colloquy.
His paticnt had already cxerted himsclf enough—ndore
than enough. Rivers, who, though much attached to
Walsingham, had thought it better to remain in the
background, and to suffer the cheerful, the animating
presence of Arthur Carrington, unimpaired by his
nabitual gloom, to do its work by the bed-side, now
came forward also, addressed a2 few words to the
wounded man, and then passing his arm through
Carrington’s, led him away from the bed. In another
niinute they were in the open air.

L2
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CHAPTER X

THE REJECTED.

“ Why, love forswore me in my mother’s womb,
And that I should not deal in her soft laws,
She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe......
To disproportion me in every part.”
Shakspeare.

Tney had not procceded far, those ill-assorted
friends, before they parted. Their course lay towards
diffcrent parts of the intrenched camp. Rivers turned
off towards that front of the fortifications where he knew
a detachment of his own men was posted; and Carring-
ton continued his own progress towards the housc
occupied by the General, thinking that, perhaps, from
the officers of the staff, he might receive a commission
of some importance—some detached employment re-
quiring a strong spirit and a strong arm—the encrgy
and activity of youth. The few recovered men of his
own regiment had been employed during the day, and
were now under cover. He was, therefore, to a certain
extertt, an-independent man; but he did not desire to
be an idle one; it was not a time at which any man
desirous to do his duty, could think of only doing
‘what was absolutely necessary in the regular tour of
regimental performagce. On le went, in good spirits,
humming now and then snatches of old tuncs, and
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returning the necessary answers to the sentries who
challenged him, in a cheerful, animating voice. Little
cheerfulness was there around. The night was dark
and very cold. Large, heavy clouds, portending snow,
were drifting across the heavens; and the bleak wind
in fitful gusts, swept cuttingly across the face of the
young soldicr, as he made his way manfully against the
opposing element.  On the distant hills might be scen
many a blazing firec. The cuemy were burying their
dead, the corpses of those who had fallen in the morn-
ing; but still they found time, ever and anon, to send
a shot or two towards the cantonments from a gun which
they had planted on a spot of commanding ground.

e was not far from the general’s house, when he
was accusted by o Queen’s officer of another regiment,
who, it scemed, had been following him.

“Mr. Carrington!”  Arthur turned round and con-
fronted the speaker.

llc yas a short, ill-favoured man, young, but with a
prof'uf-lon of dark hair about hisface. Carrington re-

cognised his countenance, and as he did so, started with
a gesture of surprise. The movement was not lost
upon the stranger, who fixing Lis cyes steadily upon
Carrington’s face, said in a harsh, guttural voice, the
voice of une rendered husky by strong emotion,

“I do mot wonder at your astonishigent. Ypu are
naturally surprised at so great and sudden a change
in my bearing towards you . . . surprised that I, who
so long have shunned you, should now intrude myself
upon you.”

“ Why, to speak candidly,” sald Carrington, I am
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a little astonished, or rather, perhaps, I might have
been a week ago, but strange things are turning up
every hour—cach onc stranger than the last. And
yet after all, Mr. Wilton, I don't sec why it should be
surprising that onc brother oflicer should salute another
at a time when a great common danger ought to make
common friends of us all. I know you have always
avoided me, always shunned me as though I were a
leper; but upon my word, up to this hour, I am totally
ignorant of the causes which have rendered me such an
object of aversion to you.”

“T belicve you, Mr. Carrington. It was my desire
that you should be ignorant of these causes. I had no
wish, believe me, to insult you, no wish to give youany
annoyance. I have always had a sopt of respect for you,
and, under other circumstances, it is probable that I
ghould have sought you as a friend. I avoided you
because your presence was painful to me—so painful
that at times I hated you.”

“Have I ever wronged you, cver done you an
injury?” asked Carrington, who was touched Dby the
deep fecling’ which his companion betrayed.

“ Ever wronged me?—perhaps not; I cannot say
that you have wronged me—wronged is not the word.
PerhapsIought noteven to say that you haveinjured me;
but when one yuan, however unintentionally, blasts, in
the very'spring of life, the budding promise of another's
happiness, it is hard to'say that an injury—a grievous
one—has not been done.”

“ Blasted another’s happiness! I!—What mystery
is this?” asked Carrinjgton.
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¢« will tell you,” rcturned the other; ¢but let me
know, are you on duty?”

“ No,” returned Carrington, “no morc on duty thap~
every man in camp. I came out to offer myself for iny
service that might he required of me. . . and you?”

“I have just been relicved. I have had no rest for
six-and-thirty hours. Can you afford to listen?”

“ Yes.”

T dure say you have often marvelled why I have so
sedulously shunned you, avoided you, as I was some-
times compelled to do, in so obvious, so unmistakeable
a manner—often rudely, often offensively, I am afraid,
but ucver with the intention to wound you. The truth
i+, as 1 have said, Mr. Carrington, your presence was so
painful to we, that I was glad to escape into solitude;
the anguish was intolerable to me—so intolerable, that
at any other time, under any other circumstances, I
would have exchanged into another regiment, at any
agiifice, rather than have been constantly exposed, by
“ccwnung In the sune country with you, to this ever-
scinneng penalty. I weary your patience, Lam afraid;
swr with me a little while; I almost repent me that I
have foreed this mecting upon you.”

Carrington [elt something very much like an inclina-
tion to laugh.  There was a touch of absurdity in the
present embarmssment, and he was aboug to reply to his
agitated companion, with his wonted good-humoured
bluntness, when Wilton seized his arm with a convul-
sive grasp; and whilst his whole fran.e scemed to be
wrenched and shaken by the effort, he groaned out:
“ You arc cngaged to be married%o Adcla Dalfour.”
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“To besure I am,” said Arthur Carrington.
Wilton repeated, in a less eager, but in a sadder
~woice: ““ You are engaged to be married to Adela
Balrour.”

¢ Yes, yes, it is very true, I am,” said Carrington.
¢ Have you any thing to say against it?”

“I should have every thing to say against it,” re-
plied Mark Wilton, ““if I thought that saying would
avail. But this is idle. I have intruded mysclf upon
you, Mr. Carrington”—this with great effort— to say
nothing that is not friendly, nothing that is not cou-
ciliatory. I wish to apologise for any apparent rude-
ness in my conduct towards you.”

“Oh! you need not apologise!” exclaimed Carring-
ton; * but excuse me, 1f—"

“Ah!” interrupted Murk, “I sce how it is—I am
not intelligible; yo& do not understand me—how should
you?’

“ Why, to tell you the truth,” said Carrington, ¢ there
is a little confusion—that is—perhaps, itis my fuult, but
I do not very clearly understand you.”

“ No—no, it is iy fault .. . I must be more explicit”
.. . speaking slowly, and still with great effort. . . you
must excuse my incoherencics, Mr. Carrington, your
generous nature will make every allowance. The truth
is . ..pfew words will explain all, and it is well that
they should be uttered, let the utterance cost what it
may ...you are engaged to be married to Adcla Bal-
four . . . and I—I—love her!”

-¢Love her!” cxclaimed Arthur Carrington.
“Yes; no words éan tell how decply. . . . Have
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patience . . . perhaps you think that I have no right to
use such language . . . I know not how that may be,
Mr. Carrington, but there are feelings which no efforye”
. . . no sense of duty...nay, not even religion can
stifle.  To say that I love Adecla Ballour is only to
say that I live—but do not misunderstand me. My
love has long been nothing else than the love of utter
despair . . . suffering, suffering always . . . never hoping,
never longing . .. only grieving over the extinction of
my happiness. I am, I doubt not, very confused . ..
but this I wish to say, that the passion which consumes
me 1s one which can inspirec none but myself .. . I
cannot subdue that, Mr. Carrington. But therc is
another passion which I have subdued ... my hatred of
you. . .. I know not whether I am asking too much,
but will you give me your hand ?” .-

There was not a more generous oftture in the world
than Arthur Carrington. 1lad’ the man’before him
presented himself as a rival, had he advanced any pre-
tensions, had he spoken boastfully of the past or hope-
fully of the future, the young impetuous lover would
have felt a very strong inclination to smite his opponent
to the carth. But the behaviour of Mark Wilton—so
different from this . . . so full of humility, of contrition,
confessing utter hopelessness in the presence of a suc-
cessful rival, touched the honest heart of Carrington ;
this last appeal was irresistible ; he stretched out his
land, and said, * With all my heart . . . therc” . . . re-
turning the warm pressure of Wilton’s hand...“Iam
glad you have ceased to hate me.  Thisis not a time for
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enmity among brethren ; the blessing coveted by both
we may neither of us live to enjoy.”

&, “Trae... but do not say coveted...Ihope Mr.
Carrington that I have ceased to covet a trcasure be-
longing to another, though I cannot ceasc to love...
If Thave any excuse for the encouragement ... nay,
Heaven knows I do not cncourage it... but for the
indestructible existence of the latter feeling; it is_that
when Iloved her first ...and I can scarcely remember
the time when I did not love her—her affections were
disengaged. Iknew her.. . Iloved her long before you
had cver seen her ... we were play-fellows togcther.”

“ Playfellows!”

T was brought up at the house of a clergyman—an
uncle . . . for my mother died soon after I was born,
and my father, hging in the civil scrvice, was always
resident in India 7%, . and this man—=this uncle of mine,
was rector of the parish in which Mr. Balfour lived.
Their houses were close together—they were very inti-
mate + .. and, as children, the Miss Balfours and
myself were constantly together . . . I cannot fix the
date—it was so far hack—when I began to love Adela
-+ . but I know but too well, Mr. Carrington, when I
began to despair.”

Arthur Carrington was decply moved. He was
silent, and Walton continued—* When I Ileft home—
when I came first to India, I was a mere boy .. . Miss
Balfour a year or two younger . . . I thought then that
ghe was attached to me . . . we had always been friends
« « . nothing could have been more kind than her man-



A TALE OF THE AFFGHAN REBELLION. 155

ner towards me ... She shed tears when I bade her
adicu . . . and I—fool that I was—mistook & childish
{riendship—sisterly affection . . . for the deep endurings
passion of love .. . Two years passed . . . and through-
out those two ycars, I hugged to my heart the precious
thought that I was loved, that Adela Balfour would,
some day, become my wife.  Those two years were
ocenpied with my voyage to India—a residence there
of sume sixtcen months ... and my rcturn home on
sick certificate . . . for my health very soon failed me.
When I reached England, Adecla was a woman, and
she had scen you.”

Arthur Carrington stood with his cycs fixed on the
ground, and his hands crossed over the large handle of
his sword, on which, the point in the carth, he was
partly vesting, whilst Mark Wilton continued, “ I very
goon found the grievous mistake 1 had made ... I very
soon found that childish friendship was not womanly
love . .. that the esteem with which I was regarded as
the playfellow of her infancy was nothing but esteem
after all. Tt had not ripenced . . . it never could ripen
into love. And with womanly reserve came womanly
coldness.  Isaw it all too plainly. I saw, too, some-
thing else still more painful to me....I saw that she
turned aside from me, as onc whom she could not look
upon with pleasure. When Adela wawg clild, she
tolerated me because I was good-natured—because I was
kind to her. Shedid not perceive that which as a
woman was only too apparent to her—she scarcely knew
that T was very ugly—very ungainly; at all events, if
she did, she cared not for my impdrfections—she liked
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me in spite of them, But when I rcturned to England,
she had learnt to value, perhaps some might think to

“waver-value, personal attractions. Heaven knows, I do
not think so; for there is nothing in the world which
at one time I would not have exchanged for them. It
is too late now—indecd, it was too late then. She had
scen you, Mr. Carrington ....and I....in truth she
never cared for me after my return—never could—with
this forbidding face, with thesc stunted limbs....she
turned away from me with aversion, and it-was not very
long before I lcarnt that she had bestowed her affections
on you.” ‘

“ Bless her!” exclaimed Carrington, involuntarily.
The words were uttered cre he could suppress the ¢ja-
culation.

“ Amen!” ... with much fervour .... “ Amen!” re-
peated Mark Wilton. ... ¢ believe me, Mr. Carrington,
I shall never cease to bless her. I thought it right that
I should tell you all this .... at a time¢ when God only
knows how soon we may all mect one another, where
there is neither marrying nor giving in marriage, it
were indeed criminal to harbour other thoughts than
those of charity and love. I have, I hope, wholly sub-
dued the bad passions which were rioting within me.
I hope you will be spared—I hope that you will be
happy. Time was when it would have been a consola-
tion to me to sce you fall bencath the blade of the
Affghan. Thatis past. Ihave said cnough—you have
given me your hand—you are in perfect amity with me.”

¢ Most perfect,” . .. again extending hishand. *For-
get the past... you lnay yet be very happy. You take



A TALE OF THE AFFGHAN REBELLION. 157

far too gloomy a view of the matter—you do, in-
deed.”

“ Ah! it is well for you to say so. You mean j&~
kindly, I know—but do not again talk about for-
getting. Perhaps, indeed, Ihardly wish to forget. I
am sure that I would not wish her to think that I had
forgotten. Tell her—is it asking too much of you—
tell her, if I should fall, that I bore her in kindly re-
membrance to the last. 'Will you tell her this?”

“Iwill . .. donot go yet. I have one more word
to say to you. llcnceforth, let us meet as friends.
I mean, Mr. Wilton . . . do not avoid me as beforc—
let us meet with every outward indication of the kindly
feclings which you have promised to cncourage. I
hope that we may both of us be spared to appreciate
—to cstcem onc another.”

“T will do my best, I will, indeed,” said Wilton,
¢it 18 hard to say, after the occurrence of this morn-
ing, what may not be in store for our unhappy force;
but should it cscape utter annihilation . . . should it
be decreed by an inscrutable Providence that while I
survive you perish, I might . . . what I mean to say,
Mr. Carrington, is this . . . i3 therc any thing you
would intrust o me . . . is there any thing of which I
might be the bearer . . . I would stand pledged . . .
it would be regarded by me, as the most salemn obliga-
tion cver imposed upon man to deliver it in safety.
Think of this . . . it may be worth your while .
and now God be with you, Carrington.”

He walked quickly away, and his figure was soon

. e
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lost in the thick darkness. Carrington remained mo-
tionless for a while.

"« Yes,” he said to himself, “I will trust him. . .
Poor fellow I—I pity him from the very bottom of my
heart. To have lost such a girl as Adela. I may as
well have two strings to my bow. If Witherington’s
Affghan fails me, why Wilton may do the job.
Slender. reeds to rely on, truly'—n defeated rival and
an Affghan dog! Which is the most likely to render
me this great service? Well, I'll put them both to the
test.”

Raising the point of his sword from the ground, into
which it had been driven to the depth of some inches,
and resting the blade across his left arm, as he grasped
the heavy handle of the trusty weapon, Arthur Car-
rington walked on.

“ Ah! those Affghan rogues,” he muttered to him-
self,  have no sinecure out there . . . plenty of corpses
to bury, and, oh! before the month is out, God grent

1

that they may have thousands more!
* »* * * »

A little beforc midnight, Arthur Carrington was at
Captain Witherington's quarters. The Captain was
sitting at a camp table, on which wgre a pair of can-
dles, an inkstand, a piece of wax-cloth, & ball of thread,
a pair of scinGrs, and a couple of large packing-needles.
The wax-cloth was épread out, and in the centre of it,
folded into small dimensions, ready to be encased in
the protecting envelope, was the will, which Carrington
had signed a few hours before. Near the table, with
hands crossed before him, and eyes on the ground,
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stood a tall, well-built, good-looking Affghan, dressed
in the ordinary costume of the country, but with no
other arms about his person, than a large-bladed knife
in his girdle. He was evidently waiting for orders.

“ Well, Carrington,” began Captain Witherington,
as soon as Arthur had entered the room, * brought your
letter—ch ? T am very glad, indeed, that you did not
allow your prejudices to stand in the way of your
availing yoursclf of so excellent an opportunity of
sending a letter down to the provinces; I take it for
granted, you sce, that you have taken my advice.”

“ Yes,” producing a letter, ¢ here 1t is. There can
be no harm trying at all cvents; and if the letter is
opened by the Affghans, 1t will puzzle themn to get at
the sense of it. My beautiful hand-writing sometimes
bewilders cven our own people.” He dropped the
letter on the table as he spoke.

¢ This will never do,” said Witherington, taking up
the letter,  you must reduce its dimensions. Why,
you might alinost as well send your dressing-case down
at once.”

It is but a brief one,” resumed Carrington, with
an air of disappointment, ‘I have not said very
much.” &

“ You might, T doubt not, have said twice as much
in half the space ; I know your gigantic sctewl of old—
but I only mean that you must fold up your letter into
a smaller space, for it is to go into this piece of wax-
cloth, and to travel in Afzul Khan’s turband.”

The Affghan, hearing his name mentioned, raised his
cyes from the ground—large, lzright., eyes, but rather soft
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than penetrating in their brightness—and Captain With-
erington, addressing him in Persian, eked out with a few

“explanatory words of Pushtoo, told him that Cariing-
ton had written a letter to his betrothed, which was to
be enclosed in the same parcel with the captain’s own
letter, and to be entrusted to his care. A smile of
pleasure lighted up the handsome face of the Affghan,
as he made a salaam to Carrington, and replied, that he
would never lose the parcel but with his life.

* It may be our last hope,” said Carrington, as he
refolded his letter, ¢ I am almost beginning to despond
myself. There is no energy left in high places. I have
seen to-night enough to disgust any man. My zcal is
almost gone, and all klook for now is ed.”
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CHAPTER XI

INFIDELITY.

<« And then, love's bld end, falschood—nothing worse—
If one dud thus, was 1t from vamty?
Or thoughtlessness® or worse? Nay, let it pass.
‘1he beautitul are never desolate,
But some onc always loves them.”

Festus.

EpMuND BALTOUR had determined not to commu-
nicate to Adela the alarming intelligence he had re-
ceived—not, at least, to allow the entire truth, in all
its aggravated houtor, to be revealed to her. Fortu-
nately, she was not one to be casily alarmed. She had
a so1t of general scnse of the danger of war; but as she
hid pevcr troubled herself much to inquire into the
particular character of the war in Affghanistan—as she
knew little about the country, little about the people,
Little about the political events which had disturbed the
onc by caasperating the other—she did not think that
there was any thing of 4 very extraordinary character in
the simple fact of there being (for this much of infor-
mation ould not be shut out from her) a good deal’of
fighting going on in the countries beyond the Indus.
This, indced, she regarded as a mere matter of course.
She had no other idea of a soldier than of & man, whose
business it was to fight; and, as sl.xe thought much

M
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more of the glory than of the peril of this sort of oceu-
pation, her imagination was rather pleased than other-
wise, by the reflection, whenever she dud reflect at all
—that her betrothed was earning for himsclf lawels
to grace his young warrior brows. There was some-
thing rather soothing to her vanity in oll this She
never doubted that the vesult must be victory—{ame of
some kind or other; her ideas were, to be smie, a little
confused on the subject; but as Christian knights, in all
songs, ballads, tales, and romances, with which she had
any acquaintance, always did crush the Paynim pride,
and return to Christendom in triumph tc claim their
betrothed brides, she had not the slightest doubt that
her knight would follow the same excellent fashion.
This, in many respects, was fortunate. Edmugd Bal-
four had not come to the determjpation of camcealing
the truth fiom his sister, without taking into accoent
the peculiarities of her character and disposition. Had
ehe been of a more reflecting—a more inquiring nature;
had her mind been quick to apprehcrﬁ' slight hints and *
to draw therefrom important deductions; had her heait
been easily stirred by trifling indications of coming
danger; had she been prone to forcbodings of evil; had
her love been of that quick, sensitive, appichensive kind,
which marks every shadow cast before, and which never
céases todbe disquieted until security is rendered doubly
secure—until every doubt is wholly dispelled; he would
not have made an effurt to lengthen out the texm of her
igmorance, for he would have known that it could not
suéceed. But Adela—there was not, perhaps, another
gitl in the world on whom such an experiment as he

-
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was now entering upon was so likcly to be brought toa
favourable issue. .

There was, however, one inconvenience in this,
and to Balfour an extremely painful one. Adela, not
being awarc that Carrington was in any real danger—
not contemplating for a moment the possibility that
the insurrcction at Caubul might already have proved
fatal to him—made no sort of difference in her beha-
viour, but went on, from day to day, in the same
volatile, impulsive manner; following always the hu-
mour of the moment, subjecting herself to no re-
gtraints; often frivolous, always capricious, and seldom
cither saying or thinking much about Arthur Car-
rington at all. Could he but have seen something like
sobricty of demesnour in his sister, he would have
been,_coffiparatively hipy; but although he was not
g0 unjust as to forget for a moment that he himself
was the cause of apparently the worst feature of her
present levity, he eotd not help being greatly shocked
by the harsh contrast between her conduct and her
actual position, as secn through the unclouded me-
dium of his own knowledge of affairs. ‘The transfer of
the family from Calcutta to Titaghur Balfour had
considered a most judicious movement, not only be-
cause it appearcd to him that, in this comparative

seclusion, there would be much less likelihood of the
mournful truth reaching his sister’s ears, but because .
being thus removed from the vortex of society in
which lately she had been whirled, there was little
chance of her making, publicly at least, those ‘painful.
exhibitions to which we have jyst alluded. And at

i, M2
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first, indecd, he had rcason to congratulate himself
on the success of his machinations. Adela, like most
people who are very animated in society—who effer-
vesce under the excitement of crowded rooms, flaring
lamps, and flattering conversation—was not scldom, in
the quietude of the domestic circle, very flat—very
vapid; sitting silent—it would be harsh, perhaps, to
say sullen—whilst others were talking around her; and
scarcely taking any interest in what was going on at
home. She cvidently secmed to think it very dull
at Titaghur; often said as much to her sister, and sighed
to return to Chowringee. But this state of things did
not last verylong. Titaghur, thoughsufficiently far from
Calcutta, is unfortunately close to Barrackporc; and
Barrackpore is not only a large military station—the
head-quarters of the presidency division of the army—
but the country residence of the Governor-General of
India. Short-lived, thercfore, was the seclusion of
the Balfours. Their retreat was very soon discovered,
very soon iftruded upon. They had some friends—
many acquaintances in cantonments; and morning
visitors soon began to flock in, to the mortification of
Mrs. Balfour and Mary, but to the manifest satisfac-
tion of Adela, who found the quictude of their country
life, as we have said, inpufferably triste. At these
niorning~visits it required all the womanly tact of the
former, to turn the conversation away from the insur-
rection at Caubul, in sufficient time to prevent, in
Adela’s presence, a full revelation of the actual state of
affairs. All this was very harassing; but there were
greater trials in 5tore.‘
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Captain Danvers, the aide-de-camp, was frequently
at Barrackpore; and when there, he rarcly allowed a
day to pass without paying a visit to the Balfours. His
visits were very long oncs—sometimes so long, that
Mis. Balfour was compelled to ask him to stay to tiffin
—an invitation which was never refused.” There was
a billiard-table at onc end of the room in which they
lunched (which was'a spacious hall); and the captain
had undcrtaken to teach Adela to play at billiards.
The young lady was very willing to be taught. She
was an apt pupil, and her master was greatly delighted
with the progress she made. It was not a bad sort of
occupation for an idle man. Teaching, in the abstract,
is any thing but pleasant—to teach lubberly boys vulgar
fractions or Greck articles, in spite of the poet’s declard-
tion, Captain Danvers would have considered the most
un-* dclightful task” in the world; but to teach a beau-
tiful, graceful girl to make cannons and hazards upon a
slate table was a different sort of thihg altogether; and,
in the estimation of the aide-de-camp, any thing but
thankless drudgery. Very pleasant was it both to
master and to pupil—but painful to Mary, painful to
Ellen Balfour, who were, one or other, necessitated to
look on whilst their sister was playing and laughing,
and giving a far too attentive ear to she foolish flat-
tery of the captain. And sometimes Danvers came to
dinner. He was very lively, véry anmsmg, he talked
well after his kind; his conversition was not that of a
thinking, well-informed man, but hé rattled away on
common topics with an immense’ degl of animattin,
sometiges said a smart thing without effort, told a good

A}
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story with sufficient relish, and peid a compliment as
skilfully as any man in the country. Nothing of this
was lost upon Adela. She liked to be amused. It was
never at all #riste, when Captain Danvers was one of
the party. Even the family dinner went off pleasantly
when he was permitted to join it. And then, after
dinner, there was always music. Adela was invited to
the piano, where the captain selected the pieces, turned
over the pages of the book, and never failed to applaud
the performance with an enthusiasm, which, perhaps,
was not wholly assumed. Altogether, in Adela’s
opinion at least, he was an immense acquisition.

And then there was very soon another valuable acces-
sion to the Titaghur party. Young Mr. Lorimer, who had
brought out a letter of introduction to Edmund Balfour,
from an old and much-esteemed friend, received an invi-
tation to spend a few days in the house—an invitation

“which was accepted with great alacrity. In his casc, as
in Danvers’, Adela‘Was the main attraction. Inthe lan-
guage ‘of thé young gentleman, as used in a confidential
téte-g-téte with ant old college fiiend, in whose presence

‘he affected nothing and he concealed nothing, Adela
Balfour was “ great fun.” 'He went to Titaghur, therc-
fore, with thé laudable ‘intention of amusing himself.
At any other 4me; perhaps, he would not have taken
this step; but Calcutta had become insufferably dull,

A geneml gloom’ had' diffused itself over the surface of

-gociéty. ~Party-giving scemed to be at'an end, though

“ ot the very béginhing of the cold season. The doors
of 'Go&emmen't House were ¢losed; the saloons of the
Town Hall “wére silent. ," No public entertaipments
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were projected, and no benevolent individuals scemed
inclined to mitigate the evil by giving a series of pri-
vate svirées. Every thing was most unseasonably
sombre; and if it had not been for an occasional
cricket-match, Mr. Lorimer would, as the very outsct
of his careér, have run a risk of expiring from ennui.

Thus circumstanced, the young gentleman very
wiscly determined, that, as he had nothing to lose by
leaving Calcutta, he would make a trial, at all events,
of the rustic delights of Titaghur, Accordingly, he
accepted Ba¥four’s invitation, with something almost
amounting to eagerness; sent his horses down under
care of hid grooms, and his wardrobe under care of
his valet; and availed himself of Balfour's kind offer
to drive him down in his buggy.

Between Captain Dunvers and Mr. Lorimer, Adcla
found her time very pleasantly cngaged. One or the
other was constantly beside her—somctimes she was
rendered doubly fortunate by the assiduous attentions
of both. Danvers was some three or four years older
than the young civilian, but in experience of the
world, and especially of that most important component
of it, womankind, he was at least ten years his senior.
When they were together, it was only the coquetry of
Adela, which gave young Lorimer a chance. The
attentions of Captain Danvers were prized as thosé of
a fascinating man, whilst Lorimer was merely re-
garded as a good-natured agreeable boy. Still the boy

. had his uses; and Adela nover intentionally betrayed
the preference which she felt—never allowed the aide-
de-camp to be aware of the higher price which she sct
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upon his attentions. Her knowledge of human nature
was not very profound; but there arc few things which
young ladies upon entering the world sooner learn,
than the art of playing .off one edmirer agsinst an-
other. The first page in the encyclopzdia of the
heart which they study, is that which contains the
word pigue;—at least so it was with Adela. She knew
that if Danvers felt that ho had the race to himself, he
would immediately draw rein, and slacken in his
exertions. 'To be beaten by a green-horn like Lorimer,
would, indeed, have been an ignomimious defeat.
Adela had the sagacity to perccive that, in all human
probability, some such thought as this would be
opergtive in. the captain’s breast—some such motive
would impel him to exertion. She, thcrefore, aps
peared to estimate highly the attentions of young
Lorimer—always listened deferentially to what he said
—replied to him with animation—showed by a thou-
gand pretty little unmistakeable manifestations, that
she took pleasure in his.society—and whilst she was
flattering his vanity, piqued that of the more experi-
epbed Danvers. And the result was just what she
anticipated. The aide-de-camp had far too good an
opinion of . himself, to believe it possible that such a
girl as Adela. Balfour could very long continue to
;prefer a stripling like Lorimer to a moustached hero
«like himself. All experience set at defiance the pro-
bability of such a preposterous mistake being perse-
.vered in.. Lorimer, to ‘be sure, had long acquaintance
upon -his side; but this was a common-place advantage,
which gould . not ‘very, long operate in his favour—it
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must yield very soon to the superior attractions of the
gallnt A.D.C. So on he went, with redoubled
cnergy—sparing no trouble, neglecting no art—and
really exhibiting an amount of industry and ability,
which, exerted with a better object, would have been
worthy of respect, if not of admiration.

And Arthur Carrington—poor Arthur Carrington!
What place, all this time, did he occupy in Adecla’s
thoughts~——what place in her affections? Very littlo
place, we fear, in either. In truth, she was in 3
most dangerous position—every thing was against
her. Every adventitious circumstance seemed to be
unfavourable to the perpetuation of her first love. It
would have been something, if her brother—if her
sister, could have been constantly talking about Arthur
Carrington—constantly bringing her mind back from
any temporary estrangements, to dwell upon her absent
lover. DBut this was not permitted under such circum-
stances as then existed; it was the endeavour both of
Edmund and Mary Balfour to keep her mind from
turning towards Arthur Carrington-~to keep her from
asking questions, which it would have been difficult to
answer—from seeking information which it was not
desirable to afford. They, therefore, in Adela’s pre-
sence, scldom named her betrothed; and after a little
while, they found that therc was small danger to be
apprchended from the affectionate inquisitivencss of
their sister. - Their motives were the best—the kindest.
It did not occur to them, that by avoiding one danger
they were rushing into another, and that the Sylla was
less terrible than the Charybdis, *
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And so, in process of time, Adcla Balfour almost
ccased to think of Arthur Carrington—or, rather,
ceased to think of him with pleasure; for there were
times, when o'er the bright rippling stream of present
cnjoyment, & dark chilling shadow would pass, and she
was recalled, with a sudden spasm of pain, to thg re-
collection of her true position. She had been very
young when she had plighted her troth to Arthur
Carrington—very young, and she had seen Lttle of the
world. The conviction would eometimes force itscll
upon her, that she had done a very foolish thing—that
she hyd, indeed, thrown herself away. To do her jus-
tice, it must be added that she had no sordid thoughts
of wealth—that the idea of an establishment of more or
less magnificence never crossed her mind, when she
found herself weighing the advantages of the might be
against the és. In truth, she was a great deal too care-
less and indifferent about these things—a great deal too
ignorant on such subjects—ever to take the matter«of
her mode of life, after marriage, imto consideration.
Perhaps, she scarcely knew that in marrying a subaltern
officer, with a very emall private income, she was con-
demning herself to a life of much personal privation—
that a married officer’s quarters, in a row of oven-like
barracks, were altogether very different places to Live in
from*her brother's splendid mansion in Chowringhec.
She had never weighed such consequences as these,
when she accepted Arthur Carrington; and aow that she
knew but one style of Indian life, it never occurred to
her that there might be another. In Adels’s infidelity,
thercfore, there was hothing of this worst description of
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meanness, It was, indeed, that common infidelity of
the heart—the decline of a love not strong enough to
bear the trial of long absence—to resist the seduction of
present pleasures, in the hope of ultimate reward.
There was one present pleasure, the attractions of which,
Adela, of all people in the world, was the least powerful
to resist—the intoxicating joy of ever-flattered vanity.
Vanity has destroyed more than the sword—it utterly
dostrcyed Adela Belfour.
It is true that if any one had accused her of infidelity
-to Arthur Carrington, she would have denfed the im-
putation with a becoming energy of scorn; and yet, if she
had studied her own heart with a sober, serious sincerity
of purpose, scrutinising with greater closeness every
trait which she felt a natural inclination to slur over in
the introspect, she would very soon have arrived at the
conviction that the time had come, when her thoughts
of the connexion existing between herself and Arthur
Carrington, were moulding themselves into the form
of regret. She was, perhaps, scarcely conscious of this,
for it had not assumed the distinct, well-defined shape
of an integral thing to be apprehended at a single
glance—a thing ever present in clear, unmistakeable
Pproportions, not to be turned away from, not to be shut
out—but was made up of a number of small compo-
nents, one intruding upon her here, another ‘therc;
but all settling down at last in their proper places,
and moking up that great whole of regret. With
such splendid opportunities—so mueh admired, so much
courted — what might she not have done had she
aprived in Caloutta withouy an'engagement—fice to
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choose from among the scores of suitors who, she felt
assured, would have presented themselves, had not
cruel circumstances shut out all hope? The image of
Arthur Carrington was waxing dim in the retrospect—
she saw around her handsome faces, beaming with ad-
miration; the honeyed language of insidious flattery
was melting in her ears, and %is voice, for her at least,
was silent. ‘There were those present to amuse, to de-
light” her—to add to her daily stock of pleasurable
excitement; and Arthur Carrington—why, he had not
so much as the power to send her a single letter.

There is safety in numbers. Had Adela Balfour
only viewed these distracting influences in the aggre-
gate, it is possible that no greater harm than a little
temporary estrangement from the memory of her ab-
sent Jover—a slight unsettling, as it were, of her af-
fection, might have been the result: but she had very
soon leamnt to segregate; she had singled out one
from tho many; there was one to whom her thoughts
most often turned—whose society was nfost attractive—
whose flattery was most welcome ; who, in her esti-
mation, was the handsotest, the cleverest, the most
thoroughly delightful of all her new friends. This
favourite was Captain Danvers. She liked him better
than all the rest; and for this reason, as we have al-
ready 8aid, she endeavoured to secure his attachment
by occasionally ‘calling in the agency of pigue. The
gentleman was, at least, as vain as the lady; and he
was more heartless.

