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PREFACEHE,

“ By sgeizing tho Isthmua of Durien,” suid Sir Walter Ralsigh,
“you will wrest tho keys of the world from Spain  Lhe sspira-
tien of the days of Elizabeth has beeowo tho fact of our own.
Deereptd old Spain did indeed tong sinee looson its palsiod praap
of this land of wealth and promise; but it was not until Anglo~
Saxan entorprise strode over it, that the world saw upon its
front the nuscent linemnents of a great cupive.  The wonderful
ehangrs which hug heen and i3 yot to be wrought npon the surfiee
and in the clrneler of e people of Lhis country, will one day
furm & voery intereating chaptec in the history of adventurous
enterprise.  or tha present, anything which tends to shod Jighd,
however [uint, upou s point io which s many eyes are turned i
hope and adiniration, the willer conceives will not be witheul its
vaiue, : .
It is not, neyertheless, pretended that the. fullowingr puges are
fraught with any speeinl brillinney—a meodest diselnimer which
tha reader will perchanco think wholly uncalled for under the
circimustances—made up of disjointed sketehes, drawn roughly
anough with such materials as wera at hand during rudo voyuging,
alming not at any depth of eoloring or sentiment, the book will
donbtless remind some of thoss canvas daubings, tenmed Pano-
romas, whercin muech s seen for o sinall amount; but which, it is
to be hoped, il lacking in these grund touches which only a mastor
can prodnee, do yet servo in theic way to eonvey to the hurried
guzer a sort of floating ides of the beanty or richness of the real
8CODE.

A, Turthermore, o trivial are the ineidents, so superficial ile
view ol eluracter mnd lifo herein displnyed—necessarily ao where
people live only ns it were en passant, whero the depth and
eprnestness of home-life is ontirely wanting—that a mueh roadier
pen might well filter in its attempt to give any interost to sconos

80 barren of materinl. A land, too, .

O%Whure 1he rose naver bloows on fr weman's wan chock o
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about which cluster in the miids of anny Yt swed fiaothed
usanehntions 3 whieh travellers npproned with drend, and look bue
wpan wiils tremling ; s ristdics boo ntropg  noseent of mortality”
nhout fi to nweken nuy grost wannth of cuthusinsm or poctis
forvor In (8 description—
oL Par dangurs inccunted wre clustering there,
The postilonce stnlks uncontraliod ;

Strange poisuns are Borne un the soft fanguid a.
© And lork in sach Jeals Siagront (uld.?

But the scencs poririyed in the ensulng pages (and this is the
only point wpon which the uwthor velics in palliation of his
offenco) belong now mestly to the past. A new leaf in the
charneter of thia portion of the popular route to Californin has
beon opened: wherc bub recently thy slow houd tolled up againsb
the swift current of the river, or the languid mule dragged his
weary feal ovor tho rough monnlain passes, the iron horse snorts
defiantly as he rushes on his wuleviating eourse. Vet a taw
short yeara and what is herein wrillen will percharcs be read
meroly 1a & pleasant fiction.  Parchanee, too (and should this ever
prove to ba tho cuso, the writer ferls It it wil) not have boen

“wholly in vain
) " )Te wirre hig namlul-shoon aod seallop-aliell*),

on somo fie future rainy dny, some child of & cendny penvralion,
navigating wearily through his father’s humber-gurreb in quost of
strango udvonturcy, shall shinmble wpon o cur rof iy work which
the unappreeintive {runk-makers huve prsses llJ“}', mnl while perving
over its pages shall Leliove wilh chifdish eredulity that all which
e Bods therein rocorded renlly happened ;5 and than reviewing in
bis ittle mind the muny blessings which toak their rise in golden
Californin, and like a gencrous river made the countrics fertile
through which they rolled, shall feol o glow of admiration and
gratitude towards those brave pivnsers whe, amid so much hard-
ship and selt-doninl, founded the great Eupice of the West.

i may be propor to add here, as an explavatory note, that the
succeeding puges, though not nccessanly conncetod with or
hinging upon nny preceding unes, were neverlheless originally
composed a3 a Kiod of sequul to o work cntitied “T'ne 5AMEL

Iunt

Savan (Mass.), Dec. 1, 1832,

Life on the Ysthmns.

e ———

CHAPIER T,
LIFE IN DISIABILLE.

£ saw Chagres under peculiur cirewmmnstunces. At the

time of our arrival there the California fover had reached
its extreme height, but was still raging with unabated fury.
Every day some sleamer or sailing craft from our Atlantic
cities, and accasionally one of tlie latter class from somo French
or English port, would enter and disgorge its mass of eager life
upon the sandy peint, and hurry Dback again for a fresh
cargo. [ doubt if ever slava ships, in the palmiest days of
that hellish traflic, were crowded to the extent of some
of the Chagres packets during this period of the California
immigration,
» It was a strange and exciting scene to Jook upbn‘ Fre-
quently after cotfee in the morning I used to sttoll dowu to
the point, and watching my chance for a seat upon the
piazza of the Empire City Hotel, would light my cigar, and
gaze for hours unsaled upen that wonderful kn‘eidoscope of
human life. No romance that [ ever read possessed for me

1*
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half the interest of that ever-changing seene.  Tn the forms

befora and around me, all uations, ages, and conditions of -

lifo were represented, and in snch grotesque, aml, fur the most
parl, uncouth costimes 1 Secing them thus huddled toge-
ther, the rude and the genlly, the young and ruddy, and
many another decrepid witly age, the man of robust health
and the tottering invalid, * the tender und delivale woman®
and the Doisterous reflin of the lowest cluss, the virtuous
and the vicious, of all grades and conditions, mecting for
onee in life upon a ecommaon ygrovml, ubout to tako from
thence a conmmon depariure with the same physical end in
view—alike in thai one thing, bul so different in all else-—
secing all this, I {elf somelimes a ¢hilly questioning at leart
ns to whither this state of tlnngs was tending.  Thero
seemed to be a general breaking up of the accustomed forms
of life, n dizappenranco of old Jawd-marks; aud 1 fowmnd my-
self inwardly asking, if i this lack of the sanctilies of hows,
the quiet interconrso of fricuds, and wll that is tranquillizing
gnd ennobling in literature, science, and art, there was no
“danger that somehow in this rude and unaveidable inter-
mingling of the purest and vilest, characters wight become
confounded, and the soul, wanling iis acenstomed food, lose
something of its better nature, ind allow “ elnbing impurity
io stain the empyrean.”  The depressing state of the atmo-
sphiers, .and the great avalanches of elouds that every now
~and then eame rolling down the hill sides, hiding the green
slopes, and deluging everything to the core, doubtiess con-
tributed to this mood of mind. DBnt such priave questions
seldom troubled ms long—-how could they—in Chagres
There was also a comic side to the picture. The unac-
countable. style in wlich all were permitted to dress totally
provented a recognition of a person’s grade, and gave rise to
aome;migundm'standings; a refired judge might be accosted

-
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as & boatman, and an ex-Governor from the Stutes was
equally subjected Lo be taken for o porter.  Paeople seemed
in some cases as mach surprised at finding themselves thero
as at anything clse s and cust doubtlul glances at the steam-
ships outside, wallowing and roliing in the swell, hardly will-
ing to acknowledge to themselves, that they were the same
cratt that looked so gallant and iuviting at their piers in
New York. Oceasionally thore were some droll rencontres,
when one would see the counlenance of a friend cmerge from
beneath a coarse black and white Cliagres sombrero, or
abovo the glowing folds of a red baize shirt,  * ITilloa,” was
the general salutation, “ you here?” which was ordinarily
answered by a similar interrogatory more emphatically
uttered, “ you here ' What else indeed could be said under
the circumstances? Mild looking men, inoffensive quiet
people by nature, were straying upon the beach in the
chigracter of - brigands, with a belt or sash about their waist,
stuck full of pistols and bowie knives, on the gui wvive
for those attacks which had been predicted by their quondam
neighbors ; and exemplary young and middle-aged men, hur
rying to and fro on all sides, showed plainly by their
gait and gestures that they had “ corrected the water of
Chagres river” rmueh too freely.  Here would bo o pariy of
four or five, all talking to the same “native” in as many
tongues, and the said native, nowise abashed ab not being the

proficient in languages which he was laken for, putting all

five off quietly with his invariable * poeo tiempo ;” and there
would be a foreign set, French donblless, seated in the stern
sheets of their * dug-out,” just leaving to go up river, cosily
cating sardines and tossing off their bumpers of elavet to
the inspiring notes of a polka, which ono of the party was
perforining on s brass horn,  There are always some toypid-
livered people in every erowd, as o kind of ballast to the
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spirits of the whole. On this particnlar oaceasion one of
theso fellows observed, that * the music would be pretty well
oul of that mounseer hefore he gout to Gatonm,” which ano-
ther followed up by saying that “ he reclkoned that chap’s
Jorn could be bought cheap next morning;” whereupon
n very bad-looking man clinched the whole matter by
observing with an oatl: that “ that fellow would dance over
his grandmother’s grave.”

It was a great place for tho study of character. On step-
ping ashore at Chagres men instinetively shook off the erust
of conventionality, and came oul in proprid persond. 1 have
lieard that a ship brings out a man’s true eharvacler, and the
same is also afllimed of a prison, I think, however, that in
our time the palm must be ceded to Chagres, There was in
this place such an exquisite refinement of bad lodgings and
worse fare, such an aflluenco of buggy cots, and such a
poverty of wholesome bed-clothing, such filth on the levee
and the hoach, aud suel a sickening stench in the air—ob,
bub it was a fine place to bring out the sulient points of a
wan’s character]  To bo jolly under such circumstances, one
would think would require more than the phllosophy of even
Mark Tapley. And yet there were jolly folks at Chagres—
aye, even among the residents; men who did not live, but
clung as it were desperately to the very tail-end of existenco;
there were sowme cheerful, if not happy, standing by their post
as nobly as any warrior of old, or any Casabianeca in the
annals of song, .

And these snme gold-seckers, in their ouiré guise, with all
their absurd inisconceptions, their petty fauli-findlngs, and

their fretful impatience, had about them, on the whole, an air -

of froubled grandeur that was really heart-touching. Whal-
ever maight have becn their ruspective aims, hopes, or pros-
peets, they wero all wanderers on the earth. They all bad

4
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the seal of inquictude sct upon their fices, of which tha
querulous Childe says,

“Phiy males the madinen, who have imade men ruad
iy thein contagion.”

Whatever might have been their vespective troubles or
discases, they weve all drinking the same bitter cup of medi-
¢ine.  Some were 1heve to gratify a morbid restlesuness of
body, some urged on by a hungering of the soul for changu

amid excitement which

“But oneo kindled, (uenchless evermare,
T'reys npon high adventure, nor eun tive
OF aught Lut vest, a fever st the core
TFatal to hime who Lenrs, to all whoe ever bore”

Others liad left home blind to e rosy smiles of children,
and stecled. against the passionate sobs of loving wives,
resolved to be bacl, if there was any faith Lo be put in man’s
best endoavors ; .'{ny just God in the high heavons’ to drive
for ever the wolf from the fold of the tender objects of their
love: and others still had come hither from a harder neces-
sity, becanse they were a burden in their own homes, and
would have gone anywhere rather than longer have met
glances so changed in those whom they still Joved. And
yot snother and more melancholy class than any of these,
because more incomprehensible, wera those who sought here
ﬁrefuge from themselves, from their own wicked thenghts,
content to spend their days amidst all physicdl havdships,
“ to sleep amidst infection,” to die rather than go back to the
solitary companienship of their own souls.

Over and xbove cverything else ono great feeling predomi-

"nated in the minds of men at Chagres, an impatience to ba
away. Deople no sooner landed on the Leach than they
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were busihng round to be off again,  They ail sgemed to
dread that one mawcnt of oo long delay, when the malaria
poison ghould enfer their Bluad, and Lgh defiantly at the
cunningest remedies.  Yet this very fecling, so antagonistic
to kindliness and courtesy, to (he eredit of our rature he it
said, diffused a sentiment of Lrotherhood throughout (his
incongruous mass.  Men guzed shudideringly st the too sig-
nificant hillocks everywhere visible, mnd looked inte cach
other’s fuces, saying pitifully, “and yor may Le the nexty”
adding with an inward tremor, * or I— aod may need your
assistance in the last offices (o my Inumanity.”

“Bub some are dead, and some are gone,
Aud sonie are senlterinl and nfone;
* #* - # @ %
And gomie pre in o fnr eountree,
And sore all restlessly at home;
But sever mare, ol never we
Shall mieel Lo vovel gud Lo roam.”

Thess lines, from the “Biege of Corinth,” immediately
succeeding those which I have chosen ns a motto for this
work, convey Lo wy mind so truthful an idea of the proba-
ble fina] disposition of this cavavan of Lz beings, that I
have no iuclination to enter into a deseription of their more
counmon-place charvacterislics.  How could I ever hope, Ly
so doing, to give any aecurate idea of the wonderful pano-
rama to whiclh T have but alluded? It will bo betler el
mwore becoming in e to proveed at onee wilh my plain,
.matter-of-fact nuvrative, leaving analysis and gencralizations
to more skilful pens,

Amid this elnes of moral lite, there woere, nevertheless,
some drifting fragments of a beller state of things oceasiot-
ally to be discovered, and these won the eye of the observer
as mugh by their rarity as by heir own inherent beauty.

VALE AND PARKINS. 13

CHADPTER 1L
VALE AND P ARKING,

NE morning I was sitting al my usual place of resoit on
the piazza of the Bmpire City Hotel. 1t was vather a
livelier day than ordinary—that is, [ mean livelier on shore, for
there was a fresh northerly wind blowing, whicl so tore up the
surface of the sea and cnused: b to break so furiously upon
the bav and beach, that thé boatmen, in spile of Lheir restless
und daving spirit of aclivity, had not deemed it prudent Lo
venture out.  There was » romor envrent on the point that
one bout had started for the stenuer Georgia early in tho
morning, aud Leen enpsized in the brealiers off the second
point beyond San Lorenzo, and that all on board had per-
ished. 'This might Lave becn true or nol, but no one cared
to run any Tisk in investignting the matter ; the lost, whe-
gver thoy were, would never be missed in Chlagres, and as
for the suddenness of their depariurs, why, it was not
thought of, while so many were dying just as suddenly in
our very midst.

There wete three steamers outside, wailing passengers; and
the large nimber collected to embark, and the momentary
arrivals of bonts down the river with passengers also home-
ward bound, rave a brisk aspect to the socinl features of life
on shore, "There were, besides, not a few unfortnmate indi-
viduals, who had arrived at Ohagl‘cs- by these same steamers,
and who, from vavious reasons, had not yet got awny, on
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their journey across the Isthmus. These two classes of
people possessed groat interest fur eacly ollier, fur while the
outward bound had much to usk of the returned Californians,
and hung upon their words as if' their future lifs were being
shaped by them, and cven looked with a kind of religions
awe upon their mud-sciled garuents, and haggard, toil-worn
faces, these latter, in turn, regarded their questioncrs with
looks of mingled pity, wonder, and contempt, It seemed so
strunge o thew that men having good clothes to wear, ruddy
complexions, and homes where they wight lave stayed,
wero hurrying impatienily to get a sip of that same cup of
hardship and self-denial which they had thought Lo have al-
most drained to the dregs.  They bad forgotten what Lrought
them out im a similar manner, it was so tong ago, and so
many mora recent and doubtless more palpalde troubles had
beou theirs.  But the “ dust” of these same veturning gold-
hunters was a groater aygument in faver of laking their past
course, thun anything they conld adduce (o ollset it, hecause,
in the minds of the outward-bound, as one of them convi-
vially observed, it went right home to the part affected, lika
champagne after sea-sickness.

It was a lively day, and yet it would not have beeu lively
anywhere but in Chagres; and even there, there was a
dreariness, a baldness, and discomfort about ils liveliness that
modified it very much. Thors was less rain than usual that
morning, but still encugh to keep everything in a very unde-
sirsble state of dmmpness.  Tn walking in from our camp, [
had been saturated sufficiently to take the chivalry pretty
well out of any wman,  But I had afterwards crossed to the
native side of the town, Lo purchase sowe eggs and chickens

for ourselves, and corn for the cumels; and secing everybody

elso In the like situation, had come to take it, as indeed I
did everything at that time, as a matter of course.

VALE AND PARKINS. 17

As the day progressed, the gule increased.  ¥From where
T sat, thers was a fine view of the sean and beach; but
it the reader should now visit Chagres, he would find a
grreat change in this part of the town : many new buildings
have been crected between where the Empire City Hotel
then stood and the sea, and the view from its piazza extends
now but to the opposite side of the street. At this time,
Lhowever, T could sec as fur as our camel eucamprnent on
the left, with a high range of hills shutting ih the view
beyond, the long beach, the landing point in front, and
the sea, strelching to the horizon, bounded on the right by
the hills and fort of San Lorenzo, and terminating in a
gentle slope lending Lo the native town, bdtween which and
my point of survey flowed the Chagres viver.

1 shall not soon forget how graduaily but steadily the
wind kept rising that day, and how the great sea heaved
and thundered beneath the touchings of its mighty hand ;
how the rough, hairy breakers doubled and redoubled in
size and fury, lashing the resounding shore with thejr white
and oul-spread anns, and how men came down to gaze ab
them as at a Lristling army that hemmed them in from all
they loved, and clasped each other’s handy convulsively,
glad to know that there were others in the world as insig-
mificant and loncsome as themselyes, The sicamships in
the bay rolled tili youn could sco their decks ns plainly as
if you were on board; and bonts were torn from their
fastenings, carried out by the roireating waves, and again
whirled up high and dry upon the beach. There wore
some ol wrecks along the shore, throngh whose worn-
eaten decrepit timbers the sea came rushing with a perfect
howl, writhing in and out of portholes and scuppers in
long tortuons lines like angry serpents; and men gazed

_likewise on these black, sepulchral wrecks, and shuddered
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again, and looked back beseochingly to (i werciless necan,
and fhelr quiet hoties seeined futher off than cver, The
blu[f where Vo (vl h[trruf, Wil ah (:npt,-[;jal mark for the N
and its dark, slimy rocks, as they emerged from cacl: strug-
gle with the tempestuous waves, looked cach time Llcker
and moredefiant.  I3ut on the Lar, what a perfect madness of
waters I There was something awful about it--as if all the
many benes which the sen had ever stolen from the warm,
gracn earth wero moving in their deep beds, and had
contributed something to its glastly whiteness,

I was smoking aud lookiug about me—now in contom-
plation of the turbulent seene, now in studying the cqually

tarbulent forms of humanity prouped around, when a man, -

somewhat remarkable iff all the crowd, presented hinself
beforpme, Howas a tall, long-linbed, loose-made man, with
a large hoad, and a profusion of sandy bair and beard.
He was attived in a suit of pepper-and-salt doeskin,
with . a:wash-leathor money-beit strapped outsids about
his waist, and ornamented with o pair of revolvers. ile
wore a light felt hat, with o broud beim, similav to tiose
extensivoly used in California.  But he was no returning
gold-seeker. It was easy enough to see that, in the newnoss
of his garments, the oxposure of his money-belt, the ominons
presence of his pistols, and- particularly in the fresh, ruddy
style of his countenance. Ile had » remarkable face. It
was.large, and each feature had its share ; and his beard,
which looked, indeed, more like & mane than a beard—the
lion's part. There was nothing clse sbout him that resem-
bled a lon very much, except his name, which T afterwards
found out was Sumpson—Sampson Vale, e looked
complacent, voluble, good-natured, fickle-ninded, ensy to
take as well as give an sfiront, o lover of a certain kind of
stiquette.nevertheless, and, on the whole, rather addicted to
the milkiness of human nafure. Such, at zl] events, was,

ey < - . -
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. asnearly as [ can recullect, iy fiest impression of the mun.

There hnppf;ncd to be o chair vaeant at my side, which he
very eoolly settled fnto, and, daying lis vight hfmd upon my
left kneo, looked mo full v tho face, and duguived of 1
belonged to the cuned party.

I replied in the aflicmative, B '

“ Do you know, sir,” coutinued he, raising Lis hand fx:om
my knec, and stroking his besed therewith, at the SAmG time
smacking Dis lips as if in internal relish of the sentiment
he was abiout to utter, “do you kuoow, sir, that I have
a good opinion of Lhat enterprise ¥ ' .

T yeplied, that never having had the pleasuro of. seeing or
bearing of Lim before, I was really not awaro of it. .

« Tt is nevertheless a fact,” continved he. “As owr
acquaintance is of short duration, I SUppose that it will be
necessary for me to inform you that T was educated as n

blacksmith”—-- - o .

“ Are you the learned blacksinith ¥ inquired I, interrupt-
ing Lim, ‘

“ Wiy, not exactly,” said he, the fact is, T am a black-
smith by profossion—but, like many people in this world,
I dow't always put my profession into practice.” '

Here he stopped, sceming to have lost the thread of lus
discourse, and smacked his lips for some moments with infi-
nite relish.

“Since leaving my trade,” resmmned he, when Le came to
himself, “ I lhave been into a little of everything, ;m{l ought
to know something about the world.” S

“ Qught, indeed,” observed a small-sized man standing by
his side, whom I had not belore cbserved ; © but you never
will, for yowll never stick to any one thing long enough to

. -
gel more thum a smattering of il. N
« Solomon Parkins,” said the sandy-heired man, rising o
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!ns oxirems bicight, and looking down pitifully on the shorter
individual at his side, ab the same time stroking his beard
wnd smacking Lis Tips with an appearavee of deep-seated
:lse}f satisfaction, “are you wware, sir, that in attempting to
ipjure me in the estimation of the workl, you are reudc?ing
yourself supremely ridiculous 2 '

* Beo he.rc, old Quanto,” retorted this modern Solownon,
“nobody is deceived Ly that affectation of superiority
on your part. S, in fulure, when you speak to e, please to
lay aside that fathotly style, aud recollect that tha firm of

Torkinie e silee o 1
Vale and Parkins is dissolved, and that the junior partner is -

‘equal lo the senfor any day I :

“ Poor Parkins,” cbserved Vale, in a tone of well feigned
commiseration ; he then whispered in my ear,  but you will
please 1o excuse this in him; for the poor fellow is a little—
a little—you understand—wandering like in his wits.”

I saw that I had “struck o vein,” as the Californians say
and took & more minute survey of my new acquaintancest
The first, T now remarked, in addition to what T Lad already
observed, had a rapid rvestless manner of glancing about him
a8 if he took in everything thero was to be seen, und seized’
at once upon its more palpable features. There was no
repose in his counteliance to indicate that he was weighing
in hig mind the intrinsic worth or nses of what Lis eyes saw
much less that ho was suggesting to himself any possiblf:
dark side to the picture. Ilis companion, for companions
tht?y were, and of long standing, I saw at » glance was run in
quite & different mould.  Although he probably had nothing
of the cld Solomon about him Lut his name, yet it was very
a\fiden_t that he was provided with a con for every pro of
his former Dbusiness associate. ITe was aflired in a similar
maner to his parteer, even to the pistols and felt hat, from
which: fact it was fair to suppose at first sight that he could

—h
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" not help entertuining o kind of respect for his opinions,

which neverticless troubled Lim as w weakness vepudiated
by his better judgment.

As T afterwards found oul, these men liad been in business
togother as Llacksmiths some years provions in a town in
Maine, that the former had DLeen the active manager and
financier of the firm, and that in consequonce of his specula-
tivo tendeneies und absurd habits, complete ruin had
gradually overtaken them, n the words of Parkins, of
course.” That thiey had then dissolved their business con-
nexion, and since then, Mr. Parkins lind been adrift on the
world, his naturally gloomy disposition seeing’ so many
obstacles in every new adventure which presented itself, as to
discourage Iiim front entering upon it altogother; while
Mr. Vale, on the other hand, with his buoyant characeter and
addiction to the speewiative, had dipped into a hundred
different enterprises, but always with the same unsatisfctory
result, And yet although Tarlins lost no epportunity of
«ghowing up Vale,” as he expressed it, and never ceased lo
reproach lim as the cause of all luis wmisfortuncs, yet having
been once within his influence, he had found it impossible to
withdraw himself; and so followed him in all his mad or
visionary speculations, as a kind of unoffieial, junier partner,
living in an atmosphere of scmbre retrospections, and drawing
sustenance from a source whicl must have sadly adlected Lis
digestion. If Valo had been aman of thonghtful, brooding
temperament, he would have looked upon Tarkins as his evil
genius, destined ever more to haunt him, a gloomy shadow
always eating into his life’s sunchine; but as it was, he
regarded him merely as an unpleasant mosquito, or blue-
bottle, buzzing aboul, and oceasionally bulting against the
polished surfuca of his character—a troublesome little object
to be sure, but one that could casily be brushed away.
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Wae were pow joined by a itlird party, « man equally tall
with Vale, but Lhick-set, hard-featured, inud with black hair and
beard. - e might have been a Culifornian or auything else
that savored of the desperate.  ITe was a bad-looking man.

“ How about he the snake " inquired he of Vule,

- ¥ Oh, all right,” answered Sminpson. I left him safe in
his - basket, but I am a little in this way about the suuke
business,—that 2, I mm i this way belween the snake and
the camel business.”” ITere Mr. Vale hield out his right arm,
and placing the palm of Lis hand perpendicularly in the air,
moved it regnlarly from right to left, and vice versé, intend-
ing to hiut thereby that he was in a state of indecision on
the subject, or rocking gently between the two,

4 Tll'satisfy you on the mattor,” said the man.

* That wou't require mueh,” observed Parkins, with a half
sneer, ‘‘ but whal are these objeets flonting in tha river and
drifting towards the bar? They lovk to e like human
bodies.”

. “Carcasses I" observed the bad-looking follow in-uta]ly.
“They're not worth saving. If they had dust in their balis
they wouldn’t floal. But come, it Llows too much of a
snorter liare, let ns go round I the Iiviug and look after the
snake. Drink anything #”

I declined the invitation at ouce, from an unwillingness to
dvink with such a wicked-looking man.  TParkins had
evidently n desire to indulge, but did not dare to undertake
it withont the cxample of Vale, who also declining, the
snake proprietor stepped up to tsa bar alone.  Ilis imanner
of calling for liquor was characteristic.  Putting on his
sternest expression, Le fastened his glance upon a timid
young man among the waiters, and throwing down his dime,
aaid in a measured Websterian tone,  Let it be plain braudy
and water,” .

VALK ASD AR AN, it

We picked our way through the crowd round to ile
Irving Iouse. On ascending lo the sleeping reom, whers
were some hundred plain cot beds, in an apartment resen-
bling the garret of an Irish shanty, we were conducted by
Vale to his cot, benguth which, he informed us, was the
punnicr containing the snake.  With the crooked Lhandle of
a cotton umbrella, whicli he pulled fram amongst his lng-
gagre, ho proceeded to fish out the basket into daylight, but
the snake wus gone. ' .

“Stepped out, by Jupiter I said Vale.  “ Just my nek j—
illoa ! any of you seen a raiffesnake about nine feet long

loose in this chamber #” “

This cool interrogatory was addressed to some cight or ten
saflron-visaged invalids, occupying as many dilferent cots, in
the various stages of Chagres fover. Ilow far the clectric
shock therchy commuuicated to their debilitated frameg
belped to kill or cure, T eawnot say. Oue poor devil,
evidently near his end, raised lis weary head, wnd locking al
us with & glassy eye, inquired il he heard aright, and if it
was really arattlesnake we were in search of On being an-
swered in the aflirmative, he pointed his thin, pale, skinny
Liand towards an india rubber clothes-bag, Jeaning sgainst
a cob, immediately alongside of where Tarkins was stting?

“Tlere is one,” gasped he faintly ; *that black-whiskered
man put im there on goard.  It's strange enongh, but, oh,
thank Heaven, that I'm not delivious ! ’

« You miserable vagabond I yelled Parkins, as he sprang
from his seat, giving us o full view of a fine specimen of the
scaly brown and white rattlesnake of the tropics.  “ You old
humbug of a Quanto Valley that you are, dou’t you see
yow've like to kill me with your confounded speculations ¥

« Solomon,” observed Vale in reply, “ moderate your emo-
tions, ad dow't make a fool of yourself before strangors.”

I
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4 Yeg” ramarked the snake-lamer; * Yellow Juck spoaks
true; seeing your clothes-Lag out in this unprolected style,
I put the suake pn duty. Thiv is one of the uses Lo which
" the animal can be applied, and in this he has no superior.”

- “ Boantiful design I exclnimed Vale, glancing at Parkins
with a. triumplant air; “they will be invaluable ou the
Isthimus and in California, and I should not be surprised to
hear yei of rattlesnakes beingr put i charge of baggage o
the railroads in the States.”

# With the Anaconda,” obscrved the man of serpents, call-
ing off tha rattlesnake from his post of duty, and allowing
hin to coil npon his avm, with his liead downwards, towards
his hand ; * with the Anaconda we shall do greater things.
This reptile, as you ave probably aware, iy possessed of great
fleotness. Ifo can likewise be trained to run in a given dice-
tion, In the carrying of lotiers :md such valuable packages
we c¢an make him of great scrvice.”

“hore's for you, Sotomon,” observed Vale, patting Darkins
affectionately botween tho shoulders, “Anacondu Line acruss
the Isthmus! Through before broukfust! How does that
‘strike you, eh, Solomon? I am afraid, sir,” continued he,
turning to me, “ that your camels, though doubtless well
disposed beasts, are a littls belind the times.”

While My, Vale was indulging in this bit of cnthusiasin,
and anuihilating space thus freely in his own mind, the
wicked snake-tamer had, by various little devices, such ns
pinching and pricking the snake, excited him to the requi-
site degreo of rage, and raising his hand to Vale’s right
shoulder, as tho latter concluded his remarks, let out the
snako upon flim in such a decisive manmer as caused him,
Vale, to yell with oxcruciating pain.

 Oh, I'm bit! 'm bit* roared lie, “ help, and be quick
with it, ot [ shall die !
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Then it was that Packius, forgetful of all the little matiers
of differenco between thiem, and looking ouly to the salvation
of him who had unce been his counsellor and friend, lost
entirely what litde quantum of wit he ever possessed, and
rushed at vandem among the cots, calling upon somebody,
anybody, to saw off Vale's leg, or fatch an emetic, or do
something else likely to be of equal service in tho cure of 3
venomous bite. :

Meanwhile,Sampson lay in his last agony upon the cot,
tossing lo and fro, bis countevance already changing and
becoming spotted, and frothy saliva running from his
mouth ; there he ley, gazing bescechingly upon the dark-
visaged snake-fancier at his side.

“Enough of this,” said the latter at length, with a kind
of disgnst in his tone; and turning Vale over upon his back,
he applicd his month to the part afiected, and drew back the
poisor: which was alrcady dissipated in various parts of the
system, 1Io stayed a woment while his patieut recovered in
a measure his wonted yuietude, and thon carefully replacing
the rattlesnale in his wicker pannier, bade vs 2 courieous
good morning, and went off down stairs.

“T am glad he is gone,” said the siek man, who had first
pointed the snake vut to us, *not that thers was any fear
of his biting me, but when a man’s moments are few, and he
necds all his Jast thoughis for God and himself, it somehow
disconcerts hihin very much, to know that there is a live
rattlesnake within a few feet of his bed.”

Ye who are about to Jie at home, in the midst of your
family and friends, with everything made soft and teader to
your aching limbs, with every harsh saund husked abount
you, and every wish gratified almost sooner than expressed ;
think of this Chagres death-bed—for i{ is no fancy
sketeh,

2
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Vale recovered as speedily as he was taken ; Parkina
also recovered—Mhis wits,
“ Solomon,” said I to him aside, as I was going off (his
Chyislian name was so fitly inappropriate, that one could not
- yesist calling him by it); *this would be o good thing for
- your old partuer, if' it would learn him not to meddlo with
- what be doesn’t waderstand,”
“All creation counldn’t do that," returned Solomon, “I
© conldn’t mysel,” N

And as if to prove the truth of this remark, Sampson
Vale thereupon straightened himsdf up in bed, and  thus
delivered himself;—

“Bolomon, my lad, that wus well dong, ¢h. I T could
only learn that dodgre, wo'd make aur fortune in the State
of Maine alone. I'd draw out the poison, and you'd be the
man to be bitten |

o
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CITATTER III.
A LIBK SAVED,

N returning to the point I found Tom, who had come in
from the camp to hunt me up, as he said, and notify
me that dinner was nearly ready. .

“Ons of those chickens thut you sent out by El-Sta
observed he, *was condemued befors going to the apit,
Mrs, Wallack and your wife were present at tho opening of -
him ; and his breakfast, consisting of two centipedes and a
scorpion, still lay in his stomach undigested. T suppose they
did not want to eat a dyspeptie animal, as they immediately
ordered the fowl Lo be thrown nway. In lieu of him we, are
to have a dish of green lizard fricaseed.” :

“ Where is the Major ¥ inquired 1.

“You know very well)” replied Tom, “that lte never
leaves the camels except for the woods. What a keen eye
for sport he has to be sure! and how ho revels in the bosom
of this volnpiuons nature! 1lle is as fond of the bush as you
are of the town. Now, do youknow what he said to me this
morning, as [ was complaining of our delay in this cursed
hole} *Tom, snid lie, ‘a man that don't enjoy himself at
Chagres, is a disgrace to luman natare, and a libel on the

Almighty P Such a complimentary thrust as that, of coures,

was a clincher.”
3 ]
“ Qur cold-bBlooded and barren New England natures,

said T *are little fitted lo eympathize with the impulsive
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temperament of one born and reared, as the Major has been,
among the glorious wild woods of Kentucky.”

“1 should think,” continned Tom, * that he had never
lived anywhere else. Why, T have seen him lie for hours
on the damp grass of the woods, watching the birds at their
oceupations or sport among the boughs, or straining his eyes
to caich each particular shade of iheir varied plumage, as
they shot across the only line of sunshine that had ventured
down that lonely path, And T have scen, too, his cyes
glisten, like the green and gold sealy feathers on the breast
of the king-huromars, as he calls them, when in some more
venturesome wheel of theirs e bas discovered somnething
which he had not previously scen, ‘some new Dbeauty,’ as ha
terms it, Of course he has a right to enjoy himself as he
thinks proper, and prefer his fifly varicties of the humming-
bird even to the golden cock of the rock, and thae crimson
and purple-cresied chatterers, if he will; but T must say, I
should tuink belter of the Major's taste if he did not treat
my parrots and touesn quita so cavalierly 7

* What do you think of the weather, Tom ¥”

# 1 think, if this wind lasts much longer, we shall havelo
up stakes, and move our camp back to the Indian village.
The spray comes at times as far as the old trees, and makes
the eamels fairly wince under it.”

“ No damage doue yet, 1 hope ¢

" Well, nous out there ; but I must tell you of a laugh-
able affair which acourred on the beach a few minuies before
you returned. You recollect that simall panel house, which
was bought by my protegé, Bill Smith, and which he had
erected in ibe rear of old Joe's house, there 3

% Certainly, and called the Camel Restaurant.”

~ “Exactly, in honor of our yuadrupeds. Well, one of
thesa outrageous rollers, which you sometimes s¢e, mads a

¢ A —————.

. g
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rush for Bill's hotel, and, not being founded on a rock, as
you are awarve, it was swept away, It happened that Bill
and two or three others were inside at the time.  When the
establishinent was found to be fairly outward bound, they
crept. forth, amid the shouls of the crowd. By the aid of 3
coil of stout rigging which was fortunately at liand, they
were all safely landed,  Just as Bill was coming out of the
surf, his natural love of (he tleeatrical prevailed. Turning
io his retreating house, now in a score of pieces, he immor-
talized himself as follows : < There goes the homestead—and
Jim Wilking's boots with it—

“ And pow I'm in the world nlone,
Upon the wide, wide sea—
But why shoull I for others proan
When none will sigh for me 3’

The effect was beautiful : particularly as not one in a hun-
dred of the crowd hud ever read Byron, and the lines wers,
consequently, credited to Bill, as a happy effusion of the
monient,”

“ Your protegré will probably now fall back upon bhis
original idea, of returning in the Double Bagle §”

“ Yes,” said Tom, “ Bill has decided to take the back track
He has scen the tip of the elephant’s tail, and don't care
about a further acquaintance with the animal.” ‘

It may be as well lLere, for the gratification of those
readers who like to see things through in every particular,
and who take an especinl interest in the pecuniary results
of adventure, tu state that our vessel arrived at Chagres
at a very favorablo momenl for a return freight. There
was, as 1 have belore suid, a large number of returning
Californians, sceking passage to the States. With the luwn-
ber which had served for the cawnel stalls, we ftted up the
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vessel's hold for the aceommodation of seventy passengers,
and as she lay inside of the bar, almost touching the levee in
fuet, the dwsived wumber wus vasily obtained, T will serely
P B b psr iy Jac, il W, pese il Gty
Aidars & Asak o Pirrbiy L0y e S G R Gy g s
will allow—nued s disgrase of tha (roumn Bagie oncs e al.
Not that I am weary, cither, of the plensant associations
which will ever cluster about the memory of her voyage, or
cease to think of ber as Hoating always iy an atmosphere
of ploasant sunshine, with some of the desert sand still
lodged in the fibres of her rigging, and the seams of her
deck ; but ouwr Jife while on board her was a dreamy and
fanciful one, and we have now come to deal with hard
realitics.

It was about time to think of returning to the camp for
dimner, and we should accordingly have taken up our Ime
of march thitherward, luad il not Leen that, at that mo-
ment, thers was overy appoiarance ol the wpproach of rain
—even while we had DLeen talking, the whole sky had
beecomae overcast and leaden, settling gradually lower and
lower, and hemming in the liorizon on overy side, till we
seomed to be sitting under a dark, shadowy arch, within
whicl none of Leaven’s sunshine had over come.  Its radia-
t}ion_ blackened the sea, save where il gave a pallid huo to its
whiteness, and made the shore Jock dark and sowlive, and
changed also the countenances of men.  Boyond its visible
sides, the mutterings of the thunder made one think of
huge vapory monsters bellowing in the Lluck forests of
cloud-land, And the preat breakers, equally monstrous,
now that they scemed shut up within the same gloomy
confine as ourselves, were perfeetly frightiul to [isten to, as
they roared in such solemn maduess up the Deach.  There
was no chilliness attending Lhis ohset, yet men closed their

'-'i-_-P'- i
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lips frmly, and buttoned their garments to their chins, as if to
fight a subtle suemy. At lastit struck, dancing glecfully with
its million feet, upon the ragmed surface of the sea, trampling

. . . - - - . .. s - i I 4
DIET Ll= Pliis ald [rlanihg G dgainsi she sides of houses

WIS Demhlar TRt LOT O IUML 308 vladdeds oF
e diszel. AL 3w God delp e nvaliis suusc thoss
saens? touls, fur tiere ia noc one of them but has bhis own
particular rivulet, to give a chillier cast to his discomfort;
and CGod help these who are on the river, among whom
there mauy be women and clildren, for a thousand streams
are rushing from the mounlaing (o swell ks tide, which will
soon run like o mill-sloiee, and drifting trunks of trees and
snags, and fearful eddies at sudden bends, are havd things to
nuvigate wnongst.  And those poor devils, who have no
change of cloibing (and there are many such hero), who are
liable 1o lie down to-night in their wot gaements on danp beds,
and wake in the morning with an agne thatshall stick to their
bones for years, ave they not also (v be pitied aud prayed for?

“Bail ho!" eslouled a voice, 2s the vapory mass dis-
solved itsclf, and disclosed the old horizon far out seaward
—a strange cry at such a thue, and a hazardous navigator
it 1nust be, who would not claw oft a rock-bound coast, with
the devil’s own roadstead at thu best, in such a gale, and
with dirty weither to boot. [IL was nevertheless no fabie
alarm; a large ship, under reefed jib and closs reefed top-
sails, was bearing divectly down for the anchorage. She
cHIne upon our vision upportnely cuougly stepping with sueh
a fearless gallant aiv into our storm-drenched cirele, another
connecting link with the bright world away.  As she round-
ed o beforo dyopping anchot, carcening in the process till
her yard-urms touched the water, and showing upon deck
the usual crowd of passengers, she displayed at her mizen-
peak the glorious tricolor of sister France.
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I love the French{—1 love them, not because of theit
great name in history, nor of the nobli monmmnents of art
and science which they linve scatfered along the annals of
their whole nalional existence, nor wholly because of their
unguenchable love of liberty and their dashing spirit of
adventure, but for their genial, generous soul ; hecause they
have au eye for everything that is bright and beantifnl;
because they are the aposiles of chemfulness, and in what-
ever circumstances we ect them contribute so much to
make the weary days of our lile seem gay and lightsome.
If a man would find tha snosl direet road to my heart,
Jot him come in the name of Lafuyette.

Landing at such a time was, of course, not to be thouglit
of by any sane mind ; and yet, if my cyes did not deceive me,
preparations for that purpose were going on,  Yes, there is
5% boat on the les side, with two ocarsmen alrendy in; and
there i o third descending by the man-ropes. A desperate
seb of fellows, ceclainly I-—they must be short of provisions,
and are going nlongside of one of the stemners fur a supply.
But no—they head for the shore! Can it ba possible? It
is but a frail skif—the caplain’s gig, probably, and we can
only catch a glimpse ef her now and then, as she rises Like
an egg-sholl on the very crest of a towenng sea.  She
comes on gallantly, guided by no tyro. And yet, what
folly o have made ihe veniure! for they must certainly
lose their boat, and, widess oxperl swinmers, will all go to
the bottom together. Bravo! she comes on well; that
fellow is & worthy countryman of those who never flinched
whila ¥ following the imperinl eagle over the Alps.” Sheis
heading directly for the fort. She will soon be among the
breakers |

“Men there!” said a small, spare, pale-faced fellow,
coming out of the hotel, “who'll go with me in a surf-

-
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boat, for a restne of those crazy-headed fellows] Talk
fust 1"

But not a man stirred.

“A frec grog bill at my hotel (for this young man was
landlord of the “ Empire City ”) ; lodgings while you stay, .
and anything else you may want into the bargain: only
come on!”

“ Take back that offer,” said Towm, springing to Lis feet,
“and I'm with you foronel”

A dozen others immediately presented themselves. The
landlord picked out a tall, sandy-haired man; aud saying
two were enough, hurded down to the boat. To my
surprise, this second man was Vale.

“There goes the venluresome old fool,” said a voice at

~ my elbow, which [ need not inform the reader belonged to

ilie ex-junior pariner,

Recognising me, he tapped my shoulder cautiously, and
whispered in my ear, “ But we must make allowances for
Signor Quanto; for do you know, that in reality he's erazy
as 2 cool .

- % Why do you call Lim Quanto " said I. “That is not
his namne.” :

“No,” replied Parkins, * his name is Sampsen Valo; but
the conceited old scoundrel bought a book in New York enti-
tled “Spanish iu Six Lessons;’ and having studied that day
and nmight on tho passage, of cowse couvsiders himself
2 proficient in the language. You can hear him-any hour
of the day dickering with tho natives on the beach, always
beginning his remarks with ¢ Quante Valet.! That is why
we have nicknamed him thus; not so bad either, considering
that valley is a kind of shorl for Vale

But the boats, The Frenchman’s is already on the edge
of the bar, and the helmsman sits iu the stern-slicets as coolly

ot
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as Napoleon in the saddle at Marengo. Aund our gallant
young landlord is likewise nearing the other edge; he is
standing, apd steers with an var,  They are approaching each
other like knights at a tournament; bnt the white, roaring,
secthing gulf is between thew,

~ Hegven help us! the Frenchinan is in,  Ial a rudder isa
feeble thing in such a caldron; she twists and twines like a
serpent.  But see, something has broken ; she iz off in the
trough! angels of mercy, she is over; they ave lost!

Not quite, for they are not in deep water, and the carsmen
are already clinging to the rocks under Forl Lorenzo.  The
helmsman, where is ha? All right. e is on his legs, with
the ses showering him like a catavact. But he is'a fellow
of nerve, and will weather it. There he goes over, under.
O God, ho is lost]

_8tay, there is the surf-boat within her length of him ; she
is climbing the same breaker that knocked Lim under; sho
is bolt upright on its perpendicular side.  Sev, sho rises to it
~ and floats again with her bows decp in the lrine. There is
no Frenchman to be seen; he must have carried something
heavy about his person, for hie Las gone down. Ilurrah!
there lie is; haul him in, boys! Niue cheers for Quanto
Valley! Give it to him, boys, and raise the dead !