The captain had a favourite Arab horse, a gentle
and docile creature, lllﬁmed‘ Fairy, for it was a light,
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fairy-like thing, and as much like the unsecn creature
it was named after, as any animal of this solid order
can very well be expected to bo. He had often asked
Adela, who was an excellent horsewoman, and had once
or twice ridden out with her brother on the Course, to
try his little favourite, assuring her that it was the
most tractable creature in the world—that a child of
five years’ old might manage him; and she had more
than once, when in Caleutta, given Zer consent, but
failed to obtain that of her brother, who had objected,
very unrcasonably, as Adela thought, to her riding any
horses but his own. Now, however, at Titaghur the re-
quest was rcpeated, and new arguments were very
speciously set forth. Calcutta was one place, Titaghur
another—premises of so unquestionable a character,
that it was impossible to demur to them. Her brother
might not like her to ride on a sirange horse among
a throng of equestrians on the Calcutta Course, but
there were such quiet, secluded places about Titaghur,
where she could always ride in perfect safety. In-
deed, Barrackpore Park itsclf was a very safe place,
aund a very nice place for an evening ride—there could
not be a nicer place; so different from the crowded
and dusty Calcutta Course—he was sure Miss Balfour
would like it so much—might he not be permitted to
send over Fairy some afternoon, and he would cer-
teinly be in readiness at the appointed time to escort
her. .

“ Oh! yes,” returned Adels, in reply to the captain's
most convincing display of rhetoric. “ You may cer-
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tainly send Fairy; I should like to see Fairy ... but as
to the rest...”

“J will take my chance,” said Danvers... “If
you only see Fatry with the side-saddle on ... only let
my head syce—an excellent trainer—show you how
gently the little thing canters...what pleasant paces, so
tractable, such & mouth...I am sure that all the rest
will follow.”

“ We shall sce,” said Adela, with an arch smile, and
Captain Danvers was satisfied. He promised to scnd
the horse to Titaghur on the following evening.

And on the following evening, #~Captain Danvers
having despatched Fairy an hour before, in chagge of
his syce, was riding into the compound of BaYfour's
house, he met Adela riding out of it, attended by Mr.
Lorimer. She rode a light bay Arab—but it was not
Fuiry.

It was a new purchase of young Lorimer's. The
horse had just been sent to him from Calcutta; it waga
well-known animal, had carried more than one lady,
and been generally acknowledged to be gentle asa lamb.
Lorimer had been very urgent—very persuasive. Ile
was sure that Fairy could not carry her half so well—
half go safely. It was all very well for Danvers to talk,
but he knew nothing about the horse, 2s a lady’s horse,
and then it was =o seldom ridden, that it was surc to be
very fresh—a great deal too fresh for safety. He should
be very sorry to see Miss Balfour on such a horse. Now
his own was one of acknowledged reputation—had been
constantly ridden by a lady—had recently been the
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property of Mrs. Grover, whom cvery body knew to be
very nervous.  She would be so safe on his little Arab.
And she consented. It was not very difficult to per-
suade her—not because she was at all afraid of Fairy;
but because she was beginning to be rather afraid that
Fairy’s master was growing a little confident, and might,
therefore, as a matural consequence, become less assi-
duous in his attentions—Iless cnergetic in his efforts to
please. She thought that she would pique him, and
she succceded. He was piqued, annoyed, offended.
As he was riding into the compound, he met Miss
Bolfour and young, Lorimer 1iding out of it. He did
not ¢xpiess any snnoyance; nor did his countenance
b tmy}z)my. 1Ie drew up—exchanged a few common
words of salutation with Adela and her companion, and
then saying that he wished to speak to Balfour on his
1cturn from office, before dinner (he had been invited
to dinc at Titaghur), 10de on towards the house.

, Uc had nothing partlcular to say—it was a mere pre-
text. There had been for some days no fresh intelli-
genee from Affghanistan,  Government was much
hatassed, much perplexed. It was so difficult to know
what to do in such a conjuncture, Still there was hope
—the suddenness of the outbreak appeared to have
pualysed the military force at Caubul, but the paralysis
could not be more than temporary. There would—swho
could doubt it?—be a rencwal of the vital energy thus
a little while suspended. So said Captain Danvers to
Edmund Balfour, as they strolled about the garden—
the latter in no very pleasant frame of mind. Ile was
annoyed at the thought that Adcl\ha.d gone out on a



176 LONG ENGAGEMENTS;

strange horse, to ride alone with a thoughtless youth,
like Lorimer, and the annoyance he felt, though
scarcely embodied in words, was sufficiently palpable to
the A.D.C. It was just what Danvers wished to, sce.
Perhaps, he had himself conduced somewhat to the de-
sired consummation by hinting that though Lorimer’s
new purchase was sufficiently quiet, the animal evinced
a disposition to * say his prayers,” in a manner some-
what prejudicial to the safety of the rider. It might
have been a fact; it might not. The captain certainly
did not know that it was one.
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CHAPTER XII.

SYMPATHY.

* And she spake such good thoughts natural as nf she always
thought them;
And had sympathies as ready, open, fre¢ as bird on branc
Miss Barrett.

BALFOUR had brought Herbert Grey with him, that
evening, to Titaghur. The next day was to be a holi-
day—the government offices all closed, and:the civil
servants emancipated from desk-thraldom, to the great
contentment of their minds and equal refreshmentof their
bodics. It was not a thing to be confessed by two grave
philosophers and earnest philanthropists like Edmund
Balfour and Herbert Grey—but we should be wanting
in candour if we did not acknowledge that our friends
were never less inclined to quarrel with the institutes of
Hinduism than on that evening, as they drove out of
Calcutta, with the certainty of not returning to it, for at
least six-and-thirty hours. The native holiday, what-
ever may have been the history of its institution, was to
them, at least, 5o real and palpable a blessing, that they
must be foggiven if they could not wish to sce it swept
out of the celendar for ever.

And as Edmund Balfour strolled about the garden
conversing with Captain Danvers, f[elbcrt Grey strolled

N’
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also about the garden, in conversation with Mary Bal-
four. Grey’s good fortune was greater than he had
dared for one moment to anticipate. Murs. Balfour had
taken the children out with her in the britzka, and
Mary, thinking that her brother would come down
from Calputta alone, and certainly not expecting that
Captain Danvers would be walking in the Titaghur
compound, instead of riding in the Barrackpore paik,
had remained at home to be a companion to Edmund
on his arrival, and to report to him the'progress making
in the garden, before it became too dark for him to sce
how the Cape secdlings were beginning really to come
up at last, and how this or that plant from the Botanical
gardens was fast recovering from the perilous effects of
transplantation. Adela and young Lorimer, as we have
seen, were riding out together in the Park—and, there-
fore, who was there, as the aide-de-camp had so oppor-
tunely appropriated Edmund Balfour, to interiupt the
téte-a-téte between sweet Mary and Herbert Grey?
And it was a very pleasant téte-d-téte, They strolled
together along a walk, which ran parallel to the course
of the river, and some way—that was Herbaxt's doing
—from the circle which the other pair were describing
at the same time. A very pleasant téte-d-téte; so much
delightful converse, so much harmony of sentiment,: so
muchdn the opinions expressed by each for the other
to admire; so much re-awakening of long dormant feel-
ings-—feelings dearly cherished, but, for lagk of sym-
pathy, suffered to slumber for awhile; so much that was
really axcellent in the convictions they expressed, and
so much simple natnTl eloquence in the language cx-
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pressing them; so much, indeed, that none but kindred
souls climinate, and that only when sound principle is
combined with a high order of intelligence—when the
mind is richly furnished, and the heart is stored with
still better things.

At first they talked about the garden, and what a
pleasure it was to watch the growth, the full develop-
ment from the seed to the perfect flower—not in a
large garden, Ilerbert Grey said, but one so small,
that it was possible to take a distinet interest in almost
cvery flower—at least in every group of flowers; and
Mary Balfour quite agrecd with him, saying, that
without this power of individualising, a garden were
nothing moie than a pretty scene, pleasing to the eye,
to be taken in ot a glance; and that it little mattered,
then, whose garden it were—a stranger’s yielding as
much pleasurc as one’s own. But a garden, they
both said, the components of which had grown up
under their eye, cach several flower having its own
pleasant recollections associated with it—having been
individually an object of interost and care, was so pecu-
liarly one’s own—almost created by one’s own hands—
a thing in which we take a personal pride—a thing not
to be contemplated without the recurrence of a host of
pleasant memories and pleasant hopes. And Herbert
Grey spoke of the diflerence between the flower-gatden
in India and the flower-garden in England, acknow-
ledging the inferiority of the former, but questioning
whether any gardeners could take more pleasure in
their flower-beds, than the Indian amateurs, who, per-
mitted by the climate to be so ljttle fbroad, enjoyed, in

N2
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proportion to its rareness, the delight of tending the
plants reared in their little garden-plots. And from
the garden they turned—an inexhaustible subject—to
the beauty of the evening scenc; the broad rich sha-
dows, the bright river, the dark outlines ‘of the boats;
and as they walked along the river side, watching the
many-fashioned craft gliding down the stream, a new
turn was given to the conversation by a very simple,
trifling occurrence. Mary struck onc of her feet against
something which lay in her path. Looking down to
sec what it was against which she had stumbled, she
perceiyed that it was a human skull. She pointed it
out to her companion with something of a shudder.

Herbert smiled.  “Is it the first unsightly remnant
of mortality on which you have alighted?” he asked.

Mary replied in the affirmative.

“ Then you have been very fortunate, I assure you,”
roturned Herbert Grey ...« I wigh I could flatter you
with the hope that it will be the last. Perhaps, it is as
well to accustom yourself early to these unpleasant sights;
thcy will very soon cease to shock you. This garden is
so very near the river, that I have little doubt it is a
perfect Golgotha;” and as he said this, he led Mary a
little way off the path, and there, on the grass, bencath
a tree was anothel skull; and presently they saw &
thirl—and a fourth.

* Iam quite convinced,” said Mary, * without going
further—I dare say you think me very .weak, but I
cannot quite look: upon thesc things, without being a
little shocked. It is the strangencss—the novelty of
the sight—1I remexfber now that, the other evening, I
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saw, from the verandah, the children rolling about some
great white balls, und I could not think what they
were. 'The little things must have been playing with
the skulls. Is there not something shocking in such a
picturc?”

“%To your English feclings, I doubt not—here ‘we
arc familiarised to sights which at home would fill us
with dismay. A dead body floating down the Thames
—or dcposited by the rcceding tide on its banks—
would excite a sensation for miles along the river. .. put
the whole neighbourhood in a ferment. But here we
see such things every hour, and soon cease to look at
them twice. The river, you must understand, Miss
Balfour, is the great cemetery of the Hindus. They
are deposited there, cven before life is extinct, that
they may receive, from the holy water of the Ganges,
the extreme unction, which isto ensure them eternal
felicity. The tide carries them off, perhaps before the
breath is out of their bodics~—or it may be that the
vulture and the jackall are fighting for their prey,
before death has fairly turned the breathing body into
carrion.”

¢ How dreadful!” exclaimed Mary Balfour.

“It is dreadful,” returned Herbert Grey, * but
time renders tolerable what at first We cannot sce with-
out loathing. T have no doubt that your brother finds
himself necessitated to pay a man—one of the very
lowest—somo rupees a month, to keep the banks of
this part of the river frec from such revolting deposits,
as otherwise would constantly be left along the margin
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of your garden, perhaps under the very- windows of
your house. But for the aid of a man of this class,
you would see much more terrible sights than these
blanched gkulls, which have been brought hither by
the jackalls and Pariah dogs. Do you remember the
description in the Siege of Corinth:
“¢ He saw the lean dogs beneath the wall,

Hold o'er the dead their carnival,

Gorging and growhng o'er carcass and hmb.’

“Not much of a carnival, I should say,” continued
Herbert ... * but there is wonderful truth in the whole
description, .. not a pleasant one, g0 I will not quote
more . . . but go faithful in all its details. Ilow genius
cver chows its strength in the fidelity of its wod-
painting—making pictures, the truth of which, though
we perceive it not at first, we come to recognisc and
eppreciate in after days, when our experences arc
enlarged!...The ¢ vulture flapping the wolf, is so
graphic—a picture in & few words. It is not onc of
the least advantages which we derive from a residence
in the East, that we learn to appreciate much, before
inappreciable, in the writings of the greatest poete—
cspecially in the poetry of the scriptures.” He was
glad to turn away from the unpleasant topic on which
they had been conVersing.

@ That I find it very easy to believe,” rcturned
Mary Balfour,  and what joy it must be, ever and
anon to see, in the page of nature, what befors wo had
only seen described in the pages of the poet—to learn
suddenly how really to appreciate the truth of picturcs,
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which we had before only imagined to be truthful—
suddenly to have the truth-like converted into the
truc.”

¢ A pleasure which you must have tasted,” said
Herbert Grey, ¢ or you could never have described it
so well.”

¢ Tasted , .. oh! no ... nothing at least, more than
a slight foretaste...enough to make me understand
your allusions. On board-ship. . . we do not, it is true,
see very much there...little but the alternations of
sky and ocean; very beautiful, it is true, and adding
much to one class of experiences—but it was not any
thing in the sky or ocean which gave me my first tasto
of this rare delight. I was looking over the gangway,
onc fine bright day nearly a calm, soon after entering
the Indian ocean, when I burst out, clapping hands
very foolishly . . . making quite a simpleton of myself . ..
you would have laughed at me, had you been stand-
ing by... .

¢ ¢ And the flying fish leap
From the Indian deep,
And mix with the sca-birds half asleep.’

I eaw them do 1t—Shelley’s picture to the life! There
were the slecpy-looking, heavy sea-birds floating drow-
sily on the surface of the slightly undulating water,
and the brisk, glittering little flying-fish dashitg in
suddenly amongst them, so full of sparkling life.”
“Yes, I have seen what you describe,” said Herbert
Grey, “ but my ignorance caused me to lose the plea-
sure which you enjoyed. I have not remembered tho
passage you have quoted, if I Kave even read it.
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Shelley must have drawn his illustrations from books.
It is a faculty of genius not only to gather up, for
future rcproduction, images from the actual world—
not only to hive the honey which it has itself collected,
but to hive that which has been collected by others.
. « « A post cannot explore tho whole world in search
of images; but be can avail himself of the discoveries
of others, and travel round the globe by proxy. Itis
in the readimoss with which it apprehends, and the
fidelity with which it applics these collected images,
that true genius ever shows the quality of its fine gold
~—leaving no room to question its genuine character—
no room to doubt the sterling naturc of the orc. Iow
unlike the counterfeit! . . . In many so-called oricn-
tal poems . . . I speak, too, of poems which have
enjoyed a large share of the world's favour—there is
not even a tinge of orientalism. , . To accumulate
knowledge is one thing; to render it one’s own by
due apprehension is another. . . You are startled some-
times by the excegding truth of the scenery—of all
the picturesque adjuncts which illustrate the deserip-
tive writings of true genius. You marvel how such
knowledge can have been acquired without long per-
sonal acquaintance with the scenes depicted, and are
almost induced for a time to believe that the writer
has Yeally visited the country in which his fancy has
been at large—has really seen with his own outward
eye, what has been so clearly visible to the eye of his
imagination. And whilst the extreme unreality of
poems professedly oriental—unreality which must be
patent to the understanding of every reader of intel-
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ligence, whether he has resided in the East or not—
is so apparent in works of great pretension, we some-
times stumble, with delight, in lesser works, on passages
conveying such truthful impressions of many of the
most remarkable characteristics of Eastern life, that
it is long before we can persuade ourselves that
the writer has not long been personally familiar with
what he describes so well. Alfred Tennyson is a
writer of this clags. There is an cxtraordinary reality
in his picturcs. He describes in a few words—with
the least possible cffort—scenery and climate better than
any poet; better, at least, than any with whose writings
I am acquainted, Miss Balfour. We feel the heat—
the glare—the oppressive heavy damps, as we read
some of hissmaller poems. Though he pretends only to
describe these things as they exist in Europe, there
arc some of his descriptions which would make the for-
tune of the professed oriental poets. Take for example
the pocm of ¢Mariana in the South. The scenc is
laid in the south of Europe—it is a hot, glary, fierce
day —the very deseription scorches one. I wish I
could remember the cntire poem, it is so very true
throughout There are some passages which, to be
duly appreciated, ought to be read in Calcutta some
four months hence, when the hot weather has fairly
set in; nothing can be more Indian than the picture
of the house:
#*With one black shadow at its feet,

‘The house through all the level sluncs
Close-latticed to the brooding heat.’

¢ Nothing more true than the description of the day,
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which ¢increased from heat to heat’—* the steady glare
without'—nothing better than the lines—
©¢And all the farnace of the light
Struck up against the blinding wall.’
¢ You will recognise the truth of this, Miss Balfour,
if you ever venture abroad before sunset, during the
months of April or May—
4 And all the farnace of the light
Struck up againat tho bhnding wall.’
» The blinding glare, the refraction from our white walls,
is, I assure you, something terrific in the hot weather.
¢«And then the rains-—commend me to Alfred 'l;gnn son
for a description of our rains. It is difficult to be-
leve that he has not himself enjoyed the delights of a
still steamy evening in Bengal, at the end of July.

“‘Thedris&mp,mdﬁnﬁdme
As a sick man’s room when he repose,
An hour before death;
My very heart falnts, and nty whole soul grievess,
At the moist rich smell of the rottung leavgs,', e

If you are here, Miss Balfour, next July, or Augu®®,
with o much greenery about you, you will know, I
fear, only too well, whaj.it is that grieved the whole
soul of the poet. Our climate is now very delicious;
let us enjoy it whilst we may, and not think of what is
to follow.”

“ That is the true philosophy,” said Mary, smiling;
“ Jet us not only enjoy it, but make good use of it whilst
jtlasts. It is only during this cold weather, I suppose...
but let me first thank you for,your scrap of criticiam . ..
we come-out to India with very, very mistaken idess,
not only of the country itself, but of the people who
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live in it—all classes, Mr, Grey, the European as well
as the native inhabitants. Very great injustice is done
in England—a little time ago I myself was very un-
just—to society as it exists in Indis. It is sup-
posed that here you are much more unenlightened,
much more irreligious, much more immoral, than people
of the same rank of life at home. Now, as far as my
own observation has extended, there has appeared to
me to be as little ignorance and as much religion
as can be met with, unless under a combination of
very favourable circumstances, within an equal space at
homg~ .I have found many of the gentlemen with
whom™T have conversed in this country, remarkably
well-informed ; and it scems, too, that most of the
families with whom we are intimate, arc composed of
1cally excellsgt people.”™we

“JIam so glad to hear you say so,” cxclaimed Her-
bert Ggey - .. * but you must not think that we are all
"of us cqual to your brother—must not take him, and
DY. Chrisfian, and our friend Winter, as average apoci-
mens of European gentlemen in India. As regards in-
formation, since the estakljshment of regular steam
communication between the two countries, we have no
longer any excuse for ignorance. We have no right,
in Calcutta, to be more than six or seven weeks behind
our brothers and sisters in London. We have fnore
leisure for reading than the majority of people in Eng-
land, who work for their daily bread; we are seldom
called upon to consider the relative advantages of a new
book and a country ride. We are so little out of doors,
that books constitute our principal source of recreation;
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and new books are as plentiful in Caleutta—I speak, of
course, with regard to the extent of the community—
as they are in any town of England. Then there are
our mewspapers...why, no man could possibly rcad
them attentively, without making a tolerable acquaint-
ance with the literature and science of the western
world, inall their mapidly progressive stages. At this
time of year, we have necessarily less leisure for study,
a8 it ceases to be a pain to venture before sunset into
the open air.”

¢ A life of action then succeeds to a life of study,”
remarked Mary. # It is at this season of the year that
you are able to do what before you have been contem-
plating—abroad in the world, you are able to put into
practical exccution tho designs which you have been
forming in your closets. Is it not so, Mr. Grey?”

#I wish I could answer you,” said Herbert Grey,
smiling, “in the manner in which your enthusiasm
would be best pleased by my answering yoy. Yeu
deserve, I am sure, a more encouraging rcpl%ﬁxan I
can offer you, dear Miss Balfour, without departing
from the truth. It is undeniable that we are able to do
all this—if we only have the inclination. The oppor-
tunity is granted to us, if we would only rightly use it.
I wish I could eay that we are but seldom neglectful of
thege opportunities, That the cold weather is the time
for action we ell know, and meny of us turn it to ac-
count as such. But to what account? It is the time
for hunting—for hog-spearing, or asit is more elegantly
called | ¢ pig-sticking "—for snipe-shooting—for horse-
racing—for cricket-matghes—for pic-nics—for balls—
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for amusement -of every description; but I cannot
honestly say that there are many of us who look for-
ward to it, as the season in which we are again compe-
tent for a little while to extend the sphere of our use-
fulness—to do, as well as to give—to inquire into' the
best means of ameliorating the condition of the multi-
tudes by which we are surrounded, and to institute,
under our own personal superintendence, proceedmgs,
caleulated to conduce to this great end.”

“But there arc some—there must be some,” said
Mary, cagerly ... * if not many, there are some.”

“ Doubtless there are some,” returned Herbert Grey,
"¢ and when I say that there are not many, I say it not
as a reproach peculiar to our state of society ... In this
we differ not from the rest of the world. It is not pe-
culiar to us to seck for happiness in self-gratification—
to be more eager to amuse ourselves than to do our duty
to our neighbours. It is something to be able to sy,
that in our small community there -are some; who look-
upon the cold season 1s a time to be set apart for active
well-being—that, if not many, there are so many, in-
clined to turn the season to good account.”

* Such men as Dr. Christian,” said Mary.

“Yes. .. as Dr. Christian—men, at least, resembling’
him in kind, if not in degree—for-in degree, hic stands
almost, if not quite alone. 'With intellect that wounld-
adorn any society, he unites ‘the most: devoted zeal in’
the Christian profession—the professi(m of the Christian
minister—the Christian mxssmna.ry “His encrgy—-lns
activity would be extraordmary in any country, in any’
climate; in this country, in such a climate it is most
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cxtraordinary. Ile never wearies of well-doing; he
never slumbers, he never rests. The implegents of his
craft are ever in his hands—but those implements are
of varied shape, meant for varied purposes; his labours
arc multiform, but they are all directed to the same
great end. I know some excellent men, whose views
being narrow and prejudices strong, contract the limits
of their usefulness by confining themselves to one ficld
of operation, in which they labour diligently, but with
no very important results. Puey recognisc but -onc
legitimate line of action; Dr. Christian recognises many.
The Pulpit, the School, the Printing Press—he sces in
thesc so many mighty Jastruments by which, in due
course, the enlightenment of the Heathen may be ac-
complished, and an infinity of temporal good achieved,
whilst this great revolution is being matured in the
womb of time. Others, as I have said, recognisc the
Pulpit alone as the authorised Christian weapon—they
think it sufficient to preach the gospel. I am afraid
that very little can be done yet awhile by direct preach-
ing...we must employ the School and the Printing
Press, or we shall accomplish nothing.”

“ How very, very much must the school achicve,”
ckclaimed Mary. “Ihavebeen thinking of this almost
cver since I first arrived in the country, and since we
came here I have been vain enough to think that I .
pray don’t laugh at me .. .. might in my very hr_mtul
sphere do a little good, by helping to establish a school
in this neighbourhood. I have discovered, Mr. Grey,
that the poor must have Education brought almost to
their very doors, or they will not take the trouble to
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possess themselves of the blessing. They will not go
far in scarchgof it. I suppose it is the indolence of the
people that oPerates so banefully . . . it is an evil to them
to be compelled to move .. . absolute quicscence is the
maximum of Hindoo happiness. There must be some
very palpable present advantage to induce them to walk
two or three miles. There is a school, as you know, Mr.
Grey, very near this . . . in the corner of Barrackpore
park, established by the Governor-general, the ladies of
whose family, I am delighted to hear, take a great per-
sonal interest in it. I have becn more than once with
my sister—Mrs. Balfour—to visit this school—one of the
teachers, a very intelligent man, who, fortunately for
poor ignorant me, speaks and understands English per-
fectly, tells me, that though a considerable number of
children from the immediate neighbourhood of the
Park-gate attend it daily, it is difficult to induce them
to come from the other side of Titaghur ... a school is,
in fact, wanted a little way from this...lower down
the river .. . where there are some extensive villages. ..
and my brother has kindly...so like him, the best,
the most gencrous of brothers. .. he has promised me
that the school shall be cstablished, if I will only do
something towards it myself.”

¢ Then I am sure it will be cstablished.” .

“I hope so...for,” she added, playfully... “I
shall consider that I have done something, if I only
cnlist your services...and I think...I think I may
venture, Mr. Grey ... to believe that i such a cause,
you will gladly lend me a helping hand ... say you will
..+ do, say you will, Mr. Grey.” . -
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And Herbeit Grey said it—and so emphatically too,
that it would have been impossible to_question his
sincerity. He never made a promise in“his life with
such hearty good will.

Hc scemed to cnter into the project—nay, he did
cnter into it with his whole soul—earnestly, delightedly.
It was such an excellent project; so worthy of Miss
Balfour—He would do every thing in his power; there
was nothing which he would not do... They must set
to work very systematically—begin from the very be-
ginning . .. the beginning, he <aid, was always, or ought
always to be a school-kouse—or before that cven, a site.

Mary had chosen a site, and more—she actually had
a school-house—the four walls of one at least—a build-
ing, very conveniently situated, the property of her
brother's landlord, who had placed it at Balfour’s dis-
posal for the purpose of establishing a school on his
cstate. This was a great point gained... The next
thing 1o be done was to put the whole building ‘nto
good repair—to exclude the cows and goats, who had
been fain to take possession of it—and to cover it with
something like a roof, sufficient to keep out the falling
rain and the vertical sun.

This Grey undertook to do... I shall be here,”
he said, * all to-morrow...”

"« All to-morrow—oh! how glad I am!”... She
checked the too open manifestation of delight, and
added, more soberly, * It is a holiday, I.suppose?”

“ Yes, ... and thercfore not a very good day for our
operations—but yet, I Jure say that I shall be able to
do something ... we must prepare the building with all
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possible despatch, and whilst the work is going on, we
must be searching for proper teachers. . . Iwill consult Dr,
Christian—, I am sure, will aid us. «We shall find
his advice invaluable. No onc knows half so well how
to manage these matters, and no one is half so ready to
give his assistance as well as his advice. I suppose that
some of your brother’s servants know where the future
school-housc is.”

“ Yes—the old white-whiskered sirdar-bearer; he
knows the building very well.”

“Then he shall show me the way there as soon as
it is light to-morrow.”

“I cannot thank you sufficiently,” said Mary Bal-
four, “so very kind of you, Mr. Grey, to interest your-
self in my school. .. I call it my school, you sece—
Edmund says it is to be mine—that he intends me to
have all the trouble. I am glad of it . . . and yet
not all the trouble, whilst I have so many kind friends
around me. . . I assurc you I am very thankful. ., . I
knew you would help me in such a good cause.”

Poor Herbert Grey! It was not the goodness of
the cause that rendered him so willing an ally, but the
sweetness of the advocate. Ile would, we sadly fear,
have entered into an alliance with Mary Balfour in a
much worse cause than that of the education of the
Hindoos. It was very pleasant to be thanked so tor-
dially by such lips; very pleasant to seo such a pros-
pect opening, out before him; very pleasant altogether,
that walk up and down the garden path, along the
banks of the river, as the shades of evening thickened

o
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around them, and little more could be seen on the
broad surface of the Hooghly than the lights in the
boats which floated rapidly down it.

So entirely pleasant, that Herbert Grey, you may
be assured, did not hear with much complacency the
sound of carriage-wheels which announced the return
of Mrs. Balfour—so pleasant, that even that lady’s
gentle voice, as it syllabled the word “Mary,” grated
almost as harshly on his ears, as the grating noisc of
those carriage-wheels.

The téte-d-téte was at an end . . . in another minute
there was a large party gathercd together on the lawn.
Mrs. Balfour, and Edmund, and Captain Danvers had
joined—we had almost written—tke lovers, but we have
not ventured yet to explore the recesses of the lady’s
heart. Prcsently Adela made her appearance, lcan-
ing on Mr. Lorimer's arm. The little Arab had be-
haved very well. Danvers was disappointed; the
animal had not once gone down on its knces. I,
however, asked no question about the ride, and ex-
pressed no opinion. Balfour was cqually silent. ac
it not been for Mary’s sisterly kindness, Adecla would
not have extracted from one of the party an indication
of the slightest interest in the history of her ride. The
gathering was soon broken up; the dinner hour was
approaching, and there was the toilet to be performed.

. * *» » L * *

Captain Danvers, who had little more ¢o do than to
substitute & red staf-jacket for his blue frock-coat,
and to arrange his curliezs hair, his unexccptionable
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whiskers, and his undeniable moustache, was the first
to make his appearance in the drawing-room. Having
scated himself on a couch, he was turning over the
pictures of the ¢ Book of Beauty” for the ensuing
year (then just arrived in Calcutta), when Adela en-
icred the room. She immediately seated herself beside
the A.D.C. on the couch, and asked him why he
had not given her the honour of his company in the
Park.

“I thought it was not wanted,” said the captain,
throwing something very much like feeling into the
tones of his voice.

,* How could you be so foolish?”’ said Adela, ¢ you
Know that you are always welcome.”

“Not always,” said Danvers, without raising his
cyes; “not always;” with something like a sigh.

“ Yes, always—how can you be so foolish. I wished
you very much to accompany us—but you would ride
the other way. I assurc you we had a delightful
ride.”

“T do not doubt it. I do not doubt that it was very
agreeable. I should not have rendered it more so—and
I never wish to be de #rop. To be sure, I did, at one
time,” continued the A. D. C,, gravely, ¢ think of turn-
ing back, in casc—in casc of any accident, sceing how
inefficiently you were protected. Boys ride very well
rometimes, but they cannot often do more than manage
one horse abea time.” '

T wanted no help, I assure you... Firgfly was so
steady.” -

. 02,
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“ Fire-fly! 1 shall not again think of sending Fairy
to Titaghur. I was altogcther under a mistake...I
thought—Dut no matter ... I shall not trouble you any
more.”

It was very excellent acting, and it succeeded pass-
ing well. Adela began to think she had gone too far;
that it was time now to do something to ‘lurc her
tassel gentle back again;” so she said: ¢ Captain Dan-
vers, T hope you art not.angry—I fear I have offended
you—I did not mean to hurt you, I am surc—say that
you are not angry.”

He Iifted up his eyes ... therc was something like
sadness in them.  “I am not angry,” he said.

¢ Nor hurt—say you are not hurt, Captain Danvers;
do.”

Danvers was silent. )

Do, Captain Danvers—dear Captain Danvers, say
that you arc not hurt—that I have not given you pain
... It was very foolish—very wrong in me. I ought
to have ridden Fairy”—and she laid one of her little
hands upon the A. D. C’s, as she spoke.

Danvers pressed the small fingers, and said, still
with some sadness in his voice: “1 cannot quite say
that I was not pained ... but you who gave the wound
know well how to apply the balm ... Your last words
have done much for me.”

“T am very sorry, re you,” resumed Adcla, not
withdrawing her hatd, #to have given you pain even for
a moment. . . . Yof must not think that I would rather
ride with Mr. Lorimer theeet with you... Heisa very
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good-natured boy—and I like him... But T am sure,
you know that...” What it was he knew so well
did not appear, for at that moment Mrs. Balfour cn-
tered the room, and the ¢ Book of Beauty,” on the cap-
tain's knee, became at once the subjeet of discourse.

Adcla scarccly bestowed a word on young Lorimer
throughout the evening.



198 LONG ENGAGEMENTS;

CHAPTER XIIIL

WORK,

* What arc we set on Egrth for—Say, to toil—

Nor scek to leave thy tending of the vines

For all the heat of the day, till it declines......

The least flower with a brimming cup may stand,

And share its dew-drop with another near.”

Mess Barreft.
Tug following day was spent in a manucr very satis-

fuctory, at least to one of our friends. 1erbert Grey
had, perhaps, never been so happy in his hife before.
The sun had scarcely risen, when, attended by the old
gray sirdar, he was examining the dilapidated (,;hh(,c
which was to be converted into Mary’s school-house.
He found that at no very great expense, it might in<
short time be put into sufficiently good repair, to an-
swer all the purposes required of it. Ie was cxtremely
anxious to commence the work at once, and, in spite of
the impediment of a native holiday, he made such good
usc of his time before breakfast—did so much in the
ncighbouring villages, purchasing bamboos and other
matdrials, and collecting workmen, by promises of an
increased rate of pay, that he had the pleasurc—and it
was not an insignificant one—of assuring Mary Balfour
at the breakfast-table, that the improvements were ac-
tually begun. And thoa sfier breakfast there was so
much to be said—so much to be done. It was a bright,
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joyous, sparkling day in December, with a cool, fresh,
northerly breeze, sweeping across the wide bend of the
river between Titaghur and Barrackpore. It was so
cool, indced, that as soon as the meal was over, the
whole party scemed to be moved by a simultancous
desire to seck the sunny side of the house, and to bask
in the open verandah. Adela declared that her feet
were  perishing,” which, indeed, would have been o sad
pity, they were so very pretty ;*and having been supplicd
by Mr. Lorimer with a chair, and a foot-stool, sat with
them, thrust out into the warn sunshine, whilst once of
the pillars of the verandah eflectually shaded her face.
Mrs. Balfour began to play with onc of her children;
and Edggund, Mary, and Herbert Grey, walking up aud
down the long verandaly, talked about the garden and
the scheol, and determined to make the most of the
delightful weather, and the welcome—most weleome
holiday.