Yes, at the young Lelmsinan’s comnuand, Sampson Vale
had hitched his car, and his old sledge-liammer arm never
did better or prompter service. In an eye's twinkle, as it
were, the Frenchman was safely deposited in the bows, and
Sampson hard at it again on the long and strong stroke.
They pulled out into tho comparatively smooth water, whera
our young hero of a helursman shifted his oar end for end,
and by a use of the same dexterity which he had already
shown, recrossed the bar in safety, and with gentle strokes
the boat carme slowly up to the point.
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I think it is the anthor of the * Buchelor of the Albany”
who says, " the dulicate spivits of carth are the bravest!”
The landlord of the kmpire City Hotel was a young man
of u frail and ahnost elteminate foru, an Italian by bivth, but
educated in America.  Ife had the elegant classic profile and
curling hair peculiar to his conutrymen, and would have
been called wather pretly than handseme. 1But Le had the
bearing of a prinee, and the fire of a thousand furnaces in his
coal-black cye.  lis mume was Angelo Vil

When the Frenchman came to lund, wo saw al once that

he was a man of o distinguished presence and reselute cla-

racter.  Ile seemed a litllo chagrined at having been the hero
of such an awkward affuir, or rather at having been the awk-
ward hero of so gallunt an afluir, for his whole deportment
exhibited a profound senso of acknowledgment to Vitti and
his companions.  As he turned to look after his brave cars-
men, who were now serambling along on the opposito side of
the viver beneath the beetling craps of the fort, we saw that
he had received in bisfall a severs blow upon his head. The
blood was flowing profusely therefrom, and it was probably
in consequence of this that he staggered, and but for the
timaly aid of Tom and Quante Valley would have fallen to
the ground. At the divection of Vitti he was taken to the
hotel.

- A Chagres hotel mukes but a scrry hospital. - Vitti, how-
ever, had in Lis establishment rooms of bis own, where it was
said more clegance aud comfort were to be found than in any
other place in Clingres. 1L was also whispered that this suite
of apartments was presided over by a sister of Vittts, " 2,
beautiful girl, who was to bim o kind of ministering angel,
and kept in cheek, by her presence, the native despernteness
of his chiaracter.  For il the truth must be told, this young
adventurer was a gambler, and, like many of his countrymen,
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#sudden: and guick in quarrel” Tlere was a nice bit of
romance for you.

~ To one of ihess rooms the Frenchman was immediately
taken, and { being at hand was the fortunate individual who
was dispatchod for a surgeon.  As good luck would have it
my staunch friend Doctor G was at that moment on the
plazza, and we accordingly went up togetlier, )

The yoom inte which we were ushered, was an apartment
redolent of clegance and good faste.” I may not be able to
describe its minute features, bul its first appearance commn-
nicated to my frame an electrio thrill of pleasure. Tt was as if 1
had shut my eyes, and Lhere had come suddenly to my inner
sonse a sweeb vision of home.  We stepped from the rongh
boards of the entry, upon a soft aud yielding tapestry carpet;
the richly carved chairs, sofas, lounges, and pier tables, all
of the choicest designs, the costly mirvors, the choice paint-
ings, the vases, statuary, and flowers, the whole arranged
with such an exquisite eye to pleasing offeet, overcame us
like & dream ; for it seemed to our hungry and wnaceustomed
senses, as if there was an odor from the spirit of beauty, like
that which dHffuses itself from * spices, and bulm, and myvrh,”
filling the. apartment and overhanging it “fike a summer
gloud.”  Of a verity, the most delicious intoxication cometh
not from the wine cup, There is a subtle essence of which men
Lave sometimes quaffed too freely, which fires the Lrain, and
gands them mad, and staggering abont the earth. But T am
loo fast—

When we entered, the Frenchman wis reclining on a
sofa, and Tom stood by his side washing the wound, while
Sampson Vale held the water basin.  Doetor G examined
the part affected, and pronownced the blow to be by no
menns s serious one, and that with quiet and suitable
aftention the unfortunate man would soon recover.
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# Where is Vittl 2" said I to Tom, “did he not come up
with you {7

“Yes,” replied Tom, “ and he has gone to his sister’s cham-
ber, to consult about what is Lo be done with this wounded
knight” -

There were two rooms leading from that in which we
woere, one the chamber of Vitli, and the other occupied
by his sister.  From the Jatter, Vitti came fortl as we were
speaking, leading by the hand & young imd beautiful girl, in
whom it wns casy to see the outward signs of a near
relationship.

“ My sister,” said Le proudly, presenting har to us.

T shall not altempt to give Lo tho reader a description of
the person of this gentle girl. Ier image is so asso
ciated in my mind with the highest, holiest idea of a sisters
love and devotion, that 1 fear lest T should mar its delicate
lineaments by venturing on their delineation. A tender exotio
from fair Italy, her outward frame was a true type of the
exquisite beanty of her character.

«Totta,” suid Vittl, looking towards the sufferer, ¢ hera
is an invalid for you to nurse; take good care of him, and I
think he may survive the cffects of his recklessness.”

4 With much pleasure,” answered Lotta, in the tenderest
of tones, * if you desire it, dear Angelo”’

She looked into Ler Lrother's eyes as she spoke, a look as
ealmn, and pure, and peaceful, as that whicls tie quict stars shed
down from heaven, and she saw not the glance of unfeigned
wonder and admiration which the sick wman cast towards
her. There was nothing wrong nbout the look; it was the
spontansous tribute of 2 susceptible heart to woman's loveli-
ness ; and had she seen it, it would not have called the faint-

est blush of maidenly shame to her cheek, and yel I did not

like it.
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It was a presentiment Lawl to define.  The countenance

of the Frenchman was such a specimen of manly beauoty § there
was something in his clear broad forehead and large soul-h¢
eyes,’'so proud and trustworthy ; thercswas not the vestige of
anything mean, base, or sensual in Lis whole deportment,
but something noble and generous, that spoke of the great,
because gaod qualilies inherent in the heart. If there is any
truth written in human physiognomy, he wus & man to be
trusted, aye, even with the infinits wealth of a virgin’s heart:
But if he was not, then God help the world, for there is ue
outward roark upon lis crcatures by which we may know
them—the good from the bad.
" And yet I did not like this sudden recognition, on his
‘part, of tho girl’s grace and beauty, for it seemed to mse as
if she wevo spiritualized by tlhe posilion she had chosen for
herself in lifs—a thing aparl from earth—and I could net
contetaplate this possible counexion with it, even in the
highest, purcst forin, without an aceompiying presenthnent
of evil, I cannot define this impression, but T felt it not the
less strongly because so vaguely.

1t seemed that Vithi had experienced a corresponding sen-
timent,

“ Lotta," said le playfully, as we were all leaving to go
dawn stairs together, “ take good care of yoursell, duling, ag
well as of your patient.”

-8he answered with the same leart-tonching tenderness as
before,

% Our dear father and mother arein heaven, Angelo.  You
‘know how they loved us while on earth. Did we cease to
love them, ov become in any way unworthy of their con-
‘tinued affection, would it not, think yon, mar their eternal
happiness #'

Beautiful Carlotta Vittd! thy parents were indead in

Lo

————r—_
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heaven; and thon, in thy loveliness and purity, werl not
far from them.

We deseended tha stairs in u kind of stupor, like persons
who had seen a vision. T was brought to my every-day
senses by a piercing scream from Quanto Valley.  The snake
proprietor had met us on the pinzea, and laid his hand fawi-
YHarly wpon Quante’s shoulder. .

“ Nay, dop't yell in that wanner,” said he; © although by
the insertion of my finger nails into your flesh, I eould poi-
son you as easily a3 a serpent.  But be easy on that seore.
You are a brave fallow in your way, and to-day have done
me a good service. Do you understaud,” cottinued be, as
Vale looked 2 littie bewildered, © in the resene of the French
‘Nal’qnis de G you have done me good service ¥

I shall never forget the desperately wicked expression of
the fellow’s fuce as he said this—Heaven and Iiclll Lell
and Heaven! And can it be that there is so liltle earthly

spaco between the two i
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CHAPTER IV,

MONSIEUL CRAPDLET.

44

H, but we went mervily ” in our encampment by the

sea. The few days that we spent at Chagres were by
no means bedious.  Our mode of life was as uncivilized and
gipsyish, as the most ardent lover of the picturesque could
desire. 'We certainly had snough to make us uncomfortable,

shifts enough to make to get along any way, and we there-

fore enjoyed ourselves extremely.

The first night of our stay in eamp had been a rainy one,
and we immediately found out that our Arab tenis were not
the roquisite stylo of dormitories for that country,  We Lad,
accordingly, the next day purehased in town some panel
houses, and tarred canvas for covering them. DBy this
arrangement we had plenty of ledging-room. Our cooking
was dome in the rear, the siove being set up beneath a roof
?f‘ tarred canvas supported on slicks. W eat out of doors,
in pleasant weather, squatting upen the grass in Arab
fashion, and during the showers, anywhere that promised
shelter,

It didn’t, however, matter so muel where we slept, as that
we slept at all; or in what place we eat, provided we had
any thing to eat, and cooked in such a manner as to render
. itpalatable. As for sleeping, we had to do it whenever we
could. There was no pariicular lime “set apart and conse-
crated to it—T mean among the multitude then at Chagres,
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Their ideas on this subject were very loose. People who
had broken away fromn the conventionalities of life in other
respects, were not expected to conform to this very negativo
one of observing a particular hour for retiving to rest; and
the result was, that we were often fuvored with company at
a time when we were quite nnprepared for their reception.
Parties in quest of better accommodation than they Liad been
able to find in Chagres proper, deluded by our lights in the
distance, camo thither, and were unwilling 1o be persuaded
that we did not keep a hotel ov house of entertsinment,
Marauding parties, who liad found night hideous ai” the
“Trving ™ and “ Empirc City,” werc Instinctively felt at times
to be creeping amongst the brushwood, or plunging inte the
river on our left, and occasionally made ns certain of their
actual neighborhood by firing off guns and pistols at inof-
fensive objects of matural history. The worst of all these
unpleasant litle coteries, were, [ think, those who were
addicted to serenading, Ol the hows that I have lain, half
asleep and half awake, wondering who it was thal persisted
so pertinaciously in his request to be carried “ back to old Vir-
ginny ;7 and where was that poor girl Susarmah, who was so
plaintively coaxed to abstain from crying; and that cruel bug
“Jovely Fan” why didn’t she “ come out to-night,” and still
these complaining longings?  Yet to say that wo did not
rather like this state of things, would be hardly true. It
was such an excellent representation of the pursuit of con-
viviality under difficnltics, that not to have appreciated it
would have shown a burreuncas of spirit, to which I, for one,
do not feel willing to plead guilty.

In the alimentary dopartment, things were very unsebiled.
1t was difficult, in the first place, to get anything to eat;
such a hungey set as were these gold-seekers while
in transifu, T believe e world never saw before or since,

.
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« They were, it is true, chargel a high price for their meals,
 but then it was an this very account the more faalish in
them. to attempt to act up t'the Yankee doctrine of getting
their money’s worth, inasmueh as what they did eat ordina-
rily, was, in one particndir, like land in the stale of New
Hampshire, worth the most the least there was of it.  But
such ay it was even, it was hard to got. Tt is Lme, there
was & bullock daily slaughtered by o miserable specitnen of
human nature from Carthagena, who used to sell him, hide,
horn, and hoof, and, it was whispered, an old bool or two
into the bargain; but a8 [ had ubserved that none of the
Ghagres residents ever partook of this luxury, we acted
upon the hint, and likewise denied vurselves the same. Bt
it is idle to tell what we didn’t have: and it was certainly
eurionus to see what we did have, and how we went to work
{o pel it
There was now and then an arrival fromy Jamaiea or
Casthagena, wilh turtle, chiclkeus, sheep, yams, plantains,
sared the like.  When this supply fell shoit, we made diplo-
matie visits from kitchen to kitehen of the various lotelss
and if perchunce a less vavenous spivit. than asual had that
day prevailed at table, we assisted to keep from spoiling the
fragments which remained. At other times, we went on
board vessels lying alongside of the levee, and sometimes
suceeeded in geuting a junk of “ald lorse;” and, on one
oceasion—a fact, reader—=a pot.' of bLuked Deans!  These
things, united with what the Major bronght in fromr the
woods, acd what we received as tribute frowr bivouaes in
our neighborhood, kept us after a fashion.

Our hours for cating were, whenever we had anything
prepared Lo cat. Aud hers was 2 new source of ;mnoyanée,
the preparing of cur food. ‘We had no cack, atthongh our
library boasted of a covk-book. ~Ofteh a dish whose appear-
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ance we had anxiously awaited, would present itsell in such
a questionable shape, thai we dared not - toueh it. It had
been prepared ¢ according to the book;” only u cases where
we did not have the ‘ingredients required by the said book,
we had sometimes substituted such as we did have, which
altered materially the whole flavor and relish of the thing.
But an acquisition was i store for ug, which was to put
things i this department on an entivcly vew footing. |

[ think it was some Lwo days after the arrival of the
French ship, that Toni and T were loafing despairingly about
home, after an unsuccessful sally into the town for food. It
was two o'clock ; and we had that morning breakfasted at
nine. ‘The Major was in tho woods, naturalizing. (.)ur
Moors were preparing o huge pot-full of their everlasting
kes-coo-soo, 2 dish which they were never tived of. .

#Poin,” said [ in a feeble tone, © our sols resource now 1a
in the Major.” _

«Yos,” replicd Tom; ©und a possible dinner off hum-
ming-birds is a very unsatisfactory prospect to fook forward
w.ﬂ

“ T think, Tom, that we have nothing in camp but the
remains of & barrel of biscuit, two junks of salt pork, one
liam, a fow eggs, a little sall and sugar.”

“ Txeept the haquor,” sakl Tom, mournfully.

¢ And four o’eluck is coming, Tom,”

"6 Yes? said T, musing 3 * and five—"

“ Aye, and six, Tom.” o

A shout from the returning Major interrupted t!lls spirited
dialogue. Ile hove in sight thronglu the bushes in the rear
ground, and was accompanied by a portly stranger; the t.::o
being followed at a short distance by a very old negro. As
they approached, we were pleased to s Lhat: tho I\:Iu_]or l‘mre
a string of birds; and that his companion, besides his fowling-
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piece and ammunition, earried a large basket, which, from the
manuer in which it affeeted his gait, evidently ,eontained
something heavy. The old negro had also a struggling ani-
n?al, whick Jooked amazingly like a monkey, slung across
“his back, and a large pagsea, or wicker bas]-:e: )ui.::d
his head. ! o
f‘}[onsieur Crapolet,” snid the Major, presenting his com-
panion.
“ .Massieurs, jai bien I'honncur,” said Monsieur Crapolet
bowing with the easy oft-hand courtesy of a Frenchinan. ’
Yes, this was Monsicur Crapolet--—a gentlemnn, it is true
of whom I Liad never Leard before, bui a man m,ost worth ’
to be heard of, notwithstanding. In physique he was a Iarg?;
man, above the common height, and very portly.  He had o
broad full face, and a head bald upon the‘top which shone
when he removed his hat in saluting us, as i'f it had been
vs&rnished. His beard was closely shaven and well sprinkled
v-:lth grey alumps, as was ulso e short, erispy hair upon Li;ny
sides afnrl back of his head,  1e had the nerry twinkle of a
bon vivant in his small blee eyes; and a voluptuous style
of mouth, about which lingered palpably some of the savor
es5ence glistilied from the many good things which had tl‘f{
velled ?hat_ “red pathway.” This very picasant specimen of
humanity was atlived in a eoarso blue hunting-shirt, hanging
Io.ose over a pair of white cotton trowsers, stout shioes of raw
hide, and a broad-brimmed, dnl-colored chupeaw de funtasie
The Major, who had already made this gentleman. ont tf;
be a character, informed us that s had invited him to
make “one of us” Men we always gayest wheo on their
last Jegs.  With starvation awaiting us sl the next corner
we nevertheless welcomed this additional palate to our midst’
and Tom proposed to eelebrate the occasion by a drink. ’
+ “ Bhall it b I'ean-de-vie I inquired Le of our now friend.

RE TR
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The Frenchman upon this challenge laid down his arms,
and divesting himself of chapeau, powder-flask, and shot-
pouch, abserved that he should interposo no objection to our
taking a small sip all round of that excellent “ean que
prolonge lu vie, et que nous rends gai et joycuse.”

I nced mot say that (his introductory sentiment of his
completely won our hearts, and made us the more vegret the
lack of means for carryivg out a hospitality which was so
well received. Iveutured to observe thus much to Monsieur
Crapolet, who quite perfected his conquest over us by reply-
ing— '
“Soyez tranquille. I will take charge of the cnlinary
department myself; T lave a boy with me who is au fait in
such matters—Thom, venes ici.”

The old negro deposited his pagara und menkey near the
w gpok-house,” and came totlering up to where we sat. He
was a tootliless, grizzly, decrepit subject. ITe was a * boy”
doubtless, in the seuso that he was far advanced in second
childhood. I am wot aware of any way of ascertaining with
exactitude a negros age, but 1 thiok that this boy must
have been somewhere in the second eentury of his existence.
8o long, indeed, had his soul and body been together, that
the one seemed to have lost entirely its influenco with the
other, for this boy had a habit of constantly spitting when
he talked, and he always thought aloud, and of scratching
his head at frequent intervals—little physical peculiaritics
which I wn very sure a professional cook would not indulge

" in, if ho was supposed to have any control over his bodily

functions. In thal very remote period when Thowr had been
younger than he now was, he had probably been somewhat
of a hard customer, if one might draw any inference at all
from sundry deep cuts across his cheek and shoulders, and
the fact that both of Lis ears were considerably cropped ;
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even now, as hi stood befure us, hie fairly erouched ag if in
expectation of the well remembured lnsh. i coslinne i
puily doscrilpsh, I onsisvnd of o paabr o s Wi oAb
frmanrs,

*This buy,” suid Monvicur Crapolet, giving the youth a
gentle ehuck under the clitn, whiclt sent his drooping lower
Jaw with prodigions force against the upper, and bronght
his face into a horizoutul position ; * this boy, whom I eall
Thom, an abbreviation of ihe English name Thomas, under-
stands well his affair,  Nest-cg pus, Thom $7

“ Oui, monsieur,” said Thom. Ile was not so mueh a
promising boy as an assending one.

% Bl bien, Thom, we will to-day have for dinner”
our new superintemdenl of the enlinary departinent went on
with a siving of dishes, specified in the Creele dialact, which
betokened something bountifu), il not nice., At the enume-
ration of each article, Thom inserted his assenting ¥ Oud,
monsiewr”  For so negative a character, he certainly made

and

a greab uso of the aflirmative in canversubion.

Mounsieur Crapolet then stated that he had only one con-
dition to make with us Liefore cutering upon the practical
dutics of his situation, and that was that he should be the
snpreme heawd of his department, and that no one else shonld
interfere even to the extent of visiting the covk-house while

inoperation.  As it has always been an article of my creed
"not to inquire too closely into thu eauses of any goed prac-

tieal result, this arrnugement was quile acceptable, so faras I
was concerned ab any rate, nnd the chief and his subordinate

Simmediately set aboob Lheir propuratory labors.  An addi-

tional pieco of canvas was slretched perpendiculurly aeross
the front of the cook-licuse, at u considerable distance from
the other buildings of our encampment. Behind this wera
taken tho pagarn, basket, und oukey. What was next done
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Ioeannob sy, Thy hlnek eurtain ol tarrod convas Ty
heuvy and dmpencleabls betweon ns and the theabre of vpo-
sicestes, sudh iheinyiie e of that place are yet urrevealed.

When dinner was fuicly under weigh, as we judged from
the savory odors which oceasionally dritted outward to our
domiciles, Monsieur Crapolet came forth, with his Jarge, full
face all aglow with pleasurable emotions.

*Ca val ga va l” said he, rubbing his hands together, * we
shall eat somelhing good to-day—Thom est un gargon
d’esprit.”?

“How does it happen,” said I, beckoning him to a seat
beside me, * that & gentleman of your taleats and Paisian
tastes is adrift in such a dreary land as this #

“Ah replied Monsienr Crapolet, “you lmvo tounched
upon a delieate theme, in conscquence of whicl we will taks
unother counp e petit laii, for, voyez-vous, I have a little
wenkness on this subject.”

*And so you are not a gold-secker,” said I, after we had
cach taken a refreshing sip of “ petit Init.”

“In me,” said he, striving bard to suppress the rosy
twinkle of Lis eye, and speaking in a melancholy voiee, which
eame strangely out of such a bonlomie mouth, * you be-
hold an unfortunate indjvidual, who has left a land whero
they have interred all whom he once loved.”

“Tndeed,” sald T, trying to raiso a tender tone, for in a
robust gentlersan of lilty this allusion was not g0 pathetic as
I could have desired,—* an affiir of the heart$”

“ Au juste!” saill he, laying Dboth hands upon his bowels
in a manncr expressive of greab pain, and which led ms to
think at firs¢ that our * petit lait” was not the right medicine
in his case. “I am lhere because solitude, hardships, and
self-denial—another petit coup of this excellent ¢ last,’ if you
pleaso—are, as I was about to say, the true remedy for
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lacerated heart. You sce, in my younger days I was asus-
ceptible boy. Mon dicut, how ny heart used to beat when
a.bright oye showered its radiance upon me! Sir, if you
will believe me, a swan-like neck, or an clegrutly chiscled
foot, made my knees shake under me. Kh Dbien! in our
village, for 1 was born in a small village ncar Puris, there
were two demoiselles, between whom my heart was equally
divided, Yirginia and Mathilde—un petit coup de lait i leur
santé."

- Dear, delightful Monsieur Crapolet, Lie is getting deep into
pathos, but if ho is not carefn) the constitutional bonhomie
of his natuwre will run away with him.

* You see,” continued he, ufter fortifying himself witlt a
copious draught, “thal this was a harassing state of things.
So terrible did this condition of uncertainty ns to the prepoun-
derating state of my allections become, that T was forced to
fly my country.  In a far b, said I, my heart will hecome
tranguil, aud be able conlly (o chonse its fulure life-long com-
panion.  You ay believe e, Sie, when 1 il you, that T
had resided seventeen yenrs in Uavenne, Fronch Guiana,
before I fully mado up my mind as to which of the two my
affections most strongly inclined. Tt pl'ovccl to be Virgiuie,
~—another coup de luit, s'il vous plait, & la santé de ma chére
Virginie.”

“Aund it was in Frenel Guiuna that you made the ac-

quaintanco of Thom, anr cools 2"

“Bir, you sare my friend. Thom, too, is an excellent boy,
but I beg of you that you will not mention Aém in this con-
nexion. Eh bicn, after an absence of seveuteen years, I
returned to my native land with the inlention of espousing
Yirginie, or, in the event of anything having happeved to
ker, making Mathilde the happy companion of my bosom—
and what do you think—1I found them both——" '
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“ Dead ¢

HDead ! e Lli;lb]t:-:-llfi, married

ere wasw elimax. T muost certainly have mistransiated
his remark ahout wteering the ohjects of bis Jove. T had a
strong dasire to lawgh, and am swre that we should have
had “an affair,” had not Thom at that mement anuouneed
the dinner. _

1t was served upon 4 table built in Chagres fushion | that
is, upon vough pine boards laid athwarl of enpty Larrels.
We had soup to begin with, and various oiher smoking and
palatuble-Jooking dishes.  We were all of us pretty hungry,
and I believe enjoyed the repast none the less for its mys-
ferious appearance. 1L was plain enongh that Monsieur
Crapolet had purgedl his bosom of & good deal of * perilous
stall™ by his coufesion to me, for he now appeared as &
polite Frenchman ju Tall frather, helping the Indies to a bit
of roast veil, sone of the eanvaslaek, just a wing of M-
caseed ehicken, and the like; while the rest of us looked on
in amazement, not so wueh at the vnivr\ of dishes which
were produced by Thom at sueli short notive, as to find that
Lis master had a name ready for each.

Now, reader, my belief then was, and sidll is, that our
dinner that day, reast veal, mutton c¢hop, buked duck, frica-
seal clicken, stewed brains, petites pat’s, and whatever else
we might have had, all owed its origiu to that wounded
monkey which I have alrendy alluded to as having been
smuggled by Tom behind the canvas eurtain,  And m)’
reasons are, that, in tho first place, he never appeared agai
in lite. In the sceond place, a monkey’s skin and entrails
were found the nest day sl a short distance from camp,
divectly in vear of the cookery, by a parly of disinterested
peoply, who brought the sanie to e for exhibition. And in
the third place, visions of wonkeys in the various stages of

"
"
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frying, stewing, and ronsting, eame thal night and capered
gibberingly around my bed ; aud afterwards I was traus-
ported as it were to a lonesome place in the woods, where
was 6 coflin, and u gang of mouleys solemuly digging a
grave for its disposal ; bemoath the open lid of which, two, I
~shuddered at Lelolding the well remembered foatures of ouy
toothless covk—and still Tater in the night T bad a thivd
~ vision, and another troop of monkeys, —the posterity, dowbt-
Yess, of these former—wore dancing by moonlight i that
selfsame woodland spot, singing wournfully but gleefully
well-known Ethiepian melody 5 and then T remembered iliat
Thom lay buried beneath e green sward, and that he was
the “ Uncle Ned " of whom they sung as having died in
that melancholy “ long, long ago.”

During the period that Monsienr Crapolot catered for onr
party, I think we cat about a monkey a-plece, besidas lizanls,
mnd torties, salnmanders, water rats, and anaconda steaks
nevertheless, we did not complain of our fare.  To hive
dona so wonld have implied w0 non-fuliilment of the couli-
tion to which we had wmutnally bound varsclves.  Mr. Swn
Weller is yecorded s having observed on vne oceasion Diat
“ Weal pie wus a good thing when you knew 1hab it warn's
made of kittens.” On our part we went further, and de-
voured with a keen relish haunches of deer, wlich we wero
morally cerbain was bub a kind of nom de cuisize for alli-
gatars' tails,

Imust also say, in justice to Monsieur Crapolet and his
subordinate Tom, that other and plainer dishes were often
set before us, and that if we purtook of these doubtfinl viands
it was becanse we preferred thiem—the greatest compliment
which we conld have puid to the magic of their cookary,

PREPARATIONS FOR | START. al

CHAPTER V.
PREPARATMONS ¥OR A BTART.

Y7 E had now been i Chagres some ten days s the camels
wern suflficiently refreshed after the fatignes of the voy-
age, to warrant an immediate undertaking of our juurncy
across the Isthmus.  We had laken, wlvice relating to the
best way of procecding, mmd had come to the conclusion to
try the lad route.  We were told that there was a good
paved road, lying somewhere on the native side of the river,
and continaing along on the same side till near the neigh-
borhood of Critees, where the stream was easily forded,
ad beyoud which it connected with the old road from
Cruees to Panama, which many of my readers have doubt-
Jess travelled,  The great diflicully about this road secinad
w0 be, the finding it. Some putit as commencing away down
at Purto Bello, some as beginning nem Navy DBay; and
others were firnn in their statements, that it oviginally started
from Chagres,  But all allowed that we should hit it if wo
went back far enough into the bush.  If there was any road
at ail, or any possibility of getting over the ground in this
direction, we thought it preferable to trying the river, as
the boating of our eamels as fur as Cruees would be a very
expensive and tedious attair,
Accordingly, oue fine morning, after a rainy night be it
understood, we shoolt down and boxed cur hcuses, struck
onr tents, pulled up stakes, and packed evervihing, inclwding
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the cooking-stove and fixtures, upon ihe eamels {chameanx,
Mommignr Crapoll wsedd o sl e}, W thea beds ndien to
the ground of vur wujuiire, wending onr way towards the
town. [ doxot reiember that [ Jooked back upon the spot
at that time, with auy particular emotion.  The remembrance
of recent annoyaneces was then {rash, and T preshine that the
brisk action of our beasts rather led me to look furward

with pleasant anticipations, than to an indulgence in =enli-.

mental regrets.  But now, as T write, it ix diffcrent.

That spot of eartly, in its untamed beauly and Inxurious-
ness, rises up before me Jike a picture.  Yes, 1 ain bael again
by the great sea-side, with the mountain brook not far away,
rushing 8o passionately yet tenderly to its embrace.  There
are the old elins, aud the long beach in the toreground, and
the grand sombre mountains in the rear. There is the well
rersembered path tlirough the brushwood, leading back to
the Indian Village, and beyond, too, up « high hill, where I
sometbnes went with the Major, and from whenee we could
discern vessels Lelow our Dorizon an o the beael, bound, on
the one tack, it might Le (o San Juan, or on the other to
Porto Bello. Beyond the viver rises a steep rocky blufl at
whose base the waters were always white, whether milky in
pleasant play, or livid with rage.  And on the hither side
is a shady noolk, formed Ly wiltlows growing out of the sand,
where the washerwomer, who came fram Chagres, were
wont to deposit heaps of clothing, ricl’ with the auriferous
mud of the Yuba or Feather River. Tsoce, too, the deck
timber—fragment of a forner wreck, whicl had Lcen driven
thus far landward, during some strong northerly gale, yenars
before—now fixed slendfaslly under the shade of these
willows, upon whose ragged side, as wom, and  weather-
beaten, and ragged-looking men, had sometimes come and
sat, peering over the deep, and blessing the hairy front wlich
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also frowned or simifed npon their bative shores.  And the
pride Temiiug Lo the lown, the pable that Tdaily travelled, in
some places, winding back far into the bush, and agrain
curving outwind, so us to give a full view of the sea: no -
“ primrose path,” and yel much frequented at that time, rich
in ud and sliny spots, but still picturesque from its Juxuri-
ant borders of alder, mangrove, and palatuvia, chequered as
they were on cither side with towering palms and cocoa-
nul trees, with now a straggling ray of sunshine lingering
momentarily aloll on their dirl green branches, and anon a
merry purty of rainsdrops playfully dancing aver them in
theiv downward tramp.  Theso are some of the features of
the scene. -
Nothing rewarkable inall this, you will say. Terhaps
not, yet 3t was somothing to have the great heaving sea
evermore at une’s dour, wutbering like an old fireside evone
of unfathumable mysteries ; o see it during the long days,
in all its wany weods, and feol it so near, that one could
ey mane, to watch
it darkening beneath the forecoming shadow of ight,
changing then its tales from the glory of proud navies that
had ridden wpon its bosom to the sad fate of manly liearts,
and rosy smiles, that had sunk and been quenched for ever
in s turbulent depths; aml to wake during the still dark-
ness or no less solemn moonlight, and lear it yet there,
with a more melanchioly murmur in its deep voice, as if the
dead everywhere sleeping in its hosom, made restless moan-

Iny his haud at any ywmoement on its she

ing over thuir lust yenrs of life.

Theve was an awlil prandeny, too, in the recolection, that
while all other voices of earth had changed or passed away,
this world-reverberating music of the sea had been sounding
on evermore the same from the creation; like a deep
eternal undertone, stirring the soul in its profoundest depths.
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Trlily as well ns Dbeantifully, has Boglwd’s woman peet

sung —

" The Dovian lnde that sighed of yore,
Along thy wave is sLil],
The harp of Judah peals no maore,
On Ziow's awfunl hill.

# And mute the Moeovish horn that rang
(Per stream awd mountain free,

And the hymmn Llic leagued erusader sang,
1ath died in Galilee.

= But, thou art swedling on, thow decp,
Through many an older clime,

Thy billowy anthem ne’vr to steep,
Until the ¢lose of tinw,”

And it was something (o know, that ou the other hand
wera the hills, whose fuslnesses man Jad not penctrafed,
but within whose deep rich glens, and dwrk shadowy jun-
gles, masses of nuimel Hie were revelling and rejuicing,
although to cur dull sense they rose up silent, solitary, aild
forbidding ~evergreen hills, upon whose summits or slop-
ing sides no snow or ice lad ever lain, but where vegetation

" bloomed and died and blovmed again, and presenled always
the same perennial front of verdure. 1L was curious to sce
how steadfastly bul vainly the ocean kept sending its pha-
lanxes of waves to overrun this green domain, and how somne-
times the salt from its spray would lodge wpon the branches
of trees far up the hill sides, and their green leaves and
clinging mosses would droop as if poisoned ; and then Lo
see a friendly power rush out from its ambush in the skies—
no less than an army of rain-drops, which would do their
work so thorouglly, in purifying and cleanlng tliese delicate
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dresses of the wood, that each shiub and busli and dark
old tree lovked all ihe fresher and more sparkling in the
next ray of sunshine which came thither. This water from
heaven, in ifs kindly anission, fomnl its way into the very
thickest of 1he glade, and it was no uncommon thing to see
masses of vapor in the carly dawn which we might consider
as Its disembodied spiril, hovering about these green declivi-
ties, and gradnally soaring heavenward.  Bub why refer to
all this -well enongh in a poet, which I am not, or a child,
which [ ean never be agaiu: only to show the free and
intense style of life which we ihen led, Because in tha
breaking up and absence of conventional forms we lhad
seeined 1o geb back nearcr to the old mother nature, and lay
as it woere wore tranquilly on her bosom. Qur insignificant
hodies Awindled as the face of the old mother graw wann,
distinet, and Joving, What if infection pervaded the air
we Dbreathed.  Did we not, on Lt aceount, feel a kindlier
interest in the stars, and the Ulue arch, and yet love the
cheery carth none the less?  Can a man evade death by
being & coward; aml where can le die so well as where
sympathies from the infinite heart of the world seem to be
drawing him thitherward ?

Often since, when stifling in close streets, with the faces
of ungenial men bemming me in, or stalled, as it were, in a
set Jorm of daily life; a stupid routine of dnll Unties, have I
Jooked back upen these wild scenes with an iwward chafen-
ing and pining to be awny, It has seemed as if 1 would
give weeks, aye mouths, of this dull life fur o few hours of
thate :

Tt bras been objected to adventure, that it unfits onc for
the sober pursuits of life; but who on this account would
shul his eyes to the pictwe of loveliness which the great
Father, every morning anl ovening, unrolls afresh{ and
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how ean he so well see aud feel all its wonderfnl delicacy
and eternal beanty, as by shaling off his naiive sluggishness,
gnd going out in simplicity of lheart and habits, to sojourn
amid new and wnacenstomed scenes? e s, indeed, a
piliful object to contemplate who can live amid the grand,
and . beautiful, and beroic, cither in the natural or moral
wérld, and be none the better for it.

#Bat this wu from Lhie mountains learn,
And this the valleys show,
That never will they deigu to Lold
Cenmnunien where 1he Tesart o cold,

T'e hunan weal nnal wue,

“The man of nbject sonl in vain
Shall walk the Marathonian plain,
Or thrend the shadowy gloom,
That still infests the gusrdian puss,
Where stoed =ublime Leonidas,
Devoled to Uio tond.”

.

There wus no lack of lLeroism in the character of these
sturdy, on-pushing gold-hunters; there was grandeur in the
unrivalled hardships which they voluntarily cndured in this
stage of their experience, and sublimity in some of the
attending circumstances, for daily ut Chagres heaven’s
artillery thundered forth its salves, and nightly its ightning
‘flashes were the literal hump of the voyagers mounting or
descending the river.

% Something too much of this.”  To go on then with my
story: On reaching the point we found the few fiiends who
were to come into our purty, ready and waiting to receive
us. Among these were Messis. Vale and Puarkins, the former
of whom had decided, on the whele, that © the camel busi-

ness was the beist thing gning,” and had fully made up hia
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niind o stick to it, until something betier should Presend
ftselll This volatile gentleman was seated in the centre of a
Licap of baggage, and his conspicuous position would, dowdbt-
Tess, have helped to set off his native advantages, had he nog
Leen doubled up ke Wordsworth’s book-worm,  Tn faet,
he was just then engaged in opening a lijuor-case conlaine
ing several deseriptions of cordials, hesiiles gin, brundy, aund
old Jamaica.  After drawing forth a conple of Loltles suc-
cessively, holding them towards the sun, and taking a small
sip of cich, he relurned them to his case with a dissatishied
air, and at lengih produced a thind, the color and taste of
which scemed to suit. Le first threw Dis head backward,
with 4 jerk, then gave three or fonr twists of his wiry neck,
as many stretchings of his Jengthy anms, and at last cleared
his throat with a licin or two preparatory Lo a generons
dranght. — All this time Parkius stood by, looking ou with
a eountenance in which disappointment, contempe, und anger
wore cariously mingled.  Whan Vale raised tho botle {0 his
lips with Lhe deliberadion of & man about to take a final Jull, -
Parkins could restrain limself no longer; bending forward
slightly to get into u posture which enabled his hand to
reach the coveted flask, he struck it such a well aimed blow
as sent the liquor into the. noso and eycs, us well as stomach
of the thirsty Vale, and then grabbing it as it fell, e, Par-
kins, stepped nimbly beyond the reach of his companion’s
sledge-hammer arm.

Lut the Tatter was in no wise disconcerted by the abrupl
termiination of his enjoyment.  Rising up, he cast a mildly
reproving glance at the retreating foe,

“ Solomon,”" said he, in an affectionato tone, % how often
shiall [ have to cantion you against indulging in this love of
strong drink 1" '

“ Just hear him " said Parking, who had fortificd himsell

3:}:
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with nohomeaeopathic dose, " he never drinks; ob, no, he tastes;
except of course, gentlemen, when he has tle Litious colig,
and that’s a complaint he’s prety gencrally troubled with.”

Tha camels were knecling, and we had left our seats to
superintend the packing of vwr companions’ baggage.

“ Whoss s all this#’ said I, peinting to the heap of
trunks, boxes, bags, eteetern, in the vivinity of Vale, *a
formidable lot tiuly.”

“That is some of mine,” replied Vale, nowise abashed at-
the implied tenor of my interrogatory,  the rest of it is com-
ing; [ liave got two natives in iy employ since an hour, and
nearly half of it is along alveady "

“But it is not possible, my dear siv, that you have twiee
ns much baggage us we see huwe; why, you bave already
a load for two camels.”

“I told him repeatedly,” observed Purkins, cotning For-
ward, ‘¢ that lic would never get it across.”

“ Tt is even so, nevertheless,™ reilerated the senior partner,
“and I do not see that T can well spare anything; but let it
be as you say, genlicinen, i that mabter.”

“What is to be done 7" inquired the Major, for it was ver-
tainly out of the quesiiat to think of lumbering our camels
up with this wass of things.

"4 Qell the superfluous ab aunction,” said Tom, with the
ready wit for which e was remarkuble. .

# Parbleu!” said Monsiewr Crapolet, “ Jo n’ai pas trop—
hie ean well divide with me.”

Monsieur Crapolet spoke Lruly, for the heart of the gene-
rous Frenchiman was his greatest possession. Jn peint of
worldly goods lie had but his fowling-pleco and ammanition,
the contents of his basket, and Thom’s pagara, whatever the

latier might have been.  But as his proposition did nol seem.

to meet exactly-the merits 6f the case, it was unanimously
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voted that Tom’s plan be adopted, and luethermore, that he
should ofliciate as auctioneer,

When this decision was oflicially announced, Monsieur
Crapolei produced u tin liorn fromn the pagara of Thom, with
which he proposed Lo call the amatewrs together musically,
on coudition of his being allowed two drinks to our one,
Yale, who had scemal by his looks to rather demur to the
first proposition of” Tom, looked even blanker at this second
one of Crapolet, but it was carried notwithstanding, without
a dissenting voieo.

The fivst case wpenwd, happened to contain books, nud the
firsl book taken out was Dowditch’s Navigator

“Here it is," shoated Lo, ©u Look which ought o be
found in every well regulatd tamily ; contains partioular di- °
rections about crossing the Jsthimus, also how to make salt
water out of [vesh (sailors [ mean, of course.)—Let’s seo;
here is the titie page--—* Bowditeh’s Navigator, Mereator Sail-
iny, shovt cut from Cruces to Panama,’ &e., &e.,—iunar ob-
servations, world without end—how much is offered for
Nathaniol I

It my memory serves me right, “Nathaniel 7 was pur-
chased by a swarthy native, who had evidenlly beou
pleasantly excited by the allusion to Cruces and Tanana,
for the sum of three dollars. The performances of Monsieur
Crapolet upon the tin lorn had been eminently successful.
A crowd speedily collected about Tom and his wares, and
the book sales went on briskly,

# 'Phe next work on the catalogne,” said the auctioneer, " is
this splendidly bound edilion of Byron, with a life by Bulwer,
as the Ethiopian poet says, no less beautifully than truly :

“QOh, Bulwer he wrote Willinu ‘Tell,
And Spakosheare wrote Oteller,

Lord Byren, ho wrote wory well,
But Dickens—ha wrots Weller "
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« How ruch for this splendid cdition of Byron "

“ Beo-rong 1" shouted Monsienr Crapolet correclively.

“Cest bien dréle gue les Anglais ne peuvenl Janais ap-
prendre & prenoncer méme les nows de leurs podtes les plus
distingués.”
. Ttis proper here to abserve that Sfampson Vale had vp 1o
ibiy time Leen attentively witching the movements of the
auctioneer, and haud not remarked that Thow, at the nstigu-
tion of his muster, had ronoved the liquor-case from his
side, and deposited it carefully within reach of Monsicur
Crapolet.  But this gratuitous ohbservation of the latter hinl
drawn our atlention towsrds lim, and to the great horor of
Vale, thera he was, this vietim of a broken heart, rechning
casily upon a sea cliest, with o brandy flask in one iz il
# “petit verre " in the other, w perfect Jupiter of gond ha-
mor aud conviviality in the widsl off Iis adtendint gods,
to whom Thom, with o sceonmd fhask and © petit vorre,” ofll-
ciated in the ehiracter of o venerable Gimyarede, Strange
to say, L noticed Packins in this group of colestials,

While the Major was superintending the packing of the
camels, I strolled up to the * Jmpire City,” partly to gel a
fresh box of * Wandering Jews,” aml partly to say good-byve
10 its brave young Jandlord.

Viti was in the dining-roam of lis hotel, seated at table
in company with two others, card-playing.  One of his com-
Panions was the Frenelt noblere, Count de G———. ['sup-
pose the Comnt hil been a winner at the time T entered, for
on seeing me, he rose and proposed hreaking ofl’ the game.
This Vittl passionately refused to do, saying that hie had
Tost everything b Lis hotel and land, and was deternine

“to risk that for what il was worth.  They played one more
round, and Vilti was a poor vtan with mol a cent jn the
world.
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“ Gentlemen,” said he, vising, and looking steadily at the
Count, “ Tan ruined 3 but ib was faily done. Yon may
eoustder me as your guest G0 L can Hnd Dusiness.”

“ Nay,” sudd the County *my derr Angelo, this must not
be. Keep your house and lands; I do not need them. But
for your generons ail iy netrs would ave been ere Jong in
possession of my property, and yon had refained yours.,” |

“1seorn o recetve pay,” replied Villi, “for doing what 1
should have been a wreteli o lave Teft undone.  Neverthe-
less, for iy sister’s sake, I will continue here awhile as your
agent, 1ill 1 can vepay you for your advances.”

“ Let it bo for your sisters sake, then,” sail the Count.

The third party present, whon I recognised as the owner
of the shake which Ladl hitten Vale, smiled darkly ze ehis
arrangemeont, as if he saw something infernal in the transac-
tion, which pleased bim on tt account.

“ Vitth,” said 1, as I shook him by the hand on leaving,
this s a wild, lawless sounlry,  The only rule of action here,
as you well know, is the barbaric one that * might makes
right’ We ean't tell whal may happen; but if any
trouble comes to you, remember that, for one, I amn your
friend,”

“It's not for mysell)” replied Vitti earnestly, “that T appre-
hend anything, at least anything move than my deserts. [
am but o recliess vagubond at thoe best ; my whole Iifs has
been a miseruble mistako, and s too late to tey Lo correct
it, even if T knew where to begin,  But with my sister if is
very different ; she is as pure and stainless as a hittle child,
Now, whilstIlive, T can protect her to tha extent of my life,
But if anything should happen to me—yon know what I
wonld say, sir.”

“ T undersland you,” said I, ¢ and you may be certain that
it shall be as you desire ; only let me beg of you to be care
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fal of your words and actions fir her sake, and not reclkdessly
peril a life which has so mnuch depending on iL.”

Vi wiped the tears from his oyes with one hand s hu
shook mino nervously with the othor; and so we parted. On
reaching the point again, I found the uuetion terminated,
and several new features introduced upon the face of things.

ey S,
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CHAPTER VI
BN BROUTE.