And presently \Edmund Bullour, snatching up a
Dutch hoe, which he saw in the portico, and calling
“ur his broad-brimmed, white hat, sallied forth inte thie
sarden to give some directions to the maullees  In o
imnute or two afterwards, Herbert Grey was sitting in
the drawing-room beside Mary Balfour, with inkstand
and paper before him, helping her to make divers cal-
culutions relating to the expenses of her school, to draw
out a scheme of education, and to make a list of the
“chool-hooks which it would be desirable immediately
1o purchase. There was no difference of Spinion be-
tween them regarding the expedicacy of introducing

* Maullece—Nativg Gardeners.
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Scriptural histories, or even the Seriptures themselves, if
therc were any boys sufficiently advanced to rcad them,
among the other class-books, though there was to be
no dircet religious teaching. Ilerbert Grey never had
been—cven before events had fully developed the ab-
surdity of it—a friend to the plan so greatly favoured
in high places, of tabooing all Christian literature in
cducational institutions, founded by Christian men; and
Mary Balfour was delighted to find that there was a
prospect of her school doing something, indircctly at
least, to educate the hearts, as well as the heads of the
people, by whom she was surrounded.

The scheme, thus concocted, looked marvellously
well on paper; and it might be doubted whether Mary
Bulfour or Herbert Grey took the greater pleasure,
the greater interest, the greater pride in the project.
Mary was full of thankfulness—said that she did not
know what she should have done, but for the assistance
of so experienced an ally; her brotheg had left the wholz
thing so entircly to her, declaring that he would do no-
thing to help her, except by supplying the necessary
funds;—he wished to see how much a woman could ac-
complish; he thought the experiment might be a valu-
able one. It was very hard upon her, Mary said— quite
enough to confuse so weak a little head as hers—but
noOW, just as she was beginning to despair, matters had
taken a favourable turn, and every thing would be sure
to go well, though Edmund’s experiment, she was afraid,
would not be very fairly put to the test. Icrbert
Grey said that he had really done nothing more than
offer a few common<place suggestions; and that for
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any real, useful, practical assistance, she must look to
his friend, Dr. Chuistian, who would, he was sure,
be able to smooth cvery difficulty, to overcome every
impediment-—difficultics and impediments were to be
looked for—and sct the school fairly afloat.

* And what do you call rcal, useful, practical assist-
ance,” asked Mary, Jooking up into Herbert's face with
a bright smile; “ if building a'school-house be not an
indication of it? I am sure that nothing can be more
uscful, nothing more practical. You do not call this a
mere suggestion ?”

Herbert said it was what every body could do—that
nothing could be casicr than to give orders to a work-
man. :

* What every body can do,” said Mary, * isnot what
everybody will do; the casiest things are those which
are most frequently left undone. It was very kind of
youto take so much trouble—doubly kind, because, as
you say, the kindness was one which any body might
have performed. These very kindnesses are the least
{requently performed, because there is nothing osten-
tatious in them, there is no éclat to envelop them. I dare
say,” she added, laughing, ““that if I had asked him,
M. Lorimer would have favoured me with a scheme
for the cducation of the Hindoos,” in fifty or sixty
folio pages . . . but to go out, in a morning fog; to
hunt for carpenters and bricklayers in a dirty village,
3s altogether a different affair.”

So it is. Mary was very right; but still Herbert
Grey protested that he had done nothing, and that
the fair founder of the school, mhst reserve her grati-
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tude for Dr. Christian, who, he was sure, would earn
it by some more important scrvice than the collection
of half-a-dozen workmen.

Mary was about to reply, when Edmund Balfour
entered the room. It was so pleasant, so delightful out
of doors, he said, that he really thought Mary could not
do better than put on her bonnet and come out with
him into the garden. Ife:was sure that Grey would
come too. He wished to ask her advice concerning the
laying out of some new flower-beds; and he proposed, that
after giving the necessary dircctions, they should walk
on slowly towards Mary's school-house, and scc what the
workmen were doing. Mary started up immediately.
No proposition could have been more wclcome to her—
none morc welecome to Herbert Grey. In a few
minutes they were all cquipped, and in the garden.
The bearer who started off after them, With a large
chattch (umbrella) for the protection of Mary's pretty
little head, was dismissed. It was really a privilege ¢u
be able to go out of doors free from all the pomp and
circumstance of servants and umbrellas. It was quite
the perfection of a day—clear, bright, beaming; but
with a dry, crisp, bracing air.

The embryo school-house was situated on a plot of
grass, at the junction of two roads, about half-a-mile
from the confines of Balfour’s garden grounds. The
roads skirted, as they were, with luxuriant greenery—
latge heavy-leaved shrubs, thick clusters .of untrained
creepers of rapid growth, falling in picturesque masses
from the broken stems of trces, or shooting out wildly
on every side in search of support, with here and there
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tall bamboo hedges almost meeting over head—led to
some adjacent villages, from which the pupils were
to be drawn. The cdifice itsclf was a mere shell—
there were four brick walls with many a breach in
them; and nothing more than the remnant of a roof.
It had once, doubtless, been a comfortable abode for
man ; it was now an indifferent retreat for cattle.

Well pleased was Herbert Grey, as the little party
approached the spot, to see that the men, whom he
had collected in the morning, were busily employed.
There were a number gf' bamboos on the grass; and a
couple of men, seated on their haunches, were cut-
ting them with hatchets; whilst three or four di-
minutive bullocks were trailing through the dust fur-
ther supplics of the same useful material. At the
other end of the old house, a load of new bricks had
been piled up; the hackery, or common cart of the
country, in which they had been brought, resting be-
side them, whilst the unyoked cattle reposed drowsily
on the soft grass.

The vaj-mistries, or bricklayers, had erected their
rude scaflolding of bamboo and rope-work, against onc
of the walls of the building, and more than one chasim
had "already been filled up from the pile of bricks.
A respectable-looking native, with morc white linen
in his turband than could be found about the bodies
of all the other men, was superintending the work.
When he saw Herbert Grey and his friends approach-
ing, he made a respectful salaam, advanced to meet
them, and began volubly to report progress.

Mary Balfour was delighted, She could not have
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been more happy, if the workmen hdd been crecting a
palace for her accommodation. It was so real—such
visible, undeniable progress, that even Edmund Bal-
four, who had often bantered his sister, declaring that
she would never achieve any thing more than a paper
school, could not help admitting that this was * some-
thing like business:” but added, laughingly, that it was
Grey’s work and not her own.

This Herbert denied. It was so unfair, he said, not
to give her credit for whatever she could achieve by
means of an alliance, so entircly the result of her own
kindly enthusissm. Balfour might as well say that
the work was not hers, because she dul. not cut the
bamboos, or mix the mortar, with her own little hands.
¢ Qui facit per alterum facit per se.” Iler influence
had done cvery thing. It was her will that had sct
cyery thing in motion.

Balfour smiled; he was almost as glad as Mary her-
self to see the progress that was making; doubly gld™
when, on communicating to a group of quick-cyed
boys—who, with wondering faces and glib tongucs,
had assembled about the old building, staring first
at the workmen, then at the salil-logue* and asking
each other what was® going on—the important fact
that a new school was to be established there, he
elitited from them many expressions of satisfaction,
of desire to attend it when ready for their reception.
The satisfaction ' expressed was echoed. by two or
three old men, who bad also been looking on in
wonderment and when Herbert Grey, ofliciating as

hd Salub-logue—Gentry
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interpreter, explained to Mary what both generations
had Deen saying, the pleasure which she derived from
her bencvolent undertaking reached evena still higher
pitch, and forthe time at least—every thing else for-
gotten—she was completely happy.

¥or the time—it was a happy de. Happy, happy
Mary! Happy, happy Herbert Grey!- Oh! that there
should have been a morrow.

A morrow, and a very dull one. The great house at
Titaghur sccmed very empty—very desolate. Mrs.
Balfour acknowledged this to Mary—Mary acknow-
ledged it to herself. Adcla grumbled, too; it was very
triste. Mr. Lorimer had become almost a bore, and
she was rather glad, than otherwise, that he was to
return to Calcutta on the following day. Why did
not Captain Danvers come morc frequently? She
was almost afraid that she had gone too far—that, al-

“though he had declared his willingness to forget what
irul passed, she had really given him gerious offence.
Perhaps, however, he was only waiting for the depar-
ture of young Lorimer. There was some comfort in
that.

But the day, dull as it was, had its end—and ano-
ther—another—and  another.  Nothing of any mo-
meut occurred, except that Captain Danvers did call,
paid very long wvisits, and certainly betrayed fo-
thing at all like annoyance. He was quitec himself
again—amusing in gencral conversation ; something
more, when Adcla was the only listencr.

Four or five days aftet that pleasant holiday—it
was Christmas eve — Edmund. Balfour brought Dr.
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Winter to Titaghur. Mrs. Balfour and Mary, who
were in the verandsh when the buggy cntered the
compound, were a little disappointed, perhaps, at first,
when they discovered that the second gentleman was
not, as they divined, Herbert Grey—but still they
welcomed the go:)cl doctor with genuine cordiality,
and were really delighted to see him. Mary, though
her acquaintance with him was but of short standing,
quite regarded him as an old friend. Not a very good
substitute for Herbert Grey, but as good an one as could
anywhere be found; and in himself a most worthy man,
onc whom she greatly respected and cstecmed.

Mary bore her disappointment with exemplary forti-
tude, but it was a very severe trial. She had reason to
expect that Herbert Grey would have come down that
evening with her brother. Edmund had told Mrs.
Balfour that he intended to invite Grey to jojn their
family party at Christmas~—indeed, that it was almost
scttled that he should come—and this Mrs. Ballour had;
in due course, imparted to Mary. Balfour on the pre-
ceding night had slept in Calcutta, so that the ladies had
not ascertained whether the arrangement had becn con-
cluded—but something or other made Mary quite cer-
tain that he would come; and yet, instead of Herbert
Grey, there was sage old Dr. Winter. It would have
fafed ill with the poor doctor had some young ladies
been subjected to this disappointment—there would
have been nothing better for,him than cross looks and -
cold words; but Mary was all sweetness, all kindness.
Poor Dr. Winter I—he, at least, was not to blame.

At dinner the truth came out. Mary Balfour had
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not dared to ask the question; but she felt certain that
the cause of Grey’s absence would soon transpire. And
she was right; for they had not very long been scated
at the dinner-table, when Dr. Winter observed; ‘¢ So
our friend Grey has run away from us.”

Mary said nothing; but she felt that she had better
not look up at that moment, lest her face should com-
municate more than she wished to avow. Mis. Balfour,
however, excluimed, in accents of surprise: ‘ Run away
from us!”

“ Yes; has not Balfour told you that he has taken his
month’s leave, according to regulation, and started off;
up the river? I don’t know whether his leave is in
orders; but he has actually started in anticipation of it,
for he knows that it has passed.”

"¢ And where is he going?” asked Mrs. Balfour.

“I do not quite know,” returned Dr. Winter. ¢ Il¢
does not himself know, I believe. He told me yester-
Jwy that he was going to start on an ¢ educationul cruise’
with Dr. Christian. Christian, I know, is going to take
advantage of the vacation in Caleutta, to visit some of the
Mofussil schools—or rather, I believe, to inquire into the
state of cducation along the banks of the river between
this and Kishnaghur, to ascertain in what parts there
is the greatest destitution—and at the same time to
recruit his own health, for he sadly overworks himstlf.
He starts the day after to-morrow; but Grey has gonc
on in advance, has hired a pinnace for.a month. They
arc to meet at Hooghly, T believe.”

“ But not,” said Balfour, turning to Mary, * beforc
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Dr. Christian has looked in upon your field of labour.
He has promised to make this his first halting-place,
and I have no doubt you will find him a most valuable
ally.”

But Mary—she was perplexed, embarrassed; she
could not even think of her school—of Dr. Christian’s
visit—with pleasure. ¢ Why,” she asked herself, ¢ why
should ke have passed Titaghur—why not meet Dr.
Christian here—why avoid us in this way? Actually
to pass under our very windows—to leave our ncigh-
bourhood without a word! He might have accom-
panied Dr. Christian, and yet spent his Christmas with
us,”

Poor Mary Balfour—Poor Herbert Grey! . Cheerless
the Christmasg Eve at Titaghur to the one—more cheerless
to the other, in his solitary boat on the dark waters of
the Hooghly.

The ready apprehension of Mrs. Balfour had not suf-
fered her to remain very long in ignorance of the clee
to the sceming riddle of Herbert Grey's unexpected
conduct. No sooner had Dr. Winter ceased to speak,
than the truth flashed upon her. She remembered the
conversation which had taken place, on the evening
before the artival of the vessel which brought Adela
and Mary to Calcutte. Almost every word that was
spdken on that occasion, sounded again in her ears.
How true the vaticinations of her husband! True, as
regarded Adela; true, as regarded Mary; true, as re-
garded Ilerbert Grey.

As soon as they were alore together, she communi-
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cated her suspicions to her husband. She said that
she suspected Herbert Grey had run away from Mary
Balfour.

“And I,” said Balfour, ¢ do more than suspect; I
know. It is very true, my dear Ellen,” he added, “he
has run away from Mary; he told me so. The fact is,
that I dined with him last night—dined with him in
his own house. I thought then that he would come
here with me, this evening. I had before invited
Winter, but there is room enough for both in the
house, and he can always horse his own carriage.  Well,
T was going to say that I dined with Grey—a téte-d-téte
dimmer. e appeared to be in wretchedly bad spirits—
but he said nothing, until the cloth was removed, and
the sevvants all departed; he then told me, in most
melancholy accents, that he was very sorry to say that
he could not accept our very kind invitation to spend
Christmas with us, as he was going to Hooghly on the
fullowing—that is, ¢his morning. He then procecded
to say that he had applied for leave of absence, and had
obtained it . . . not in orders yet, but a private intima-
tion . . . for a month; that he considered it his duty,
apart from all considerations of the brotherly friendship
cxisting between us, to state what were his motives for
leaving Calcutts. The truth, he said, was, that he had
scen too much of my sister Mary—too much for his
peace of mind.  Since his last visit to Titaghur he had
become convinced of this.  He ought not, he said, to
have made that visit. He was not vain cnough to
flatter himself that he was otherwise than an object of

P .
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indifference to her—he meant indifference, as to any
tenderer affcction than common esteem, cherished to-
wards him as her brother’s friend—still his demncanour
towards her, when they met, could not fail to be such
as to render his attentions to her such attentions as no
man in his situation ought in honour to pay to any
girl. Then he spoke of his embarrassments—the fearful
incubus of debt—the utter impossibility of his extri-
cating himself, for a ycar or two, at least, from Lis dif-
ficulties; declaring that he could never bring himself to
make onc wilful cffort to win the affections of my sister,
until he was in a position to offer her an establishment,
such as befitted her condition. All this, and much
more ... He would not listen to what I said—my
words of consolation were thrown away upon him. Ile
would leave Calcutta. It was the best thing, he said,
that he could do, all circumstances considered. Not
that he cxpected—not that he hoped to forget Mary—
but he wished her to forget him . .. even as a friend.
A month, in this respect, would do every thing; and at
the end of that month, he hoped that circumstances
might occur to remove him altogcther from Calcutta.
Time, he said, would relieve him from his present dif-
ficulties. It was impossible that,such a thing could
happen; but if, out of any extraordinary contingencics,
it should arise that Mary Balfour were still Mary Bal-
four, at the end of two years, he hoped then to be able
to present himsclf, as a man not cursed by the leprosy
of debt, ever rendering himself a thing to be avoided.”
“Poor Mr. Grey! . . . am very, very sorry!”



A TALE OF THE AFFGHAN REBELLION. 211
“AndI. You know that I have all along had my

fears. 'We must see what we can do.  Matters are not
quite so bad as he thinks them. And Mary! What
thinks she of him?”

“I do not think he would find it very difficult to
persuade her to love him,” said Ellen Balfour.

P2



212 LONG ENGAGEMENTS;

CHAPTER XIV.

EVIL TIDINGS.

“ Each new morn
New widows howl ; new orphans cry; new sorrows
Strike Heaven in the face.”

Mucheth.

Dgr. WINTER was a decided acquisition to the party
at Titaghur. Hc was so kind to every one—so uni-
formly cheerful and agreeable—he had so much to
say, and that much was so well worth saying, that
even Adela acknowledged that he was “really a very
nice old man.” She never had much taste for old
men ; they were so ugly and so prosy; but for an old
man, she really thought that Dr. Winter was a very
passable sort of person. It was a pity, she said, that
he talked so much about education and sanatoriuns,
and took so much intcrest in those stupid black people.
She wondered that they could interest any body: but
for the rest, he might almost be considered an agree-
.able man; as little prosy as most people whom she
met in this part of the world.

Mary greatly enjoyed, because she felt that she pro-
fited by, the companionship of the good old man. Dr.
Winter was constantly by her side—constantly con-
versing with her. She felt that she grew wiser—that
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her store of knowledge was increased—her experiences
extended—her sympathics enlarged—as she listened
to him. Ile was so full of information—of information
derived from books, from conversation, from travel.
e expressed himscll ulways with great perspicuity,
made difficult questions cleat to the understandings of
his hearers, and by the abundance of his illustrations
rendered even the dullest subject an interesting one. But
this was not the only, nor, indeed, the chief charm of
his conversation,  The clear head did much; but the
warm heart did more. Ie was so tolerant—so chari-
table—so full of sympathy. In all that he said, he
cvinced so much genuine kindliness of heart, and so
much sound Chyistian principle, that Mary Balfour
liked him better and better every day—listening to
him with profound attention; drawing forth, by brief
pertinent questions, new stores of information; cver
showing herself ready to be his companion, abroad or
at home; and never hesitating to acknowledge the
obligations under which she considered his condescen-
sion had placed her. Winter thought that the con-
descension was on her side; he was proud, indeed, to
have such a pupil.

And the school—Mary found in Dr. Winter a most
willing associate, a most cfficient auxiliary. He was
as much pleased with the project as Herbert Grey*had
been; and as anxious to advance it. Now that Grey
had left her, she wanted such an ally. There could
not have been a better substitute; onec more enthu-
siastic and more able was nowhere to be found. He
had the will and the power to db much; and accord-
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ingly the good work rapidly progressed. Fortunate
Mary Balfour, to make so many friends—to find so
many allics, in such an useful undertaking! The build-
ing advanced steadily towards perfection; Dr. Christian
had paid his promised visit to Titaghur; and instituted
inquiries in the neighbouring villages, found that pupils
in abundance would be forthcoming as soon as the
gchool was ready for their reception, and nominated an
upper and an under master, from among the many well
qualified and well principled young men who had been
educated under his superintendance, in the General-
Assembly’s schools. Every thing, indced, was working
most satisfactorily towards the consummation of Mary’s
hopes, and even Edmund Balfour acknowledged that a
young lady, fresh from England, with nothing but
good intentions to support her, might achicve some-
thing if she would. ¢ Provided always,” hc added,
maliciously, ** that she can find such auxiliaries as Dr.
Winter and Mr. Grey.”

Delightful as was all this in itself, it could not make
Mary happy. It could not make her happy, but it
saved her from being miserable. She had much—very
much to distress her—sorrows of sympathy, sorrows of
her own. There was one huge omnipresent cloud ever
hanging over her head—ever throwing a shadow o'er
her’ path—ever wearing her heart with fear. She was
painfully aware of the true condition of affairs in
Affghanistan; though every thing had been concealed
from Adela, nothing had been concealed from her; and
her mind dwelt, with trembling apprehension of the
worst evil, upon thé horrors of that winter insurrce-
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tion. Often and often, when Adecla was wrapt in
profound sleep, did she lie awake, thinking of Axrthur
Currington, and the perils with which he was sur-
rounded—nor of him alone; her sympathies took a
wider scopc—she trembled for the out-numbered troops,
vainly fighting for their country; and her heart grew
sick with fear, as she thought of the most wretched
condition of the women and children, shut up in the
Caubul camp, exposed to all the horrors of war—the
rigours of winter—perhaps the approaches of famine,
And Adcla, too, poor Adela, how the sisterly heart
of Mary Balfour gricved for her—grieved over her
crrors—her wayward folly, her vanity, her wilfulness.
It was dreadful, indeed, to watch from day to day, her
increasing levity of conduct, and that, too, at a time
when perchance, the mangled body of her all but
husband, was feeding the birds of prey. Where would
all this end? There were times, when she almost
thought that the death of Arthur Carrington, on the
ficld of battle, would be a less sorrowful consummation,
than his return to witness so sad a sight as the thing that
Adela had become.

And then her own sorrows—Herbert Grey, whither
had he gone; why had he left his friends thus sud-
denly, without a word of explanation? She felt that
ghe had no right to ask the question cven of herscl(;
and yet her heart was constantly suggesting it. .

Balfour had given orders that his newspapers should
on no account be sent to Titaghur; but Mary, day by
day, on her brother’s rettan from office, had taken the
opportunity, when Adcla was absent or engaged, to
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ascertain from her brother the character of the latest
intelligence rececived at the Presidency. Nothing had
ever been received of a nature calculated to allay her
fears; and she had learnt to put the question to her
brother, with all the fortitude of despair, which pre-
pared her to hear, without a shock, the never-varying
intelligence of evil. But now that Dr. Winter had
joined, for a while, the party at Titaghur, she was able
to derive from him the latest mews, before she could
reccive it from her brother. His papers were brought
to him regularly; but they never went beyond his own
room, and there, when he had perused them, they were
very carefully concealed. He was generally the first
to appear in the breakfast-room, and there Mary often
mect him, before Adela had joined the party—hefore
the {amily had asscabled for morning prayers. Tow
ardently Winter longed to be able to communicate
something to still the tremulous lip—to tint the pale
cheek—to clear the dewy eye—with which, morning
after morning, that sweet gentle-hearted girl inquired
the news from the beleaguered city: and how he loved
her for her tenderness of soul! Did he love herasa
father? We shall see.

One day—it was a.board-day—Dr. Winter, at an
early hour, had proceeded to Calcutta on official busi-
nesy, and it was evening before he returned.  Mrs. Bal-
four and Adcla were in the park; Balfour and Mary in
the garden—the former having returned from office but
a few minutes before the doctor, who, on leaving his
carriage, went forth to scek” them. They were cx-
amining some plants, which had recently been trans-
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planted; and as their backs were turned towards the
house, they were unconscious of Winter’s approach,
until he was close behind them. Mary was speaking
to her brother; she appeared to be answering a ques-
tion, and said something about the flowers having heen
sent them by “dear Dr. Winter"—*¢ Dear Dr. Winter.”
He could not be mistaken; he heard the words plainly
cnough.

And when Mary turned round, as presently she did,
she blushed—rvery slightly—but still she blushed, asher
eye fell upon Dr. Winter. His ears had not deceived
him, ncither had his eyes. He heard and saw most
distinetly what it rejoiced him to hear—to sec.

Still he did not appear to be in good spirits. He
answered DBalfour’s questions somewhat vaguely; his
thoughts appearcd to be wandering. Somcthing had
obviously gone wrong with him—something uapleasant
had transpired during his visit to Calcutta; and it was
not very long before lidmund and his sister were made
awarc of what annoyed their friend.

¢ So provoking—so very provoking,” said Winter,
in a tone of voice, and with an expression of counte-
nance widely different from his® usually calm, philo-
sophic manner: ¢ Things happen most inopportunely
sometimes; but it is foolish to complain. Iam sorry to
say, Balfour, that I shall have to leave you to-morfow
—or if not to-morrow, very early on the following day.”

“That is, indeed, provoking,” said Balfour; and
Mary’s sweet voice added the word * Very.” There
was then a call for explanation from both; they would
not belicve that he was really gbing—there must be
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some mistake. They had expected him to pay a much
longer visit.

Winter said that he had not paid them such a very
short visit; but that he could be unconscionable some-
times, and, to speak candidly, he had intended to inflict
his society upon them a little longer; he had enjoyed
himself so much; he had been so bappy—but his hap-
piness was now prematurely to end. He had that day
reccived a letter from Dinapore, written by, or rather
at the request of, the wife of an old friecnd—a lady with
whom he was himself personally acquainted, and in
whom he took considerable interest. The lady was a
Mrs. Witherington. Her husband, he was sorry to
say, was in Caubul—a captain in onc of the cavalry
regiments. Mrs. Witherington had been very ill—she
had recently been confined—perhaps carc and anxicty
had brought it on; but she had sickencd, and the ¢hild
had died; anxicty upon anxiety, grief upon gricf,
enough to wear her down to the grave. Change of
air, change of scene had been recommended as ad-
visable, as essential. It had been suggested that she
should proceed to Caleutta, there to seek further advice,
and to be ready, in case of a recurrence of the feverish
attacks which constituted her malady, to procced for a
short while to sea. This, it seemed, shc had protested
agdinst; but she had consented to come down to Cal-
cutta, and had asked him to receive her.

It was very unlike Winter, to speak of this as an
annoyance. It was his nature to rejoice when such an
opportunity of doing an act® of hospitality, an act of
charity, was afforded kim. But at such a time, even
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his philosophy, his genuine kindliness, was not proof
against the present temptation. His virtues were but
human virtues, after all; respectable, as humanity
goes, but not perfeet in the abstract. Winter, even in
this case, could do the unselfish thing; but he could
not divest himsclf of all sclfish fecling.

¢ T have, of course, written,” he said, * to say that
my house is at her scrvice, and that I shall be ready to
receive her. My letter, in all probability, will not reach
her, though I have addressed it to Burhampore; for she
was to have started immediately after the despatch of
her friend’s letter (which had been waiting for me a day
or two), and at this time of year the passage down the
river is rapidly accomplished. I may expect her to
reach Calcutta in two or three days from this time, and
I have some preparations to make. It has happened
very inopportuncly;m I must make the hest of it. ...
and, indeed, after all, it is very selfish to grumble . ...
T ought to be ashamed of myself.”

“ You will be very glad,” said Mary Balfour, ¢ you
may not think it, but I am surc you will be very glad
when once you have returncd home. I know you too
well not to think that you will be happier there than
here.”

Winter shook his head sorrowfully, and Mary con-
tinued: ¢ You do yourselfa very great injustice. Itm
sure you will find abundant recompensc for any little
sacrifice you may be called upon to make, in the thought
that you arc doing an act of charity to one almost, if not
quite, a widow. Oh! hdw I do feel for those whose
husbands and brothers are in Aflghtnistan; happier they
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who arc themselves at Caubul, whatever danger may
compass them about. Is there any fresh intelligence
of the state of our poor people to-duy?”

¢ Reports—reports ... . I have heard only reports,”
said Dr. Winter ... ¢ and they are very, very bad. It
is said that they are negotiating with the enemy—-that
they are about to ... to ... capitulate. I am an old man,
Miss Balfour, my fighting days arc over ... but the
word almost sticks in my throuat.”

¢ And will they be morc safe?” began Mary.

* No,” interrupted her brother—* I fear that safety
is not to be found in capitulation. T have hopes that
they will not capitulate—that they will accept no dis-
honourable terms. The envoy is not a man to disgrace
us ... a high-souled, courageous fellow, his cnergy rises
with the occasion; and he has good men about him, who
will never counscl a craven course. I have hopes that
he will not capitulate. I know the man too well—I
honour him too much. He will not capitulate so long
as his military associates are willing to fight.”

“ But what,” asked Winter, *if the military chicfs are
willing to fight nomore? So runs the story in Calcutta.
It is said that the’ military chicfs have recommended a
capitulation. What, then, can the cnvoy do but cn.
deavour to save as much human life as he can, in the
best manner that it remains to him to accomplish it..'
Well, well, we must not be uncharitable; we must judge
no one harshly. It is casy, very easy to talk—casy to
say, easy to think, that we would have done this or
that. Obstacles look small at a-distance, or, perhaps
they are not scen at'all, In Calcutta people talk very
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vchemently about what ought to have been done. ..
but they are not in a position to form a correct opinion
on such a subject as this. I have no doubt it will be
found that we have judged our unfortunate brethren
somewhat harshly.”

“ It appears to me,” returned Balfour, * that we
are much more inclined to deplore than to condemn.
Sortow and not indignation is the prevailing fecling.
There 1s an universal gloom diflused over society; men
mect each other with long faces, and ask nervously if
there is any news.  There are few familics which have
not directly a painful personal interest in these dread
events, and all have a national interest. The general
concern, which is everywhere so manifest—and there is
nothing fictitious about it—is, I think, very creditable to
rociety. It has been a most mournful Christmas scason,
T doubt not, from one end of India to another; and the
New Year has now opened upon us without one cheer-
ing glimpse of light. It is altogether very distressing—
one circumstance, which has come to my knowledge to-
day, has shocked me beyond all clse.”

¢ And what is that?” asked Dr. Winter.

“ Poor old Wilton . ..you know that for a long
time, he has been in a very weakly, nervous state .. .
evidently breaking up. Ihave scen great changes in
him latcly—great changes ever since the first intelli-
gence of the insurrcction in Affghanistan reached us
... I have thought that his mind has been a little
unsettled; there have been undoubted symptoms of
imbecility at times, thollgh at others his rccollection
wus ctrong, his perceptions se dcute, his rcasoning



222 LONG ENGAGEMENTS;

powers as clear as ever. During the last few days he
has rapidly declined.—I believe that he has not been
at office since Christmas. I have always looked in to
inquire after him—perhaps to sit for half-an-hour by
his bed-side every day; and this afternoon, having a
little time to spare, I called as usual to make my accus-
tomed visit. When I stopped at the gate, the old
durwan .. .he has been many years in Wilton’s service

.. came out, crying like a child, to speak to me ... He
could hardly speak; butIknew too well that the words
he uttered so indistinctly, were the dreadful words,
¢ sahib mur-giya” (*° my master is dead.”) He had
not becn dead half-an-hour. He appears to have sunk
gradually, and to have died without a groan. When I
was there, Dr. Field, who had been semtefor, had not
yet arrived. I went up to sce the body. There were
none but servants in the housc—but there was no lack
of genuine grief. He had been always very kind to
his people—the good old man| I—I supposc you knew
he was dead.”

“ Yes,” said Dr. Winter, I heard it just as I was
leaving Calcutta. Hisfears destroyed him. His whole
soul was wrapped up in his son—his only son—who is
now at Caubul. He despaired from the very furst. I
often attempted to prove the groundlessness of his
apprchension, but all in vain ... did you know him,
Miss Balfour?”

The tears were glistening in Mary’s sweet eyes.
«+. “Yes” she said;-and her voice was tremulous
with emotion. ¢ 1 knew him"slightly; Iknew his son
very well.” .
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“ Tt is a sad history,” observed Dr. Winter, « but
not the only domestic tragedy I fear, which will be
recorded in the prolific annals of this Affghan War.
God grant that my house may not become the scene of
another.”

¢ God grant it " repeated Mary.

Tt 1s but too probable...” said Dr. Winter. «I
was very sclfish just now ... poor Mrs. Witherington !
I ought to have regarded it as a great privilege, that I
am permitted, at such a time, when so many hearts
are breaking, to do something—however little, to pour
balm into one. You must have thought me, Miss
Balfour, a very sclfish old man—I must have sulfered
in your good opinion—I hope you will belicve that
my better sclbgwas only temporarily eclipsed.”

“Indeed, I will,” said Mary, “ if you wish me...
but I sce no cause for sclf-reproach.”

¢ T have this at all events to say in palliation, that I
was sorcly tempf®d, at that moment, to forget the claims
of others.”
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CHAPTER XV.

LOVE'S VARYING ASPECTS.

“ Q’er plastic naturc any change may come,
Save that which sceks to crush the primal germ ;
And outward circumstance may breed within,
A second nature, which o’crcomes the first,
But ne’er destroys, though dormant or subdued.”
R. 11, Horne.

Dr. WINTER took his departure—Dbut not before
Mary had promised to write to him ; to report the pro-
gress making towards the completion of her school, to
unfold her plans of operation, and, if nccessary, to ask
his advice. And she did write—nay, more, she took
pleasure in writing. She endeavoured to fix her
thoughts as steadily as possible upon the philanthropic
work on which she was cengaged. It was alinost the
only subject on which she could think long without
pain. It was a great support—a great comfort. Happy
are those who, in the midst of domestic iribulation,
arc thus supported—thus comforted from within.

And Dr. Winter wrote. His letters wereverylong, and
very interesting. He shone even to greater advantage
in his epistolary, than in his oral communications, for
he expressed himself with great facility,; was easy,
graceful in his style; every thing he wrote scemed to
come freshly from his heary, unforced, unstudied.
Without losing sight of what, according to cove-
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nant, was to be the main subject of their correspondence,
he discoursed on a varicty of topics, of personal and ge-
neral interest, and appeared, in all his discourses, what
in reality he was, a man of feeling—a man of refine-
ment. On more than one occasion he alluded to his guest.
Mrs. Witherington had arrived, and taken up her
abode beneath his roof. The river-voyage had been
reatly beneficial to her health ; but there was a fever
_ «thin hier, beyond the power even of climate to allay
«~ the settled fever of the mind—that dreadful state of
inental unrest which no remedies could reach, and
which only religion coudd teach her to bear, as she did
bear them, with noble fortitude. She was sinking
under her triads 3 but all she said was: ¢ Thy will be
done!”  Dr. Winter spoke of her as a most interesting
creature—one whose sufferings it was sad, but whose
patience it was beautiful, to witness. It was, indecd,
he said, a privilege to be sllowed to minister to one so
afilictcd, yet so serene m her aflliction.