DVERYTHINU wax now in order v a start.  Tho camels
were packed, and the birges which were o transport
themn and us across the river wore in readiness at the levee.
This being the case, [ was somewhbat surprised to sec the
heaps of baggage belonging fo Messrs. Vale and Parkius
lying still upon the sand, and the eamels deslined for their
accommodation freighted with other packages. It, at first,
oceurred Lo we that the former of thess two gentlemen had
Lecome dissatisfiod at the summary manner in which Tom was
disposing o his mental food, or the not less summary dis-
position of Lis crealure comlorls by Monsieur Crapolet. |
was, therefore, even more surprised to notice upon a second
glance the tall Bzure of Signor Vale, a little apart from the
group it is true, but surveying them with a loving and bene-
volent glow upon his face, and a certain fire in his eye,
which flickered brilliantly as it roamed over the eutire scene,
the while his lips smacked approvingly in token of a most
portentous inward salistaction.

“ My dear Vale,” said I, approaching him, a little too
abruptly perhaps, consideriug Lis exalted mood of mind ; for
I Liad really come to feel u liking for this curious man.  “I
trust that wo are nol to lose the pleasure of your company
in our journey across the Isthnus.” ' '

“ Pretty good 1" observed Parking, who, with a singular
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perverseness of mind, evidently understood me as speaking
sativically.

“AL” said Vale, coming 1o himself, aund calling i his
wandering fancies with & jerk as it were.  * Yos, yos, you
-speak traly. T shall not be of your parly acvoss the
Isthmus,  Are you awsre, sir, that since you lefl ns, but a
moment ago, sir, Iyt ul i, L great idea s eome
to wme ,

“Quanto Valley,” saild Parkins, more savagely than the
oceasicn seemed 0 wawrrant, * s had great ilens enough
in his lifetime to have ruined the whole world™

“Bolowmon,” returned Liy companion allectionately, “let
me entreat of you not Lo parade thus the superficial charace-
ter of your mind.”

“As I was aboul Lo uobservy, it has oecurred 1o me
in looking over this sandy patcl, sveing it in its present
state, and reflecting upon its capabilities, that there are great
things to be done here.  Tho trovble s fir has been, ¥
opine, the want of a head, one greal directing power Lo sce
s wants, mmd with brains suflicient (o deviss ways and
means to aect them.”

“Suy rather a heart,” said a youur man who had just
joined us; “a greal heart teeming with affection, a leart
large enough to embrace all these weary poople in the folds
of its love. Let such a heart make its abode here, sceking
nothing, thinking nothing, kuowlng nothing but the good
und lappiness of all around it; and do you not think that a
bright radiance would go oul thence, which would beau-
tify this place even as thoronghly as it would purify it?
Now you, sir, were o doubt thinking of draining thess
maishes, of establishing sunitary regnlations, of laying out
streets, of founding a hospital.” )

¥ Quite right, sir.  Yon see that mountain but litile over
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a mile distant.  Why we could lay a strap ruil from Llience
to the poinl, put on our dirl curs, and with a few mules, wo
would bring this whole ownship high and dry ou a beauti-
{ul slope.  'We should in the first place lay alongside of the
alealde and priest, secure o grant, then K

“Lay alongside of the padre fist, get ki good graces,

and Il goarantee the rest of the juckeys.”

This latter obscryation preceeded from one of the Lwo
rentlemen, who, at that moment, had joined our group in
cownpauy with Temn.  The speaker, whom Tom announesl
as Judge Swmithers, was a large robust man of florid cow-
plexion, short square whiskers, blue cyes, a hroad head, lurgs
nose, and a mouth in which good practical common scuse
scemed to well up as it were spoulaneousty.  This was the
mwost remarkable thing about the wan, e always seemned
to have the very item of information or suggestion that was
needed rolling upon his tongue, like a choice til-bit, and bad
only to open his mouth for it to rell out.

His companion was presented as Colonel Allen, of Mis-
sourl, ITe was not so large a man as the judge, and had o
staving kind of face, very red as if from bard drinking, Ilis
eyes were large, wide open, and cousiderably Lloodshot ; and
his mouth, which waus also large, was in like manner geue-
rally extended beyond its natural limits by an inveterale
habit of grinuing, which he had probably ullen into wheu
guite young.

“These two genthemen, and this thivd, Mr. Avthur Orring-

ton,” said Tom, with a bow towards the young man, to

whom T lave already allwled, as having objected in a
measure to one of Vale's great ideas, “are to join us; and
their baggage is already packed i lieu of thal of these
renegadea hera, Vale and Parkins, But T am not the boy
to interrupt a pleasant story.  Pray go on, Mr. Vale”
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S 1 was saying,” continued Yale, © when you ecame up, that
there was & great chance L improvement here.”

“T guess you hit it theve,” said tho judge, who, as Tom
snubsequently informed me, was not exactly a4 judge in poing
of law, but was a great judge of hovseflesh, and had vun the
first line of stages from Vera Cruz to the city of Mexico.

“The subseriber is ready to make aflidavit to that effect,”
added the Colonel.  This gentleman 1 aflerwards learned
was a printer Ly profession, and from his invariably allnding
to himself as * the subscriber,” am inclined to think that
Lo had Deen maostly cnployed in the advertising depart-
ment.

“Go on,” sakl Parkins, anxious for his friend Lo areive
at 2 point wheve so great unanimity would not probably
prevail.

“And, us 1 was going le suy, that having filled up this
back marsh here and secured our grant, we should proceed
to survey nud stake ofl lots, Jay out streels, and iu short
make a regular land compuny alluir of it.  Then we should
build a breakwater along here, from the point out, Jeaving a
space between that and the opposite coast suitable fin a good
ship chanuel, which we should lkeep of suflicient dcpth Ly
steam-scows—if necessary, sptle the levee.”

“Hold on, old boy,” exclaimed the Colenel, *and allow
the subscriber to observe, that, in his humble opinion, the
levee hero bears altogether too great a similarity to a
decayed egp fo lie in any possibility of spiling.”

Well done, Allen,” retorted Judge Smithers, # for a San
Francisco editor you ave, certainly, wonderfully erndite, By
spiling the levee, the Zomire vefors to driving spiles or stout
sticks of timber along its ks to prevént caving.  Where
the “dosh’ s to come from 1o enrry ont this idea does not
appear as yeb,—but donbiless will.”
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“Irrom New England, Sir, my native place,” said Vale
majestically. :

“ Whew ! said the Colonel, snapping his fingers, as if
they were either burnt or tingled with cold.

The judge said nothing, but contenied limself with hun-
ming a fragment of an old song, familiar to our ehildhood,

beginning

*When I was a little boy, Tlived Ly myself,
All the Lread and cheese T got, X pat vpon the snelf.*

“I wish you joy of youwr mission,” sairl ‘Lore,  and hopae
yor'll stick to it.” .

“You may bet high on that,” concluded l’wrkim; “ ol
yes, he'll stick 1o it like cobbler's wax to an ile-stone

Tt was now thne to be off. The bright sun wus shining in
aclenr sky, and it was decmed eXllntH-{:IIL o tuke advintayge
of 50 unusual a state of things,  "We left Valé still under the
oxhilarating influence of his new idea, with Pavkins buzzing
Lis monotonous undertone of disconragement under his very
nose. Perhaps after all, if onr enthusiast bad not had this
outward, palpable drag upon him, his own nature 1night
iave furnished it inwardly ; and so with harsh imaginings of
possible difficulties and  objections, have crushed and stitled
ils gossamer thread of life, whereas the estimation in which
he hLeld the mental character of his assoclate, rendered ]mn
quite regardless of his opinions.

I could not help observing, in the person of our new com-
rade, Colone! Allen, a remarkably reckless style of dressing
and condueting himself. Whetlier 1 should have paid any
particular heed to this at that time, T do not know, had it
vot formed so striking a contrast to the costume and  de-
portment of Mr. Arthur Owvington. The latter gentleman
had ¢ ild, pale countenance, with a touchingly benevolent
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expression, and  a soft, affectionate eye. He locked like o
man who hud no busivess among the hawd, rade, sellish
things of life. His dress was sernpulously neat, and severely
corract, in point of taste ; so simple in facl as Lo suggest the
idea of a ministerial character in the wearer,  You wonld
have known at once upon seeing I, that hie had a fixed
and certain character of his own, thai was made to set its
mark somewhere, perhaps gently, even thndly, bt none the
less firmly and durably for that.

Now the Colonel was got up in altogether another style.
He had evidently Been Latiered aboub the world, and was
considerably the shabbier for it. It might have been that
some great wrong done to him when young had broken his
manly spirit, and made him carcless of what fortnue might
have Jeft for him among lier stores; ony it might have been
that be never had any parlicular character at @l and had
fallen into rowdyism, as being the most vasy and natural
thing to do. Ile was one of those men who appenr always
ready for whatever the moment offers, Lthe more vuwé and
bizarre the occupation, the betier; an eutire contempt of
anything bordering on ctiquetle or formality, and o perfect
freedomn from bashfuluess or fear, were Lis prouuncnt chu-
racteristics. e was attired in a seedy black dress-coat, with
coarse gray trowsers, a blue coth vest ornamented with brass
buttons, stout cow-hide bools, and & hat far gone in dilapi-
dagion. It was this crowning head-piece which guve the
final touch to his faded and shalby touf ensemble, although,
from the appearance of lis nether garments, one might
reasonably have doubted wlicther he were on his last legs, or
merely in his last pair of irowsers, Colonel Allen was, in
short, the beau ideal of that numerous class, known as * people
not well to do in the world,” or * men who have seen better

days” How many of this class do we daily meet, and how
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few like Arthur Orrington; for the world is fall of blight,
and ruin, and decay; and modesty, charity, and unselfish-
‘ness arce the flowers which grow rarely among its noisome
weeds,

We got our camels into the barges, and were seating
ourselves to be ready for a start, but Monsienr Crapolet
insisted upon Thom’s serving out one additional drink, Tt
is, perhaps, haedly fair in me to expose the fact, that our
dejected Frenchman and lis friends had already drunk the
contents of five of the flasks in Vale’s liquor-case, leaving but
the sixth, which was now to be sacrificed upan the same altar
of conviviality, It was & smal square flask—as Thom
poured the liquor into the quaintly-cut tiny glasses, it glis-
tened and shone in the bright sunlight with a ruby-like
sparkle. The rough conclave, whom the doubly bereaved
lover had gathered about him, received each his allotted
part with a reverential air, except, indeed, our unterrificd
Colone! from Missouri,

“ An extra tol of grog,” said he, as Thom handed him his
glass, at the same time drawing one hand from his trowsers’
pocket, and ejecting from his stained and reeking mouth a
huge quid of tobacco; “the subseriber is opev to conviction
as Lo the quality of the liquor.” C

“It’s some kind of French cordial,” observed the Judge ; ¥ it
takes the French to mystify us in the stomachic departiment.”

“ Nothing horizontal sbout it inquived the Colonel.

“T trust not, for your sake,” replied the Judge.

® Messicurs,” began Monsieur Crapolet, and there was a
deep silence while he spoke; *“c’est ‘le Parfait Amounr.
Whosoever drinks of this cordial finds therein a balm for a
broken heart, for it begets within us a love for all the world:
Tt causes s to forget the weariness of life, and helps us with
a kindly avm towards onr final resting-place.”
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“ Fact, murmured the Colonel, approvingly, with the so-
lemnity of & man listening to a religions diseourse,

“ Messicurs, nous allons boire & la santé de tout le monde.
Yes, gentlomen, this is the distillation of that evanescent
spirit of love, which drifts so erratically about the warld.
Thom, you old villain, fill these gentlemen's glasses again.”

Again the liguor, with a glow like that which semetimes
hangs faint, yet ruddy, upon Italian clouds at sunset, trickled
forth into the stinted glasses, and again Monsiewr Crapolet
resumed his discoume, It was to be the last drink,-tor tho
lask was emply ere the iwelfth glass was guite full, and bis
remarks in consequence topk a more melancholy cast.

“ Monsicur, je suis un ours, un miserable ours; you will
forgive ne thal T am so dull and unseciable, for I am very
unhappy.”

In order thab the reader may the beiter understand the
full force, beauty, and efloct of these last remarks of Mon-
siour Crapolet, it will Lo well for hiin to picture that gentle-
man, as he then appearcd in a posture that would have Leen
recumbent, but for the protecting arms of Thom, with his
Iower jaw slightly inclined to droop, his cyes now roaming
tenderly over the crowd, now cast npwards to Thom's vune-
rable visage, with an expression equalled only in the las
:agonies of an expiring grimalkin,

“ Aye, gentlemen, therc is no future for me hut what is
clonded by the remembrances of the past; there is wo penee
but in the grave. IIold on, Thom, you scoundrel. Gentle-
men, had I married Virginic—ou bien Mathilde—gently,
Thom—1I shouldn’t have been the miscrable outeast that you
see before yon.  Ifit wasn't for Thom here—aye, good Thom
—1 should be alone in the werld, But Thom—aye, yes,
Thom—~—good Thom—kiss me, Thom ; one mors dvink & fa
sanié de—Thom."
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And with these words lingering upon lis tongue, Monsieur
Crapolet was got into the boal, and we at length started en
route for the native sido of Chagres. :

Disembarking there, we engaged a small boy, a lithe, long-
limbed, straight-haired, Tndian-looking little fellow, who
came well recommended, to accompany us in the charnctor
of guide; after which negotiation, we selected our places
upon the camels, and weore speedily vocking through the old
paved strect, and past the wretched bamboe buts npon
whose front the religion of the eonntry, expressed in the
never-failing motto of “poco tlempo,” is written in unimnis-
takalle hieroglyphics.



e LIFE ON Tyip i piiMes

CHAPTER VIL

A TRAMP IN TIHE WOODS.

EAVING the filthy and rninous hamlet in our rear, we,

crossed the brook whicl divides il from the dense forests
and scrubby hills on the north, We cast a last glance at the
sea upon our left hand, “spitting in the face of lieaven,”
whete its incomings were stayed by the brown old rocks of
San Lorenzo, and turned our lieads resolutely towards the
wilderness of vardure, whose seerct chambers wo were about
to penetrate unbidden,

Why not?  What good veason is titere to hesitale ! Be-
enuso the shadows congregate thiere, are we on that acconnt
to imagine hobgohlins and such dire personages s haunting
the spot?  Or do we fenr the known and possible dangers!
Nonsense! Man goes “ down to the sea in ships,” and tra-
verses the barren desert, and why should he shrink from the
jungle of the dark forest? What is the earth, the whole of
it, but the play-ground or the vineyard which our Father has
made for the labors aud recrcation of his children, and there
is no bound set beyond which we may not pass. Even if
the worst comnes, and we are mortally injured by our daring,
are we not taken to our Father's liouse, where our wounds
shall be healed for ever? Come on, lilen.

~On guitting the clean hills in the vicinity of the fort, our
yoad ab first Lay through a dense portion of balata and otler
timber, where there was but little undergrowth. Here we
'Phe soil was firos, and the passage

q:ade good travelling.

B
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amongsl the trees of ample width to permit onr animals to
pass with ease.  The tall inonarchs of the forest shook their
evergreen leaves, amil which the wind and birds made
music pleasantly above our heads, distilling thence o refresh-
ing coulness 3 while beneath oy feet the broad Aakes of sun-
fight which lay scattered in irregular litle clusters, imade the
earth to rescioble a rich carpet quaintly chequered with
green and gold.  IL was quile inspiriting to journey through
a country where natwre wore so genial and vigorons a front
It is tene that we were somnetimes reminded of the jnevitable
Jot of all things eartldy, Ly coming suddenly upon the trunk
of an old tree, whieh had fallen from extrene awe, porhaps,
years batore, and which the great ants of the Tropics were
earrying ofl’ piecemenl, stagering along in Yodian file under
theiv loud of rolten timber.  Aod sometimes, too, but uw
often, a decayed and brolen braveh hung down directly
neross our pathway, furcing the eamels very unwillingly fram
thuir strightforward path. I there s an avimal to he
admired for Lis wundeviating perseverancs in what, he s
Pleased o consider his road of duly, it is certainly the eamel.
Taking it for granted that he is right, be follows up the
balance of David Crockett's motte, and gocs alicad with an
unflinehing exactitude. 'There is something majestic in the
way in which he ignores obslacles ; which, be it noted never-
theless, are ab times more disastrous ta his vider than to his
own yiclding, but thick-laid hide.

Now it happened that after cntering this woorded traet,
some of uws had dismounted, and were making our way on
foot, and it further happenad that Judge Smithiers aud I found
ourselves promenuding together alongside ol the camel whick
bore the Major and his wife.  Behind him rode the disconso-
late Monsicur Crapolet, with lis faithful boy Thom, marching
aquire-like al Lis side. The Major being very tall and straight,

4 ’ ’
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had had one or two narrow escapes of his hair from the low-
hanging branches bencath which we were tavelling, At
length ho dropped off and juined our perestrian party.

“] began to feel” said hie, “us if my father’s prediction
was about to be realized, and that T should indecd hive to be
hung—but it would have been like Ahsalom—Dby the hair.”

As the Major spoke, the melody of Monsieur Crapolet's
Bhorn, on whick instrument of tin that unhappy but tuneful
“ ours ” had been performing some extra shakes for our edi-
fication, suddenly ceased, und o ficreely uttered “saeré ”
its stead, drew onr altention towards the performer. Ilo
was in rather a langhable predicament. It appeared that in
the satisfaction which he liad experiencal iu the execntion of
a remarkably successful shike, he had been led imwediately
afterwards into a trinmphiant Honrish of the instrument itself,
and that, reaching his avm #b too great a length about his
head, it had beeome catangled in the branches of a tree.
Now tho camel on which he rade, finding that his vider was
in trouble, knelt, nceording to custony in such eases, leaving

our quondam musician hanging-—not lika Alsalow, {or, slus,
Monsieur Crapolet, as already deseribed, was bald—but in
recisely the style in whicl you often sce o sloth clinging,
by the day together, with ouc of his fore legs twisted round
an over-hanging limb ; and with somewhat of the distin-
guished. grace with which the sloth falls, when the same limb
is severely shaken, dil our fellow-voyager tumble to the
gromnd. One would have thought, from his plump figure,
that he would have rebouuded at the touch ltke a hall of
India-rabber ; butif the truth must be confessed, Mounsicur
Crapolet’s corporeal frame was at that moment so thorough-
by saturated with Marasehino, *petit Jait,” and “le Parfait
Anicur,” that he foll flat and heavy as a moist sponge.

4 Liquor is down,” obsuvcd Colonel Allen, with what I
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belicve iy termed a howse-laugh, © now then, stranger, give
us some of the low notes,”

“It's the old dustiny,” said the Major, “ o man can’t be
generous and rise to any height of gaioty without suffering
afterwards a corresponding relapse.  Evels gencrosity was
the cause of Adam’s fall”?

“The Mnjol is ecrtalnly very clear-headed, and APropos
with his biblical ideas,” remarked Tom,

“ He gocs right 1o 1he core of things,” said the Coluuel, with
a pleasant smile,

“ My opinion is,” saicl the Judge, * that something stronger
than cider is 2t the boiton of this. T den't reeollect to have
ever met a walking demijohn capable of holding a groeater
quangity of the stuff.”

The unfortanate subject of these remarks was now npon
s lega augain, thanks to the kind attentions of Thom, and
able to answer for himself.

# Gentlemen,” said he, as he scrambled back uwpon his
samel, “such is lifo; to-day we are in the empyrean of pr(_)x-.
perily, to-morrow ~—" '

“ Tloored,” suggested Colonel Allen. :

“Exactement ; as the English Lord Boir-le-grog nsed ta
aay when in Paris.” '

“ Not Bolingbroke 8 queried the Judge.

Bollnrrblokc or Boir-le-grrog, ¢am’est egal-—as this famotns
English Imd used tosay.” :

“Excuse my laughing,” intorrupted Tom, “but really !
could not help it, such & droll figure ns :,on cut, sir, hanmng
to that tree, & martyr to the lovs of music.”

“ A man with a horn too much,” said the Colonel.

C“And then afterwards” continued Tom, “as you lay
sprawling upon the ground ; oh, it was excellent. - If

Virgiuic could have seen you in that position, how she
would huve pltwd rou, poor girl.”

i
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- # Young man,” retinned the discarded lover, with a mock
setious, sentimental air, ¥ you naever said « truer thing, 1t is
when in adverse circumstances, that woman loves man best.
The great trouble with me has always been that T have heen
too fortunate in life. Now when T returned to IFrance from
Guiana, I had none of the fascinating, bilious hue of thao
Tropics. Parbleu, I was as fresh and rosy as it T had been

leading a gay life among the salons and cafls of Taris. If

[ had come back, for instance, subject Lo the fever and ague,
and required ennstant nursing, or showed in my debilitated
frame the weakening effects of the Tomid zone, I think I
can safely predict who wonld have been the husband of
Virginie, or at all events Mathilde.”

“But you said that they were Doth muarried at the
time,"”

“True,” said Monsicur Crapolet, “ [ forget that”

Wa were nearly out of the timber, as it appeared, aud
s fow paces further on we camo into & more open space,
through which & stream from the mountaing was flowing.
We had been graduatly rvising, as we got over the ground,
and now found ourselves npon the brow of a hill, which fell
off precipitously before us. 1t was evident that we had
missed the ordinarily travelled path, for we saw at a distance
of more than half a mile below us on the river, a number of
native women and children, engaged in washing and spread-
ing clothes. T sm uncertain which would have made the
pleasantest and most striking picture—those dark-skinned
half-nnked native women, seattered ulong the banks or squat-
Ling upon the rocks, in the very centre of the switt rumilng
stream, with the sun-ight falling aslant just over their
heads, and flooding the opposite hill-side with a golden radi-
ance, leaving their not ungraceful fignres clearly defined in
the rich deep shade; engaged in an ccenpation, lromely it
you will, but made diguified aud churming in.such a visible
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presence of seenie grandeur—or ourselves pausing lor @ moment
un the abrupt brow of the tall acelivity, with the great old
rees waving above onr lieads § our foreign anhinals and ap-
pliances aboud us, an omiental grouping displayed amid the
wikd Juxurinnee of western natuve.

“Ahe question now arises,” ranarked Judgo Smiithers, tak-
ing a bird’s-cye view of our isolated position, “as 1o what we
are to do next; so L, our youne seapegrace of a guide seems
to bave had it ail his own way.”

“There appears to be a down-loll course before us,” suid
the Colonel, “ wud the subscriber takes occasion to say that
he has never found any diflicoity in that”

Our little myp of a guide was not at all disposed to own
up to any defiickey on kis part, but kept pointing
earnestly 1o the other side ol the ravine, and calling out,
¥ Bueno caming, bueno caming!”  This little wreteh was
certainly the beau-ideal of 4 young vagnbond, as hie capered
so grolesquely yet airily in owr van, cutting wantonly wiil
his long cane-kuife at everything within reach, and bursting
put every (wo or three ninutes into some wild or plaintive
gnatch of sonp. s costume, if not quite complete, was yet
partinlly good in parliculars wherein Thom’s was enlively
deficient. 1t consisted of o broised and broken hat of
phited straw, amd a blue and white slriped calico shirt,
leaving Iis lower limbs at {ull liberty to peform any
gymuastic flourishes whicl might ocenr to him.

«Bueno camino, on the other side of the river, is W
said Colencl Allen, “but how in the dvagon’s name aré wa
to got there, ch 7 :

The boy began capering along downward towurds where
wesaw Lhe native women at work, and beckoned us Lo follow.
We were not long in coming to a kind of natural stair-
ease, down which our sive-footed beasts carried us with ease,
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and arriving safely on the firm Jevel bank of the stream, we
decidod vpon o halt for lunch. It was o charming spot,
cool, shady, with a dlean sandy floor, and deficions water
Hubblinrr and flowing alongside. A delightful spot to
be in, and easy of access on Lhe one hand, Lut how were we
ever Lo pepetrate the bristtiug wildemess which frowned
down upon us from the other?

Lunch over, it was proposed by Judge Smithers that two
or three of us, accompanicd by our experienced guide, should
86t out on u reconnoitring expedition in search of eonti-

nuatiop of the road. For all the sigus we then saw, it

looked fur more ecncouraging for Mr. Vale's * Anaconda lins
across the Isthmus,” than for our less fleet and more cum-
Dersome offspring of the desert.  So solemn and determined
" was the closo arvayed fronb of forest verdure we were to
Dbreak in upon, that we expericiiced a preseutiment even
befure selting out, to the cifect that we should have our
labor for our pains; and accordingly sel our Moows to work
4n unpacking the camels and pitching the tents prepuratory
to the night’s Livounae.

 'The reconwoitring parly consisted of Judge Smithiers,
Calonel Allen; and myself, for our model gnide frisked abont
on his own liocok, and | have no question that if the truth
were knowrn, we shounld find that the little villain Liad been
ol along dwerting himself extremely with our bewildermen.
Tle would plunge at times into the bushes on our right as
‘we travelled down the river's bank, and writhe himself out
again a short distance in advance of s, with :1 delighted
ghitter in his devilish, Lright eyes, exclaiming, ¢ Camino ny
es bueno” and aguin skipping on ahead. At lenpth he
seemed to liave actually nade u discovery, for lie waited our
gpproach with « sutisfiod air, pointing his skinmy ann
‘re_ward;s the forest, nnd shouting, * bueno camino™  Aud
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sure enougly, there was a bit of a cleuring' wliere ho stood, a
kind of Spanish inule path—upon which we judged it
as weall upon the whole Lo enter, It ted through rauk grow-
ing thickets, up steep piles, as it were, of slippery clay, and
down suddenly into ugly-locking if not dangerous gullies.
Notwithstanding the profusion of imdergrowth, there was no
seavcity of the larger trees, wilh branehes and foliage so
intersecte.d as 1o shit out the sunshine as with an impenetrable
vell, It scened from the Jide puddles which we met at
every few paces, that the clayey soll was of such toughness
as to hold water for a great lengtll of iime, for no rain had
fallen since we seb out.  Iowuver, we kept on, staggering,
sliding, climbing over the pround, benealli this lowering
canopy of green, morve fromn a repuguance which we felt to
turning back, than from any fzint hope of the voad improv-
ing sufliciently to warrant our entering upon it wn‘.h the
camels,  Our soi-disant goide had dl:m.ppealed

There was some hitla amosement, of rather a doubtful
kind nevertheless, to be derived from a contemplation of our
several hospattered persons and rueful faces.  As we picked
our way along, stepping into the holes in the path to insure
a footing; the muddy water would sometimes spirt upwards
to our full height, plentifully baptizing us after the manner
of this world. For once in lis life, Colonel Allen, of
Missourd, so far as his personal i ppearance went at all events
was presty much on a par with his associates. But ever
then, relentless fate was preparing & more thorough bap-
tistn, which should restore bim to his quondam unc-.nvmble
position.

The Colouel was the leader of our party, and had now
suceeeded in scrambling, somewhat crab-ike, to the very
summil of a particularly slippery eminence.  Without stop-
ping to take breath, he commenced the descent, and disap-
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peared from our sight as suddenly as if the carth had
swallowed himn.  The next jusant we heard o shoul, far, far
below us, on the other side, and the iden immediately
occurred to us that the Colonel had lost bis fooling, nnd
gone to the bottom by the . And so it wns; for en owr
reaching the top, and locking down, there he was, sure
encugh, bwied in a swamp, with his head oul, pulling and
blowing like o struck porpoise. 1hs fint, which had never
Leen one of Genin’s best, floated in the slime near kim, aud
be himself, facetious man, was benting the mud with his
frecd arms, and jerking lis Lody upward, by the action of
“his Jegs, for all the world like a boy “ireading water.” 1
clung to a Dbush at my side, that I might langh with the
preater safoty.

“This is the end of your down-hill cureer,” observed the
Judge, parentally. “Stuck iv the mud at jast.”

“ Confound your moralizing,” roared Allen, with his mouth
full of mud snd waler, * and Dear a hand to lelp the sub-
scriber out of this infornal swamp.”

“ Bueno eatnito,” sung out a little squeaking voice from a
jungle near by, und our nice young guide presented himself,
with an extra suppleness in Lis entire {rame.

“You haifgrown cub of a she-dragon!” roared the
Colonel again,—* once put the subseriber clear of this, and
Le'll fix your flint for you.”

Whether the boy fully undersiood the drift of the
Colonel’s threat, or not, I gannot say, but retiring within
the shadow of the jungle, he presently reappeared with a
stout limb of balata, which he threw aeross the swamp, or
guick-mud, suffering its extvemity to rest upon the borders
thereof, and again retreated, throwing his head back wagpish-
1y, and Kicking up his hare hecls like a young colt. It is,
perbaps, needless for me (0 add that we never saw him again
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Now the old proverl, that it is much easier to get info a
scrape than to gel out of one, found no exception in this par-
tiewlar case; and 0t was only by dint of such gymnastic
evolutious as wonld be set down for casizaturing, should 1
endeavor to depict thom, that the Colona at last got himself
astride of the log, and hegan cdging Lis way to lerra firma.
Oh, what a laughable plight lie was in; to be sure.  There
he stood, hatless aud Lootless; his face, hair, and habili-
wments all of a color, like a miller or coal-licaver, but of &
shade which I should deseribe as a sort of cross between
the lwo,

“Boots gone £ inquired Judge Smithers, with a sympa-
thizing air.

“ Boots " retorted the Colonel, holding cut one leg like &
darkey fiddler, and steadily regarding the foot thereof;  yes,
and stockings too ; sec here, Judge, jusi suppose the subscriber
Lo be in the eel business, and to have come across a particu-
larly hard set that wounldn't be skinned nohow, why he’d
just tale "em along to one of these Spanish pantanas, and if
that wouldn't do their business, set the aforesaid down for a
raw sucleer 1” :

“Nonsense, Allen, you know that you were never the pro-
prietor of a pair of stockings. Don’t let youmell down to
the meanness of endeavoring to attract sympathy for the
loss of property which you never possessed.”

“1v's the way of the world, Judge, as you well know.
Old Calel Balderstone used o say, that a fire accounted for
all deficiencies, actunl and impossible ; and it's yather hard i
such o vile, blasted mud-bath as the subseriber has just taken,
shouldw’t explain some. But never mind that, lel’s see liow
you are to get the aforesaid back to cump, since it’s pretty
certain that you two will have to take turnsin carrying bim ;.
s to lis walking, that is ont of the question.”

4’5;
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Here was the boot on Lhe other leg with a vengeance |
There were porlions of the road back, which fay over flinty
ground, where it wonld not be easy for a person unaceus-
tomed to the oxercise to wallt Luvelfoot.  On contemplating
the prospect, with this new light before us, T must confess
that I did not feel quite so strongly inclined to laugh, Bat
the ever-furtile Drain of Judge Smithas was equal to the
emergency.

* Just fotel that stick along with you, Allen, and when we
get to the bad places, you will take the posttion therenpon
termed, in mililry parlance, “as you were) and we'll carry
you inta camp, the latest liviug personitication of riding on a
rail I

There was nothing for it, under the circumstances, bul to
retrace our steps. The sun was almost down, and deeper
and darker shadows cronched in every thicket.  As we

travelled backward, we were several timesin danger of miss- _

ing ot way, though, thanks lo the claslic surface of the
clayey ground, we had wore falls than bruises,  When we
finally got dear of the woud altogether, and entered the open
valley, where was our cunp and friends, it scemed like
geiting home again.  We could not help feeling the cahv,
quiet, cloudiess repose in which the spot seemed to lie, as if
it were 4 reflection of the clear byight sky, imparting to owr
harassed bosorns u portion of iy ownserenity.  The large,
yound moon wits squandering upon every thing within view,
its treasurcs of silver hght, giving to the dark “woods, the
climbing hills, and  the ':slmrk]ing viver, a rich, mellow,
vet half anreal loveliness,  Tinon bttle dot, as it were, of
“his magnificeat picture of sl life, were seen the white
teats and moving figures of our camp, with a corling wreath
of smoke ascending from the rear of a broad, black
curtain,
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A few monients mere, and we were in e midst of this
pieturesque gronp, Ol sucl side-splitting shouts of wel
come and laughter, whan we unceremoniously spilt the mud
coated Colone) from Lis novel hand-barrow.
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CHAPITER VIIL
AFTER DINNEK.

1D the reader infer, from whalb hias been said, that Men
sieur Crapolet was at all overcome by liquor, or trans-
ported out of his ordinary state on this oceasion ¥ 1f so, the
writer must plead guilty to Laving led Lim into ervor, for 1
now distinetly recollect, that on our retwrn to camp the
chief of the culinary depavtinent was tallilling his duties
with the most scrupulons and elear-headed evactitude.

And in duwe time appeared Thom, his shiny black
shoulders, chest, and arms, streaked with lines of rolling per-
apiration, bearing various stewning and traly savory dishes
for dinner. This Thom of ours had o wuy of rolling up the
whites of his eyes, that was quile stnrtling, and seen in the
moonlight, coriously impressive. 1l it be true, us suggested
by a recent philosophic writer, that a negro is “kind of cross
Detween s monkey aud a man,” Ishouldn't wouder it this
Thom did feel at times some rather quaint twinges, at his
pecaliar way of intreducing the two races. Bui he was o
taciturn old feHow, who loved his solitary pipe better than
anything else, and whenever I mentioned my suspicions to
him, he would cut me short by a most emphatic ¢ Ah-wah 1"
uttered in a querulous, half’ angry tone, as much as to say
“now don’t bother me—get out !”

Dinner was over, and such a dinner I—4A few days afier-
wards, when we were guing up Chagres river, and I saw ¢
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great, awlul, lazy, mud-brown alligator, lying oul sq
patriarchally under the limmensity of over-hanging foliagg
the uncontlr impersonafion, as it were, of the pestiferony
vapors and nobsome almospheric ingredients of that fata
nver, it secmed Lo me, rather a guaing fancy 1o be sure, bl
he did actually bring o mind, so stately and lonely as he
was, the Image of old Lxavid sitting belween the gates, and
inguiving for his progeny, **llave you met my young alli-
gators ¥ he seemed to say, and certain compunetious gnawings
of the intestines made answer, “ We litve seen und ent them™

But at any rate dinuer was over, and © what was erf wag
eat, would X were worthier”  We were lying about i
groups, smoking of course—everybody smokes on  the
Isthmus. Tt was a bright, balmy, mellow evening, sach as
is only seen within the Tropies.  There wus a peeuliar sofi-
ness in the air that was delightfully grateful to our weary
frames, bathing us, as it wers, in a delicious vapor. It wus
one of those evenings when the gay grecnery of carth,
entwined and festooned in every possible shape of fantastic
beauty though it be, is forgotien in the sublime appre-
ciation of siderial beanty ; when every flitting of the sum-
mer wind awakens hartuonious responses in the topmost
boughs of the tall trees; when the round moon is a
well remembered friend, speaking to us silently of ewly
innocent pulsations; when the very birds, penctiaied by the

still loveliness ol the hour, * murmur in Uielr dremns of the

dim sweetness fittully ;7 whou cartlt is rewsembered only as it
lund of ealm and holy joys, and heaven itself’ seems nok so
very far away; when the drifting fleecy clounds seem but
the white-robed spirits of our yeung departed comrades,
beckoning us thitherward ; when we feel owrselves so trans-
figured by the genius of the hour that wo only wonder
why our wings are wanting and we caymol follow them. ..
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1 remember having left our party for 2 mament’s solitary
stroll. - Sueh times never fail to eall up memorics of all the
old times that had any featares in common, and now I was
reviewing specially some of our nights upon the desert, where
the sume soft sky and the same pale moon was over us, big
how different the surroundings; there nature was clad in
such severe, almost bald simplicity ; ihere she wore sueh
elernal cabumess on her oriemtal front, as if there were no
deeds within her placid boson to hide from the pure gaue
of those fair stars above ; and here were such turbulent and
lusurious forms of beauty. low the wlole earth throbbed
and heaved with the fresh vigor of its vegutable life, and
c.rowded out its progeny of green things into the upper air,
like a great army. Its tangled and almost impenctrable front,
yeb wrought into shapes of strange beauty in il its thou-
sand lines, the home and dwelling-place of serpents, wild
beasts, and gay-phimaged birds, was typical in its massive
headlong growth of thut people who were bearing empire ou
their rough shoulders uway from the stuggish patriarchal
East. '

Musing somewhat in this wise, I had come suddenly upon
a litlle open space where the moonlight was falling in
between the branches in spray-like gushes. 1 threw myself
upon the ground, and was startled at Learing a voice close
behind me—it was Arthar Orvington, at prayer.

He was uaying that he might feel the proper solemnity
of the act, and bring himself into a mood when he wonld
feel it no Llaspheiny Lo ask communion with the Lord; and
ho went onto pray that in the bitterness of sclf-denial, he
might find strength to gain the mastery over a grent sin
that was growing upon lim, that be might realize
that 2 good and pgreat deed was an object of real and
eternal beauty, God’s thought in action; and ever mar?

APTER DINNER. 87

worthy (o be loved and voveted than his thought manifest
in forms of beauty, and thal he might, in time, becoute
impregnated with a portion of that goodness even, which is
God, and so bogin to graw for ever into his likenoss.  Then
as 1 owas stealing off, for the wonderful solemnily of his
thoughts and language overpowered e, T licard him
thanking God for those words of Clist, when lie suid that
the highest evilence of allachinent aman could show (o 2
friend, was to lay down Lis lite for Lim.

Prayec! it is o sacred and lwllowed thing. It 3 the
highest, most. blessed privilege vouchsufed to mortal man.
It is the one thing which more than all other things proves
him to be indesd but little lower than the angaels, the one
God-recognised link connecling the mortul with the immertal.
So long as man can find the heart to pray Lie is not lost.
But prayer is too holy a thing (o be made Heeht or common
of. ¢ scems to me that not often in man's life should he
dare to exercise thal awtul prerogative in its fullest sense;
pot but that his life should be one constant prayer of praise
and gratitude, but shown in bis life, and ot in words. Yet
in times of great peril how soothing, how ennobling to be
able to look up aud say, “ God help w?” and after 2
miraculous escape, what emotion so exqguisite as that which
aceompanies the heart-uttered, *“ thank God ! as it goes on
wings of gratitude straight to the eternal throne. These are
the prayers which work out & man’s salvation,

Barnestness and sincerity always commnand respeet, what-
ever may be the circamstances under which we behold their
development. No matter how absurd or visiopary may be
4 man’s aim in our estimation, yet if we see him firm, straight-
forward, and persevering, and feel, besides, that he s really
in earnest, we involuniarily full back to let him pass, and
ook after him with & certain sentiment of admiration, whiel
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we are hardly willing to ackinowledge to ourselves,  And if
s0 be his course conflicts not with our own, but leads above
it, and in its brillinncy reflects a certatn light upon owrs,
thon we breathe blessings upon the path which Dblinds and
dazzles us. I lLave done no justice to the prayer of Arthw
Orrington in the woods.  Thelanguage in which his thoughls
were clothed was as pure and grand as they.,  Surrounded
us I had been for so long by those whose struggle was {n
the forms of lifo, this expression of 2 sonl which asked for
something more, even for the teus esseirce of existence, over-
came me with & profound solomuity.  The great reality of
this man’s purpose made mo feel as if the vost of us were
chasing shadows. I think T must have carvied my Dopres-
stous pretty plainly an my countenance, for when I retiuned
o cump, Colonsl Allen, who was the first to observe me,
called out defiantly that “the subscriber was reawdy to Det
the drinks for the erowd, that the new-comer had met a
ghost.”

“Bpeaking of ghosts,” said Tom, “what a ghostly place
the old fort at Chagres 15 1"

“Aing it §” said the Colanul abstractedly.

“ But have you really seen o ghost # ingnived Mrs. Wal-
luck, who ook greal interest in things supernatural,

4 No? said L.

“'Then,” observed Judge Smithers, * Allew has lost the
drinks.”

4 Agreed,” said Allen,  * And speaking of the old fort and

drvinks in connexion, the subseriber takes oceasion to state.

to the erowd that lie is the proprietor of a most extraordina-
vily cobweby botile, found Dby. the aforesaid while on a
voyage of discovery in sald for, which cobweby bottle is sup-
posed to contain some excellent old Cognae, something pro-
bably prior to the time of Otarl.” :
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1 suggest that the subsariber produces the same without
further prelude,” said Tow. :

& Now then, Allen,” observad the Judge, *here is a chanee
to clear up your character somewhat. 1 this little story of
the botlle skowld twm out to be true, it will be a perfect
God-send to vou, and like charity, cover a multitude of lies,
Produce the Cognace.”

“ But that State Ionse story—"" began Allen,

“We will luve another time,” continued the Judge ; “und
now for the brandy.”

Upon this, “ the subscribier ™ began to stir his stumps, and
proceeded towards Thow’s aparlment, as if there was reully »
bottle of brandy to be brought forth. It seemed at any rate
that he had got to the right shop, in one sense, for throwing
up his hands in consternation, us he louked behind the blagk
curtain, ho uttered these memornble words--

“ The subseribior lakes occasion to be astonished.”

Then plunging desperately from our sight, lie presently re
appeared, bearing in his clutches the unfortmate Monsieur
Crapolet, who was presented to us s a culprit taken in the
act of drawing the corlk from Allen’s cobweby bottle.  Poor
Crapolet! he had the corkserew inserted just ready for a pull,
and I really belicve the lachivymose lover was very thirsty,
for heeyed the bottle Tongingly, whils Colone] Allen havan-
gued him as follows :—

« Miserable Freneliman, you are traly worthy to be ranked
with the man spoken of in Seripture.

“Where 2 Inguired Judge Sinithers,

“In Seripture,” said Allen triwmphantly, “ spoken of in
Seripture, of whem Solomon in Jus wisdom suid, ¢ thou art
the man, '

“ Let me seo” said the Judge, * what was tho heginning
of that story "

L]
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“The subscriber will Le proud to enlighten you on the
sulject. A rich man once gave o great dinner.”

“ AL, yes, who was it ?”

“ I don’t exactly recollect that part of it said Allen, *“but
I think it was Solomon-—if not—Saunl.”

% Bul they wero nob contemporaries.”

¥We won't argue thal point” said the Colonel,

“Well, go on,” said the Judge.

“This man then—"

“ Who #°

“ Baul---this man Saul, Lad plenty of everything for din-

ner: Mulligatawny soup, boiled cod-fish, oyster sance-—-roast
beef, poose, turkey, venison, wild ducks, lobster salad, ehicken
fixens, in fuct a good dinner.”

w " What book do you find that recorded in, Allen ¢

“What book? Scriptore.  Wall, he had everylhing, this
old King Solomon, everything but multon. He would not
hiave noticed this, il it had not ha’ been for an old chap, a
particular friend of his, named Jeroboum, who observed on
taking a glass of port witl the King, that suck port wouldn't
be a bad accompaniment for boiled mutton and caper sanee,”

“My impression is,” suid Tom, “tlat it was roast mutton
that was called for” -'

4 We wont argue that point,” said the Colonel, “ 5o he ealls
one of his men—Joln, says he,"- -

“ Never mind the rest of the story,” said Judge Smithers,
‘“there is such a passuge in the Bible as,  Thou it the man,’
and from your knowing thal, I thovght it possible that yon
might have read sometling in the book when young.”

“Parbleu, he got my measure that thne, sur la ganche,”
saidd Monsienr Crapolet, shruguing Lis shoulders, * for ecer-
tuinly, I fnished an excellent dish of mutton three times a
week.”
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# [Levenons i nus moutons,” said Tom, “ Lo the boitle”

“To the boltle,” repeated Allen, applying himself ta
withdrawing the cork,  In this departnuent of industry, the
dilapiduted colonel was unrivalled, extracting the cork, and
Lolding & plass in his left hand, avd the bottle in hi
right, lie proceeded, as he thought, to v out the ligquor.

“ Bt pleasures wre lilie popples spread,
Tou seize the flowsr—its Lloom ia ghed.”

And so although the subscriber” held the boutle quite
worrectly in a horizontal pusition, nothing issued therefrom, .

“Come come, Allen,” said Judge Smithers jocosely,
“you've gone throngh the mativns very well, and we'll let
you oft with thal”

% But the subscriber protests—" begau Allen, quite fiereely.

“J¢ was only some kind of light wine, very likely,” said
Tom soothingly. :

» But. there is yet something in the bottle,” observed the
Aajor, taking it out of the hands of Allen, whe remuained
quite aghast at the very umplexsant termination of the
alfair.