Onc day Mary was surprised, vn opening a letter
from Dr. Winter, to find, instcad of the accustomed
three or four pages of closcly written matter, only a
fow hasty lines. The worthy doctor said that lic had
intended to write to her as usual, but that he had
changed his mind, and resolved to pay her a visit that
cvening instead.  He would be at Titaghur a little
before five.

At the appeinted hour he arrived. Balfour had been
detained in town, and Mrs. Balfour and Adcla were
geing out for their acCustomed drive in the park.
The ladics were all in the drawing-room when Dr.

Q
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Winter was announced, and for some time they all
joined in the general conversation, but upon Adecla,
after looking three or four. times towards the window,
observing that she thought the sun must have set,
Mzrs. Balfour proposed that they should start, adding
with a smile, as she addressed Mary,

“ And we will lcave the Education Committec to
hold & council in the drawing-room; or, if they like
it better, to adjourn to the College of Titaghur. I
will not ask you to accompany us in our pursuit of
less clevated pleasures.”

Dr. Winter gave Mis. Balfour his arm; and when
he returned, after handing her and Adela into the car-
riage, Mary was sitting in the verandah, and there the
good doctor joined her. *I have been fortunate,” he
said, but not in his usual easy, unembarrasscd manncr—
T am fortunate in having so good an opportunity of
speaking to you alone ... I wished to speak to you
alone ... I have becn uncasy, all the way from Cal-
cutta, thinking I might not have an opportunity to
speak to you alone.”

¢ Alone!” exclaimed Mary. There was something
in his voice, in his manner, which startled, which
alarmed her.

“ Yes, I withed to speak to you alone...matters
nearly concerning you...concerning us ... dircctly,
indirectly . . . if Miss Balfour will grant me a patient”. . .
then recovering himself, and speaking more calmly—-
more in his common manner, “ The truth is, that I
have much to say, which I thought it would not be wise
to trust to a letter. Better to speak to you, not only
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in matters regarding ourselves, but those which relate
to others . . . or rather, which only indircetly affect our-
sclves—I have spoken so gravely, that I am afraid I
have alarmed you. I am very sorry to have to say any
thing which will give you pain—but I trust that you
will not blame me.”

¢ am sure that I shall not blame you,” said Mary

. ¢ you arc always so kind . .. always so wisc.”

“T hope you will always think so,” returncd Dr.
Winter ... “but] must not keep you in painful suspense.
I know that I have arouscd your fears alrcady. I will
speak first, then, of others. T assure you, that if T had
not entertained the highest possible opinion of you, I
should not now touch upon this subject—but I have so
much confidence. .. I estimate so highly your many,
very many, rarc virtues, that I cannot doubt for 2 mo-
ment, that in speaking to you I am adopting the wisest
coursc. Ifany body can avert the evil which I forcsee,
you are competent to do it. I allude to your sister.”

“ My sister1”

“Yes . .. I thought it right . . . I thought it best to
speak to you. If you have any . . . how can I doubt it?
—you must have so much influence over her conduct . . .
if, by your counsel, by your exhortations, your persua-
sions——if, by pointing out the dangers which beset her
. . . if, by your affectionate, sisterly entreatics, whick no
heart, however callous, can, I am sure, resist—if you
could induce her to be more guarded in her conduct ...
to think more . . . to be outwardly more steady .. .if
you could show, as orly a woman, a sister can do,
without wounding, without giving pain, that in her

Q2
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innocence, her unsuspiciousness, her ignorance of the
maelice of the world, she is thoughtlessly rendering her-
sclf an object of much ill-natured scandal—that merely
because she does not set more restraint upon herself, be-
causc she is impatient of control, and follows unrcflect-
ingly the impulse of the moment, people are saying
that of her which she would not wish to hear, which is
painful to all her friends—to all her brother’s friends—
to all your friends, dear Miss Balfour.”

“I feared it would be so.. .Ifeared it would be
so,” said Mary.

¢ Yes; the truth is,” continued Dr. Winter, ¢ that
some malicious person has propagated a report that your
sister is about to be married to Mr. Lorimer. I doubt
not, his own foolish vanity has been at the bottom of
it... It would at any time be painful to know that your
sistex’s name 1is wrongfully associated, in the common
talk of idle gossips, with that of Mr. Lorimer, or any
other person, no matter whom—but under existing cir-
cumstances, doubly painful. She is talked of; I assurc
you—commonly talked of...and not in connexion
with Mr. Lorimer alone—her intimacy with Captain
Danvers is also spokex; of, in a manncr most painful
to contemplate.”

¢ T feared it would be so—1I feared it would be so,”
repeated Mary.

¢ I thought,” resumed Dr. Winter, ‘¢ that it was
better to speak to you on this painful subject . .. better
to speak to you than to address myself to your brother.
Men are hasty—intemperate. They may say or do things
under a momentary impylse, of which they will after-
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wards repent. I thought that your brother might be
very angry, not only with your sister, but with those—
he would have discovered them—who have dared to
name her, and that evil consequences would be the
result; besides, I thought that your influence would be
more successfully exerted; that your mild, sisterly ad-
monitions, couched in kindest language, offezed in your
own gentle manner, with such irresistible sweetness,
I thought they would be more effectual than your
brother’s sterner reproofs. I hope you do not think I
have crred.”

He was leaning against a pillar as he spoke, his
back towards the strong light which streamed into
the verandah, so that the cxpression of his face was
not visible; but his voice betrayed deep emotion.
Mary raised her eyes as he uttered the last words,
and Dr. Winter could sce that they glistened with tears.

“ You have not crred,” she said, ‘save in your
estimate of my influence with my sister. All that I
can do shull be done; but I cannot tell you with truth,
that that all is very much. You have acted very
kindly, and I cannot sufficiently thank you for the
intercst you take...in usall” She rosc as she spoke,
and extended her hand to Dr. Winter . . . « I think it
possible that thc bare knowledge of the painful cir-
cumstances, to which you allude, will have a salut:;ry
effect upon my poor sister—~that when she knows what,
in such a place as this, are the consequences of even
trifling indiscretions, she will hersclf perceive the
expediency of being more guarded.”

The little hand which had ‘been extended to Dr.
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Winter, and which he pressed most affectionately
between his own, he did not seem much inclined to
emancipate . .. * Thank you—thank you,” he said,
“I am sure you will do all that can bc done...
and how much is this !—Dearest Miss Balfour,”
he added, after a pause, “such influence as yours—
such influence as you must exercise over all who
have the delight of being intimately acquainted with
you, must ever, I am sure, be irresistible. And
what happiness, to submit onesclf, day by day, to
such sweet influence ...to be cver within the sphere
of such influence...I If could hope,” here he hesi-
tated, . . . “if I could venture to think for one moment,
that the possession of certain qualities, for which you
have given me credit—credit more than is my duc.. .
that a heart not grown old...that the strongest, the
-most unalterable desire to render, by the most assiduous
carc, the most unfailing attention to every trifling wish,
so sweet an idol truly happy ... If I could hope that
such love, such devotion, joined to qualities of mind
and heart, which you have often said you know how
to estimate, could compensate for the absence of other
things . . . could make you forget that other posses-
sions, often decemed essential by the young...which,
indeed, it is but natural—it is but rcasonable that
the young should demand...if I could think, my
dearest, kindest friend, that at my age, so destitute
of all that is most attractive to the youny, I could be
regarded by you with such consideration as might
enable me to hope, that a life devoted to you—that
affection, made by the' holiest ties, a duty as well as
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a pleasure—would render you happy, sweetcst, best
of fricnds—oh! how eager should I be to take the
precious charge to my heart.”

Mary looked into his face, when he ceased to speak,
with a countenance cxpressive of the most painful
perplexity; but all she said was, ¢ Dr. Winter!”

And the old man continued... * Ycs; I have said
it. Itisa very presumptuous—perhaps, a very foolish
thought; but it has often struck me, that you, with
your gentle wisdom—your sweet benevolence—your
saint-like piety . .. that you, though young and beau-
tiful, and therefore fit mate for the young and beau-
tiful, might, in the plenitude of your regard for certain
qualitics of mind and heart, exalting them above
mere outward show, look with affection even upon
me, old and ill-favoured as I am. I thought that
you might be happy—God knows how I would strive
to make you so, if the great privilege were mine.”

But still all that Mary could say, in touching accents,
was, * Dr. Winter!”

¢ I have thought long about it,” he resumed, after a
brief pause ... ¢ of your thoughtful nature, your
kindly wisdom ...your many endowments of mind
and heart; and 1 have asked mysclf, trying to answer
thc question, most fairly, most impartially, is it
possible that she can love me—me so old, and s ill-
favoured? and I bhave pondered over much, that, at
different timcs, you have said to me—much which, as
X thought, shed light upon your opinions, your feel-
ings, dearest friend; &nd I have thought at last—God
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forgive the delusion if it be one, Mary Balfour...
but I have thought that you might love...might
love me so well as to entrust yoursclf for ever to my safe
keeping.”

Again he paused. The tears stood blindingly in
poor Mary's eyes; the deep emotion almost choaked
her utterance, but still she said, in accents of deecp
SOTTOW

¢ Oh! that this had never happencd "

A few moments of painful silence ; and then, col-
Jecting herself for a great effort, Mary spoke; her hand
was still in Dr. Winter’s; her cyes still swimming
with tears; her heart full to bursting—Dbut she spoke
with calmness, though her words came forth slowly,
and with a touching pathos in their tone.

¢ Dear Dr. Winter; you will beliecve me when I
say how deeply I lament that this has happened. So
unlooked for, so beyond all my calculutions. Mise-
rable, most miserable the necessity which impels me
to inflict a moment’s pain on so kindly a heart as
yours . . . miserable' that I should be compelled to
wound your generous nature—to cast a shadow over
a path which it would have been a delight to me to
brighten. You will belicve me when I say that I
respect, I honour, I admire you . . . nay, why should
1 not say I'love you? I love your excellent qualities,
your high principles, your kindly heart, your abundant
charity. What faith have I in you, dear Dr. Winter,
that I should say this to you even mow. You will
not misinterpret my words. Let us meet as we have
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met. Forget what has passed this cvening. 1 will
endeavour to forgetit . . . but of this be sure, that
- I shall regard you henceforth with the same aflcction-
ate feclings of rcverence and gratitude, that I have
cver entertained towards you—that I shall cver re-
gard you as a dear and much-valued friend.”

He raiscd the hand he held to his lips; then drop-
ping it, he turned away, strode once or twice up and
down the verandah; and then, returning to the spot
from which Mary had not moved, he said, in a more
serene, almost in a cheerful voice:

 You are right, you are quite right, my dear Miss
Baltour. The scales have fallen already from my eyes
—the delusion has passed away. It was monstrous,
It was preposterous.  You must despise me very much.
An old fool to talk in such a strain—to entertain such
hopes for a moment ! You are very right, my dearest
friend. I cannot say, now that the madness is over,
how very absurd I have been !”

“Dr. Winter! . . . do not talk in such a strain as
this. I cannot bear to hear you reproach yourself.”

¢ Will you reproach me, then? I am sure I descrve
censure. How many would not only have censured,
but ridiculed the old man . . . his blindness, his va-
nity, his folly. The lesson will not be thrown away
upon me. It is good for us somctimes to be reminded
that we are three score.”

¢ Had you numbered but half those years,” said Mary,
thinking in some measure to allay the pain she had
inflicted; “had you been very young, and what you
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are—possessing so much that is admirable, so much,
indeed, that is loveable, I should have still returned
the same answer.” :

There was an expression of doubt in Dr. Winter's
face, as he said: * Am I to believe, then. . . I have no
right to ask . . . am I to believe, then . ..am I so tointer-
pret your words . .. that your affections are engaged ?’

Moary did not immediately answer, and Dr. Winter
resumed: “ I have no right to put such a question ...
none . .. but believe me, that it is not the mere im-
pertinence of curiosity. You say I am still to be your
friend—an old man may make a passable friend—
a passable confidant ... though fit for very little else,
he may help to make the young happy.”

And Mary, without raising her eyes, without ven-
turing to look into the face of her companion, replied:
I think, dear Dr. Winter, that you have a right to
know . .. it is a right, which, after having pained you
so much, I most willingly concede. And in proof of
the estimation in which I hold you—of my thorough
confidence in you, I tell you what I have not yet
breathed to any human being . . . Yes—yes, my friend,
my heart is nbt mine to give.”

And in a few minutes they were walking up and
down the verandah, Mary leaning on the old man’s
arm. The confidence she reposed in him was no half-
confidence. She rendered him the depository of all
the cherished secret of her heart. She told him that
she was attached to Herbert Grey ... she had reason
to believe that the attachment ‘was reciprocal. e had
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not openly declared his love, but he had expressed him-
gclf in language not to be misunderstood; and Dr.
Winter said much to confirm this belief. Much which
beforc had made no impression on his mind—much
which Grey had himself said, much which Winter had
scen, though before almost unregarded—now recurred
forcibly to his memory, and made up the sum of his
conviction, that Herbert Grey was deeply attached to
Mary Balfour; and from that hour he resolved, heart
and soul, to promote by all possible means the union
of his two friends. He believed that Grey was worthy
of the blessing which was in store for him—he belicved
him to be a man of sound principle, of enlarged intel-
ligence, of genuine kindliness of heart; and believing
this, how could he doubt, for a moment, that such a
pair would be blest indeed, when bound to each other
by the holy tics of wedlock—journeying on together,
side by side, to the end? He did not doubt. His
convictions were as steady, as his resolution was firm.
He had determined to promote their happiness; and
the determination filled his soul with new happincss—
he had still something to hope, something to live for,
something to work for. He would do it ... yes, if it
were possible, they should be united—happiness should
descend upon them, and through his agency. He would
make them happy; and thus make himself happy. <Ie
fclt that at present there was an obstacle to be over-
come; he thought he knew its true character. Henow
beheld clearly enough the reason of Herbert Grey's
sudden departure from Calcutta. He knew that it
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must have been to avoid Mary Balfour—but why?—
He thought that he could read the sceret aright.

He returned to Calcutta that cvening; and before
he retired to rest, he had written a long letter to
Herbert Grey. His sleep was sounder—his dreamns
pleasanter than they had been for many a night.
Happy Dr. Winter! Happy old man!
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CHAPTER XVI.

CAST DOWN.

- Ye see me what I have made myself
Frown God's best making! alas! peace forgone—
Love wrong'd—and virtue forfeit—and tears wept
Upon all vainly—alas, me! alas,
Who have undonie mysclf from all that’s best,
Fairest, and sweetest to this wretchedest,
Saddest and most defiled—cast out, cust down.”

Miss Barrett.

Tue month of January passed away. It was a
month laden with the most corroding anxietics to all,
who fclt a decp personal interest in the events, which
were hurrying on to so fearful a crisis the destinics of
the British in the capital of Affghanistan. The news,
which at uncertain intervals reached Calcutta, often in
a vaguc fragmentary shape, was of the most unsatis-
factory character, though for a while it involved a
record of no new disaster. It appeared that our troops
were inactive; that the enemy were quietly crouching
beside them, secure in the victory they had achiceved,
and ready to spring upon their crippled prey, the
moment that the least symptom of renewed vitality
began to manifest itself—like a cat, crouching - beside
a maimed mouse, and ready to stretch forth an anni-
hilating paw as soon as its victim should begin to bestir
itself. It was plain, that the time for action had passed;
that there was nothing left to our doomed army, but
to suffer. The only remaining hope scemed to reside
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in the wisdom and the fortitude of the British envoy.
Surrounded by men of less experience, but of equal
couragc—men, whosc energies like his own, rose with
the occasion—he was bearing up manfully against the
tide of difficultics, which was pouring in upon him;
nobly upholding the character of the nation, which he
represented; and exerting himself to sccure the safety
of the army at the least possible sacrifice of reputation.
But this last hope was soon destroyed. The English
in India werc presently stunned by the announcement
that the British envoy had been slain by the leader
of the Affghans—and that this last indignity had been
hcaped upon us, without an eflort to avenge so unpa-
ralleled an outrage. Then one and all ceased to hope.
Negotiations were rencwed—but after such a crowning
act of insult as the murder of a British envoy, what
could be looked for as the result of negotiations with
the insolent foe?—It was a season of the most intcnse
anxiety—of ever palpitating fears.

The Balfours continued to reside in Titaghur, occa-
sionally making brief visits—seldom of morc than a
day’s duration—to Calcytta. Astimeadvanced, Adela’s
ignorance of the state of affairs beyond the Indus had,
in some small measure, diminished; for, in spite of the
precautions of her brother and sister, occasional drops
of truth would leak out; and ifit had not been for the
circumstance that she was little anxious to learn the
entire truth—that she turned away from the con-
templation of thg war in Affghanistan and all connected
with it, as she would endeavour to escape a dark
shadow haunting her.path—the whole truth must in
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time have revealed itsclf. She had passed the Rubicon.
She had reached that dangerous stage on the road of
error, at which a woman, be she wedded or betrothed
wife, admits a comparison between her husband and a
stranger, and strikes the balance in favour of the latter.
After this, there is scldom any going back. The
onward course to ruin is sure and rapid. Adela Bal-
four had given her heart to Captain Danvers. It was
not much to give—a sorry compound of vile passion
and viler vanity. It would never have been so, had
Arthur Carrington becn on the spot. Had he been at
the water's side to receive her on her arrival, she
might have lived and died a true and affectionate wife
—but the absent lover—the present temptation—where
was the constancy of love, the constancy of principle to
preserve, when all these things were against her?

We nced not trace the sad history, chapter by chap-
ter. Mary had done her best to rouse the fears of her
sister—to make manifest the perils by which she was
surrounded—but vain, very vain tho effort. She had
only roused her to resistance. Mary knew that it would
be fruitless to advise her sister.  Indeed, she dreaded
lest the atterapt should only make matters worse. But
she thought that a simple statement of facts might make
a favourable impression upon Adela’s mind. In this,
however, she was mistaken. Adela was roused onlysto
anger. What right, she asked, had people to interfere?
Could she not ride with Mr. Lorimer, or converse with
Captain Danvers, without people talking about it—
without their saying ill-fatured things? If people would
talk, then let théem. For her part she could not hope to



240 LONG ENGAGEMENTS;

escape in so scandal-loving a society. What usc was it
to submit to such a state of social bondage? Let her do
what she might, let her shut herself up all day, still
people would talk. It was idle to endeavour to prevent
it. She must let matters take their course.

And matters did take their course, and a very bad
course it was—so bad, that Edmund Balfour, who, inall
probability would have spoken out long before, had he
seen all that had taken place, at last determined, cost
him what 1t might, to awaken Adela to a sense of her
rcal position. The evil day, he felt, was fast approach-
ing, and nothing he could do could prevent its destined
advent. Anyhourmight bring the dreadfulintelligenceof
the sacrifice of our British army in Eastern Affghanis-
tan; and then Adela mustbe awakened to the truth; why,
then, not suffer it to dawn upon her, now that the reve-
lation might perhaps avert another evil, not less fatal to
her? As long as there was a hope of the ultimate salety
of the British troops, there was an object to be gained
by concealment. That hope no longer cxisted. The
time for concealment, therefore, had passed. It had
been a very painful task, a task rendercd doubly pain-
ful to Balfour by his own misgivings. He had made
a mistake—a mistake, the true character of which,
he had at length discovered. We always make a mis-
take when we deviate from the strict path of truth
—when we cease to be open, honest, sincere. Balfour
had, with the kindest possible motives, entered upon
this system of concealment; he had carried it on
with the same good intentions, though there were
times when his heart misgave him; but now he could
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no longer doubt that, in eflect, he had acted unkindly
towards his sister—that the evil, into which he
had betrayed her, was greater than that which he had
striven to avoid. He now, therefore, determined gra-
dually, but cffectually, to make her acquainted with
the position in which she had becn placed by recent
cvents; and thus, as he hoped, to render her sensible
of the impropricty of her present levity of conduct.
But whilst he was waiting for a favourable opportunity
for the avowal of the truth, it burst upon her, without
his assistance, with a sudden and most stunning cf-
fect.

One day—January was at an end—the whole party
had gone into Calcutta for the day. They had a
few visits to pay, some shopping to do; and Dr.
Winter had cntreated Mrs. Balfour to spend the day
at his housce, and to dine with him in the cvening.
She consented; and accordingly it was arranged that
they should start carly in the morning—Edmund ac-
companying them—and breakfast at the worthy doc-
tor's, Mrs. Witherington was still an inmate of the
house; but she did not make her appearance; and it
secmed both to Ellen and Mary Balfour that there
was somcthing peculiar in the manner of Dr. Winter
-—an cmbarrassed air, a distressed countcnance—as he
came out to welcome them on their arrival. The ini-
pression that something of importance had happencd,
was soon strengthencd by the circumstarce that, after
exchanging salutations with the ladics, and making a
few common-place observations in a vague, wandering
manner, he passed his arm through Edmund Balfour's,

R .
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and led him into his private study. The gentlemen
were closeted together for some time, and when they
came out to breakfast, they talked fluently on indiferent
subjects; but it was plain to at least onc of the ladies,
that there was something very uneasy in their manner;
that their assumption of indiffcrence—even at times of
cheerfulness—was but a picce of acting. Had they
been more at ease, there would have been much less
effort. They would have talked less, and they would
have laughed less. Edmund Balfour was not a man
of many words, and he very rarcly laughed. It was
obvious, therefore, to the ready penetration—the quick
sagacity of Mary Balfour, that her brother was acting
4 part. L 4

Shortly after breakfast, Mrs. Balfour and Mary set
out on the expedition, the objects ¥F which had brought
them to Caleutta. Adela declined accompanying
them. She had good reasons of her own for rcmain-
ing at home,

Soon after eleven o'clock, Captain Danvers was an-
nounced. Adela was sitting alone in the drawing-
room. Her brother had gone to office. Dr. Winter
was in his study.

Danvers advanced.  Adela rose from the couch on
which she was sitting, and went forward to mect him,
hér eyes sparkling with pleasure. She was so glad
that he had come; it was an age since she had seen
him; she had begun to think that he.never would
come again. It had been very dull indeed at Titaghur.
They had much wanted Captain Danvers to enliven
them, It was very béd of him to stay away so long.
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The captain pleaded the imperative calls of duty.
He had been very unwillingly detained in Caleutta.
The governor-general had not thought fit to visit Bar-
rackpore lately, and Danvers added, that as one of
his brother A.D.Cs had been on the sick-list, he
had been compelled to be more frequently in attend-
ance at Government Ilouse. “DBut,” he continued,
* you sec now what are my inclinations. I assure you
that though dectained in Calcutta, my heart was at
Titaghur, and your notc (ch! how glad I was to re-
ceive 1t), has, you sce, brought me to your side . . .
to where I would ever, ever be.”

Adecla had reseated herself on the couch; Danvers,
as he spoke these words, was standing before her, his
cycs bent on her beautiful face.  She now pointed to
the scat beside hery and he was not long in taking
possession of it. They were, in sooth, 8 comely pair.

“I thought, perlidps, you would not come,” said
Adela.

“ How could you think so?” exclaimed Danvers;
“oh! how could you think so?” with much fervour;
“how could you think I would not come, when I
knew that you were here?”

“You men are so fickle—so wayward. I thought,
perhaps, you would not come, if it were only because
I wanted to sce you.” '

¢ JTow could you be so unjust? . . . how could you
judge me so .unkindly?” asked the captain, scemingly
with much fecling. “If you knew me better . . . if
you only could read my heart *

“ I'm sure I wish I could,” stid ‘Adela.

R2
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“J wish you could, indeed,” returned Danvers,
¢ you would think better of me. You would not find
me the cold, trifling, silly creature, which I fear you
now think me . . . You called me a butter{ly the other
day—have butterflies hearts?”

¢ I'm sure I don’t know,” said Adela, smiling.

“ They have not hearts like minc—that’s certain,”
continued the A.D.C.,, “ah! I wish you could sce
into minc—you would think better of me.  You would
read much that I dare not utter ... you think I am
unfeeling, because I dare not express my feclings—
because I am miserably—most miserably tongue-tied.”
IIis voice faltered ... his head drooped. If he were
acting a part, he was acting it very well.

“ And why tongue-tied ?’ asked Adela.

¢ You need not ask—you know but too well,” said
Danvers ... ¢ there is much—how much, which I
might have said ... much which I should long ago
have said . . . much which I have often panted to say
... but how can I?—how can I?—my heart may be
full to bwsting, and yet I must be silent. I have
no right to speak to you on any other than common
topics . . . but do not, therefore, think that I am_ cold
.. . do not, thercfore, think that Iam trifling. Judge
me not by what I say, but by what I fecl...and
believe that I feel much—oh! how much more than I
dare utter.”

¢ T will believe it,” said Adela.

“ Spoken like yourself—kind, generous!"—he raised
his cyes and looked into her’face, his countcnance
beaming with admiration ... I shall be happicr—
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now, oh ! much happicr . . . not happy . . . not happy,”
he added, more slowly, more sorrowfully——‘¢ that I can
never be—Dbut happicr, now, that you no longer think
me cold and heartless.”

“ Why not happy >—why not happy?” asked Adela
with much cagerness—¢ you can, you will be very
happy.”

“ Never—never.”

“ And why not?”

“ Do not ask me—do not ask me,” returned the
A.D.C, in saddest accents, most despairingly, “ I
cannot put the answer into words—but you may read
it in my face, yon may hear it in my faltering voice.
It has been my own fault . . . I ought to have known
better.”

“ Better than what?”

¢ Better than to have sought your friendship—Dbetter
than to have believed that I could sec you often, could
often converse with you, could enjoy your society—
your friendship ... and not ... not ... pay the penalty
of my rashuess. I had almost said what it would be
wrong to say . . . what it would be wrong for you to
hear without chiding me.”

Captain Danvers knew women well, if he were now
only acting a part. This show of principle—of for-
bearance—of sclf-sacrificc—what better caleulsted. to
touch the heart of a woman—what more likely to
ripen the blpssom into the full perfect fruit of love?
But he was not now merely acting a part. His manner
may have cxpressed more cmotion than he really felt;
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but he was moved—he really felt a part at least of what
he said. Ilabituated to exaggeration, he even now
exaggerated; but there was far more sincerity in his
words, far more sincerity in his manner than he had
cver before manifested, when protesting his devotion
to others. When he said that he had not escaped
unscathcd—that he had acted rashly, without duc re-
gard to consequences—he spoke no more than the truth.
He had not cscaped unscathed. e had begun seriously
to regret that Adela Ballour was engaged to be married
to Arthur Carrington—and that there was no hope for
lim.

And now there were peculiar circumstances, which
on that morning rendered him more than usually sus-
ceptible of deep emotion. He was cxcited—greatly
cxcited, when he first entered Dr. Winter's house. In
Adela’s presence the excitement had increased. New
hopes, new desires had risen up within him—and yet
so mingled with pain—enveloped with such an-atmo-
sphere of terror—that he had scarcely dared to encourage
them. Idis temples throbbed; his pulses galloped; he
was in a state of wild and giddy tumult—almost like
onc intoxicated. The effort which he had made at the
outset, to control himself—to speak calmly, guar&fcdly
—to play his part with due discretion—had utterly.
failed—Nature would assert itself; he could not keep it
down. N .

“T will not speak out,” he continued, “Jet the
offort cost me- what it may, I'will be silent. I have
pleyed the fool's part; I will not also play the villain's. I
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may suffer—but not in that wise—not the stings of an
upbraiding conscience ... I have much to bear—but
my sufferings shall not be the growth of my crimes.”

“ Why should they be?” asked Adelu; ¢ crime!
what have we to do with crime?—Dcar Captain
Danvers, do not speak so mournfully—you make me
very sad . . . I'm sure I don't know why we should both
of us be so unhappy.”

«“ Alas! I know it too well; I wish that I did not
know it,” returned Danvers. ... “ I speak at least of
myscl{ ... but you...perhaps, you are happy...T
hope you are . . . ever will be—but I...”

“ How can I be happy?” said Adela, her eyes swin-
ming in tears .. . * how can I? you know I am not...
T think we have been very foolish—but how could we
foresee the misery which was in store for us?”

¢ JTow could we?’—and as he spoke he seized one
of Adela’s little hands and pressed it passionately to his
lips. DBut at that moment a servant entered the room.
He had come with a very pressing message from Dr.
Winter. The doctor wished to sce Captain Danvers
immediately in his study, on business of great import-
ance. The interruption was an opportune ome. It
recalled them both, with a rude shock, to a sense of their
true position, girt about, as it was, with peril on cvery
side. .

Danvers went, and Adela was left alone with her own
sad thoughts. Therc she sat on the sofa, her arms
hanging down beside her, the tears coursing down her
cheeks. She scarccly knew whether she wished him to
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return or not. Absent or present, she must still suffer.
There was no hope for her—one rash step had ruined
all her chances of happiness in the world. No; he had
better not come back. Iec had better not rcturn to
rencw such painful scencs as that which bad just been
broken in upon. She would endeavour—endeavour/—
to forget him. Yes—she dashed away the streaming
tears, rose from her seat, walked once or twice across
the room, and then rcturned to the sofa. She would
do something—sing, play, read, any thing—any thing
was better at such a moment than utter idlencss. That
way madness was lying.

The A. D. C’s cap was lying on the couch beside
her.  She saw that there was a folded newspaper in it.
She stretched out her hand, extracted the paper, and
spread it out on her knces. 1ler only objectywas to do
something—to find relief in action, however trifling—
any thing that, in some small measure, might scrve to
mitigate the intensity of her feclings.

And she read one paragraph, then another-—words—
words, conveying little meaning to her brain, and from
them her eyes wandered to another part of the paper,
and there she read. . . no, it could not be—was she in
some wild, waking dream—had the frail chain of reason
suddenly snapt, and left her a prey to strange delusions?
She passed her hand across her eyes, and again she
read—Terror of terrors!it was too true!

That brief newspaper paragraph—terrible in its con-
cisencss—a world of anguish in a few words. It was
read in a minute—rcad a sccond time before she com-



A TALE OF THHE AFFGHAN REBELLION., 249

prehended all its fearful import. History had never
contained any thing more full of horrors than that little
paragraph.

And to her—

In that newspaper Adela Balfour read that the Caubul
army had been annihilated—cut off almost to a man;
but one solitary straggler had arrived to tell the tale of
unparalleled woe to the garrison of Jullalabad. It was
believed that all had perished—all save that one man;
that the knives of the Affghans and the erucl snow had
destroyed our people by thousands.

And Arthur Carrington—her betrothed—he was
dead. Tlemust have perished in those dreadful passes;
for of all the thousands that had quitted Caubul, but one
man had escaped. This, then, was the consummation of
all. Tewas dead ... his end had been a fearful one;
and she—whilst he wastsullering in that land of horror,
dyeing with his life-blood the snows of Afighanistan—
what had she been doing all the time?

The hour of reckoning had come, And with what
terrible minuteness now did her conscience take ac-
count of all the manifold offences she had committed
against him, to whom she could now make no com-
pensation.  What a host of painful recollections now
rose up to upbraid her. The history of years was
crowded into the brief retrospect—and what a history
it was! She saw it now in all its bare deformity:
there was no blinding veil of passion, no mist of plea-
gant sclf-delusion—no opiate of present excitement to
render her insensible td all beyond the environments of
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the hour. The #ruth stood out plainly before her.
She saw hersell asin a glass.

She thought of her girlish days when Arthur Car-
rington, young, handsome, joyous—so honest, so true,
so free-spirited—had first presented himself to her young
imagination as the very ideal of youthful manhood;
of their many happy meetings, of the first delicious
growth of love—she thought at least it was love, it
might have been only vanity; of the day, when he had
first pourcd out his heart; of the brief concealment ;
then of the full avowal; and of the pride she felt, the
pride which they both felt, when they appeared side
by side amidst their many kind congratulating friends,
as a young betrothed couple; then she thought of Car-
rington’s departure from England, of all she suflered
then, how time had mitigated her grief, and how, after
a while, she had sailed for Indié there to be united for
ever to her betrothed.  She thought of her passage out
to Calcutta—of her silly resistance of kindly control
—of the thoughtless levity of her conduct—of her dis-
regard of her position—of the mighty cvil then first
begun by vanity, the arch-tempter. Much of all this
ghe had forgotten; but now she saw, in that retrospect,
the wily scrpent creeping on and on—and how she
traced the subtle workings of the fiend in all her after-
conduct. The love of admiration had ruined her.
She saw it now plainly enough. She thought of the
day when she landed in Caleutta—of the first shock of
disappointment on learning the absence of Arthur Car-
rington—of the too fleeting natute of the pain she had
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endured—the too rapid supervention of pleasurable
cmotion—how very soon she had ceased to gricve—
how soon all her fears, all her anxieties had been lulled
to rest. Idow bitterly did she despise herself, as she
looked back upon her pitiful earcer of vanity. Nothing
now was hidden from her. Every incident of the last
few months now pass:zd before the eye of her most
faithful memory. She saw herself secking pleasure in
frivolous excitement—{ollowing the giddy impulses of
the moment—Ilending a too willing ear to the idle
flattery of others, and thinking little of her own
betrothed.  She saw herself growing, day after day,
more a slave to her own vile vanity—sinking lower
and lower in her downward carecr of infidelity—doing
foul wrong to the noble heart which had so trusted
her, to the noble heart of which she was so unworthy.
She saw hersclf, regardless of cvery warning, secking
rather than avoiding temptation, proud of her own
independence, resisting and resenting the kindly in-
terference of the friends who loved her, and rushing
on to destruction with a stubbornness, which she now
looked back upon with dismay. And for what had
she done all this—for what had she shamed her woman-
hood? For the passing pleasure, the flecting excite-
ment of hollow flattery—of a vanity satisfied with
sweet words and admiring looks, words and looks
from which she ought to have turned reproachfully
away? And for whom had she dono this great wrong
to her betrothed—this great wrong to hersel(? For
one, not worthy to buékle on the sword of such a man
as Arthur Carrington—for one, with not a tithe of his
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truthful manfulness of character—his frank, open,
soldierly bearing—his cheerfulness, his sincerity, his
sunny-hcartedness, How could she have so wronged
him—one so worthy of her love? She had forgotten
his good qualities—hl closed her cyes to his worth;
but now-—now that it was too late, she saw the true
value of what she had lost. VUnder what a strong
delusion had she laboured—and now how plainly she
saw the truth.. And whata dreadful truth! He whom,
in her madness, she had deserted—he whom she had
so wronged, and to whom she was now fain to make
a life-long compensation; he was lost to her for ecver.
Whilst she had been idly flirting with another, he had
been enduring unparalleled hardships in a far-off land—
whilst she had been suffering flirtation to assume
another, 2 more criminal form, he had been nobly
struggling to redeem the honour of his country—and,
in the midst of most unexampled horrors, pouring out
his life-blood in her cause. That fearful massacre in
the wild passes of Affghanistan! Shuddering, she
pressed her hands against her throbbing eyclids, as
though to shut out the hideous picture.

Merciful, indeed, would have been the dispensation,
if at that moment of consummate suffering, her senscs
had utterly deserted her.  But she did not swoon. Her
faculties were preserved to her in all their strength, all
their clearness, that she might sce, in its barest truth,
the nature of the evil she had done; the genuine cha-
racter of her unworthiness. And she saw every thing
with microscopic minuteness—sdw every thing with a
comp;chcnsive vision, taking in, at a single glance, the
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huddling events of years. The cup of self-reproach was
full to the very brim. With the paper still on her
knees, her arms hanging down beside her, her pale face
rigid as marble, her arid throbbing cyes fixed on va-
cancy, she sate, like a statue of Despair. No words can
describe her sufferings—no words can describe the
Ppiteous aspect of the sufferer.

It seemed to her—poor thing !—that those sufferings
had endured for hours, so mighty had becn the throng of
feelings which had rushed upon her, so very much had
she scen in that most mournful retrospect, when she was
roused from the painful torpor of grief into which she
had fallen, by the noise of carriage wheels beneath the
window. She did not move; but, as though in cx-
pectation of something, she knew not what, she turned
her fuce towards the door; in another minute she had
risen from her seat, staggered forward with extended
arms, and thrown herself upon the neck of her sister.

And then she wept—for the first time, since that
awful truth had broken upon her, tears had come to her
relief.

“ Thank God, bless Gad, all ye who suffer not
More gricf than ye can weep for.”

Adela laid her head upon her sister’s shoulder, sob-
bing and wecping like a child.

Mary asked no question. She saw the open news-
paper on the floor, and she read at once the history of
her sister's passion. ¢ My poor Adels,” she said, * my
poor Adela, what can I say to comfort you?”

And Mrs. Balfour ‘entered the room. They had
returned after a brief absence, for at the first house
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which they visited, they had been made acquainted
with the terrible calamity which had descended upon
the army in Affghanistan; and at once they had turned
the heads of their horses homewards. Thcre was
nothing more to be done that day.

“ My poor Adela!"—and the tears flowed ﬁ'ccly It
was something to clicit so much genuine sympathy—
something to draw forth, at such a time, so sweet a
stream of womanly kindness. This sympathy, this
kindness; they made the tears flow faster and more
fast—and who can say what comfort there was in their
flowing?

And presently she raised her head from her sister’s
thoulder, and looking first injo Mary’s face, then into
Ellen’s, with a countcnance at once expressive of peni-
tence and gratitude the most profound, said, in accents
that might have touched the heart of a savage: ¢ Take
me away from this house.”
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CHAPTER XVII

THE LAST NIGHT AT CAUBUL.

“ On Linden when the sun was low,

All bloodless lay the untrodden snow,
*» * - - *® »

“ Few, few shall part where many meet,
The snow shall be their winding sheet,
And cvery turf beneath their feet,
Shall be a soldicr’s scpulchre,”
Camplell.

BacE—Dback, to Caubul. Back, back to the doomed
army, the army ofa greg$ nation, erst in all the pride of
power mighty to achieve, now helpless at the fect of
the barbarian—Back, back, to the desolated camp, where
pale horror sits crouching at many a door, and stoutest
hearts have ceased to sce in the dark heaven of the
future a solitary star of hope—DBack to the homes of our
weary soldiers, in that fatal land, where famine and
slaughter glarc upon them from every side; and far
and wide the dreadful snow stretches its huge winding-
sheet for the thousands destined to repose upon it in the
last grim slecp of dcath.

Back—back, to Caubul. The * game is up.” It
only remains for them to suffer For two long months
have they been cxposed to all the horrors of that
wintry insurrection; a multitudinous enemy, burning
with fierce Mahomedan zeal, with ficrce Mahomedan
revenge; distraction in their own councils, weakness in
high places, discontent in low oncs; cold and hunger
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pressing heavily upon them, and all the wearing anxie-
ties of a life beset with perils, which they are not suf-
fered to face—a life of painful indolence—of torturing
uncertainty—a life of which all the buoyancy, the clas-
ticity of brave-hearted youth, all the noble fortitude of
sterner manhood, cannot render less grievous the bur-
den.

Back, back, to Caubul; where delicate women and
tender children look forth from the home they are
about to abandon upon the wide tract of snow bencath
them; where mothers look on their infants, husbands
on their wives, the unutterable fear swelling their hearts,
and making the great sorrow speechless.

Back, back to Caubul, where the timid natives®f the
plains of Hindostan, transplanted from the torrid re-
gions of the south, sicken beneath the wintry cold,
and with vaguc horror shudder at the falling-tnow—a
strange and portentous sight to be Bazed at with trem-
bling wonder. Back, back to Caubul, where all have
endured so much, which all are now about to abandon.
Decath to remain; but at such a time, death to go forth
into the dreadful snow; death to struggle, spiritless,
impotent through cruel passes, infested by enemies more
savage than beasts of prey.

It was the cvening of the 5th of January. The order
had gone forth for the evacuation of Caubul. It had
long been deemed hopeless to attempt to recover, by
hard fighting, as became Englishmen, what had been
lost in the carlier stages of the insurrection. The sword
had been long sheathed. The British force wanted a
leader—wanted wisdom, wanted energy, in the highest
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ranks; and thus destitwte, what could they hope to ac-
complish? Every thing had becn against them. They
had lost, at the beginning, more than they could cver
hope toregain. Disaster had succceded disaster, and, as a
crowning outrage, the leader of the Affghanshad slain
the man, to whose wisdom the doomed force had heen
lovking for any little hope of safety which remained
to them in that fearful conjuncture. Then negotia-
tion had followed necgotiation ; there had been more
councils, and more treaties. The evacuation of Caubul
had been determined upon; orders had gone forth for
the marcheson one day, then on another—and at last the
6th of January had been fixed upon as the day, which
should. scc our broken force in motion towards Hin-
dostan.

And on the evening of the fifth, Arthur Carrington,
in his dreary barrack-room, was making the last prepa-
rations for the march. ~Perhaps he had borne up with
hope and cheerfulness against the tide of evil which
had so long been flowing in upon them, longer than
any man in camp; but even he had given way at last.
He had been greatly irritated, greatly annoyed, by the
want of energy he saw around him. Powerless him-
self, he had looked on with dismay, at the imbecility
which had cvidenced itself precisely where imbe-
cility could not fail to be most destructive. He bad
fretted and fumed for a while—fretted and fumed to
no purpose, and then he had begun to despond. As
long as he had been permitted to act, he bore up man-
fully against every trigl; but inactivity had been fatal
to him. With an insolent foe at the gate, to be com-

s
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pelled to keep the sword in the wcabbard. The endur-
ance of Arthur Carrington was no proof against this.
His temper, his cheerfulness, had failed him; he had
done his best to stem the tide; but he could not bulfet
it any longer.

After a long stagnation it was a relicf to him to know
that under any circumstances, the force was again to be
put in motion. Capitulation was an ugly word, but in
effect they had long ago capitulated; and whatever
guarantce of protection had been offered to the army,
he fclt assured that the retreat to Jullalabad would in
reality be a series of engagements. They would indecd
be compelled to fight their way down—hazardous witha
hostilc population on every side—but it was something
again to face active danger; 1o sce the worst clearly
before him; to meet it as became a man, with a bold
front; not to crouch down shudderingly in a corner
as though in hope to avoid the worst—at all cvents,
to delay it. No; far better to quit the scenc of their
disgrace, to march out and dic with their swords in
their hands. They might at all cvents find soldicrs®
graves in the snow-clad passes. Caubul was but the
grave of their honor. J

Some such considerations as these had raised in the
breast of Arthur Carrington feelings which had cast
once again over his handsome face somcthing of that
old genial; sunny expression, which was so character-
istic of the man. He was busily employcd and a
couple of Hindostance servants were assisting him.
He was packing some bottles in ‘a hamper, and talking,
as he went on, a sort of jargon of his own—one-third
of which was Hindostanee, and the other two-thirds
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composed of Persian sand English, the latter greatly
preponderating. A large wood fire was burning in
the room ; and the natives seemed much more inclined
to crouch down beside it, than to assist their master in
securing the little baggage he was about to take with
him on the following day.

“Well,” he said, partly talking to himsclf, partly to
his servants; ¢ one more bottle, and then the basket
will be full. Alucky fellow I am, indeed, to have almost
a dozen bottles of sherry and brandy left, at this time
of day. They will be worth more than their weight in
gold—Dbivouacking in the snow some of these fine nights.
Put in a little more straw, Peer Khan—why, cven your
Mahomedan lips will not refuse to take a pull at this
to-morrow . . . we must not have the bottles broken
...come, come, only work like men, and you shall
have plenty of fire. “We have not yet consumed the
whole of the old camp-table. There are two legs and o
lcaf remaining. Now for it—give me the carving-
knife. That will do bravely,” and as he spoke, he took
the knife into his hand, and placing onc end of the
leaf of the table on the ground, he began, with the aid
of onc of its legs and the aforcsaid carver, to cut the
board into long strips of firewood.

¢ There—what do you think of that?” he continued,
as he throw the fragments of the table on the blazmg
pile; * the room is as hot as an oven. Wdhave got a
chair left, I am very happy to see. Now forit, my fine
fellows, pass that cord round the basket. I think my
share of baggage will be reduced to onc bullock-trunk
and a couple of hampers. Lets us sec what more we

82
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can get into the trunk. Book§—not much time for
reading T take it.”

e spread out a number of volumes on the floor.

¢ Ilere’s a ¢ Torrens,” we shall get on without ma-
nceuvres, I take it, during the next few days ... that
may be sacrificed—and an ¢ Army List.” Z%at will be
of very little use. By the time we reach Jullalabad, a
new edition will be wanted—so many names out of it
for ever"—and he sighed, “A Bible—I will keep that,”
putting it aside; “a volume of the ¢ United Service
Journal,’ . .. that may be left for the benefit of the
Caubulees, if I do not burn it before I go. Three odd
sumbers of ¢Pickwick— it is almost ungrateful de.
abandon them, for they have helped me to muny a hearty
laugh; but I suppose they must go yith the rest. ..
and here...oh! that is another matter. ¢ DMoore's
Irish Mclodies,” from my sweet Adela! A present—
the first thing she ever gave me, dear girl!” kissing it,
and then turning over its pages....

¢ ¢ Oh! ’tis sweet to think that where’er we rove,
‘We are sure to something blissful and dear,

And when we are far from the lips that we love,
We have but to make love to the lips we are near.’

“ Wrong—very wrong . ..not my case—not Iy
case. Nor Adela’s.”

Then he paused. A graver expression had overspread
his face. g closed the book, laid it down beside
the Bible, and heaved a decp sigh.

“My poor Adela!—what 1f—I will not think of it

...no,n0!”’
Then, as though he sought relief in action, however



A TALE OF TIE AFFGIIAN REBELLION. 261

trifling, he threw aside some more books, and poured
out on the floor the contents of an old bullock-trunk.

“Capital!” he said, “these arc the very things ...
some warm worsted stockings and woollen shirts; take
them . . . here is one for cach of you”—giving them to
his scrvants. ¢ Never mind how many clothes you have
on already—put these over all—the more the better.
You will not find yoursclves too hot to-morrow, I pro-
misc you. Ah! whom have we here—what, Wilton !”

Yes, it was Wilton who now entered the room.
They had often met during the last month; they had
met, 100, as [riends. ’

“* They shook hands with cach other. ¢ Here 1 am,
you sce,” began Carrington, * busy, making my little
preparations forir pleasant journcy to-morrow.  Have
you donc cvery thing, Wilton?”

“ Every thing; Ihave long been ready—some days,
thinking that cach one was to be our last at Caubul.”

“ And I,” said Carrington, * shall be surprised, even
now if we do start to-morrow. Vacillation has not
gone to its very furthest yet. T have packed up a ham-
per of wine and brandy; but here is the remainder of
a bottle of the latter comfortable cordial, which we
may as well share between us; we shall not be quite so
comfortable to-morrow night whether we go or stay, for
my furniture is very nearly burnt out. Come, sit down;
I have only one chair left, and we shall do :iust as well
on the floor.”

They sat down before the fire. Carrington poured
some water into a saucepan, and put it on the fire to
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boil. In a few minutes they wefe enjoying a stxﬂ' com-
pound of hot grog.

“ We may as well not be idle,” said Carrington,
drawing towards him, as he sat on the floor, one of the
bullock-trunks, ard ordering his bearer who was hud-
dled up near the fire, to give it a push. ¢ This box I
shall certainly take with me, for it sccms a strong and
serviceablé one. T hold it to be every man’s duty to
take as little as possible, we shall have encumbrances
cnough without a long train of unnecessary baggage.
Now for it! I shall have to abandon a vast deal of
this,” and he drew forth several articles of clothing.
Aghe did so, something heavy fell on the ground—so
large, too, that although a portion of it was covered by
the garments beneath which it had fallen, it could not
cscape the attention of either of the young men. They
both saw that it was a framed picture.

Arthur Carrington immediately made a movement,
as though he were anxious to conceal it, but Wilton
laid his hand on his compagion’s arm.  ¢No, no, I know
what it is. Do not conceal it, pray.”

Carrington did ot answer, and Mark Wilton ro-
sumed: “ I know what it is; it is er picture. You
mean kindly, but I should like to see it.”

There was something so carnest in his manner, such
gehuine sincerity in the tones of his voice that Carring-
ton could not refuse the request 4 There,” he said, * if
you wish to sce it, take it, my gbod fellow. ' It does
not do her justice, quite.”

“No,” said Wilton, as mth a tremulous hand he
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took the picture; which was a free water-colour sketch,
‘¢ no—no, it docs not do her justice. . . and yet. . . and
yet, I think I sec her now before me. The eyes, the
forchead—the mouth is not very like, the figure has not
hall her grace—and yet it is something—surely it is
very much even to have such a portrait as this. I could
look at that sweet face for hours.”

“I have a better likeness round my neck,” said
Arthur Carrington, unbuttoning his frock-coat, aud
drawing forth a miniature, set in gold. . . ¢ I wear this
ever near my heart.  Does it not almost speak to you?”

¢ It docs—it does . . . I have seen her look thus"—
he faltered, for he was decply moved .. . * I have scen
her at times. . . the old expression . . . Poor Adela!—
poor Adcla!—if she knew . .."

¢« No—no—Wilton . . . let us not talk of this. At
such a time we must be men indeed . . . there . .. let us
put aside the portrait. The picture will travel safely—
if any thing will travel safcly—at the bottom of that
box . . . those two books mext to it—and then some
clothes. Thereis a parcel, too, which poor Walsing-
ham gave me cre he died—the fine fellow '—and which
I promised, if spared, to deliver over to his father—
anc his sword, too, that shall travel girded around my
waist.” '

“ Yes. .. this is a time,” said Wilton, ¢ at which
we must all pledge ourselves to help one another—the
survivors to be faithful to the dead. I came this even-
ing to your quarters, chicfly to ask you, if you had pre-
pared the letter whith you promised to cntrust to my
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safe kecping, in case—in case thdt I alonc should reach
the provinces in safety.”

¢ Yes—I wrote it last night,” returned Carrington.

¢“And you have full confidence in me?”

¢ Full and entire confidence.”

“T call God to witness that it is not misplaced.”

“ This is the letter,” said Carrington, placing a small,
thin parcel, with a wax-cloth covering, in Wilton’s
hands—* brief and sad . . . perhaps, it will be a mourn-
ful pleasure to her to know that I thought of her at the
last.”

“ And should I fall”...he hesitated, as though
doubting whether to ﬁmsh the sentcoeg; or to leawe. hig
thoughts unexpressed. B

Carrington knew what these thoughts were, and
quickly finished the sentence fohim. “ I will tell her
that you thought of her to the Tast” .. . then, aftcr a
brief pause, he added, * but no more of this now. It
is better not to think of such things. We shall witmt
all our sterner selves to-morrow. It will bé'no time for
tender feeling, for tears and sighskefor any love-sick
fancies.” <

# We shall be near each other,” said Wilton.

“ Yes; they would have left me to be my own com-
manding officer—to fall in among the camp-followers, if
I hadliked it,” said Carrington. * Ihave scarcely a file of
my own fellows left—the few recovered men I once had,
have gone back to the hospital again, and but for my own
representations, I might have been left o gentleman a4
large to meke my way to Julliabad after my own
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fashion. T may *be off use, Wilton, as it is . . . falling
in with your corps. Your men want officers—you know
I'am ordered to the — company.”

“ Yes; you will be just beforc me—bave you teen
the orders for the march ?”

Carrington replied in the affirmative. ¢ We are to
form part of the advance,” he added—* so much the
better; would that those splendid horse-artillery fellows
were of our party too. Stillif the dogs play us false we
¢hall leave the friends in our rear something to stumble
over, as they move up to our ground.  Oh! that we had
a full brigade of such gallant fellows as these.”

¢ But their gugs,” said Wilton.

“They will hay to spike them ere they have pro-
cecded far...and splendid cavalry will they make
then ... ah! hcrc is a.driend. Come in, my good fel-
low . . . the bottle is Mt émpty yet.”

The new comer was Captain Witherington—he had
geown much thinner during the last few weeks; his
complexion™had lost all its ruddy tint, and was now,
where not bronzedshy exposure to the weather, sallow.
and unhcalthy ja its aspect; there was a rigid compressed
look about his mouth; and he was, at lcast, ten ycars
older in appearance than at the first commencement of
the outbreak.

“ Any fresh orders out?” asked Carrington, when his
friend, after repeated cxhortations, had scated himself
on a camel-trunk, near the fire. ‘¢ ¥as the march been
countermanded yct?” -

¢ No,” returned Witherington, ¢ I do not think that
the march will’ be countermanded, and that because I



266 LONG ENGAGEMENTS;

believe that there are very good®reasohis why it should
be. The first bugle is to sound at seven to-morrow. I
hear that the old Shah is, or pretends to be, ina sad
statc of alarm .., and that they, who are really our friends,
and inclined to assist us, recommend us not to go.”

“Tt would be the same a month hence,” retwrned
Carrington; * the sooncr we go the better. By delay-
ing, we shall only give the dogs more time to concert
measures for our destruction.”

¢ There will be destruction enough without the aid of
treachery,” said Witherington. ... “ The snow in the
passes, and the hostile population, over whom Mahomed
Akbar and the other chiefs can have no sort of control.
You may be sure that we shall have to fight our way
down, cvery inch of it, to Jullalabad. Ang what is to
become of the poor women, the God above us only
knows.” , .

“They go with the advance, do they not?” asked
Carrington.

¢ Yes—I have just seen some of them . .. doing all I
can to assist them, poor creatures, in their distress—the
widows and the orphans, Carrington. .. . the fortitude
of those poor women is something almost sublime; so
patient and so grateful—they have friends everywhere,
that is one consolation; there is not a heart in camp,
which does not bleed for them !”

“ Not one,” said Carrington.

“ And when I think,” resumed Witherington, “ of
the sufferings in store for them—when I think of all
they are destined to endure in those cruel passcs—of
the dreadful death, or the worse than death, impending
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over them, my Heart sWells with gratitude to God—for
my treasurc at least is safe.” He spoke with a harsh
voice, and with hard, tearless eyes looked into Carring-
ton’s face, as though to scan the cxpression of the
young man’s countenance, and through it to read his
heart. Iis grief had lost all its tenderness. The fount
of tears was dricd up within him; and there was o
slow fire burning in its place.

And Carrington’s face was full of genuine sympathy
—=¢rcadable as open book.” Witherington could not
doubt—could not mistrust the kindly fecling which
was so legibly written there. ¢ You area good fellow,”
he said. “I know no man in camp, whom I would
rather trust. It has occurred to me, that as you go
with the aggance, and my troop is with the rear-guard,
you may chance to escape perils which may be in store
for me ... the probability is, that the rcar will be at-
tucked as we move out. At all events, we 'shall be at
some distance from each other. .. you may escape, and
Ifall...if you will take this letter for me, sew it in-
sidc your coat...and if you should reach the pro-
vinces . . see her, my poor little wife.”

¢ Yes—yes—that I 'will,” said Carrington, earnestly;
“ but your Affghan friend?...” .

¢ trust him still,” interrupted Witherington .. % I
have full confidence in him, but he also might periste . . .
I would try cvery chance...and, moreover, I would
wish you to geqher .. . and speak to her.”

“Yes...yes," said Carrington...*it is a time at
which we shoyld all help each other to the utmost.
Wilton is to perform the sanie kind office for me ...



268 LONG ENGAGEMENTS;

and you, Witherington, have' alreatly rendered me
anxious to return the kindness you have done me....
If your Affghan fellow is true, we shall at all events
have sccured one messenger more likely to escape the
perils of the retreat, than any of us Kaffirs.”

“You may rely on his fidelity—now God prescrve
you, Carrington...and you, Wilton. .. Ileaven only
knows where we shall meet next.” He shook the two
young men fervently by the hand, and drawing his
cap over his brows, hastily quitted the apartment.

Wilton soon followed, and Carrington was left
to complete his preparations for the morrow’s march.
This was soon done, though the Hindostanees had
fallen asleep, and he was unwilling to arousc them.
Nor was it long before he also slept. A prayer, brief
but fervent, offered up to the God, imtwhose hands are
the destinies of nations—who alone can humiliate and
exalt—and wrapping his cloak around hiig, and ' laying
out a pillow for his head, he stretched himself before
the fire; and had soon, in dfeamy imagination,
quitted the snowy wilds of Affghanistan, with all the
attendant horrors of the wintry war, and revisited that
happy, peaceful spot, where, in carly joyous youth,
he first beheld the light of love beaming in the sweet
eyes of Adela Balfour.
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CHAPTER XVIIIL

THE DREADFUL SNOW.

“Their’s was the dreadful snow, who, hand to hand,

Bravely but vainly massacre withstood,

In the dark passes of the Indian land,

‘Where thoughts of unforgotten horror brood!

Whose cry for mercy in despairing mood,

Rose in a language foreign to their focs,

Groaning and choking in a sea of blood,

No prayer, no hymn to soothe their last repose,

No calin and friendly hands their stiffening eyes to close.”

Mrs. Norton’s « Child of the Islands.”
TuE morning broke upon a scene of confusion. The

whole camp was a-stir before daybreak. There was
“hurrying to and fro,” and noise, and uproar; and
haste where no haste was needed; much question-
ing and little answering; much ordering and little
obeying; many taking heed for themsclves, few taking
heed for their brethren. There were troops to be
paraded; cattle to be loaded; baggage to be des-.
patched ;" ammunition to be secured ; and cvery thing
amidst a Babel of voices, shouting and bellowing, and
roaring, and screaming everywhere, from thousapds
of camp-followers—men, women, and children, who
were huddling fogether in dense crcwds, scared, trem-
bling — man} Jof them wild with terror — some of
them wild wit} driik—burning liquor, which in the



270 LONG ENGAGEMENTS;

confusion they had seized—plundering every thing
which came within their rcach—and poured with
frantic energy down their gasping throats.

It was a clear, bright, crisp morning—intensely cold ;
screne over-head—no snow falling ; but beneath them,
far and wide, stretched the thick white coverlid of the
northern winter ; on the hills, on the plains, over the
city, over the camp, over the neighbouring villages ;
and deep, deep beyond in the dreary passes, cvery-
where around them and afar off stretched that one deep
covering of clear bright snow.

And on went the advance-guard of that doomed army,
slowly and mournfully on its dismal journey. On went
they through the knee-decp snow; and as they went no
Affghan voices sounded in their ears, no Affghan arms
glittered before them; none came forth to insult, none
came fortlr to oppose them. On went the advance-
guard— it might have been an army that was pouring
out of Caubul; it might have been a rabble, Heaven
knows. It was a mournful sight, truly; but even there,
cven there in that foree, doomed and disgraced, many
brave hearts were beating, many truly English hearts
—hearts whosc noble spirit no present suffering, no
threatening danger, no mighty horror could subdue.

* And on they went through the knee-decp snow—
slowly, steadily at first; a little while and there was
some show of military bearing; a very little while they
bore that martial front; for soon the ‘\Jtrcam of camp
followers poured on, without let or hiwlerance, thon-
sands of frightened Hindostanee fdllow(rs came welling
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on most tumultupusly ta huge black stream coursing o'cr
the wide extent of snow, men, women, and children in
terrible confusion; and where was discipline then?

And on they went through the knee-deep snow—co-
lumn after column; and as the retrcating foree streamed
out of the entrenched camp in which they had so long
vainly striven to bear up against the out-numbering
host, in rushed the Affghan hordes, soldicrs and citizens,
und fieree gazces, cager on plunder, cager on destruc-
tion, wreaking their vengeance cn inanimate objects,
and in the midst of the wildest confusion! raising a
din as terrible as cver ascended from the revelry of
fiends.

* * -+ * * *

And in that deep snow, after a weary day’s march—
a march of little progress—the doomed army halted for
the night. Many had perished—the old and the in-
firm, they who had little life in their languid blood, had
sunk down by the way and died. Declicate women and
young children had found early graves in the dreadful
snow; and mighty had been the suffering of the day.
It was but a faint prelude—a slight foreshadowing of
the mightier horror to come.

And what an encampment did the night look down
upon! The few tents which were pitched on the en-
camping ground were thrown together in strange con-
fusion ; no order was preserved ; the men of one regi-
ment mingled yith the men of ancther. As column
aficr column ggfne up, the confusion became more con-
fused. It was Ao lomger an army bivouacking. It was
a rabble cast adrift in the snow. The white man and
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the black met together in corhmon. fellowship ; all
cager for warmth, clamouring for some protection against.
the crucl cold. Fortunate they who could obtain the
scanty shelter of a soldier’s pall. Many sat in the open
night—no covering above them save the wintry sky—
brushing away the snow as best they could, and sitting,
or lying, surrounded by the white walls they had raised,
with benumbed hands, on the hard frozen ground be-
neath them. Ah! and how many, that night, stretched
themsclves out to sleccp—how many whom the morn-
ing’s sundawned upon as stiffened corpses!

And there, in the midst of that dreadful snow, were
Arthur Carrington and Mark Wilton. They had
struggled on manfully, like brave souls as they were—
men with strong hearts and strong sinewy frames;
and their cxamplc had not been thrown away upon the
men whom they commanded. In no compames “had
better order been preserved—but how very little was
the very best; and, in spite of every eflort, of almost
unccasing cxhortatign, discipline had been well nigh
abandoned before they had come up to the encamping
ground. They had been almost the first to arrive ; but
this only gave them a longer night ; and the difficul-
ties of the halt were not less gricvous than the diflicul-
tics of the march.

They sct themselves steadily to work, to secure their
men against the rigours of the night. They recom-
mended them, if possible—but they scascely hoped that
the recommendation would be other:im than vain—
not to abandon themselves to slevp; tut if exhausted
nature would assert itsclf, it would be‘wise, they said,



TALE OF THE AFFGHAN REBELLION. 273

for their men to sleép close together—and to cover
themselves over, as one man, with all the warm clothing
they could collect—thus exposing to the outer air the
smallest possible surface. The two young officers had
dismounted from their horses, and were moving about
in cvery dircction, bringing their men together, ad-
dressing to cach some words of comfort, encourage-
ment, or advice ; and prowising to do cvery thing that
Jay in their power to mitigate the sufferings of their
comrades. At this time little, if any, of the caumnp
cquipage had arrived.  There had becn during the day
an cnormous sacrifice of baggage ; and now that the
advance had arrived, there was neither shelter nor food
for the halt-famished troops. The prospeet was very
drenvy, but Arthur Carrington had much to do, and in
a(-tio;g.)]‘m was always sanguine.

“Well,” he seid, atier he had done every thing that
covld be done to mitigate the sufferings of those com-
mitied to his care, “ we have had a mice day’s work of
it, have wenot ? A {ew morc swsh, and where will
De the twelve thousand men, who left Caubul this
morning? Tt is sorry work altogether. If one could
but find one’s servants, it would be something—that is
te say, it they kept close to one's baggage.”

¢ Buggagze,” returned Wilton, “ very little of that I
fancy we shall ever set our eyes upon again. The only
baggage, Isuspect, which remains to me, is my cheroot
box .. .and, at s¥ch a time too, not the least valuable
of onc’s worldlpszoods. . . . Take one,” producing the
Dbox as he spoke, it may keep the breath from freczing
on your lips.” ‘

T
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“ No ;” said Carrington, “ I have ¢ few of my own
—vhy should I take yours? At such a time, it would
be robbery. I think with you, that nothing can bhe
better this cold night than a pipe;” and cheerfully
did he begin, whilst Wilton was striking a light, to
trill the well-known words of the old song,

“ A lassis good, and a glass is good,
And a pipe to smoke in cold weather.”

“ Cold cnough, bitter,” said Wilton, ¢ it is some-
thing 1o be alive. . . . We must have left many by the
wayside. ... I saw an old, grey-haired, emaciated
sepoy quictly lay himself down to die before we reached
our ground; and I saw more than one woman, from
that frantic crowd of camp-followers, who would rush
on to the head of the column, sink down into the snow,
to be trampled on by our horses’ heels . . . one poor
creature I myself saved . .. but only perhaps to die a
slower, a more cruel death. There was no merey in
the act.”

“ And yet,” said Carrington, * what we have seen
to-day is holiday-work to what we may expect . . . By
Jupiter, those fellows at Caubul arc celebrating our
departure with a grand illumination. Splendid bon-
fires those indecd—sce how the bright red light tinges
the heavens far and wide, even at this distance one
might almost see to read by it.”

“The dogs must be burning our old cantonments,
every thing that is inflammable in thym, destroying all
the mission-buildings, and making a-finc tomaska of
it. Thopethat they will be so miuch txhilarated at our
departure, that they will suffer us to depart in peace.



Halloa ! my gdod man, what are you looking after ?”
These last words were addressed by Wilton to a man
of his regiment, who with the stock of his musket on
lis shoulder, and the barrel in his hand, had come up
to the spot on which the two young officers werce
standing, and looked inquisitively into the face of
cach.

¢ Only looking for my brother, yer honour.”

“ Your brother ?”

“ Yes, Michacl Flanagan, of the —— Company. I've
missed Jum ever since we halted, and I'd like to lay
down beside him anyhow, if one is to wake up dead.”

“I've not seen him,” said Wilton, “ but take my
advice, and don’t lie down to slecp.”

“Tt's mighty slecpy I am, yer honour, and one can
but die once.”

“ Better live to serve out a few more of these
Afighan dogs,” said Arthur Carrington,  you have not
done your work yet. Here, take a cheroot, it will
help to keep you awake, my fine fellow.”

¢ Thank yer honour—long life to yer honour. T1l
sec what can be done.  It’s better to live anyhow,” and
the man, touching the peak of 'his cap, strolled on in
search of his brother.

He had scarccly gone, when an officer dismounted,
and leading his horse, approached the spot where
Carrington and his companion were standing. He was
a tall boney ma?, and as he ncared them, the red light
fell upon his Tuge, and disclosed the hard rigid features
of Licutenant Divers.

T2
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¢¢ Ah! Carrington,” he said, sh;rtenif.g the rein by
which he led his snorting charger, and halting opposite
his friend. * You here . .. sorry work—is it not ?
Itold you there would be an universal wreck. You
may have fared better in the advance with your
Turopeans . . . my sepoys arc in a miscrable plight. I
really don’t know what to do for them. I am wan-
dering about now in search of my quarter-master
seri&ant.”--Rivers was quarter-master of his corps
—=T cannot tcll what has become of him, whither he
has wandered in this terrible confusion. With such
a fearful din everywherc, it is idle to shout out his
name—idle, if one had the voice of a Stentor. My
syces, too, have wandered—been lost, and with ihcm
onc of my horses. I am groom, every thing now, and
with the snow balling so fearfully in one’s horse’s shoes,
onc needs the services of a syce every five minutes.
But this is nothing, it were unmanly to think of onc’s-
self. Those wretched sepoys, where am I to find
covering for them. I have done my best, Heaven
knows; but as yet I’have not been able to muster half-a-
dozen tents—wretched palls they are—to cover them.
Many will be frozen to death. It is not my fault.”