“And it is 2 roll of wanuseript,”’ continued the Major,
who liad now bLroken the bottle, und produced from among
the frngnents a sealed package, which certainly bore exter
nal evidence of belng manustript,

“Ah P said Allen, coming forward with a brightened air,

“ who knows bub this is the identical botlle which Columbus

threw overboard the night he discovered Americal”

¢ AW hich was wished up inlo the old fort by some un-
uswal freak of the waves” snggested Jodge Smithers; ¥ but
there are records which atlude to the article thrown over-
boaed by Columnbuts on a certain occasion as a keg, and not

a Lottle”
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¢ We wonl argue fhat poinl,” said Alles, bt will have
the paper read, and the subseribier woull stnggest that M.
Eddington read the document alond,”

¢ If you mean me,” said Tom, “and il is the pgeneral
desire—I shall be maost happy to officiate.”

“ What is the title of it, Tom " ingquircd somebody.

‘T, don’t appear o have any,” said Tom, * but begins
quite abruptly.”

* 1 Liope it’s funny,” said somebody.

“The subscriber stands ready to bet the drinks it aint,”
gaid Colonel Allen.

“Of course itisn’t,” satd Judge Smithers, “ nobody would
think of sealing anything funny ap tight, and pulting it
into & bottle.”

“Well then,” said Allen doggedly, *ihe subscriber will
bet the drinks it ix.”

“Tut you hay’n’t paid your last bet, Colonel,” said Judge
Swithers.

“ We wont argne fAal point,” said Colunel Allen; * read
on, Tom.”

Whereupon Towm procecded to vead what the reader of
this narrative will find in the next ehapter.
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CHADPTLER IX.
THI BOCTLE MANUBCHIPT.

OLD, what a strange thing it is! T do verily believe
that it is the concentrated, solid essence of the world’s
lost, sunshine.

What power does it not possess ¢

Power—it neeled not s voice from the depths of another
world to tell us ¥ 1o be weak i3 10 be miserable”  This is
one of the eternal laws of being, and it is only the fool who
wilfully sels it at defiance,

To be powerful, on the other hand, i to Le happy; and
guld is power.  Knowledge is not—virtue is not—gold is !

And now gold is mine!

Yes, mine; and lies here within reach of my arm, as
silent and clod-like, in these hundred mouldering and black
old kegs, as if it were the merest hits of yeltow metal, instead
of a fresh and vosy god, with an arm whose beck should -
briug greatness and plory, like willing slaves, to its side;
and a voice seductive as a siren'’s, winuning within its charmed
cirelg, all intoxicating essences of life, love, benuty, fattery.

Mine, witlh a cerlain condition, it is true,~—a condition
made by the lean, sallow, mildewed old keeper, who shoved
me into this glorious fortunei—that [ am Lo remain here
without commnunication with the world for twelve months ;
and then ta go fortl master and ewner of it all—not all the
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world literally—Dbut yet in faet, since being owner of this
gold will make me master und owner of all the best of it

A lard condition truly ! The shrivelled hermit & little of
4 man to have supposed it possible, that there conld have
been any hesitation on my piirt, in complying with his pro-
posal.  As if T hadu't had good reason to know its ferrible-—
its ineffalle worth.

As if I hadn't for so many years been plodding along the
worid’s miry paths, looking downwards mostly, that T might
not see and envy Lhe gorgeous robes, the buoyanl bearing,
the proud, self-sustained, triumphant Jooks ; and with 1wy
ears shut, that T might not hear the ratthing din of the
gallant, mernly bedecked cquipages of those favored maor-
tals, who had what T had wot- -gold.

As if the want of it had not male me come to doubst even
my riglit to a place in a world where it was the one good

and needful thing.

As if T had not been @ very lepor, as it wore, in the social

world, and seen my old friends and associates shrink back
al my !Lf)pl'Oﬂ(‘.]l, drawing their garments closer about them,
and wlispering to one znother, * unclean, unelean )” and all
for the want of it.

As f I, mysell, hadnt at  times slunk away, ano
getling ito a secret place, alone with my Maker, sat coolly
gown to ask Lim why it was hat he had made e, and
placed¥me in a world where gold was cveryibing, and
without which there was nothing—and yef given me none
of it '

As if truth and bravery, und love and honor, had not
become to me as mere stiff; cold corpses, except as the
smiles of this sunny god shed life and beauty over them,

As if—pshaw!

. T remembey once being in the principal strect of a great

oot
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city. 1L seemed to we like a holiday ; everybody was
moving rapidly along, (alking, laughing, and to tho first
glance of a suporficial eye, appeared gay and happy.  Men,
women, and children were freshly and tastefully habited,
and between these living Tues of pleasant taces and graceful
formns, borses and vehicles, prowdly caparisoned, or glistening
like polished mirrors of many Lrilliant wes, were raltling to
and fro, exciting by their gullant action w hvelier hent in
the general pulsation.  The shop windows, with their large
clear paues, were ricl and attractive in all clegant and
costly fubrics.  1n the brilliauey of the fvuf ensemble of the
seene, I quite forzot that the real proprietors of its glitter
and magnificence were but a few, and that the many saw it
bui with blight and bitterness of heart, hating  themselves
for the very envy whicl it excited, [ revelled and basked
in its sevene brighiness, and felt glad in being a part of suel
a world.

But the reaction came when [ looked at the separate parta
of which the whele was composed. :

A man was walling divectly before me, leading by the
hand a littde gird, The man was poorly dressed, seedy, pale,
haggard, and the little girl was ikewise poorly cludl, but with
locks of dwk wavy lair, in which delieate threads of suun-
shine seemed to mingle; a fult fresh bappy face, the pure
good eye of a young angel on God’s crrand, and a form of
light and beauty, * that might have watked unchallengéd -
througlithe skics.” ) )

T, was natival that all the rich and  beantiful things
of curth should lLie hers—that she should have but to wili,
and they shiould fall about her like a fitting vesture, whieh
ghe would wear with the unconscious grace and dignity of
the old divinity of vight. Tt scemed to e as it the highest
possible use fo whieh all the Lest and most beautiful of this
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world’s possessions could be put, would be o lie down at
her feet nud ask in winningest tones to be thought beautiful
by her. Oh, with what a sudden wreneh was thiy delicious
idea torn from iy mind! For to reulize that anything
conld be wanting to gratify her pure and child-like wishes,

‘was to feel that this world was all miserably wrong, and -

that the faca of mother nature, and the not less divine
countenance of her best beloved, Art, were but false and vain,

“Papa,” saild she, lelthng her words fall liquidly and
elearly, as if they were indeed little ghabules of sound, float
ing outward and wpward from her soul, and alive with
gomo of its own puve essence, “how swiftly and grandly the
carriages go by, the horses seem to have hidden wings.
Oh, [ would so like to ride” .

The father scowled-—a scowl of black, fiendish maliguity,
that cast a lLorrible shiadow over the wide street, and
foll with a deep phange into 1y soul like a ball of ice.  The
child did not see i1, but went tripping on, in a cirele of light
that was brighter and belter than the sun's, hecause it
reflected outward from her awn heart,

Next they paused u moment Lo took into a shop window,
whera costly designs In gold and silver were displayed.

4 See, papa, that beautiful little silver castle,” said the
child again, “I should like it for my wooden soldiers ;” and
receiving no response, she added quickly, as if in divination
of the reason, “but I can’t have it, you know, because
it costs more money thun yon lave got, and so I do not
really want it, dear papa.”

And then because he made no answer to her childish
prattle, but huried lrer silently away with him, then I hated
him, and cursed him heartily for a mean despicable thing.
I had no pity for his broken spirit, his wasted manhood, his
lost aims of life, T only saw that he was weak, where
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he should have been. mos{ sirong, and in my stunned misery,
I nttered a silent but eamest request that God woenld give
me death, and after that the agonies of hell, rather than
that I sheuld cver be the means of denying to youth
the enjoyment which is its oternal heritage.

How ofien sinee has the vision of that little girl with Ler
great soul-lil eyes come up and mingled with my dreams |
What, if through her own poverty and the machinations of
the ricl she went astray in afler years, and so lost that
heaven which was her birthright? Yes, and what if there
should be no other and bettor world than this, and no God
anywhere but—gold ! ' _

“ Tore 3s o break in the manuseript,” observed Toin, lock-
ing wp froin the papers, “and when it continues the hand-
writing is somewhat changed.”

“As il the nk lad thickened by exposurs in that
Alevilisli hole,” snggosted tho Judge, looking over the reader’s
shonlder,

% Never nund ; go on, Tom,"

And Tom went on to vead,

What a magnificent position is this of mine! I am
overlooking the bustle and ridiculous activity of my fellows
in their heated search for what I have only to lie back
awhile, and then coolly take possession of, It is true that
my window has a villanous grate over it, and if it hadn’t,
there is little probalality that I dhould bo in'a hurry to part
company with these old kegs, and take a precipitous plunge
from an elevation of several hundred feet into the Chagres
river, or upon the sharp-pointed rocks along its m'ngm.
But if is, nevertheless, very soolhing—tickling, I think, is the
botter dRpression, to wateh from thence the crowd as they
land, and afterward go up viver, and again to see as great a
erowd relurning, wayworn, sick, and after all with but the

5
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merest handful of what is piled in great masses by my
side,

The only idea that troubles me at all is that I am getting
it too easy, and shall comsequently not appreciate it as I
ought ; twelve months, how quick they will voll away n
pleasant aniicipations !

“Js there much more of it¥ asked Colonel Allen, who
held a pack of cards in his hands, upon which he was, as it
scemed unconseciously, perferming some curious mechanieal
operations with a kind of duuble-headed scraper, such as
changing at a single rasp trays into aces, and villanous
jacks into very respeclablo queens, simply by taking off their
caps.

“ Not a great deal,” said Tom, drawing attention fo tho
Colonel’s iunocent amuscment, by a wink, and reading on.

Last mght it was raiping heavily ; T colleeted sowme bits
of wood and’ fragments of hioops, that were scattered about
the floor of my cell, or rather room, ami buill me a nice

little fire. Tt was very cheery.  As [ sab rubbing my hands

over the Dlaze, I could not refrain from chuckling over my
fortunate lot, in looking forward to the time when I would
have a hearthside of my own, and the gold which should
buy all the appliances to make it so very cosy and comfort-
able. Long after it had all burned oul, and I was sleeping
soundly on my Dblanket stretched upon the kegs, [ was
awakened by a distant shouling ; I got up, aud there was a
broad glare of light dashing into my chamber. It cane
from the American side of Lhe river, where & house was on
five, and by its flashing gleams T could sce the hurried and
anxiouns forms of men, some of whom were being made beg-
gars by its fitful frenks. 1t was emblematic of my own gold.

Gold, thought T to mysclf, it is like the yellow flame, so
ujet and helpful a“servant, so kind and companionable a
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friend, but when roused and bending its cnergies for evil
what a very tenible demon it s !
Well, let it be a demon; let it work its freaks and iis
terments, I Liave seen poverty do worse,
I was once riding 1n a rail-car on a long roule; amongst
other passengers [ noticed a young woman enter with an
infant in her arms. 1 did not particularly nolice the young
woman at first, but I could not help observing the child, and
thinking te myself how like a liitle cherub it was. It was a
boy. I knew that at oncs, from its fearless smile and self-
relying air.  But bysand byol also noticed that the mother
~—it was easy enough to make out that she tees the mother—
looked strangely at her follow travellers, almost glaring at
them with meaningless (to me, at any rate) bright eyes;
and [ forther observed, for now I began to watch her
curiously, thai her expression changed most vividly and
earnestly as she looked into her little one's face and watched
its hiappy triwmphant aspoet. It was as if she were turning
away from a broad bleak desert, or 2 wide, wide dreary sea,
to a little sunny spot of earth that was her home ; but the
love that shot as it weve from her eyes had in it a glitter so
deep and dazzling, that it impressed me with astrange sensa-
tion bordering even upon terror.  There was a small private
room in the car wlere we were riding, and with a shvinking
glance at the rest of the company she withdrew thither,
clinging passionaiely to her feabls little charge; I remember
that a quaint sort of thought came to me as she retired from
our observation; what if that babe should dis? the tiny
hillock over its bones would be to that dreaming mother s.
mountain which sho could never pass, and the great world
would never be tenanted by her again.
Well, we rode along, and when we arrived at our jour-
ney's end, I had forgetten all about the mother and her
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- babe, but as I was leaving the ear, the door of the private
room suddenly opened and the mother came forth, alone.
I watched her a moment to sce her go back for Ler child, but
she kept steadily on towards the steps of the car preparatory
to getting out.
© o Madam,” said I, aceosting her, “you have left your
babo bebind?

% Yes,” said she coolly, “lie is many miles behind us.
See here. My little boy was happy to-day for a moment, and
was dead before the fever flusih pussed off. Tdidit. Twas com-
ing here, you see, to a new place without money or friends
coming to continne my old life of sin and wretchedness—a
life of which my boy was as yet utterly uncomscious-—so
when we were passing an open spot in the woods up which
some birds were idly fanning themselves along, and he was
twittering and beating liis litlle arns in very sympathy, then
1 seized suddenly on all the misery and desperation of
years, aml compressing it Lo a little civcle within my hands,
tightened it about his tender neck and strangled him thus,
and then threw him after tho birds inge the woods ; and there
he is sleeping for ever without ever Laving had to taste one
drop of the agony whicl is my daily drink.  Now let them
do with me what they will, 1 havo conquered my last weak-
ness—I lost heaven long ago—what right bave I to hanker
after one of its holiest joys #°
- ,This was another terrible mystery to me in Giod’s provi-
dence.

¢ Flere is another break in the manuseripi, indicated by
several llnes of asterisks” said Tom, pausing in his reading,

«Tyom which we e left to infer,” observed Judge
Bmithers, ¥ that the author might have given us some better
thoughts yet, if ke would but have taken the trouble to

pen his inspiration.”
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“Tray go on,” said Colonel Allen,
And Tom went on,

'I am  hallsick to-duy, and quite down-hearted,  Last
night I was very restless. I awoke about midnight, The
moonbeans were shining clear and pile across my cham-
l'JC.I‘. I had an wnpleasant finey come over me, that I way
lylng upon a heap of human bones, instead of my kegs of
gold.  Even when I got up and moved off a little to take a
futver view, T could not quite get rid of the idea. These
blaele kegs did look dead, rotten, and kind of devilish too
In the holy moonlight. ’

Some hours afterward while I was lying on the damp
stone floor, 1 [ult something crawl over my breast ; I jumped
up hastily, and thought [ saw the rebreating forn of a
snake writhing through a hole in a corner of the roosnm.
I must have been mistalen about this, as lo-day I can
find wo trace of any hole or crack—but the idea was real
enotugh to spoil the balance 6f my night’s rest. 1 did so
tang for daylight, that I.could have shouted for joy when I
saw the first rays of the sun fall aslant upon the red roofs
of the Chagres houses. How I fretted to be over thers
only for a2 moment, just to have a cup of coffes at * Old
Joe’s,” or a drink with ono of the boatmen !

What if gold shenld not be the highest pood after ali?
There would [ be trapped in a rean position truly !

But I happened to know for o certainty that it is. I Lad
a brother once who died suddenly and miserably, as if he
had been stumg by a serpent, because he could not or
wonld not bow himselt down and worship gold as the chief
thing.. -

It happened o this way.  lle was my elder brother ana

a merchant.  In his early life he had been wonderfully
guceessful in his ventures. Like old Midas he seemed to



10% LiveE 0¥ CHE BTUMUS.

have the golden touch, but he did not prize it as Midas
did. On the contrary, o was free and profuse in his expen-
ditures., e mamied young, and at the time of his desth
had about him a large family of little children. Tt's the old
story of misplaced confldence that killed tim. When the
truth came home to himn, that men sought afier aod Joved
for its own sake, what in bis cyes was but dross in itscl]
and only valuable for what it wmight aid iu effecting ; that
gold was to be considered as an end and not a wmeans;
that he Lad been huying fricodship and vespect, wlien
“he had all along supposed it to be the voluntary trilute of
loyal hearts; that he must give up all his wealth and Juxu-
ries, and ses himsell and wits and lttle ones become beggars,
or else turn crafty' like the rest; then it was that his grea

heart sank within him, and he shut hiwself up in his own

housa to die. Ile was not awgry with fate; he did not
immure himself thus to gpite hor, bul bLecause his averflow-
ing love mnd sympathy had gone out and spread itsclf
widely about the world, and had all of it come back chilled
and dying, because he recognised in himself a monster who
had wilfully preferred honor to selfishuess, and brotherly
kindness to geld; and Dbecause he felt that it was too late
for him {o wean himself from the great (olly of his eurly
manhood, and learn anew the ways of men; this was why
his great eyes grew dim and downeast, looking inward with
a strange misgiving cxpression, and his broad elear manly
brow, which used to be socalm and noble, became knit and
clouded, and he could nowhere find strength to bear up
against the fatal consequences of his error.

He died—and I shall never, never forget the day nf his
burial-—so storm-drenched, woe-begone, nnd God-forsaken
as the world seemed that day. But if it had been literally

. the sunniest one that Nualure ever wove her smiles for, it
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would have been the same or worse, even, to me—for now
it was as if the old mothor groaned at the deparinre of a
noble son.  And vet it was tmly a terrible mistake of which
g died.

That night T lay awake for a long time, listening to the
lLiowling storm, and wondering where iny brother then was,
he who had nursed mewhen o sick boy, andinstilled into me
in later years, & portion of what I then thought his glorious
philosophiy. At length I slept. It was late the next morn-
ing wheun I awoke, and now I remenber as if it were only
this morning that I had scen it; how diflerent was the face
of nature from the previous day.  The weatlier had grown
quite cold ; and over the fields, and on the house tops and
fences, and op the branehes of trees, lay a vesture of the
purest white,  Oh! how screne aud happy L felt for the
moment, for 1 could not dissnade myself from the faney
that the bare and desolate earth had donned that snowy
robe to typify tha white raiment which my brother was
then wearing among the angels in the new world, whither
he had gone. '

Iat what if 1 sheuld die within these slimy walls, by
the side of these rolten kegs, there would be no vesture.of
snow above my grave !

Here Tom eeased to read, and rolled up the manuseript,
to the great relief of Colonel Allen.

“An abrupt termination,” remarked the Major.

“TIe had probably got to the end of his paper” said
Judge Smithers. _

“ It is evidently wrilten,” continued the Major, “ by some
outward-bound Californian, ambitious of appearing in the
Magazines, undey some suech bold heading as Manuseript
found in a bottle, in one of the dungeons of San Lovenzo{"”

“Tt has some good things in il,” said the Judge, “ and is
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Bxact.lly what a man would no? Lhiave written under tle cir-
cumstances.” -

“What do you make of it¥" inguired T of Colonel Allen,
. who was mechanically shuffing the pack of cards, to which
allpsion bas already been made.

“ Nothing at all,” said the Colonel; “it is neither high,
low, Jack, nor the game.” /

“T proposg,” said Monsieur Crapolet, wilh & shrup of hie
shoulders, intended to awaken “the subseriber” to a senss
of his duties, “1hat as we have absizined for a long time,
probably with the view to please somebody, we now treat

ourselyes to a glass of punch all round.”

vk,
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CHAPTER X,
TIE PADLK,

N the following morning, which I then believed to be
Sunday, althougl 1 kept no “notehied stick,” we struck
owr tents and tcok up our line of march back to Chagres.
We had come to the conclusion to try the river route as far
a3 Gorgona.  So following alofy the banks of the philan-
thropic stream, whicli is the one vedecming featurs in old
Chagres, we at length found owrselves in the outskirts of the
town, withont observing any visible signs of its having
changed much during our absence. Neither do 1 now recol-
lect that there was any particular evidence of its being the
Sabbath. Stay-—therc was one old crone exciting a brace of
formidable-looking cocks to a little frisky skirmish by way
of a whet, and on my venturing an observation on the sub-
Jeet to Colanel Allen, she favored us with an explanatory
remark—* Hoy, no es domingo, senor!” which certainly
there was no denying.

We pitched our camyp, this thne, a little in the rear of
Main street, not far from Senor Ramos' honse. 1 mention
Senor Ramos’ house in this place as a peint of departure,
because a good many years ago—several years, in fact, hefors
the discovery of the California gold mines—when I was at
Cambridge, and in that staid localily found great relief in
dipping into records of travel and adventurs, it chanced that
I lit upon a very cntertaining description of a journey from -

s'k
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Chili lo Jamaica, via tha Isthmus of "anama, published ix
one of the British Magazines.

The writer hand baen particularly cautioned, while at Craxes,
about exposing himself to the night air iu Chagres, by a
Spanish gentleman residing at the former place, of whom,
by the by, s relates the fullowing characteristic ancedote.
That having, as a consequence of g letter of recommendation
from the British Consul at Panaing, charged him rather mo-
derately for his night’s lodging, he indemuified his finances
for this cffort of honesty, on the following morning, by giving
Lim in exchange for his doubloons, some spurions eoin, which
the writer was only able to dispose of afierwards in the way
of gratuities to necessitous peisons. This very respectable,
business-like gentleman condescended to inform him in quito
a confidential manner, that there was one house at Chagres
where be would be comparatively safe, but that Lie must en
no account put his head out of doors during the night, or
immediate death wounld be the result.  This wonderful man-
siou, which could thus hold out against the King of Terrors,
was the house of Senor Ramos, nnd was air-tight.  Aceord-
ingly the writer gocs on to say-—1I Lave got the gist of lLis
narrative, althougli iy memory does not retain all his happy
cxpressions—that all that day as they floated down the
beautiful, but alas, oflen fatal river of Chagres, the mmage of
Senor Ramos’ air-tight house was ever before him,  This
Senor Ramos-—what a man he must be, too, to have the
only sir-tight house 1u a place where a residencs in any other
kind of houss was sure to terminate fatally in a short time.
To vench Ais house before night-full was salvation; to fail
thereof, was to becomo fuod for alligators.