¢ No,” said Carrington, it is God’s will.”

“ Yes, without bedding — without food—without
fudl . .. to pass the night in the dreadful snow, no
fire to warm them—no nourishment to sustam them.
They will perish by scores.” *

4 Tell them not to sleep.”

¢ Tell them not to be cold . . . not tu"be hungry—not
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to shiver . . . not to be weary,” said Rivers. ¢ Sleep is
the only thing left to them—their only consolation.
They will lie down and sleep.”

 Aund dic,” added Carrington.

“Yes,” rcjoined Rivers, ¢ or if they have vital
energy enough to resist the cruel frosts for one night,
to-morrow will surcly do the work of death on hun-
dreds of our men, though an enemy should not appear
in sight.  'Would that it were all over—that the hour
of annihilation had come. I have done cvery thing
that can be done, but I fear that the time for doing
is past. I cannot alleviate the sufterings of these poor
people.  Would to Ieaven that I could.”

¢TIt remuins for us to endeavonr,” sald Mark Wil-
ton.”

“True,” repeated Rivers, * this is all we now have
to live for; but for this, we had better dic at once.
I have been thinking so a long time now. I hope
that I am ready.”

He passed on, leading his horse by the bridle, and
was soon lost in the darkness and confusion around.

* * * * *

Night passed—a long, weary night to the wukers—
a fatal night to many who had slept. Night passed—
and morning dawned—dawned upon a scene of wretched
confusion. The whole camp was astir ; camp-followers
in thousands rushing on a-head; men, who were not
camp-followers,® now ceasing to be -soldiers; mixing
themselves upwith the baggage, which had not been
abandoncd on the previous day; thinking only of their
own personal safety—all hurrying on scared and breath-
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less, scarcely knowing whither {hey went. Bullocks
and ponies, and mules, and camels were huddled togcther
in a densc mass—some ¢inking down under their loads,
others stumbling over the carcases of the fallen, and pe-
rishing in the snow. DBootless cvery effort to restore
order. Officers exerted themsclvesin vain, Ready with
any idle excuse, the sepoys were swarming on ahead, far,
far from where ought to have been their regiments—
some throwing away their arms—some searching the
baggige which had fallen by the wayside, in the hope
of finding provisions—some, in utter despair, laying
themselves down to die.

And on moved the doomed army—moved on, not
as a disciplined force, answering the bugle call—the bugle
sounded in obedience to the [oregone orders of a military
chicf—but hurriedly, irregularly, a mere rabble, scck-
ing safety in flight. The camp-followers and baggawe
were a-hcad of them—hard the labour to struggle
through — difficult the way along a road rendered
everywhere almost impassable by the carcasses of the
beasts of burden, which had sunk down in the snow
to die.

¢ Back—back !” shouted Arthur Carrington, to the
company of which he had been placed in charge; ¢ back,
my fine fellows ; keep together for your lives. If you
straggle, you are lost. Ifyou only move steadily on, all
may yet be well. Back, back, therc ; that is better . .
that will do, my fine fellows...stcady, steady...we
shall see an enemy soon. Keep close, whetever you do.
Never think that thosc dogs can déstroy a compact Bri-
tish column . . steady, steady. .. they arefiring. Now,
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my boys, they sshall ‘scc of what stuff we arc made.
For Heaven’s sake, my brave fellows, don’t be in a
hurry . . . we have no cartridges to spare . . . let cvery
one do its work. If you fire before the time, you will
only injure yourselves. What is the matter now?”

They were passing a small fort, from which a party
of Aflghans had sallied forth and made a rush upon the
guns. They were guns belonging to the mountain
train, and drawn by ponies or mules. The syces, on
the first appearance of the cnemy, had fled in disthay.
The gunners offered no strenuous resistance; and the
guaus fell into the hands of the Affghans. The oflicer
in charge of them, as brave a fellow as ever lived, was
endeavouring to rally his men, and bring them back to
the reeapture of the guns. ¢ Now for 1t,” eried Arthur
Carrington—* steady . . . you will not let those scara-
mouches carry off our guns. Ceasc {iring there on the
lett . .. what arc you doing ?>—push on—forward there
... what are you doing?—you wont let those golun-
dauze show themsclves better men than you are, will
you?”

The artillery-men had retaken the guns—but hard
work they found to keep them. * Now, my lads,”
cried Carrington, with a loud, clear voice, * now for it;
the guns are owrs. . . push on ... don’t fire till you are
close, and the guns will remain ours.” - .

Like orders were shouted out by other oflicers, and
the men advanced—wavering, unsteady. Carrington,
flourishing aitft his heavy-metaled sword, rode on ahead,
and Mark Wilton was presently by his side. The ex-
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ample—set also by other officers—was not without its
cffect, and the men pushed on.

Carrington had just reached the guns, where some
sharp-fighting—hand to hand—was going on; when a
shot from a jezail struck his horse between the cars, and
the animal, falling in the death-agony, rolled heavily
over him.

He was not long in recovering himsell. Rising
not much hurt, for the snow on which he had fallen,
had in some measure prescrved him ; he looked around
for his men. The guns were still held by the artillery-
men, who were sorely pressed by the Aflghan swords-
men; and it was plain that in a little time the gunners
would be compelled to abandon them., Where then
were the Buropean infantry? Carrington saw at once
that they had failed him. They were not keeping the
guns, but, scattercd here and there, were firing, aimless,
purposcless, from a distance. He shouted to them . . .
but they would not obey. The officer in charge ot
the guns was spiking them, and the gallant old briga-
dier commanding the advance, with his own hands
aiding the work. Where then were the Europeans?
« Up—up,” shouted Carrington, again and again; * it
you have any manhood in you, move up now. For-
ward—forward . . . keep together . . . re-form com-
pany, in Heaven's name.: Shall we leave those guns
to the encmy ?”

Vainly shouted Arthur Carrington~vainly shouted
Mark Wilton—vainly shouted other officers of the
corps. 'The guns were spiked; the brave men who did
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the work, regardless of the death which threatened
them from the sabres of the Affrhans, which were
glancing around them—-from the jezail balls, which
rang on the metal of the guns.

¢ Curse their craven souls!” cricd Mark Wilton ...
“when you fell, it was all over with them. ... they
wavered from that moment. Are you hurt, my fine
fellow?”

¢ Not much,” said Carrington ... ¢ but my poor grey,
who has carried me so long and so gallantly—curse on
those Aflghan dogs—to have slain so noble an animal.
Let us take one more look at him... see if he is quite
dead.” . :

Wilton rode up to the spot where Carrington had
fallen, and the latter followed on foot. The horse was
quite dead; stark ahd stiffening.  Carrington bent
down over the carcase of the animal, and patted it, for
the last time, on the crest. He then took out a pair of
pistols from the holsters, observing that he might find
them uscful; fastencd them into his sash, and rcturned
to do his best to infuse new energy into the men, whose
short-comings, at such a time, he had viewed with horror
and dismay.

* * * * *

And on fthey went, on that perilous march, disci-
pline every hour waning more and more, and every
hour the enemy increasing in numbers gnd in daring,
On they went; struggling through the dreadful snow :
on they weut, a wild rabble, the confusion waxing more
and more terrible—the horror of the retreat more pro-
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found. Paralysed, helpless, many perfectly idiotic,
they fell most easy sacrifices. Little resistance had
they to offer—little resistance to the cruel cnemy—
little resistance to the cruel cold...Soon after noon,
on that sccond day, the advance was ordered to halt.
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CHAPTER XIX.

TIIE DREADFUL SNOW,

*Theirs was the dreadful snow—who trembling hore

Their shuddering limbs along ; and pace by pace

Saw in that white sheet plashed with human gore

The dread familiar luok of some brave face,

Distorted—ghastly—with a lingering trace

Of life and sorrow in its pleading glance—

A dying dream of parted love’s embrace,—

A hope of succour brought by desperate chance,

Or wild uncdhscious stare of Death’s delirious trance.”

Mrs. Norton.
AXOTUER night and a tearful one. It closed upon
thousands of men of all classes, Europeans and natives,
soldiers and camp-followers, huddled together in a
dense mass of sentient, suflering humanity; and among
them, confusedly mingled, were horses, and camels, and
mules, and ponies, and bullocks, the whole making onc
immense congeries of predestined carrion—a rare ban-
quet for the birds of prey.
And when day arose, dawning again upon many

a stiflening corpse, stretched in the great common
winding-shect—the enemy began caxrly with their rare
work of cowardice and treachery. DBenumbed by the
cold, many crippled outright, the helpless Spoys lay ut
the mercy of the Affghans; they looked around
them at the scene of horror ; their only safety was
in flight—and on went the great rolling tido
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towards the mouth of the Koord Caubul Pass. But
British courage, though yesterday it had been sub-
dued, was not cxtinct in the breasts of those stout
English soldiers, with whom served Arthur Carrington.
A body of the encmy were in front of them; hovering
like a flight of vultures, cager to make the reeking
carrion their prey. A staff-officer—one of the gene-
ral's aides-de-camp, had placed himsel( at their head.

“ Now, my boys,” cried Arthur Carrington, address-
ing himself to the men of the company which he was
commanding. “ Now is our time to show that we
have the true stuff still remaining in us...up, my
brave fellows—one good charge—and you will sce that
they dare not fuce us.”

The word of command was given, and on they went
like truc British soldiers, right at the Affghan force.
The encmy looked at them doubtfully, and fled.

“I told you so, my fine fellows,” eried Carrington,
when his men were brought up on the brow of a hill;
“Itold you how it would be, my boys. They dare
not look us in the face, when once we go right at them.
Keep to this . .. keep to this...and it will be a tri-
umph the whole way to Jullalabad ... steady . .. steady
there . . . cease firing, can't you? We have no cart-
ridges to spare . . . and we have a long journey before
us yet.”

A long j g journey, indeed, and the real horrors of the
march yct to begin. Tnk Koorp CAUBUL PAss—it
yawned in terrific grandeur to receivewthem. On
cither side tremendous cliffs . . . hun'e masses of beet-
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ling rock overhanging the deep ravine, east a shadow
over the road, *“ rough and narrow,” which wound be-
tween them.

“ At noontide there
"T'was twilight, and at sunsct blackest night.”

And bencath, a foaming torrert, unbound by the
mighty frost, leapt wildly along, through chunncls of
frozen snow.

* * * * + *

And above, around, on every side, the Affghan
marksmen, perched aloft, with their unerring jezails,
or lying in wait, on lower ridges, with their long sharp
knives, looked wistfully down upon the doomed army,
as, slowly, confusedly—a dense, undistinguishable mass
of living matter, it streamed into the jaws of that
mighty defile. . . '

* * * * *

And on went the British army—an army no more...
shut in between the impending walls of that grim, in-
fernal passage; now plunging through the impetuous
mountain stream, now huddling on confusedly through
the narrow defiles; whilst thick and fast fell the deadly
showers from the jezails of the Ghilzye marksmen.
And there through that dreadful pass rode dclicate
English ladics with tender infants in their arms. . rode
through the thick fire of the enemy, on wretched . po-
nies, or on jolting camcls—or falling with the beasts
that bore them, shot down by the Aﬁgha:}zailchecs,
struggled, 2. with rent and frozen garments, along the
slippery snow, jostled and unregarded by the teeming
multitude—stumbling over tite stark bodies of thedy-
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ing and the dead. There wretc‘;hed Hindostance se-
poys, soldiers no longer, threw away their arms, and
fled—scizing whatever cattle came in their way, casting
away the baggage, ransacking it in scarch of food or
clothing, riding on through the mass of camp-followers,
and trcading down all who came in their way. There
wretched native women threw away their children to
perish in the snow; and hurried on, scared and panic-
struck, till their limbs refused to bear them further,
and they fell cxhausted, agonised, to dic the dreadful
death of slow congelation. There naked Ilindostance
camp-followers sunk down, maimed, crippled by the
cruel frost, racked by the pains of hell—the devouring
cold cating into their flesh, and turning it to rottenness
_before its time. And there, one on another, fast and
thick, fell the bodics of men—soldiers, and camp-follow-
ers, Europcan and natives, beneath the murderous fire
of the Ghilzyes, who lincd that drcadful pass.
* * * * * % ey
But even through that fearful pass, though great the
slaughter, thousands struggled unhurt—the strong vi-
tality within them sustaining them through scenes of
suffering and of horror almost without a parallcl in the
history of the great world. Thousands struggled un-
hurt—emerging from the defile in safety—but miserable,
most miserable, the lot which awaited them. Another
night spent in that dreadful gnow ; snow above, snow
beneath, show on every side. Thicklf, blindingly it
fell on the remnant of the British force. *'.
Another night and another moi-ning. The same
sccne of mad confusio. But little discipline re-
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mained. At day-break onc common impulse moved
all the native troops ; and on they hurried to the front.
Of nothing thought they but of self-preservation. Every
other human feeling—pride, pity, courage, gencrosity,
scemed to have been dried up within them. The
strong man dragged the weak from the horse he was |
riding, or smote him, till he fell from the camcl’s back—
and vaulted into his seat. Men of the same creed—
of the same calling—almost of the same family—wres- -
tled with each other for life. In the agony of despair
men bound to each other by common ties, became
mutual encmics ; bitter, unrclenting, cven to the
death.

On that day the English ludies, with their children,
were delivered up to the custody of the Afghan
leader, who pledged himself to protect them, and nobly
redeemed his pledge.  On that day the slaughter of our
unresisting troops was more fearful than on any pre-

=¢cding it. On that day, before night-fall, the Dritish
army was reduced to some two hundred European sol-
diers, artillery and infantry, and a hundred aud fifty
native troopers. All the rest were mere rabble—the
halt and the blind, the paralysed and the panic-struck.
Puintully crawled many a cripple ; and many a blind
man groped his way through the snow which had de-
stroyed him, only to be ridden down by his own. peo-
ple, or unresistingly butchered by the cruel knives of
the Afighan fde. “ru

* 4 * * * *

Arthur Oa;:rington still lived—still fought ; and

beside him rode Mark Wikon. A small handful of
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their men struggled on behind them, mixed up in one
compact body with a few men of other corps. They
were the fighting remnant of that army of five thousand
men, which a few days before had maurched out of the
Caubul city. In this little band of stout-hearted, gal-
lant soldiers, were many European oflicers ; for though
several had fallen, the officers had borne up to the last,
surviving the horrors of the four first days of mas-
sacrc, in numbers far exceeding the proportion which
they bore to the men of the force. Though especial
marks of the Affghan jezailchecs, and though always
in the van—always in the midst of danger—the shot
falling around them like hail—numbers of them were
spared to witness the entirc destruction of the army.
The great cxcrtions they had made in behalf of others
had saved themselves. Their higher morale had sus-
tained them throughout the horrors of that dreadful
retrcat. They had never forgotten that they were Bri-
tish soldiers—British officers—never forgotten what it
became them to do in the dire extremity into which
Providence had cast them. They had fainted not—
they had failed not ; and becausc they had donc the
most they had suffered the least, amidst those scenes of
unexampled horrors.

Amongst these surviving officers was Rivers. He
had secn the gradual destruction—the dissolution, it
should be written, of the sepoy force. Ilundreds,
nay, thousfhds had been massacred; they had fallen
Like sheep into the hands of the butchersy.and died
with no greater power of resistance.” But the knives
and the jezails of the encrry had not done all the work.
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The clements of dissolution were within; the scpoy
army had gradually melted away—had resolved itself
into the crude materials of which it was formed, and
become a rabble of men bound by no ties, owning
no authority; a herd of scattered individuals, without
unity of action, without common obligations. Rivers
had scen file after file dic this moral death, ceasing to
be soldicrs, and suffering as irresponsible men.  He had
scen them throw away their arms; he had scen them
burn their accoutrements, that they might derive a mo-
ment’s warmth from the flames; he had scen them,
under the pressure of their unparalleled sufferings,
turning their hands against cach other, fighting for
the means of present safety; and in vain he had
protested—in vain he had exhorted—in vain he had
offered large bribes to those who would follow him
as true soldiers, Idle were all his cfforts: idle the
-»fforts of his brother officcrs. Mistaking the source
from which flowed the only possible hope of safety,
.they had deserted their officers; and, as miserable strag-
glers, fallen an casier prey to the savage wretches who
were hovering over them, hungry for the great
slaughter.

Rivers himself had struggled on like & man of high
courage and of iron [rame. Though a broken-hearted,
wretched creature ; gaunt, pallid, with sunken checks
and hollow cycs, and emaciated frame; ljs_powers of
endurance—of aétion—were stupendous.  Ile was very
tall, and of “Imost gigantic proportions; and he rode a
large, boney, ‘coal-black horse, which seemed to pos-
sess as much cxtraordinary micttle, as much cxtraor-

U
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dinary vigour as its rider. The ‘anima}, though it had
scarcely tasted food for days, had lost but little heart—
but little power. Often floundering in the snow, as
eolid masses of it balled in his feet, or striking his
limbs against scattered baggage, or the wheels of
gun-carriages, in the vast confusion of the arch, the
Black Douglas, as Rivers delighted to call him, lost
none of Lis high courage, but quickly recovering himn-
selt, throwing back his head, and snorting in the frosty
air, bounded on again, as though proud of his rider—
proud of the conspicuous example of gallantry which
Rivers was setting to all around him. That brave
fellow had indeed been performing prodigies of valour.
He had more than once been surrounded by Affishan
horsemen; but he had secmed. to bear o charmed life.
Reckless on his own account, nay, almost courting
danger, the Affghan sabres had gleamed uround him,
and the Affghan bullets had whizzed past him, but he
was unscathed —untouched. His long, sinewy arm
had dealt destruction around; his heavy sword was
indented, smeared with blood; its very handle hent on
onc side, so violent had been the work it had done.
Often had he been seen, whilst Black Douglas stood still
with his fore-legs thrust firmly out before him, standing
up in his stirrups, raising shimself to the utmost height
above his saddle, and smiting down with terrific energy,
cleaving (ﬁnd crushing through flesh and muscle, as
the Afighan horsemen gathered around him, and dared
to give him battle. He had truly avenge?, the death
of thore than one comrade; smitifxg the murderer in
the very act; and onde he had been seen carrying
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across his sadgdle-bow, the hody of a brother officer,
whom he had resened, ere life was extinct, from the
clutches of a fiend who was about to sever with his
cold, bright blade, the windpipe of the wounded man.
No onc had done so much; no onc had suffered so
little.  After the first day’s march, he had desponded;
he had grieved over the failure of his endecavours to
preserve his men (rom destruction; but now that there
was no hope; now that his regiment had melted away
before him, in spite of all his efforts to preserve its
integrity; now that none were relying on him, that
nene looked to him for succour; mow that he stood
alone, quite alone in the world—and that it was only
lefe him to die; it scemed as though anew life had been
granted to him—a new spirit, strong in the mighty
cnergy of despair.  The past faded away from his me-
mory; he lived but in the wild excitement of the pre-
sent.  He did not feel the eruel cold; he did not fear
the eruel cnemy. He shuddered not as the death-shrick
smote on his cars ; he closed not his cyes as the ghastly
speetacle of murdered fricnds met him at every turn.
On he went, powerful to avenge—making no calcula-
tions—looking never into the future—recking not of
life, or of death; on he went, as one over whom a
mighty Providence had cast the shield of its protee-
tion; in action more than a man—in suffering less; so
reckless, and yot so sale, that many an Affohan looked
at him from o distance with superstitious wonderment
and aweghinking that the Christian host had an aveng-
ing demigod in its ranks, ’

He had joined the little band—the remnant of the

U2
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fighting men, with whom fough}s Arthur Carrington
and Mark Wilton. Captain Witherington, too, was
of that party. A few troopers, not in all amounting to
the strength of a single troop, were with him.” Hehad
been gallantly mounted from the first ; and being a
man who had always taken the utmost interest in his
stud, he had quitted Canbul with three or four led
horses, onc of which he had lent to Arthur Carrington,
and the remainder, though not before he had taken a
re-mount, had been cacrificed during the march. He
was a cool, wary, intrepid officer ; and had always
exercised great influcnce over the minds of his men.
The greater number of the mounted scpoys now with
the remnant of the foree, were men of his own troop—
men who had followed, because he led. They had
never quitted him. Every night, when the foree was
halted, he had systematically mustered them by name ;
he had shown, in the most unmistukeable manner, that
he took an interest in the individual well-being of every
man under his charge; and by his extreme coolnesy—
for he was as collected, as systematic it his ﬁ'occcd-
ings, whatever danger threatened, whatever horror sur-
rounded him, as though hec had heen on a regimental
parade—inspired them with unbounded conlidence in
him, and did much to strengthen their confidence in
themselves. And.yct there was no man in that entire
force which a few days before had left Caubul, who
was moved in all that he did by a stronger desire to
save himself: in whom the idea of selfgrescrvation
was so all-pervading—so all-absorbing. He knew that
his safety, under God, depended morc upon his cool-
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ness than on aught beside—that the safety of the force
was only to be preserved by general collectiveness, ge-
neral order, and discipline—that disorganisation must be
fatal to the troops—fatal to all who sought to save them-
selves by abandoning their comrades. This one idea
never forsook him ; for ever, ever before him—ever,
everas he rode on through the dying and the dead—
cver as fearful sounds smote upon his cars, and ghastly
spectacles met his eyes—ever as he led his men to the
charge against mighty odds, and he saw them falling
around him—ever before him, plainly, palpably, as in
actual existence, was the sweet sad face of his wife.

And ncar him rode Afzool Khan, his Affgzhan scr-
vant, his dark eye fixed steadily on his master. He
had from the commencement of the retreat ridden
closc beside the captain. Ile was armed; but he had
used ncither sword mnor pistol. Both rcmained un-
handled in his belt. Ever and anon he laid a finger
upon the weapons, as though to assure himself that they
l'cmaigo.:d securcly in his possession ; but he seemed to
kave no other care, no other thought, than closely to fol-
low his master, and keep his dark eye steadily upon him.

* * #* » »* *

It was on the 12th of January. Morning had not
dawned, when the little force was again in motion to-
wards the Jugdulluck Valley. Their early movements
had somewhat disconcerted the enemy, who were not
prepared to see them so soon pursuing their march;
but in geliitle while the Afighans had mustered again
in force, and were hanging on the rear of our lLittle
band, or pushing on in advance to intercept its pro-
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.grgss. And on they went into the mouth of the stu-
pendous defile, with its overhanging walls of preci-
pitous rock, closing in on cither side the difficult,
narrow road, and casting o’er it their awful shadows.
Terrible in its naked horrors that gloomy pass—more
lerrible, as it was encountered by the remnant of the
British force. The malice of man had raised a fear-
ful barrier—had cast huge branches of prickly wood,
formidable, impassable chevausz-de-frise, across the mouth
of that fearful defile; and there for a while the hand-
ful of brave soldicrs, who had struggled thus far
against grievous obstacles, halted, and gazed with blank
horror upon the mighty impediment which, as a last
crowning act of consummate cruclty, the enemy had
cast in their way. ’

A pause—a pause of fearful suspense and uncertuinty;
then a scene of wild confusion—soldiers and camp-
followers, horscmen and footmen rushed madly at the
barrier; and shouting with exultation, the Affghan
hordes rushed down upon our miserable people. It
was the crowning horror of that horrid march. The
butchers—the shecp—and the mighty shambles.

There Rivers, on Black Douglas, the bead of
thc noble animal still crect, his ears forward, his red
nostrils snorting defiance, stéod up once again in his
stirrups, and raised aloft his sinewy arm, Ilis face
was besmegred with blood, not his own—his clothes
were rent and soiled—his eyes red from slecpless nights
and the blinding snow, his features drgwn an&-drag%cd
like those of a corpse—the white saliva on his hips,
There he stood at bay, noLly. And as his own people,
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soldiers and capp-followers, rushed at tho fearful bar- -
rier, and the savage Affghans joined in the great deed
of blood, consummating the sublime tragedy which
days Dbefore they had commenced, he stood ercct, and
with power which had never failed him, smote right
and left the erucl cnemy—smote them with an un-
crring hand, mighty to protect, mighty to avenge.
Arthur Carrington was there, too.  Who would have
known him then? Who would have rccognised in
that pale, thin, ghostly face, the countenance erst
beaming with joyous animation, the rosy, sunny-hearted
aspect of the noble, generous youth?  There he was—
a few, a very fow of the brave fcllows whom he had
led from Caubul, still close at his side; there he was,
his clear, sonorous voice now hoarse and husky, shout-
ing in vain through that hellish din. His men were
mostly mounted, for at that time all werc cavalry
who could scize a horse upon the march, and they
prezsed on gallantly beside him.  Shortening bis reins,
and pressing his heels against the flanks of his horse,
he rode manfully at the barrier; but the animal, not
equal to such a task, foundered, and fell heavily for-
ward.  Auother moment, and Arthur Carrington felt
o hand upon his throat, and saw a knife uplitted to
smite him.

Another moment and the quick steel would have
been deep in the gurgling throat. Rivers was ncar at
hand; he saw his friend’s horse stumble;®saw him
hurled o the ground, saw the Affghan murderers sur-
round him. Ilc touched with his spurs thesides of the
Black Douglas and one bound brought him within
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reach of the miscreant, whose gleaming blade was at
Arthur Carrington’s throat—onc bound, and that long
sinewy arm was up-lifted to smite the smiter; but it
descended not; the blow was arrested. Close to his ear
he heard the discharge of a pistol, and almost at the
same moment the wretch who had been standing but-
cher-like over Carrington’s prostrate body, fell a corpse
upon the living man; a bullet had entered his brain.

¢ They have forestalled me,” muttered Rivers, turning
to scc who had performed in his place, the part of the ex-
ecutioner; and he saw Captain Witherington charge the
barrier closely followed by a mounted Aflghan, who, as
he rode forward, was rcplacing a pistol in his girdle. 1le
knew the man to be Witherington's scrvant, Afzool
Khan, he of whom his master often spoke, in whose
gratitude he reposed such confidence, and®he said to
himself, *“Of a certainty he was right; the man has
gratitude, and he has saved his master’s {riend.”

The muttered words were still on his lips, when a
shot from a jezail struck Black Douglas on the fore- «
head. The noble.animal made one spasmodic plunge,
then reared, and fcll backwards.

Carrington, who by this time had regained his feet,
seized his fallen friend and drew him from bencath the
heavy carcase of the lifeless animal. Rivers had sustained
no great injury; he at least was sensible of none; and
was presently standing erect beside his friend: his good
sword had/iever left his hand. '

¢ Let us on,”—cried Carrington—** we may foree tha
barrier. It is death to remain here.”

“ Death, any way,” returned Rivers— it is time too.
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No; here I make my stand—here where my old friend
has fallen”—and he placed one foot upon the car-
case of his lifeless horse . . . « herc I will make a stand
. . . here as well as on any other spot—why not die here
where so many have fallen. It will be a rare ceinetery.”

¢¢ No—no—on, my good fellow,” cried Carrington—
“ we may struggle through the accursed barrier yet.
We may live still to see our friends. On—on—our
Jjourney is nearly over—on—on—the way is but short.”

“ Our journcy is nearly over,” said Rivers—¢ the
way, too, is very short” .. .and, as he spoke, hiseyes
glared with a strange light, which, even in that drcad-
ful hour, when little heed was given cven to strangest
things, scemed to his friend like the light of insanity.
“ You may go-—do not care for me. Save yourself—
may God ‘preserve you, my fine fellow. Life for you
may have many charms . . . for me it has—not one.”

¢« T will not leave you,” suid Carrington; and as fast
and thick the bullets whizzed around them, and the
Affghan butchers pressed on with their gleaming knives
. .. asloud rosc the ery for mercy, loud the death-shriek
—and horsemen and footmen rushed madly at the fear-
ful barricade, few to cscape, hundreds to perish, Ernest
Rivers and Axthur Carrington stood, side by side, deal-
ing destruction around them. Many pressed on against
the gallant pair—many but to full, maimed, mutilated,
beneath the strong arms of the heroic Englishmen. To
Rivers supcrhuman strength had been graRted in this
fearful crisis; he fought with. the vigour, the cnergy of
a giant; and morc than once, but for his quick eye, his
sinewy arm, would Arthur ‘Carrington have fallen be-
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neath the sabres of the swarming Affghans. e had
taken up his position before the body of the Black
Douglas ; and scarcely moving from the spot, he had
given dreadful evidence of his prowess in thc ghastly
slain huddled in a heap before him.

And there they stood at bay, those two friends—stood
as something more than men, as creatures whose reck-
less daring, whose mighty power, whose strange im-
punity at such a time, filled the Affghan foc with won-
derment and awe. Many a brave Mussulman, hurning
with ficrcest zeal, looked doubtfully at the white demons,
and turned away to attack an enemy of attributes more
human. ¢ The dogs!—thcy waver,” screamed Rivers
—* at them, my friends; who will follow?—thcre are
brave hearts among us yet—On! on!” Ile raiscd his
heavy sword above his head, looked round him, saw
that at his back were a few well-known faccs—shouted
again to them to advance, and was about, with lowered

- blade, to plunge forward into the midst of a swarm of
Affghan swordsmen, when, uttering one loud cry, and
throwing both his arms aloft, he [ell backwards upon
the cdrease of Black Douglas. The jezail of a Ghiljee
marksman had sent a ball to his heart.

The enemy raised a shout of cxullation. . . . Car-
rington had seen his friend fall backwards, had scen
the death-agony in his face. His first. impulsc was to
cover the body of the gallant fellow who had fought so
nobly besidé him—to save it if possible from those
worst indignities which he knew the infuriated ghgzceas
would wreak upon the brave man’s corpse. But the
fall of Rivers had given néw confidence to a party of
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the enemy, whp now rushed forward yelling like fiends,
and Carrington was presently surrounded. The crowd
was fortunately so thick, that he was lost sight of in
the confusion, and when, after awbile he had contrived
to struggle through it unhurt, he found himself at a part
of the barrier which had been ridden down by the
mounted soldiers, and which seemed to aflord an outlet
from the dreadful shambles in which he had been
playing =o conspicuous a part.

Still he bethought himself of the corpse of Ernest
Rivers, and a mowmentary thought flashed upon him
with a spasm of pain, that life might not be extinct in
the body of his poor friend, and that the knives of
the Affghans, with a refinement of cruelty, would
complete the dreadful work of death. e would
return then at any misk to seck the body of his {riend.
Could he leave such noble remains to the butchery of
those vile blood-hounds ?

He was returning, when a small party of Furopean
soldicrs, carrying off two or three of their wounded
comrades, appearced at the open part of the barrier,
and cxhorted Carrington to fly with them. They
assured him that they had scen the body of Rivers;
that life was utterly extinet; that it was stretched
across the carcase of the black charger.

“There let it lie, then,” said Arthur Carrington,
.4 for there did he wish to die.”

And on they went. They cleared the Berrier, and
though encumbered by the wounded men, whom
Carrington’s little party never thought of deserting,
much as the encumbrance rétarded their progress, they
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were soon in the open country. There they came up
with another party, and on they went painfully
together—weak and weary, tortured with thirst—and
exposed to the fire of occasional bodies of the cnemy,
who appeared to be hovering in every part of the
country. ’

And as they advanced, they came up with many
ghastly corpses—the bodies of men wounded at that
dreadful barrier, who had struggled on to die by the
way side, or to be unresistingly butchered by the
Affghans. Among these, Carrington recognised one
familiar face, the sight of which, rigid in death, filled
his heart with new anguish. He saw the body of a
British officer, lying, face downwards, on the ground.
He knelt down; raised it with his own hands; and
recognised the well-known features of poor Mark
Wilton,

He appeared to have been shot in the side, for his
coat was saturated with blood. Hec was quite dead;
it scemed as though he had fallen from his horse, and
had been dragged some distancc by the stirrup-lea-
thers, for there was a portion of one, with the stirrup-
iron, still around his right foot; his head, too, was bare,
much bruised, and lacerated ; his dark hair clotted with
blood.

Arthur Carrington felt no hope as he unbuttoned
the frock coat of the dead man, and laid his hand aliost
mechanical¥ upon the pulseless heart. There was no
life there ; but as he felt the cold flesh, his fingers
touched something hard, which lay on the dead man’s
breast. Arthur drew it forth. It was a locket ; fast-
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ened yound the neck of the body by a gold chain—a
locket with the initials A. . engraven upon the case.
It contained a long curl of bright brown hair.

Carrington was deeply moved.  Adcla Balfour!”
he exclaimed—“my poor Adela”—and his cye fll
upon the letter enclosed in wax-cloth, and sewn in-
side the Dbreast of Wilton's coat—the letter which
he had entrusted to poor Mark., My sweet Adcla,
wilt thou ever hear from, ever again sce, thine own
betrothed 77

e called to sume men who stood by to assist him in
moving the body. They were men of Wilton’s own
regiment 3 and they willingly lent an aiding hand to
carry the corpse aside, and place it in a position where
it was more likely to escape the notice of the encmy.
And they found a ¢pot not very remote—a small pit,
partly covered over with underwood—a grave, indeed,
ready prepared to receive it—into which they lowered
the body ; and as Arthur Carrington pushed down with
his heel some fragments of carth, and cast upon the
corpse a few loose stones, he uttered the solemn words,
“Jarth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust;” and
as he turned away from the grave, he said in low
tones, most reverentially, I know that my Redeemer
liveth, and that he shall stand upon the latter day upon
the carth ; and that though after my skin worms de-
stroy this body, yet shall I sce God.” Then he puwr-
sucd his miscrable march. 1)

* * * * *

ARd yet another day dawned upon them—another

most wretched day. It wab the 13th of January. A
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small party of Europeans—scarce twenty files—and a
few miserable camp-followers were all that remained of
that great multitude, which a weck before had marched
out of the capital of Affghanistan. In this small
party was a large proportion of British officers, who
presented a gallant front, and moved steadily on, in
spite of the brisk firc of the enemy hovering around
them, which occasionally thinned their ranks. Weary
and weak in body, but still strong in hope and courage,
Arthur Carrington struggled on.  He had lost his
forage-cap on the preceding day, and had wrapped
round his head a roll of white linen, which hud he-
longed to somc murdered man. His own sword had
been broken in his hand, but he carried that of the
dead Walsingham; and he rode a large honey horse,
spare, {leshless, and weak, from want of tood, which he
had scized on sceing a native trooper fall lifeless from
1ts back.

And onward pressed that little band—steady, com-
pact—the encmy mustering stronger and stronger on
every side. Arthur Carrington was morc sunguine
than he had been since the commencement of that
dreadful march. Providence had preserved him so long
—he had cscaped such unparalleled dangers, in so mira-
culous a manner, that he now believed that he would
be spared, by the same kind God, once again to clasp
his Adcla to his heart.

This conyiction was strong in his mind, when a shot
struck an officer beside him, and the poor fellow rolled
from his horse. Carrington alone haltéd—halted, and
dismounted. The man was not dead, but he had re-
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ceived his death wound ; the bullet had entered his
neck, behind the ear, and the blood was gurgling out
of his mouth. Carrington shouted to a medical officer
who was with the remnant of the force ; but the party,
which was pressing on at a brisk pace, was already be-
yond the reach of his voice. 1Io could do nothing for
the dying man ; but he could not bear to leave him
alone to perish—perhaps to be mutilated by the barba-
rous foc ; so he knelt beside him for a while, wiping
away the blood {rom his mouth, and doing the little
that could be done to relieve the poor fellow's suflerings.

1lis situation was one of extreme danger, cut ofl
from his comrades ; and fecling that if a party of the
enemy came up with them, both would fall into their
hands, to be inhumanly butchered, Carrington endea-
voured to raise the body of the dying man, and to Lift
it across his saddle bows. And he succceded—but L.
only lifted a corpse.

e dragged the body behind a bush, remounted, and
rode on. He had not procceded far when he saw by
the way side, beneath a tree, the body of a cavalry
officer. A grey Arab horse was standing by, sceming
almost to regard with tender concern the scenc that
was passing before him. Carrington knew the horse.
1t was the favourite charger of Captain Witherington.

He slackened his pace, and saw beneath the tree the
face of his old friend. His head was raised upon a
little mound of carth, and he liy strctche.d upon his
back, whilst o'cr him bent an Affghan who was tearing
oper? his vest, plundering the prostrate body, or, per-
haps, preparing it for the murderous knife.
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A minute more, and Carrington had reached the spot.
He saw his friecnd move, he saw the Affghan, whose
back was towards him, busicd with his villainous work,
The young man’s sword was in his hand; he was not
one to hesitate.  In another moment the knife might
have been pushing its way to the brave heart of Cap-
tain Witherington. Carrington raised himsell in his
stirrups, uplifted his arm, and, with all his remaining
strength, smote down with a tranverse sweep at the
neck of the kneeling Affghan. .

He saw Cuptain \V1thcn ington stretch out his arms,
scemingly in supplication; he saw the whitelips of his
ffiend moving, as the heavy blow descended; he saw
the Affghan fall lifeless on the body of the English
captain, and then he flung himself from his horse.

And as he stooped down to remove the gory body
from that of his wounded friend, he heard Withering-
ton pronounce his name; and then all was terrible con-
fusion in his brain. What had he donc? What
drcadful deed had he committed? A weight of horror
had descended upon him enough to crush him tq the
carth. 'The body which he was raising in his arms was
the body of Afzool Khan. The man had died in the
service of his master.

The brain of Arthur Carrington recled, and he stag-
gered like a drunken man. He had murdered the
devoted Affghan, whilst in the act of staunching the
blood whigh strcamed from a wound in his master’s
side. Oh, that he had perished at the barrier!

Witherington spoke to the young man; but poor Car-
rington heard not the words he' uttered; all was dark-
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ness—all confusion within. Ile was horror-struck, stu-
pified; he stood aghast, in almost idiotic terror, looking
at the deed he had done. .

And then he heard a loud noise, scemingly close be-
side him—the report of a gun almost in his ear; a
bright firc scemed to flash Lefore his cyes; and then all
was utter darkness—outer and inner darkness. He
fell as one dead.

* * * * *

Whea reason again dawned upon him, the sun was
low in the heavens, and the long shadows of the trees
stretched %eross the dreary plain. It appeared to him
that he was lying beneath the very tree near which he
had fallen—the tree bencath which he had scen the
pale face of his friend Witherington—the tree bencath
which he had committed that accursed act, the know-
ledge of which, though suflering intense bodily anguish,
now constituted the chicf torment of his most pitiable
condition. ‘A ball had fractured his jaw; the pains of
Lell had gat hold of him—but what so intolerable as
the knowledge of the dreadful fhet that he had mur-
dered the man who had saved his life ?  Ile raised him-
scll' on one arm, groaning pitiably, and looked around
him with throbbing cycs, to which even the subdued
lightof the coming cven-tide was ficree and painful glare.
He was alone.  1le felt certain that he hud not moved
—that the trec was the very tree bencath which he had
fallen, the very trec bencath which he had dene that

~accursed deed ; but Witherington was not there—the

eorpsc of the murdered Affghan was not there—there

were no signs of either, save tWo large pools of gore.
X
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He raised himsclf—he sat up; the pain he endured
was intensc ; he was very weak ; he was suffering in-
tolerable thirst ; but his limbs had sustained no injury,
and he felt that he was capable of motion. He could
not lic where he was, beside the pool of most innocent
blood he had shed—Dbetter to struggle on, though
safety he could not look for, though life he felt could
never be other than a grievous burden to him.  So on
he struggled; now tottering forward, now crawling,
making his way on hands and knces over the sharp
stoncs, which gored him sadly—but he could not feel
those wounds. On he struggled, ever and anon pausing
to look around him—but save a few horsemen in the
distance, and the birds of prey which were screaming
over their bloody carrion, he saw no signs of life.

And o'er the country fell the shades of evening, and
still he went struggling on.  Darkness could not shut
out from him the agonised fiacc of Afzool Khan,
bodily anguish could not overbear the mental horror
which had fastened on his soul. The fear of death
was. nothing to him—the futurc nothing, with that
dreadful past fresh in his mind. Only thought he of
what he had done.

And on he went,—struggling, crawling, groping,
through the darkness. Once he thought he saw before
him a sweet, smiling, bright-cyed face—onco he thought
he saw a small white hand beckoning to him ; but the
ghastly ¢ features of Afzool Khan thrust thcmsclves
Defore the bright picture, and over that little hand
spirted a fountain of human blood. "And hop ncves
dawned again upon him?
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Ile strugglel on, he knew not how, through the
darkness; moved on without a purpose, to no fixed goal;
and after a while—many hours might have eclapsed,
or not one, he knew not—he thought he heard the
sound of human voices around him; and presently a
bright Light gleamed before his face, so bright that he
closed his eyes; and then he felt a hand upon him,
some one was raising hishead. e wasnear the Labita-
tions of en. ‘

He opened his eyes, and thought he saw & woman's
face—the face of a young Affghan woman. She bent
over him; she spoke, but the only answer he rendered
back was a pitcous groun. He thought, too, that there
were children around him—And presently, the woman
went her way, and again returned, bringing a bowl in
her hands 5 and she stooped down, and placed it to his
lips.

fle drank slowly, painfully—but still the draught
was most delicious. 1le thought it was milk; it scemed
to fill him with new life and vigour.

He spoke, as best he could—unintelligible the lan-
guuge, indistinet the voice—rendering back his thanks
to the doer of this Christian deed. He spoke in a lan-
guage foreign to her; and she raised her hand, with a
gesture exhorting to silence.  Then there was a noise—
a woman's shriek, a struggle—and in place of the gentle
female face, there was the ferocious countenance of a
bearded man. - o

L3 * * * *
Aud the life-blood of Arthur Carrington spirted over
the woman’s garments.
x2
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CIHAPTER XXL

THE CONCLUSION.

“ They who have steeped their souls in prayer,
Can every anguish calmly bear.........
They who have learnt tv pray aright,
From pain’s dark well draw up delight.........
They who God’s face can understand,
Fecl not the motions of Ifis hand.”
R. M. Milnes.

It was the beginning of the hot weather in Caleutta.
The month of March, with its arid, mnid-day heats,
foreshadowing the intolerable sultriness to come, had
been fairly entered upon by the denizens of the City of
Paluces. The Balfours had returned to Chowringhee.
They had not quitted it since that miserable day, when
the intelligence of the massacre of the Caubul foree had
burst upon them in all its complicated horror. Adela
could not be removed. DBefore she quitted Dr. Win-
ter’s house, alarming symptoms of fever had manifested
themselves; and the doctor had given it as his opinion
—an opinion confirmed by the Balfours’ family phy-
sician—that it would be madness at such a time to re-
move the sufferer to Titaghur, She was, thereforc, taken
no further than her brother’s house in Chowringhee.

Long nd desperate had been the struggle; but she
had lived. After wecks of severe suflering, she was
pronounced to be convalescent. She rose from the bed
of sickness a new being.  She rose with a new heart.
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It was a day in the second week of March—Adcla
was in her own room; and Mrs. Dalfour was sitting
beside the couch, on whicl the convalescent was lying—
very pale was she, very thin, very weak; but still vory
beautiful.  There was a sweeter expression on her face
than ever there had been before.

Mrs. Balfour had heen reading to her; but the hook
rested in her lap, whilst she was answering a question
which the invalid had put to her—a question whicl,
had Mary put it a few weeks before, would have raised
a smile of ridicule upon the red lips of Adela Dalfonr,
Those lips, now so pale, were shightly parted, with
an expression of expeetant interest, ag Ellen Balfour, in
that sweetest, kindest, tiue woman's voice, began to
utter solemn truths, mixed with words of kindliest con-
solation, and to awaken new feclings, new sympathics,
new aspirations in the breast of that suffering girl.

And where was Mary?  She was in the drawing-
room. In the drawing-room, and not alone; Ierbert
Girey «at beside her, in the dim light of that large cool
room; the glss windows, the venctian blinds were
closed; and a heavy punkah, pulled from a lower
room, swunz freely over their heads.

They had been for some time conversing with cach
other. There had been much to say—much to hear—
many explanations to offer, many apologies to give and
to receive—much pleasant embarrassment on both sides
—and on both sides sincerity and candow. Mary
qulour sat there the affianced wife of Herbert Grey.

“ And you could really nun away from me,” said
Mary, * could really betake yourself, and without a
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word of explanation, to the Upper Provinces, at a
time, when—us you say now—ryour heart was so full.”

“Very full,” returned Herbert Grey,—* but not
quite without a word of cxplanation? There was an
cxplanation—to your brother.”

“ Yes—he has told me—since your rcturn; but
how long was your conduct quite inexplicable—how
long' did T ponder over your departurc—conjecturing,
imagining . . . and yet trying to persuade myself all
the while, that it was ¢ no business of mine.””

¢« Tt was very miscrable,” said Herbert Grey, ¢ and
10 words can tell what I suffered—until, until, a little
hope began to dawn npon me, when I received a letter
from our best of good friends, Winter . . . I need not
tell you, dearest, why I ran away from you ... you
know now that story—a very sad one—too well. DBut
you do not know all that that good soul Winter has
done for me—for you—for us both.”

¢« And do you know all?” asked Mary, with a down-
cast blush. .

“ Yes—y sweet one...I do know all. Had he
not told me the whole truth I should not have known
onc half of his gencrous, unselfish conduct—so noble,
so likc Winter. He did not tell me all in his letter;
but enough to bring me to Calcutta, as soon as I could,
consistently with my obligations to good Dr. Christian,
return. As I was entitled to a more extended leave of
absence—tnot having taken any for some years—I
purposcd to have applied for another month; but his
letter determined me to return. I came back to
Caleutta ... and without reporting mysell, without
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communicating with any other friends, had several
interviews with our dear doctor.  His bearing towards
me was that of a kindly affectionate father. He
inquired, minutely, into the condition of my pecu-
niary affairs. I prepared a written statement of them;
and to my surprise found them in a less desperate
condition than I had supposed. There was in fuct,
nothing desperate in their condition. T had long been
rcluctant to examine my accounts. A weakness—a
very foolish one it is, I acknowledge; but I would
always face any thing rather than my pecuniary ac-
counts. I have been every month paying ofl large
sung, but little thinking of the diminution which I
was muking in my pile of debts... for I had not
sufficiently considered my increasing income—and I
knew that when T first began to pay off, it would take
some years to complete the work—not daring, indeed,
iv anticipate that I should be so fortunate as I have
been lately.  Still the aspect of affairs was not very.
cncouraging. I was grcatly in debt. The demands
upon me were not pressing; still I thought it would
be culpable to think of marriage, as long as I was
thus involved. Dr. Winter scemed to entertain o
different opinion. Ilc said that the debts were
not so heavy, but that in two or three ycars
they might be paid off; and that, too, so as to
leave a sufficiency of present income to support =
comfortable—though certain& not a magnilicent cs-
t'tbhbhment Then he said a great deal about your
character, my own l\Iary—somethmw which my heart
acknowledged to be truc; and so much, too, about your
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feclings, which I scarcely ventured to believe could be
true; and then he pointed out a way, in ‘which he faid
it would be easy with such assistance—such assistance
in the way of recommendations and securities, as he and
your good brother could give—would only be too
happy to give—a way to arrange my affairs in such a
manner, as to liquidate my debts, gradually, but cf-
fectually—and yet to leave me a comfortable income.
And then, my own Mary—then, then, when I still hesi-
tated, when still my pride—my sclfish unselfishness—
stood in the way of my happiness, when still Trefused to be
comforted, in spite of all that the good doctor could say,
he carried me off one day to your brother, and made
me speak out to him. And Balfour was,so gencrous...
so considerate—so like himself. 1Ic said that he had
been longing to take the initiative, and to send for me—
but that some foolish feelingsof pride had restrained him 3
but that he had cnough of concealments—he had tasted
«bitterly the evils of insincerity—he had sacrificed one
sister to an untruth, and he would not sacrifice another.
And then he confirmed much which the good doctor had
said; and added, that he could perceive nothing in my
circumstances, as stated to him by Winter, to raise an
insuperable obstacle in the way of the consummation of
my fondest hopes . . . There was only one point on which
he desired to be explicit—there was one thing which
he said he could never bring himself to suffer again—
and that one thing you #hay be sure, my own Mary, I
did not wish to press upon him, for it was a Long g En-
gagement.”
Mary said something in ‘a very low voice. Herbert
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thought it was, “ you were right.” The tears were
glistening in for cycs. She was thinking of her poor
sister.

And Herbert Grey resumed: * For all that has
happened so propitiously, we must thank our good friend,
Winter —nay, not quite for all, your brother's ge-
nerosity, scconding the doctor’s, deserves at least a por-
tion of our gratitude. DBut for Winter, never should I
have dared to look the truth in the face; it scemed all
so hopeless—and to have gone on, in my opinion, so
culpable. 1 looked upon the consummation of my
wishes—my cherished, most cherished hopes—as a bare
impossibility. Tt did not scem to be environed by one
cncouraging cirgumstance—all appeaved dark in the
distance. But all appeared so diflerent when he began
to illumine it with his friendly suggestions; he taught me
1o behave more like a man, never to be borne down be-
neath seeming difficulties, but to look them boldly in
the face. T think I have got rid of some of my weak-
nesses. I hope so, Mary, for with all of them upon
me—all, as you first knew me—I am sure that I should
be very unworthy of so great a blessing as your love, I
am beginning well, I think,” he added, cheertully;
¢ you scc how candid, how unreserved Lam . . . talk-
ing sagely about ¢money matters,” as though we had
been married g year. Ah! I know some men -who
have been ruined by not making confidantes of their
wives. Perhaps I might have swelled the Yst, but for
the seasonable lesson I have learnt. There is little
hope for 2 married man, if he falls into difficultics and
conceals the truth from his wife.”
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¢ Little hope for him,” said Mary, smiling through
her tears, * if he conceals any thing from his wife.”

At this moment a servant cntered the room, and
announced Dr. Winter. The good doctor came [or-
ward, and it scemed as he advanced, that there was an
expression of pain upon his face; it was but a momen-
tary cxpression; it was gonce before he had shaken
hands with the young lovers; gone beforc he had
opened his lips to speak.

And when he spoke, he spoke gaily, apologising, in
the first instance, to Herbert and Mary, for intruding
upon them at such a time ; and adding, that he could
not refrain from looking in at the Dalfours’ house, as
he had excellent news to communicate,

¢ Let us have it, by all means,” said Herbert Grey.

Mary was quite pale with anxiety.

“The fact is,” said Winter, * that intelligence lias
been reccived from Afighanistan, certain intelligence
that—". . .

Mary laid her hand upon Herbert’s arm, and her
little fingers grasped’ it spasmodically, as the Doctor
continued,

——¢ Certain intelligence that Captain Withering-
ton is alive. He 1is with the other prisoners. .. his es-
cape most strange, most miraculous. A letter...a par-
ccl,in fact, seems to have becn forwarded through some
Affghans at Lerdhianah, to the house where Wither-
ington hag left his poor wife. Thence it was forwarded
under cover to me. I was most painfully embarrassed
you may be sure—felt the difficulty of my pbsition
greatly—when I had to communicate to the poor wo
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man the gricyous intelligence of the massacre of the
Affzhan force ... . but this morning, if possible, I felt still
more grievously perplexed—more painfully gmbarras-
sed. It is strange, but Mrs. Witherington hasall along
been hoping against hope.  She has ever steadfastly
refused to believe that her husband was dead, as his
name had never heen mentioned in any lists which
had been reccived . . . no authentic tidings of him
at all. I thought it would be crucl to cncourage, on
no surer foundation, such wild hopes as these. T
thought it would be better for her to learn speedily
the sad lesson of resignation.  But, no; she refused even
to order any mournigg apparel, saying that she was
quite sure that she should have to lay it aside again

. and she has proved hersclf a true prophet. This
morning a package arrived addressed to me. It con-
tained a small wax cloth parcel, and a letter, both
addressed to Mrs. Witherington—the hand-writing on
both I knew to be her husband’s. T could not regard
this as any certain proof of his existence, for both letter
and parcel might have been despatched before the foree
left Caubul, nor could I, of course, open letters ad-
dressed to Mrs. Witherington. I had no alternative,
thercfore, but to tell her, as cautiously as I could, that
certain letters in her husband’s hand-writing had been
received; they might, I said, have been written before,
they might have been written after, the retreat. Had
she the courage to open them? I put thg parcel and
the letter into her hands. Trembling from head to
I'ooi.;, she tore open the letter without speaking a word,
read a few lines, clasped her hands together, uttered
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a loud shrick, and sunk back insensible upon the couch.
On returning to consclousness, which she soon did, on
the appjjcation of the usual restoratives, the first thing
she asked for was the letter. It was given her; she
read it again and again, and then, bursting into tears,
she cried, I was right—I was quite right—he lives
—I was sure he did” She then gave me the letter
to read. Tt was written hastily—in some parts almost
incoherently — but it declared plainly enough the one
great fact of his escape. It alluded to some docu-
ments—a will—which he had prepared before leaving
Caubul, and which, he said, had been witnessed by
Licutenant Carrington of the

“Poor Arthur!"—cxclaimed Mary, through her
tears.  She had thought, when Winter began to speak,
that he might be able to supply evidence of Carring-
ton’s escape—a hope which had soon been dissipated—
‘ Poor Arthur—his death is sure?’ ...

« %1 fear so,” said Dr. Winter, and then resumed.
¢ Witherington said that the other witness was Licu-
tenant Rivers. He also had fallen. One of the pri-
soners had scen his lifeless body at the barmicr, in the
Jugdulluk Pass.”

“Poor fellow,” said Herbert Grey, *I knew him
well, when I was in Writers' Buildings. Poor Iany
Rivers! His name, I believe, was Emest—but we
always called him Harry; a name I funcy he brought
from school, He wasa very Hotspur, till disappoint-
ment broke his spirit. Iknew his history well; hc was
sacrificed to a long engagement.”

¢ As for Witherington himself,” resumed Dr. Win-

, who had fallen.”
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ter, ‘It appears, as far as'I could gather the facts from
his somewhat tonfused letter, that he had been severely
wounded ; and, in this predicament, left beneath a tree
to dic. He would undoubtedly have perished, but for the
benevolent offices of an Affghan horseman—a kinsman
1t scems, of a servant of his—no, I think he said his
servant’s wife, who recognised him, as he lay dying ;
and mindful of certain kindnesses done by Withering-
ton to lim or his family, raised him from the ground,
mounted the wounded man before him on his horse,
carricd him to a place of safety, and eventually con-
veyed him to the place where the other prisoners were
confined. This appears to be the substance of the com-
munication. . . . Dear Mis. Witherington! I wept for
joys like a child, with her.”

¢ ¢ Curses,” said Ilerbert Grey, ¢ are like young
chickens; they ever come home to roost.” And so it~
would scem do Dlessings.”

“ They do,” rejoined Winter. ¢ It is very certain that,
Affghan gratitude was his salvation. But I must tell
you that the larger parcel, which I delivered over to
Mrs. Witherington, contained her husband’s will, a
very long letter written by him at Caubul—and one
addressed to Miss Balfour.”

“To Adcla!” cxclaimed Mary.

“ Yes; T am now the bearer of it. It appears to have
been written at Caubul, cnclosed with the documents,
which Witherington was so anxious to preserve. I
guc it to you,” putting the letter into Lﬁry’s hands.
“Ty whom could I better cntrust it? Your sound
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judgment—your affectionate kindness—your true wo-
manly delicacy—will teach you what to dd with it—will
teach you the proper time to deliver it to its owner.

* * * * * *

The proper time came cre long, and Adela read the
letter. Abundance of tears were shed—tears from the
overflowing heart. It was a letter so full of open,
manly love—of gencrous trust in Adela’s aflection, in
her unshaken constancy—her strong devotion. It was
written' cheerfully—hopefully—written, as it scemed,
in the confidence of a joyous reunion—a joyous ve-
union in God's own time. There was much in it
which Adela could not read without bitter anguish—
without decp humiliation ; buf therc was somcthing
which filled her with new-born joy—filled her with
hopes, to which she had long been a stranger; there were
‘cxpressions in that letter—there were feclings, opinions
rather hinted at than expressed, which made Adcla
have faith that a * joyous rcunion” would be accom-
plished in God’s own time; and for this crowning
mercy, oh! how fervently did Adela thank the Giver
of all good things.

A few more words will suffice. Herbert Grey and
Mary Balfour did nothing to supply us with a subjeet,
in case we should ever be tempted to writc a sccond
serics of *“ Long Engagements.” They were married
as soon after the announcement of the terrible catas-
trophe of the Afighan Rebellion, as their own feelings
would permit. They are now in India, and very hapf;y.
Grey has paid off all his debts, and is'in the enjoy--
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ment of an ample income. We are not sure that his
didlike to entcr into ““money matters,” is quite worn
out ; but as he conccals nothing from Mary, and as
she never turns away from any thing, merely because
it is unpleasant, we have little fear that these inoney
matters will again be thrown into confusion.

Mr. Lorimer was murriced last year to a foolish, little,
fair-haired doll—a new arrival, whom he fell in love
with at the Town Hall, when on leave to Calcutta,
from a Mofussil station, to which he had been ap-
pointed. We do not know whether he has yet
repented ; but think it probable, now that the hpt
weather has worked off some of her bloom, that he
will soon have leisure for the enjoyment of a litth
gentlemanly regret.

Captain Danvers, A.D.C., went home with the go-
vernor-genceral, to whose suite he was attached. We
believe that he is still single; and that he has never,
since he left Culcutta, been so indiscreet as to sufler
fooling to rise into fecling—to approach the verge of |
& genuine attachment.

As for the Balfours, they are now in England; so 13
Dr. Winter. Edmund’s impaired health drove him at
Inst to scek for new life in his own native country. To
Addla the change was cqually cscential, and she of
course accompanied her brother.  We know not when
they return to India. Balfour, in the neighbourhood
which he seleeted for his residence, is mucli csteemed
and admired ; and there arc some people who, deriving
their *knowledge of Indiun nabobs from bad novels and
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worse comedics, can scarcely bring themselves to be-
licve that a man of such cxtensive information, gentle
manners, mild demeanour, and sterling integrity, can
have spent nearly twenty years in hunting tigers, cat-
ing curry, thumb-screwing natives, and sacking gold.
The ladies of his family are equally admired. There
is one fair girl—his sister Adela—who, simply clad,
with basket on her arm, may often be scen on her way
to that part of the village where the poor principally
reside. She is happy, for she has been led unto foun-
tains of living waters, and God has wiped away all
tears from her eyes.

THE END.

ERRATA.

At page 43, hlne safor “ nnny-wmdowed prows” read “ many-win-
dowe
78, line 21, tnr “ Balfour” read “ Grey.”
93, line 15, for * she been” read * she liad been ™
140, line 2, 3, for * unsparing troops of the hc:wy c]nrgers"
read * unsparing hoofs of the hcavy chargers.”
165,line 12, for * can inspire nonc” read * can @njure none.”

IH

C. WHITING, BEAULORT HOUSE BTRAND.
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* In Smail Quarto, | In Small Quarto,
WONDERFUL STORIES FOR CHILDREN. I HUNTERS AND FISHERS;
FROM THE DAN1SU OF ANDERSEN. l OR, SKETCTES OF PRIMITIVE RACKS IN
LANDS BEYOND THE SFEA.

In small Qu arto,

:A STORY ABOUT A CHRISTMAS IN
. THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY.

Bv MRS. PERCY SINNETT. !
Each embellished with Four coloured Engravings.

IN PREPARATION.

BY MARY HOWITT. | BY MRS, PERCY SINNETT.
; In sn;II anarln,
1

THE HORSE AND HIS RIDER.
(IN THE PRESS).

In tw;_t;iumea, Octavo, i
NARRATIVE OF THE EXPEDITION TO BORNEO
IN 1843-4.

OF HMS. DIDO, FOR THE SUPPRESSION OF PIRACY.
With Extracts from the Journal of JAMES BR0OOKE, Esq., now of Sarawak,

BY €APT. THE HON. HENRY KEPPEL, R.N.
With numerous Mars and IsLusTrATtons in tinted Lithography.

THE KING OF SAXONY'S JOURNEY IN ENGLAND_.

IN THE 'YEAR 1844.
By DR. CARUS, His MasksTY's PEYSICIAN,

$ (i the froreign Librarp.)
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: § BY CITAPMAN AND HALL. 3

.

RECENT PUBLICATIONS.

CHAPMAN AND HALL’'S MONTHLY SERIES.

# A COLLECTION OF ORIGINAL WORKS OF

FIGTION AND BIOGRAPKHY,

“The commencement of & new, and, as it seems to us, very spirited attempt to redace the

price of tins class of liternture’— K vaminer.

€“If the * Monthly Series’ continues as well as it has begun, the old three-volume system is

at an end. T'he world will no longer be willing to pay thirty shillings tor rubbish, when for
tourteen, it can enjoy the best inveutions of the best writers.” —Athenanm,

VOLUMES ALREADY PUBLISHED,
1n one volume, Post Octavo, cloth, 7s.
THE FALCON IFAMILY;
Or, Poung Lreland,

A COMIC NOVEL.

“ In this hook, if wa mistake not, wehave the pronuse of a new writer of satirical fiction,
not unworthy to Like his place with the wiitet of * Crotehet Castle’ and ¢ Headlong Hall?»
—~ Evammner.,

‘* A vein of genuine comedy runs 18 dily thiough every page, and equally exhibits itself
whether in the conception of character and scrdent, or in the construction of the spark=
bng dialogue which fioats down betore the imagivation of the reader,”—Morning Chronicle.

De one volwme, Post Octavn, eloth, 7s.

THE LIFE OF MOZART,
INCLUDING HIS CORRESPONDENCE.
By EDWARD HOLMES, :

AUTIOR OF ** A RAMRLE AMONG THK MUSICIANS OF GERMANY,” &c.

““ A clear, complete, and judicious view of Mozart's Life. * % * * We can safely
recommend this volume,”— Blackiwond, 3

“In every respect wnost admirable picee of Biography “—New Monthty Magazine,

“* We cannot coucelve a more fascinating story of genius, * * * Tg a style which
would alone bave sufficed to the production of an interesting and striking narrative, Mr.
Holmes unites a depth of knowledge and musical appreciation very rare and remarkable ”
— Kxaminer.

** An acceptable addition to our stores of biography. More rich and complete in the
asscrublage ur its materials than any previous publication on the subject.” ~Athenaum.

In two volumes, Post Octuvo, cloth, 14s.,
TIIE WHITEBOY ;
A STORY OF TRELAND IN }822.M

. By MRS. 8. C. HALL.
¢ Indispntaﬂly Mrs. TIall's hest novel. * * * ¢The Whiteboy’ is an excellent con-

b m‘mtlon to Mesers. Chapman and Hall's Monthly Series.”—Athenaeum.

¢ Mrs. Hall’s style 1s easy, gracelul, and effective. ‘The death of Abel Richards, the
middle-man, in which the Banshee or Death-herald is introduced, 18 described with thrilling
effect.””- John Bull. .

[See next Page
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4 WORKS PUBLISHED |

CHAPMAN AND HALL’S MONTHLY.SERIES (continued).

PNy

In two volimes, Post Octavo, cloth, 14s.
MOUNT SOREL,
OR, THE HEIRESS OF THE DE VERES,

A fobel,
BY THE AUTHOR OF THE *TWO OLD MEN’S TALES.”

¢ A tale of singular beauty,”—Examiner,

* ¢« Mount Sorel’ Is its author's best invention. + . . . We have rarely read a ok
exciting so strong an interest, in which the mean, the criminal, and the valgar had so
small a share ; and for this, a8 a crowmng charm and an ¢xcellence too 1are, alas ! in these
days, docs it give nap to 1 and to r d * Mount Sorel. "—-Athonwion,

On the First of January, Part 1., price 3s. (to be completed in Two Parts)
LONG ENGAGEMENTS.

A TALE.

In one volume, with Plates, price 7s. Gd. in cloth,

THE PRACTICAL COOK,

* English any forcign;

Containing a great varicly of Old Receipts improved and remodelled, and many
Original Receipts in

ENGLISH RUSSIAN DUTCH, AMERICAN,
FRENCH SPANISIT SWISS, AND
GERMAN roL1si INDIAN COOKERY

With copious directions for the choice of all Provisions, the laying out a Table,
giving small and large Diuners, and the Management of a Cellar.

By JOSEPII BREGION,

Formerly Cook to H. E. Prince Rausmorski; to H. H. the Prince Nicholas Esterhazy;
o the Marquis of Aylesbury ; the Russian Ambassador at Paris, &e. &e.

AND ANNE MILLER,
Cook in several English Families of Distinction.

“This is an excellent and truly ‘‘ Practical Cook.” * * Every body can understand it
and get henefit by it.”"— Fraser's Magazine.

* This is a mast formidable rival to all previous existing cookery-books. While Kitchener
aud Rundell are quite equallcd, Ude and the ** Culsinier Royal ” are simplified and econo-

‘ mised. We are further d to the curlosities of and American cookery,
while a host of recefpts which cvery one was anxious for, from the repertory of Indian
and German kitcheps, are also to Le met with.”"—New Monthly Magazine.

** The style throui out is careful and methodical, and the receipts given withsuch clear-
ness, that ‘she who bastes may read.’”—Morning Chronicle.

“To all persons who wish to excel in cooking, the preseqt volume must prove highly
useful, as in addition to all the most npproved English receipts, it cortains copious
directi for the preparation of all kinds of contincutal and Indian delicacies. It w'™l
likewise be of great service to all young liousekecpers, who have yet toJearn the proper

arrangements of the dinner-table, as it contains not only = bill of fare for every month in

the year, but is illustrated by very ncat engravings, showing the proper method of placing

the dishes on the table, and the order in which the courses and dessert are to -”ppeuaar."-‘;
ritannia.
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. LY CHAPMAN AND HALL. [

Tn Imperial Octavo, price 16s., cloth gilt,

TIIE CHILD OF THE ISLANDS,
) A Poem.
By THE IION. MRS. NORTON.
WITH AN ILLUSTRATION BY DANIEL MACLISE, R.A.

*“There can be no guestion that the performance bears throughout the stamp of
extraordmary ability—the sense of casy power very rarely deserts us. But we pause on
the bursts of gzenins; and they arc many. * * % The exquisite beauty of the verses
is worthy ot the noble womanly feelings expressed in them. * * * We wish we had
room for a score mote ot these masterly cketches — but we hope we have given enough,
not to cxate attention, for that such gifts emwploycd with such encrgy must at once
command, even were the name on the title-page a new onc--hut enocugh to show that we
have not observed with indifference thhs manifestation of developed skill this fairest
wreath as yet won 1 the service ot the graver Muses for the name of SHFRIDAN"—

Quarterly Review.

¢ We find in alost every page some hold burst, graccful allusion, or delicate touch—

some traus of external nature, o1 phmpse into the recesses of the heart—that iiresistibly
indicates the creating power of gemas,” - Ldinbw gh Review.

Tn three volemgs, Octuvo, price 23s. cloth,

TIE WANDERING JEW.
BY M. EUGENE SUE.

The Work may still Le had in Numbers, Parts, and Volames, and Su”  ribers
are recommended to complete their sets without deday.

[ == .

In Impevial Quasto, price Three Guineus s Proofs on Indie Paper, Four Guincas,

THE PRINCIPLES AND PRACTICE OF ART.

TREATING OF
BFAUTY OF TORM, IMITATION, COMPOSITION, LIGIf AND SHADE, EFFECT
AND COLOUR. -
By J. D, HARDING,

AUTHOR OF ‘‘ ELEMENTARY ANT."

(D numerous Ellustrations, Dratn any Engravey by the Author.

¢ The plates in this volume are noless varlons than excell and y i to
elncidate the letter-press, which consists of eight chapters; in thg first of which It is
shown that true principles of art are derived from nuture; the second treats of inutation
as applivd to a1t 3 the third of the distinction between thejudginent and the feelings with,
respect to art; the fourth on beauty and form; and the remainder on composition, hight,
and shade, eolour, and drawing from oature; with an Appendix on manipulation and
Wnaterials. The amplest instructions are laid gown in the simplest language, without the
use of the terms employed in the art—so many of which are without real signification;
and of them we can tmly say, that we know of no work from which amateurs and even
p wholly u with every principle, could so readily gather a guiding kXnow"
ledge us from this work,”—Art Union.

R I oL e L . . . .
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In one volume, small octavo, in Ornamental Boards, price 5.
LIFE IN DALECARLIA.

THE PARSONAGE OF MORA.

Br FREDRIKA BREMER.
TRANSLATED BY WILLIAM HOWITT.

* % There are, in the ¢ Parsonage of Mora,” as in every thfing that Miss Bremer writes,
1 harfnl wi the d Yo

beauties of arare kind, cl ang p of th ns, and
h Id hubits of ed i and happy middle life, and vivid fancy shedding lustre on
all on which it glances or plays,”—Tuit's Magazine.

ERC RN

In one volume, cloth, gilt edyes, prive 5s.
ST. PATRICK’S EVLE;
OR, TTIREM BRAS )0 Tuik LIFE CF AN I2ISTT TBEASANT.
By CHARLES LEVER.
WITH FOUR ETCHINGS AND NUMEROUS WOODCUTS, BY *“PHIZ''
“ One of the best and purest productions of this fertile author, The tale is touched
throughout with genuine pathos, and exhibits glimfises of beanty, moral and mtellectual,

gleaming over the rugged lot of the Irish labourer, like the pure specks of blue in a stormy
eky, when occasionally the ciouds sever,”’—Britunnia.

In onevolume, Post Octavo, price 14s. cloth yilt,

A TOUR THROUGIH TIIE VALLEY OF THE MEUSE;
. @ith the Legends of the TWalloon Country any the Arvennes.

By DUDLEY COSTELLO.
WITH AN ORNAMENTAL FRONTTSI'(ECE AND NUMEROUS WOODCUTS.

¢ Unaffectedly written, and nicely illustrated ; and will be found a well-informed, well-
bred, chatty companion, to whomsoever plcasure may take up the Valley of the Meuse,
or business may keep at home. It is for In-dcors as well us out.” —Eramener.

*“This work is one of the most agreeable tourist manuals we huve ever seen, inasmuch
8s the author has paused, not only 10 inquire at cach place he vigited, but also to reflect
upon the result of his inquiries, which he i in a style highly pleasing and
graphic, and often learned.”’—Ar¢ (- nion.

- In Octavo, price 5s.
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF HEINRICH ZSCHOKKE.

(Papr XXXIIL oF “ Tug: FOREIGN LIBRARY.”)

*This is onc of the very beat of the many excellent forcign works which the ¢ Foreign
Library’ has made ible to English I us with a vivid picture of the
mind and life of a man worthy to be known--one who has striven with success, by specu-
lation and by action, to improve the condition of his fellow man. The volume is imbued
with the spirlt of moral and political wisdom, and cannot fail to be widely read. It
inculcates the lessans of virtue by the most effe 1 of all methods—the le of &
1ife of high-principled and beneficent activity.” - Morning Chronicle.

4 A beaatifal picture of a good man's life, of & good mau's struggles, of & benefactor of
the human race.”—John Buil.
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BY CHAI’MA'V AND MALL.

WORKS OF THOMAS CARLYLE.

In One Volume, small 8vo, with a Portrait, price 8s. 6d. cloth,

TIIE LIFE

OF

SCIIILLER.

A e ¥Whitwon.

I one volume post Sto, price 10s. 6d. eloth,
PAST AND PRESENT.

SECOND BDITION,

In one rolime smotl Sro, price ys, cloth,
LECTURES
ON
TEROES AND HERO WORSIHIP,
SKECOND EDIMTION,

In three vols, small Svo, price 1. 4., cloth,
THE FRENCIL REVOLUTION :
A Distorn.

Vot. V., TAE DASTILLE.
Vor. 1. Tk CONSTITUTION
Voi. I.—Tai GUILLOTINE,

SECOND EDITION.

1n one volume crown 8vo, price s, cloth,

CHARTISM.
bt there i« fire

OL) Prosvcis.
SECOND EDITION.

“ Tt neser smohe

A five vols. small 8vo, price 11. 15, cloth,
4 CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS
i ESSAYS.

NECOND EDITION,

|
|

TIn three vols. small 8ro, price 18s. cloth,

TRANkLA'I‘ION
{OETHE'S WILITELM MEISTER

CUNTAINING
Wester's Apprenticeship & (Weister’s
rabels.
SKCOND EDITION, REVI ..

- O

WORKS OF CHARLES DICKENS.

In one rolume, $ro, price 11, 1s. cloth,
THE PICKWICK PAPERS.
WITH FORTY-THREE ILLUSTRATIONS

BY * pHLZ"

I one golume, Sto, price 18, 1s. eloth,
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY.
WITH FORTY ILLUSTRATIONS BY ** PIIZ,

”

In one wlume, svo, price 1, 1s. cloth,
SKETCHES BY “ BOZ.”
A NEW RDITION,
WITH FORTY ILUUSTRATIONS,
BY m-‘\mun CRUTKSHANK,

* Inone palumr, dvo, price 1l. 1s., cloth,
MARTIN CHUZZILEWIT.
WITH FORTY ILLUSTRATIONS BY “ PHIZ.”

Tn one volume, price 13s. cloth,
THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP.

WITH SEVENTY-FIVE ILLUSTRATIONS
BY & CAT I“Fll\l()LF & H. K, DROWKE,

|
i
i
! " In one volume, price 13s. cloth,
BARNABY RUDGE;

Tale of the Wiots of "Eighty.

WITH SEVENTY-EIGHT ILLUSTRATIONS
BY G. CATTERMOLFE & H K. BROWNE.

In two volumes, post 8vo, price 1L, 18., cloth,
AMERICAN NOTES,

Aor General Circulatfon.
FOURTH EDITION.
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€8 WORKS FUBLISHED .

NEW ILLUSTRATED WORK BY FINDEN,

OF WHICH EIGHT PARTS ARE ALREADY ISSUED.

DPublishing on the First of every Month,
FINDEN’S

BEAUTIES OF THE POETS:

BEING

A SERIES OF PORTRAITS
OF

THEIR PRINCIPAL FEMALE CIIARACTERS,

From Paintings by emincnt Artists, made expressly for the Work.  Engraved in the
highest style of Art,
BY, OR UNDER TUE IMMEDIATE SUPERINTENDENCE OF,
MR. EDWARD FINDEN.,
WITR DRSCRIPTIVE LETTER-PRESS.

TIIF SERIES COMMENCES WITII MOORE,

TO BE FOLLOWED BY ILLUSTRATIONS OF BURNS, CAMPBELL, AND OTHER
POPULAR BRITISH POETS.

Each Number contains Four Plates, with Illastrative Letter-press from the pen of a
distinguished Female Writer.

Prixts. Iinperial Quarto ...veeieveeeveenes oo Five Shillings.

Proors, on India paper, Atlas Quarto . .. Light Shillings.

Proors, ditto Colombier Folio, of which u} Tuwelve Shillings.
few only wil.l be printed, without Letter-press...

tesen

e

“ The beginning of & charming publication. The portfollo redolent of heauty; and
every single picture 50 bewitching that it descrves a frame, and the whole series to adorn
a gallery. A portrait of Moore, after Lawrence, is set in a border of exquisite grace:
Eng’llsh and appropriate, and without a borrowed touch from the (German School. 1t i3

of the utmost elegance. Then follow the subjects: ** Black and Blue Eyes,” W. Frith—

the former, according to the sung, wounding without caring for the consequences, but

the latter better pleased to heal the wounds they have inflicted —is delightfully embodied
in two lovely girls, with expression suited to the words. *¢ St. Jerome's Love,” I, O'Neil,
is & single female fornif touching pathos: and * Young Kitty,” J. Wright, with her face
reflected from a mirror, & pleasing fancy. The last, ** Laughing Eyes,” another by W.
Frith, is perfectly dolicious; and the wholc are engraved, the firgt hy W. Edwards and the
rest by E. Finden, in & style of great excellence. They are quite poctical—{ransparent,
with tender yet effective shadows; and the nccessaries, whether we refer to costume or
the frame-work around, at the same time fiotly correct and profusely rich. A neatand
interesting letter-press exposition accompanies each picture. The work Is one of the
fairest promise ; and in these days of admiration for the really superior productions of
art, must be a very popular public favourite,”’—Lilerary Gazetle.
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T Price--Puints, Imperial Quaito, §.; Proofs, Colombier Quarto, 7s. Gd.; ludin Paper,

e :
. BY CHAPMAN AND HALL, 9'%

Publishingeevery allernate Month,

THE BARONIAL HALLS,

Picturesque EJifices,

AND

ANCIENT CHURGHES OF ENGLAND,
FROM
Dratoings mave capressin for the &hork,
BY
J. 1. HARDIKG, G. CATTERMOLE, $, PROUT, f. HOLLAND, F. MULLER, &C.
BITTD L LITOR e Uik T SUTEPINTENDINCR 07 ME, HARDING.
WITH DESCRIPLIIVY LETTER-PRESS BY 8. C. HALL, F.8.A.

Yach Part contains Three Plates, and 'l‘wc-lvc Pages of Lotter-press, interspersed with
Wouodcuts.

ImPenal Foliv, 12s.

CONTEMTS of PART XIII. JUST PUBLISHED.
ITARDWICKE HALL
LOSELEY HOUSE
THROWLEY 11ALL

. DErpysuire. .
. SURREY.
. STAFFORDSIUIRE.

.
.

PART XI. ! PART XIL

SPEKE MALL ........Laxcasmies | THE ITALL INTHE WOOD, Laxcasning
SPERE HALL, InTrRIOR . CHARLECOTE .. .. ..... WARWICKSBTIRE

CAVERSWALL CASTLE STAFFORDSHIAR CHARLECOTE, GREAT HALL o

THE FIRST VOLUME,

COMPRISING THE FIRST BIGIT PARTS, I8 ('Lh\lﬂ.HTlﬁl).

1
Price—Prints, Impenial Quarto, half-bound, £2 65.; Procfs, Columbier Quarto, half- |
bound £3 7s. Gd. '

CONTENTS :
LHOTTTSHROUKL CHURCIHL. . Brrxsuing . PENSHURST, THECOURT-VARD Kyxr
SAWSTON DALL ... CAMBRINGISHIRE TURTON TOWER . LancASHIRE
BRERETON HALL CHESHIRE 1 RIRDY JIALL NORTUARPTONSIL

MOKRETON A
NAwoRTIt
NAWORTI TONG f‘\
NINCHINBROOK HOUS
CINRLTON JgUSE

BIKKUING .,
THI GRUAT
MONTACUTE SOMERSLTSINRE
INGFSTRIE ...,
HELMINGHAM HATL

CORITAN TIAT L., - o HENGRAVE HALL.

CORHAM CIGRCH, ]\TI‘RIUR “ : | WEST STOW HALL ’*
HEVER CASTLE . ... " ARPNDEL CHURC) Sussrx
PENSHURST, FROM TIE ! BOXGROVE ClUURCH “

PARK ..eauie “ it WARWICK CASTLL

WARWICK SUIRE
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3 10 WORKS PUBLISHED .

R
The FHForeign Library.
A Series of Translations of popular and interesting Foreiyn Works, published as soon
as possible after their appearance on the Continent.

VOLUMES COMPLETED.

The Autobiography of Ileinrich Zschokke.
Price 5s.  (Just published).

Russia. By J. G. Kohl
Comprising St. Petersburg —Moscow — Kharkoff — Riga — Odessa— The
German Provinees on the Baltic-~"The Steppes—The Crimea—and the In-
terior of the Country. With a Map, price 11s. cloth.

Austria. By J. G. Kohl. :
Comprising Vienna— Urague—Hungary—Bohemia—The Danube—Galicia |,
— Styria—Moravin—Bukovino, and the Military Frontier. Price 11s. cloth, I

Ireland, Scotland, and England. By J. G. Kokl r

Prico 11s. cloth.

Life in Mexico. By Madame Lalderon de Ja Barca.
Price 11s. cloth.

Celcbrated Crimes. By Alexander Dumas.
Containing The Borgins—The Countess of Saint Geran—Joan of Naples—
Risida—The Marchioness of Brinvilliers—The Cenci—The Marchioness de
Ganges—Karl Ludgwig Sand—Vaninka—Urban Grandier. Pric> 10s, cloth,

History of the Eightecntly Century.

By F. C. SCITLOSSER. Volumes First and SkcoNp, comprising the
Literary Portion of the History. Each, price 10s. cloth.

History of the Eighteenth Century. !
By F. C. SCHLOSSER. Volumes Tankr, Four, and Five, price 11s.
each, cloth, and Volume S1x, price 14s. cloth, comprising the Political Por-
tion of the History.

History of Ten Years : 1830—1840.

France nuriNG TaE THREE Davs, anp uNper Loums-PmiLiepe. By
LOUIS BLANC. InTwo Volumes. Each, price 13s. cloth.

Tales from the German.
Comprising Specimens from the most celebrated Authors. ByJ. Oxenrc
and C. A. FEwng.  Price 11s. cloth.

History of Germany.

Trom the earMst period to the present time, By F. KOILLRAUSCII.
Price 14s, cloth, |

History of France. By M. Michelet. ' .
Translated by WaLter K. Keruy.  Volume the First, price 13s. cloth
(to be completed in Two Volumes).

The Second Volume is neurly ready.

| !
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. 2 *  BY CHAPMAN AND MALL. 11

* THE LIBRARY OF TRAVEL.
Volume the First, price 8s. 6L, in cloth, or neatly bound in morocca gilt, 14s.

SYRIA AND THE HOLY LAND;

K
THEIR SCENERY AND THEIR PEOPLE,
Tncivents of Trabel, &e.
FROM THE BRST AND MOST RECENT AUTHORITIES,

By WALTER KEATING KELLY. '

WITIL ONE HUNDRED AND EIGHTY WOODCUT JLLUSTRATIONS.

‘* Never was information more amusingly conveyed —never were the results of volamine
s Works of travel more spintedly condensed. The exccution is traly admirable. The
woral, *ucial, physica!, politieal, and geographical features of the East are well brought
owt, and the reader s at home with the Turk, the Arab, the Jew, the Druse, and the

Maromte."—IFestmenster Rirew.

Vilume the Second, Price 9s. in cloth, o morocco gilt, 155,

EGYPT AND NUBIA;
wrmr
deC - ac N euB e ANT NATIONAL CHAFACTERISTIORN,
Encivents ol apfaring antr Tofourn,

PERSONAL AND HISTORICAL SKETCHES, ANECDOTES, &c, &c.
BY J. A. ST\ JOLN, .
Aranon €r Lusrd he Moo ALY “Mannrne AND CUSTONS 6F ANOENT O REECE,

ILLUNTIATED WITIE
ONE HUNDRED AND TWENTY-FIVE WOOD ENGRAVINGS.

In one volume, cloth, gult edges, price G, | price 5s. cloth.

SKETCHES OF
YOUNG LADIEN, YOUNG GEN- SONGS AND BALLADS.
TLEMEN, AND YOUNG [ DY SAMUEL LOVER.
COUPLES.
With @iahteen Ellustrations by P,

in Mr. Lover’s “Jrisu EVENINGS.”
-

B P N
Second Edition—In two vols, pust 8vo, price 14s., cldth,

TIHE IRISII SKETCH-BOOK.

v
: BY Mr. M. A, TITMARSH.
WITI NUMEROUS ENGRAVINGS ON WQOD, FRUM THE AUTHOR’S DESIGNS.

page—ay, and to profit by it too.— Horning Chroniele,

ne
aday. * * * Taken as a whole, the book is eapital.” =Spectator.

kindly”— Eraminer.,

Second Edition, with Additions,in small 8vo,

*4* This Editiun contains the Songs sung

« Michael Angelo Titmarsh ia preciscly the writer who should ske®eh Ircland as it §s. He
has caueht the very characteristics of the clime, and his narrative runs on with a never-
failing intercpt, which leaves one no chance, having once opened the book, hut to read it

te jts very la
."' ()n:z the maost valuable hooks of travelling Sketches that has been published for many

“ Xnmhle through Treland, 1n which every thing is taken as it comes-- character and
wit are in all the drawings. We think tho bovk uncommonly clever, humorous, and

o ;
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12 WORKS PUBLISIED &
]n oblong foliv, bauml in cloth, price 12s.

FIFTEEN COMPOSITIONS IN OUTLINE,
ILLUSTRATIVE OF SHAKSPEARE’S TEMPEST.

By J. N. TATON. )
In Fuolscc;p O«.tavo,_ ;:rwe 96 in cloth,
NURSERY GOVERNMENT;
OR, LINTS ADDRESSED TO MOTHERS AND NURSERYMAIDS |
* On the fBanagement of Woung Chilvren.
v MRS. BARWELL.

Seeond Edition, corrected and enlarged.

In Three 'Volumes, Pmt Octavo, cloth, 81, 6d.
7 OE: TIIE IIISTORY OF TWO LIVLES;
BY 1LRATI!')].I‘TL It JLWSBULRY.

e

In une valumc, cloth, prige 5. 6d.
CIIESS FOR BEGINNERS,
In a Series of Progressive Lessons :
Sllowmg the most approved Methods of Beginning and Ending the Game,
together with varivus Situations and Checkmates.
BY WILLIAM LEWIS.
TIIRD EDITION, CORRECTED AND LALARGLL,
", WITID TWENTY-2OUL DIAGRAMS PRINTID 1J OLOULa.

Small octavo, price 7s. cloth, or bound in | In one rolume, post 8ro, price 105, 6w, cloth,
morocco, 10s. Gd. '

HOURS OF MEDITATION TIIE BOOK OF SYMBOLS

Any Debotfonal Welection : A Serics of SzVENTY-PIVE SHORT L 1A3s, 00

as mauny difterent subjects, in e nection
Upon various subjects connected with the with Morals, Religion, and Plulosop y; each
religious, moral, and gne 4l Duties of Life,

Essay illustrating an Ancicut Symbol, or
TED ¥R . Moral Precept.
TRANSLATED FLJM THE GERNASTOX The Lesapy ave rensible and judicons <+ ¢ We
H. Z5CHOKKE, ! roeumnmend tie Beerk t uor readers, s the produce-on of
llwu:-l and thihang mnd"—Jous Neer
BY JAMES D. HAAS, A e

, :""’W"""‘"’“ i MULLEN'S POEMS.
DEDICATED 170 THH QUELN. In a kandsome volume, wniform with ROGERS'
In one vol. 8vo, price 10s. 6d. “ Jtaly,” price 12s. boards,

THE BOKHANA VICTIMS; POEMS:

Or, the case of the British Envoys, Colonel || ¢uE MLGIIM OF REAUTY ~THE COTTA TR
sStoddart, Cﬂphwycg:"ﬂ’v and Lieutenant SABBATH—S0NGS, AND MIZUR POEMS.,
l 3 \
BY CAPTAIN GROVER, BY SAMUEL MULLEN.

UNATTACHED, F.R.S. With Twenty-three Vignette Ilustrations.
' ’ Engraved in line by W, R. Sarru, from
% SECOND EDITION, WITH ADDITIONS.

Drawlngs by H. W.uuum. H

g mm o men e e e — - — - )e@
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BY CHAPMAN AND 1L ALL. 13

UNDER THE SUPERINTENDENCE OF THE SOCIETY. FOR THE DIFFUSION
USEFUL KNOWLEDGE.

A SERIES OF MAPTS,

. Ancicnt any _(Fovern,
COMPLETE, WITH THE INDEX, IN THE FOLLOWING BINDINGS @

1IN ONL VI, N Ltwo v-uuxu.

Plam. 1 Coloured,

Phan,, Coloured,

£ 8 do s | . d. . d.

Harr Monorco, plam, sprinkled cdges 6 17 0 :lic) -:-l ({;. 7£ :2 ttil : f; as '{)
ditto, @t capes .. 7 00 9917 0717 0 ' 1010 0

gt back awd o dge 7 20 9 190 "8 0 0.1013 0
ITver Ressy, plam, cprnhkled edses 618 90 9 15 0 i 7 14 0107 0 l
dto, HUCRES coveves e 71 0 0 18 0 lF 19 001012 0
.- glthachandedges o coos | > 3 010 00 8 2 0 10156 0 ,

2 Aun Numhers of e Series may at present be oblained, and Subscribers are
sevommended o complete thenr Sets withont deluy.

AN INDEX,
OFf more than 25,000 Places, by the Rev. James MickLesrren, AM,
''HE BIZE OF THR A'rms. Prier: s,
BINDING THE MAPS.

APERCIMEN COPLES, w various styles of Bimding, may be scen at the
Penriseens 3 and Subseribors may have their Copies bound in the est and
strongest manner, with fudea-ubher backs, by scnding them throu"h their
respeetive Booksellers, or direet 1o 186, btl.u]d

H LRI H IN hwoe

i VoL wE BRIU R L

) £osod 2 oy tl.

Tihany Morue o, plamn, sprinkled edges.

oo 01 e
ceee o= ditto, gt edgges L., 1 1 0|1 17 1
g1t hack and edges., .1 302 0
Ma1 ¥ Russia, plan, sprinkled edges «0 10 0l “ a |
e meme - thllo, miedges L Ll 1 201100 |
- -- it back and edges.. .. 1 40012 2 o

Soone » half-bound moroeco, dndid-rubber Bacls, price,plain, 21, 23, ; coloured, 21,165

A FAMILY ATLAS,

CONTAINING FIFTY-FOUR MAPS— WITl AN INbex (IAVA\CES.

Strongly hound in eloth, with India-rubber Backs,

A SCHOOL ATLAS.

MODERN.- -Comprising Twenty-one Maps, with Indcx of Places, Price, plain, 172, 64.
coloured, 235,
ANCIENT.—Eightcen Maps.  Plain, 125.; coloures, 165, 6d.

ANCIENT AND MODERN. §
Strongly half-b onml n One Volume. kuco. plam, 1, 7x.; colonred, 11 17's.

» THE STARS, ON THE GNO\IONIC PROJFCTIO\I. Six Maps, 5%. plain ; Gs. coloured.

'l‘llE WORLD, ON TITE GNOMONIC PROMECTION. 81X Maps, 34, pln.u\ 4s. d. cul,

GROLOGICAL MAP OF ENGLAND AND WALES, tully coloured, price $#., or mounted
in Case, 6s.

NEW. MAP OF LONDON, ENLARGED, AND WITI{ ALL THE RECENT IMPROVE.
MFENTS. In a Leather Case, price 3s. 6d., or on a sheet, 1s. 6d. coloured.

R e o S
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14 WORKS PUBLISHED
POCKET COUNTY "MAPS,
WITH ALL
THE RAILWAY STATIONS CORRECTLY LATD DOWN.
ENGRAVED BY SIDNEY ITALL.
PRINTED ON CHAPMAN'S PATENT PAPER-GLOTH,
On a Sheet, price 6d., or in @ Cuse, price 0d. and 1s. cach.
DEDFORDSIIRE

|} ENGLAND D LANCASHIRY | stroPsiRe
BERKSIIRE Il ESSEN L1ICLNTERSHIRE SOMT RSETSIHIRE,
BUCKINGIAMSIIR E | GLOULCESTLRSINRL ' LINCOLNSITIRE. STATTORDSRIRL
CAMBRIDGESHIRE |] TAMPSHIRE 3 MIDDLS STY | SUIFOLK
CHESINRE li HEREFORDSAIRT I MoNMOLTHSINRE | stnrRr1Y
CORNWALYL |} HERTFORDSINRE - i, NORFOLR I SESaEX
CUMBERLAND 11 HENTINGDONSTIIRY o1 NORTUAMPTONSHIRE | WARWICKSTUR),
DERBYSHIRE {ISLE OF WIGHT }' NORTUIMBLRIAND | WISTMORELAND
DEVONSHIRE ISLES OF MAN, Vi NUTHINGHAMSIIRE 5 gy gy ey,
DORSETSHIRT, JFRSEY, & GUENNSEY § || OALORDNTRE ! WOLC LA PLRSHIRE,
DURHAM KENT L RUTTANDSIURE -

Price 1s. 6d. each, double the size of the abore,
YORKSIIIRE, IRELAND, SCOTLAND, AND WALES,

NEW TRAVELLING ATLAS.
Bound in roan with a. tuck, price 165.,
A POCKET TRAVELLING ATLAS
OF TIIE ENGLISH COUNTIES,
‘With all the Rail Roads accurately laid down and Coloured, correeted to the present time,
© ENGRAVED BY SIDNEY HALL.

# Tha hest Atlas wa have keen for nedness, portabiis, aml dear cograang Fle Mape e quarta sz, b deldon
the middle, f0 that the whole, 1 hen closed, furmis & maderately thick octo valimig, * one Lina Spannb o recca s,
exactly the mze, without being too bulky for the pucket of & great coat."—WEs v s B,

THE

ART-UNION JOURNAL

OF THE

FINE ARTS, axp mue ARTS DECORATIVE AND ORNAMENTAL.
Published on, the First of every Month, price One Stilling.
e .

© The ¢ Art-Unizu’ has obtained th: confidence cf the Artists generally, seenred a con-
siderable portion of public patronage, and been recommended umversally by the Press,
as * ably and impartially conducted,” as “admirably calenlated to advance the objects of
artists, and increase the growing taste for Works of Art,’ and as ‘ at once estabhshing,
by the of its arr the varicty and interest of its intelligenee, and the
tone of its opinions, the highest claims upon the support of all lovers of Art.”

N THE
FOREIGN QUARTERLY .REVIEW,
PUBLISHED ON THE FIRST OF ’
JANUARY—APRIL—JULY—OCTOBER.
Price Six Shillings.

Mo T DL . Lo LTIl e
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AT T e T
. BY CHAPMAN AND HALL. 1
- . [ L B - R -
H ; In lurge 8vo, price 48,46, handsomely bound in cloth and gilt,
: VOLUMES ONE AND TWO OF
i A h] A 3 ’ rd
: TILE *EDINBURGH TALER
i
¢ CONDUCTED BY MRS. JOHNSTONE.
i
o CONTENTS OF VOL. T.
L he Expenences of Richard ny tThe Elves (Mroin the German ny
i\ Tavlor, e ver o e Mn..h.nnqmu-i o Tachy o ol Mr. Carlyle
1o The Three Clinstmas Innners — il Weat Conntry Exclnaves. . Mrs Jonstone
© Mary Anne's Har o a London || ‘Tne Freshwater Fishieraan < Miss Mittord
Love Story [ e W Story of Martha Guanis and
foGovarno oy L - - th H@aSon. ... .. . ... M Crowe
!': Latte Fanny Petbel o0 0 L. — The Deformed o, ... Lo L Mss Tytler
§ Frapi Lo the Raroster m——— The White Fawn  wn Ameri.
Fue sabhath Nygght's Suppet. -~ ean Bry .. .ov.. o Colo Johuson
hie, a Pumt.

‘the Renonmeed  Treasme

N
2,

tive Quaker ... L ML Howatt

story of  Fayquharcon  of

'
i

The Consus Lo oM aser 1] Johinny Darh;
I
Lrom the swadisk) L. Mr. Howitt H
!

The Mail of Hononr M, tiore verev ... o $ir T, D, Lauder
1he Raneors of Connawgeht ML Quillman -
conbEMIS OF VoL, 0.

The Auilier’s Danghta .. Mary Howate Fhe Days of Old L, oo oaaa L John Mg,
The 1 -Selies of Phua Conntry Town Lite Aliss Mittora

totzer oo Loel oo Lo Miss Gare Manton Wilean ., By the tate Robert Nicolt
The Gowlen-Pot tare the Violet Hannlton . or, the

German ot Hofimanne ..., Talented Paguly .. . . . Mres Johpstone

Theve Stepgs, printed e the wstad way of Modern Novels, wonld fill Fros e
Voruss post #vo,

‘The EDINBURGH TALES are publishing in Werkny Nowseny, of s, .on

pagges Targe Svo, dible colunins, in o elear type, priee Theee- Hulfpenee'; anl

in Moxrvuny Pares, cach containing four nambers, stitched, with a wrapper,

price Sveenpenee

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

“We must give & word of heartv and unreserved praise to the Edinburgh Tales, &
wilPhly 1ssne of Stuties and novelettes, condncted hy Mis Johnse e The st montbly
Partis betore us, containing two complete tales hy Mys Jolinstonc, a. ¢ a prefatory sketch
of thar imaginary narsator, I is amazingly rhvmpxhutt)\m WIS lc.\z‘umm. ‘The tales
are delightinlly told  naturally, cheertully, with great reinement of teching, and a skiltal
vanety of manner.  The chavacter ot ¢ Richard ‘Faylor’ hias touches Charles Lamb wight
havt given; and the prudent heart of Miss kdgeworth would rejoiee i ¢ Young Mis.
Roberts’ ‘Three Chnstmas Dinners.” We shall watch the pfogress of this undertaking
with interest, The beginning is of the best promise.”— Kraminar.

“ ¢ Why, this 15 n more exquisite sony than the other ' sixty-four Svo double~columned
pages lor sevenpeoce ; contaimng tales, oryginal or selected, and strung together by means
of a framework wlich will give place even to the seiected stories, agel unity and character
to those wiich are oryzmal. The first part of the Rdinburgh s consists of three
stories, ¢ The Experiences ot Richatd Taylor, E«y. ;' an elderly huniourist, whose personal
prototype might perhaps have been secn about town some years since, and whowm leisure,
igcool hend,%ind a henevolent heart, make aeguainted with the lostory of many tamlies.
'hu- remaining histonies are * Yoang Mrs. Rojerts’ 'Fhree Christmas Dinners,” aud * Mary
Aune's Hair.!  The brstis a clever and rational inculeation of the moral, * Lave according to
your station, and within yourmeans,” inthe course vl which muddie class ble and chaace-

or are wimirably depicted. The seeond 18 4 story of woman’s devoted love.”--Speetetar,




al * PN PR R — -
'-%% 16 PUBLISHED BY CHAPMAN AND JIALL.

NEW WORK BY THE AUTIIOR OF
“HARRY LORREQUER,” “ CHARLES O’MALLEY,” &ec.

AT R NARAA SAs A v

On the First of January, Py 1, price 1s., (lo be continued Monthly ),

ThHe Wnight of Gwpnne,

A TALE OF WI® TIMS OF TR WEILIO.
By CHHARLES TLVER,

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY “PHIZ’.

AUTHORIZED TRANSLATIONS OF M. EUOENE SUE'S WORKS.

N In Weekly Numbers, price 6d.} andin Monthly Darts,
TIIE MYSTLERIES OF PARIS,
ILLUSTRATED WITIR
UPWARDS OF SEVEN IIUNDRED ENGRAVINGS ON WOOD
OF ALL
The Characters, Seenes, Costumes, any Localuics,

Desls'bed in this extraordinary Work ; executed expressly for this Edition hy Ve first
Artists in Paris,

UNDER THE SUPERINTENDENCE OF MR. CHARLES HEATH.

THE FIRST AND SECOND VOLUMES

Are completed, huml.s'm.nrl_y bound in cloth, price 18¢. each.

—af "
THE THIRD AR~ EONCLUDIQ'G VOLUME WILL BE PUBLISHED SHORTLY.
L

i

HEATH’S ILLUSTRATIONS TO THE WANDERING JEW.
(3% . PRV
In Numbers, price 6d. ecach, containing Four Plates,
A SERIES OF BEAUTIFUL

ILLUSTRATIONS TO THE WANDERING K JEW.

Prz..on by the firet Artists in Paris,

AND EXECUTED ON WOOD BY THE MOST EMINENT ENGLISH ENGRAVERS,
X "UNDER THE SUPERINTENDENCE OF MR. CHARLES HEATH.

PRSP - S S U
% C. WHITINO, LONDON,

.



