Well, the writer gocs on to describe wost graphically how
they ¢id finally arrive at Chagres, but long after the sun had
sat, although he had becn spared all the horrors of anticipa-
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tion by having fullen asleep just before the disappoarance
of that every-duy luminary. - He was aroused from lis slum-
bers by hearing a splash or two in the water alongside, and
becoming fakly awalke, found to his wnutterable consternas
tion, that his dug-oul was fust on a mud bank, and that his
uatives had absconded—* 4 way they have”—leaving him
to take care of himsclf and Juggage. It was probably quite
lute, for there were no lighis to be seen on shore. What
was to be done? Theman of the air-tight liouse, how was
Iie to be come at?  Would he venture to open his door at
such a time, for surely a gush of air would pour In, kiliing
his innocent wife and darling babes! But then for the writer
io breatlie nothing but this air all night—impessible.

8o lie goes on to say, that at that soleron hour, “ when all
around was still,” e set himself to work in bellowing most
emplatically the name of Senor Ramos, thinking that as he
was o man of consequence, this call roust surely be atlended
to by somebody. DBy and by a man came down and inquired
“Por ¢l amor Dios, que hay ¥’ This man was immediately
bought up to go and kick vigorously at Senor Ramos’ door
and inform him— Ramos—of the writer's situation. But, alas,
he speedily retumed with the melancholy tidings that Senor
Ramos was nob in town (where could he bave been, by
the by 1), and that the family would not open the door at

that time of night for mortal man. So our here betook

himself to an Eaglishman’s invariable prevenlative for mala-
rial diseases, the drinking of brandy and water and sinoking
cigars ; in wlhich medicinal oceupation he continued till the
arms of Morpheus again received him, and le awoke not till
the sun was fairly risen, when ho informs us that he knelt
down and thanked God that in lis merciful Providence ha

was still alive.
This narrative made a curions impression on e at the -
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time, I conceived a morbid desire Lo visit such a deadly
place as this old town of Cliagres, and wondered if [ would
die. there, should I ever do so. Senor Bamos' louse be-
came. an object of intcrust to me, and a place to be seen,
as the Coliseum, 8t. Paul’s, or the Louvre. And that
is why [now say that our camp was pitched not far from there.

But ask the natravelled reader, was Senor Ramos’ houso
such 2 grand edifice, aud wus it air-livht?  Certainly not;
but at the time I did not know Low writers, generally con-
sidered of the striclest veracity, will someiimes sift a little
spice.of fiction inte their works, where there is a chanee of
producing an in'll'n‘gssion. Yot tho Iamos nansion, even in
my time, was the best house in Chagres, It wasa frame
buxldlng of one story and a balf, with a piazza in front, a re-
gular piteh pine floor, and a tight thatehed roof projecting
down over the piazza, making that quile a eool and inviting
spab for a lounge in the day-tme.  And it might have been
comparatively air-light ; and cortainly, with its raised wooden
_ fioor, must have been a healthier placs to sleep in than the
wretghed huts around,

One day, the Major came lo me with quite a chuckling
air, and showed me a small bag of specie which he had

received of Senor Ramos, in exchange for some doubloons,.

which, notwithstanding all our unlucky adventures, he had
still left among his stores,

“Baventeon dollars to the donblaon,” said he, with the air
of g successful financial operator,

“ Let me sco the dollars,” said T.

“ The real wetal,” said tho Major, taking one out, and ring-
. ing it.on the table.

. Oh, certainly,” sald I, “ the real metal, only these happen to

be New Grapadian dollars, which are only worth some seventy
- on.eighty conts each in the States, and your Spanish dou-

o
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bloons are worth aceording to our last prices current, sixteen
Amevican dollars and forty cents,”

The Major was extremely cresi-fallen, particularly as I
laughed quite heartily, which I did from thinking ot Senor
Ramos' ¢ indemnifying his finances,” like his Cruces contem-
porary, for the hupertinent ewriosity with which himself and
his establishment were oflen visited,

Apart from Senor [ainos’ air-tight house, Chagres pmpu
is truly a wretched old town, and yet I think the Anmerican
side the most exccrable of the two.  But the native side has
existed for years in its present filthy, dilapidated condition.
Tt is the home—ILeaven forgive us for thus doscerating thas
holiest of words—of its inhabitants, Ilere were they born,
and here they grow up; here, in fulness of tine, they are
supposed to have mamiod, and become fathers and mothers j
and when we look upon the place in ihis light, its mean
kennel-like hovels, its putrid streets, its stagnant pools, its
slimy pavements, its hairless dogs, its sick carrion-fed pigs, its
sneaking lizards, characteristic erabs, its scorpions, centipedes,
and tarantulas, all of the latier accepted as belonging to
the category of domeslic animals—I must confess that I find
it hard to rocognise these natives as members of the same
great family as myself. That this place should be so low
and vile and loathsome, when it is set in a frame of such
magnificent verdure; that these people should eat pork
and drink the most inflaminatory of fire water, when the
orange, the mango, and tlie banana are ripe and mellow,
and rotting cven on Lhe trees, within a few rods of Lheir
thresholds! It is ccrtainly no hmpions presumption on my
part, to hope their heaven, whalever it is to be, wny not
be mine. And yet, there is no toad, however * ugly and
venomous, bub wears some precious jewel in its head.”
So these fellows have sorved, and are yet sorving, a good
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purpose in their wuy; and the dogged perseverance with
which they have given the sons of Fmpire a shove on
theix care;,riug path, is quits a redeeming trait in theil
bestinl character.
The town, be it remarked, in passing, is not cutirely des-
titute of civie character, as at lirst sight would appear to be
the case. Irom a bird’s-eye view of the huts, one would be
a Jittle puzated to fix upon the preeise locality of the Court
I{ouse, City Hall, or Churel, yet Chugres lays clum t}' &
Judgo, an Alealie, and a Priest.  And speaking of the priest,
ene day while we were at Chagres, a little adventure
vecurred, of which be was the hero. The incident is not
vory funny, but to those who have mct the naw, and view
itin connexion with his ghostly functions, I have reason to
liops that it may prove slightly laughable.

1 will premise the narrative, by deseribing this dignitary as
being personally of & sad and sallow cast.

“Long, and lean, and lank,
As ie the ribbed ven sand *

With eyes, of which the whites were emphatically *sicklied
oer,” straight black hair like an Indian’s, 2 solemn, woe-
begone expression in general, everlastingly habited in black,
but of a fexture nowise akin to that which derives its name
from its eternal durability—profound in his meditations,
shallow in the crown of his sombrero ; “ stately in his cour-
tesios, and scanty in his nether apparel.”  Such was the
meclancholy padre in persond. '

Well, then, it happened that one day we were at the
identical bazaar, spoken of in a previous work, as the ex
tensive property of “ General Jackson,” when the churels
dignitary under discussion enteved. Never was a philan.
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thropic question put to mortal man, with more aplitude,
than that which the great general addressed to the priest
when his sombro shadow fiest fell across the threshold.

“ Tadre, will you snile ¥

The padre’s risible organs relaxed not, but hie bowed his
head profoundly, and stalked back of the counter, where
am tnclined to believe that, 1€ the term “ smile” veferred on
that oceasion to taking a drink of spivituons liguor, as [ am
told it sometinies does, the padre smiled lonyg and frequently.
At wny rate, when he came firth again inte the Gentilo
world, Lis eyes had a danciug gleam in them, guite different,
frorn anything which we had before remarked in that
locality ; and his body swayed to and fro, as he propelled,
asif in sympathy with sowe internal mirthfulness.

Out walked the regenerated padre Into the open sunshine—
for tlhere arc times when there is sunshine at Chagres—as
has been before remzrieed.

There was a schooner lying direetly in front of the General's
emporium, with a plank strelehied from her rail to the shore.
“ Whom the gods would destroy, they firstmake mad,” is an
old proverb, and just as cerluin is it that when a man is
“wrong,” “sick,” “shot in tho neck,” or whatever littlo
misfortune of alike nature he may be aflicted with, these
satme gods invariably instil into his mind a wilfa! and twncon-
querable determination *to walk a plank.” But not to wrong
our padre, or scandalize his sacred oflice, it is but fair to re-
member that this propensity may proceed from other canses,
We hava it upon no less aunthority than that of Mr. Richard
Swiveller, that the mere fact of a man’s “having the sun in

R
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his eyes,” may sv confuse his perceptions, as ta put him i 4 N

quite a lamentable plight,  Be that asit may, the priest
saw the plank, and all the boatmen in Chagres would have
been mowerless {o dissuade him from an attemnt to walk it

Fl
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The General and his clerk were watching Lim from the
door.

“ Steady, Padre,” said the General, as the padre first tried
the plank to assure himself of its steadiness.

“ Bteady, old boy,” said Fred.

“He'll never gret aboard,” said tue General, for the padre
appeared to buve a dead beat of it.

“ Perhaps he’ll have a litlle wore soap on his boots,”
suggested Fred.

But he scemed to have quite soap enaugh, for at the same
moment the vessel gave a rather sudden lurch inward, which
joggled the plank, and was the means of precipitating the
arabitious dignitary into the muddy water of the river. The
water was not above tho padre’s height in the spot where he
fell, but yet he contrived somehow to get his head under two
or three times; and each tima that that sallow appendage
emerged [rom the plunge, his straight Indian-like hair secmed
to have acquired an extra tenacity, and sinck tv his hollow
forehead and check-hones like bark to & young tree,

The General was inwardly delighted and ountwardly
sbocked, and lodiied off some distance up the levee to
get a boat, wlils Fred, who took the matter very coolly, as
a thing whiel he was quite prepared for, picked up a boat-
hook in the store, and procecded to the bank to fish up the
nnfortunate pricst. Defore attending to his case, howover,
Fred attacked tho floating beaver, which ilnging safely to
shore, he thero elevated with his thunb and forefinger as if
it were a foot-ball, and gave it a kick which sent it soaring

- to a distance of some fifty lect down the levee, where it was
picked up by a party of stragglers, who made off with it—
probably to carry out the joke. He then applied himself to

the sabwrsted padre, andd Lhaving got a seenre Lold upon the |
seat.of hia trowsers, Liad no dilficulty in Lringing &im to land. .

s
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But what a plight he was in!  1lis sley blaek suit
secined pasted to him like so much court plaster. Ko say
that he was drenched, soaked, or saturated, would esuvey
no correet ilea of his thoroughly humid condition. Lers
was a damp, moist, watery sort of a padre. Yon might
lave wrung out of the siitching of one of lis button-lioles,
more liquid than o contemplation of all the sins and miserics
of the Liuman race would ever have squeezed from under his.
eyelids, ’

Jackson, who naw hove usight, senlling  boat undes the
vessel’s stern, seeing at a glunce tho state of things, sugerested
to Ired, with bis customary forethonght, that the padre
should be taken into the shop and lrealed to something
warming,  Whereupon Fred drew onp of the padre’s anus
within lis own, wand shouing “Come along, old gal,”
to the infinite wnusanent of those boys slanding sround,
whose curly days had been spent in the neighborhood of”
the Bowery, lifted his vight leg once or twice lo a right-
angular position with his body, and brought it firmly back

to the ground again, before really setting out, intending

thereby to give a farcelike eharacter to the whole hransaction.
So much devoted was IFred, nevertheless, to his employer’s
interest, and so anxious to camy out his orders in the most
literal manncr, that having got the unfortunate padre safo
into the shop, he contrived to get two glasses of the Gene-
ral’s worst Irandy down Dhis, the padre’s, throat, before the
proprietor of the establishment appeared, '

“ Now, then,” said Jackson, pufling with his unusual exer-
tion as he came in, “ we'll see what we can do for this poor
devil in the way of a little something Lo drink, eli, mio amige.”

¢ Con mucho gisto,” saild the padre, and he dispatched
two generous glasses more.

“Now for a change of clothes,” said the General,
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“{is toilette shall be allended to,” suld bred. * Walk
this way.” .

With much, difliculty the padre was got up staire, where
Fred in a busivesslike manner proceeded fo strip him,
calling at the same time upon Juckson for such unclerical
robes as his “striped shorts,” and “Dettle green cul
away.” 4

% But” said the General, suggestively, * your clothes will
answer better.”

# Nonsense,” said Fred, * mine "Il fit him.”

“ ’l'ruc;” said the General, “ they may be considered open
fo that objection.”

“ Aiw't these clothes rather large?” asked the padre,
in bad Spauish, and a misgiving tone, as he cast his cye
upoun the baggy-looking cast-ofts of Jackson. ‘

“ Large 1” said Fred, “just wait till you're full-rigged—
large—well done—pretty fair”

“ Bur," said the padre, © they look xo

« Wail till the pillows are in, aml you'll see,” said T'red.

Fred hiad by this time got the ehurch dignitary inlo shirt,
drawers, and stockings, and now proceeded to apply two
pillows to his lank frame in order to make Jackson's gur-

ments stick, as he observed.
1 1 ;1n A o @Y
“]g this the way people wear their clothes n America

inguired the padre. .

“« Of course it is,” said Fred. “Now, then, my boy, raise
yout leg a little—so,now the other,” and the ordinarily bifu?k—
robed official was eneased, so far as his nether extremities
went, probably for the first iime in his life, in a pair of
striped trowsers. :

4 Qhall we farnish him with a waisteoat #7 asked Ired.

“ There is my old monse-tolored velveteen,” observed Jack-

son, “if that would be appropriate for him.”

i et et B

THE PADRE. 115

“Oh, guite s0,” said Ired, and ths mouse-colored velye-
teen was brought forth and denned.

“ And now for the cout,” sail Fred.

The coat was likewiso adapted without difiieulty, and the
priest stood before us, a very fat man in his paunch and rear,
but with extraordinarily thin extremities.  His Lead looked
like that of & man who had lost his own and was trying on
several, and huving pitched upun one which did not accord
at all with lnis general appearance, was keeping it on a mo-
ment just for the fun of the thing. Ilis trowsers being too
short jn the legs and his cont -as much oo seanty in
the sleeves, displayed to full view his meagre wrists and
aukles, which, taken in conuevion with his general wooden
appearance, mids one almost think him to be animage which
had somehow been exposed in the night-time, and for whose
dilapidated extranities the rats were answerable.  The mat-
ter of the ankles, however, was remedied by Fred, who
enticed the unwary padre into a pair of Jackson’s high
boots, leaving a portion of the striped trowsers insido of the
same.  Nothing was now wanting butahat.  Two were pro-
dueed, or rather one hat, and one cap, The hat was of a
dirt color, whether originally so or not I cannot say, of a
low round top and Lroad brim, & le Culifornic. The cap
was a thiu one, of a light-colored cloth, and of the style
denominated “skull”  The hat was decided on as the nost
appropriale, and the padee’s costume was complete.

I bave been thus particalar in deseribing the making up
of this ghostly Nmetivnary on this occasion, beeause in
a quiet, humorous way, it was equal to anything I liad lately
scerr.  'The iden of this hundle of dry bones in the shape of
an old Spanish padee being clothed in bagey siriped
trowsers and a botile-green coat of the latest Newmarkes
cut with metal botlons; why the littlo incident of Mr, Sleek
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of the “ Berious Family” being invited out to hiave *a jolly
good time,” by Captain Maguire, was nothing to it.

But to shorten this lengthy narrative of a very irifling
incident, 1 will just add, that the padre, not being aceustom-
ed to his new suit, fell in getting down stairs, and took an
internal applicati;)n of brandy and water for his bruises,
after which he sallied forth Lo lock up a beat to take him to
the oiher side. Misfortune docs not always command the
deference whicli is its due. As the padre left the hospitable
establishmont of General Jackson, 1 am compalled to say, as
a faithful delineatoy of facts, Lthat quite a conconrse of those
boys, before allnded to, as having probably been educated
near the Bowery, received him with shonts borderiug on
derision, accompanied with such observations as: © Ilallen,
old gal, you round again I”  “1I say, Friar Tuck, hiold on a
bit, T want to confess.” “ Wlen is the next cock fight?”
% Come on, old lady, take my nem,” and wany another of
the same elevated tone.

tt Speaking of blacklegs,” vaid Tom {0 me tlnl evening,
as we were sitting together after a very promiscuous ditmer,
“ you should have seen thic vll pricst to-day when he came
across. Such a figure 1”

“ How was ho dressed, Ton

“ Dressed | Well, lie liad on a trotting coat and wore his
trowsers inside of bis Loots, a California hat—and Jet me
see—yes, a money belt strapped round his waist, with a din-
ner knife stuck in behind.”  {T'his last item was an embel-
lishment of Torn's.)

#Well, if the clothes fitted-—" :

“ Oh, they were o capitat fit 3 but somchow the priest was
considersbly swollen. I should think le had eaten a peck
of dried apples for reakfust, and doue nothing but diink all
the morning. Then he was so solemn under it all.”

5 ke,
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“ Well, Tom, what happened 17

“ ¥Why, just after he landed, he mot 2 troop of his apostles
going in sheets and lighted candles to do what the doctors
had not quite finished with a sick Frenchman, a few doors
above here.  The priest wanted Lo beg off, bat it was no
use, go he must, and just as he stoad j it was greal to ses
him.”

“Aud I suppose they finished the man at ouece ¥

“No, they didn't : it appears that the Frenchman, seeing
the priest on such a regular line, came to the conclusion that
there was somcthivg wortl living for, after all, aud has been
gotling batfer ever since.”

“ Now, Tom, what should you say if Ishould tell yéu that
water—nothing bub water—was the cause of that strange
metamorphosis in the priest’s costume #”

“ Well,” answered Tom, thoughtflully, I suppose that [
should have to believe you, but T would muell rather that
you wouldn’t test my powers of credulity cxactly in that
way.”
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JTAPTER X1,
DEVELOPMENTE,

HERE was nothing particnlar 1o detain us at Chagres ;
and so on the morning afier our return from our hoot-
foss tramp in the woods (it was literally such to poor Allen),
Tom and I erossed the river to arrange for barges to take the
cainels and ourselves to Gorgonn. It was a fortunale cir-
cumstance for us that no stenmers were in at the time and
none expected for some days, aud we were on that account
“ennbled to obtain conveyance at 4 comparatively reasonpable
rate. Still the expense was enormoeus.  But the gentleman
with whom we engaged was a dashing sort of specuiator,
and made the payment of vur freight so very accommodating
that we felt oursclves particularly lucky again in falling in
with him, Poor fellow, be is since dead, and his partner
likewise. He had buffeted the rude world long and bravely
in many another wilkl spot, and had come to Chagres for
his death wound T funecy it was a cerlain rough chivalrie
idea of being the topmost hero somewhere, that bad brouglht
him hither. DBut however that may be, he did us a good
tyrn, and be will sleep none the less lightly in his grave for
that.
‘We engaged six barges for onr camcls and one for our-
‘selves and lnggage, and eompleted our arrangements for
taking & fresh starl carly noxt inorning, by which means, the

g
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proprietor of the barges informed us, we would reach Dos
Hermanos by night-fall.

Town and I then went round to the Empire Gity Hotel, to
inquire after our old friends.  We had been away from the
American Chagres only two days; but two days in Chagres
are equal to-——what shall I say t—often to years in other
places, so suddenly are great changes thers wrought; and
thess two days of our absence had been by ne means defi-
ciant I ineident.

Whom should we behold on turning the corner but the
veritable Quanto Valley himself, seated upon the piazza of
the hotel, with his hat oft, his chair slightly tilted backward,
his legs reposing upon a second chair, and himself employed
mechanically in picking his teeth, while e evidently revolved
somaething in his nind to his entire satisfaction,

“ My, Vale,” suid 1, grasping his hawd cordially, “ how are
things, my dear fellow ¥°

“Ah! exclaimed he, on recognising us; 4so you are
back already.  Well, I amn not the man to make a person
feel unpleasantly by alluding to any little failure he may
happen to have made, by an error in his ealeulations, although
you will recollect that 1—7 :

¥ Ol perfeetly,” said [ smiling; # but where is Parking

% ADL, trie, Parkins - -well), Parkins is sick, and there’s no
koowing where he'd ha' been by this time, if it hadn't ha
baen for me.”

“HHovering about his couch like a ministering angel,”?
observed Tom, poetically,

“And where is Parkins now ¢ inquived I; for it did not
seem to agree with the fitness of things that Vale should be
enjoying such excessive complacency, while Parking might
be writhing with pain—perhaps dying alone, in agony of
soul.
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“«Well, just now," replied Vale, * wking is up stairs in
the room occupicd by young Vitti before the Dlow-up here.”

*What blow up#”

< Why, the great afluir of the day——the elopemc'nt—-wthe
murder, Why, [ tell you what; there's the material here
for a whole fashionable romance, in six volumes, I have
half a mind to write it out wiyself.  What do publishers—"
¢ Nonscose, man ; what are you talking of?  [Tave Angelo
Vitti and his sister actually left this house 27

“ Of conrse they have.”

4 And who is the present landlord ¥

“I am.” -

“ Now, come, Vale, my good fellow; I am greatly inte-
rasted in this matter.  Sit down liere, and tell e all abount
it.  Vitti hns gone, el ¥

“Yos, Vittl has gous,  Bul, to begin at the bcginui.ng, tha
samo day that you lefi, Vili's sister—that young girl, yon
recollect, that nuwsed the Parlevous Count, after he wits
. fished outof the water by Vitli—well, she was missing,  She
‘was away from the house the whole day. Vit was dread-
fully troubled about ity for she wasn’t used to be ol by her-
self, and never without his knowledge. Nobo‘dy could
explain anything about it. That same wight, alta'.n‘ da.rl:,

Parlevous, he gels a canog, takes his saddle-bags with i,
and oft ke goes to join her at some reudezvous agreed upou.”

#8top; how do you kuow that?’

“Why, they didn’t go togethier.” '

# But how do you know that there was an miderstanding
between them as to cloping in this way ¢

¢ T guess theres no other way of accounting for it”

“Go on”

¢ Yesterday morning, when Vitli-found this out, he lashed

round in great style. [ thought Le was erazy. Nothing
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would do but ho must have 1 boat, and go in pursuit; and
he sworo a terrible oath, that if any wrong had been done fo
his sister by old Parlevous, he'd have his heart's blood, if
he swung for it; which lLe wouldu’t be likely to do down
here.  Hark! there’s Parkins up.”

“Never mind Parking; go ou with your story.”

“But I was to have bled Parkins when he woke.”

“Let his blood alone, and take care that you don't commit
murder.  Go on with yonr story, sir”

“Let's see. 1 was telling you that Vitti was off after
them. It scems that he overtook them at Dos Hermanas—
that is, Le didu't find his sister, but he found Parlevous, and
was 80 enraged to think that his sister had been made away
with, that Le murdered him on the spot. That was last
evening, A Lloat left soon after, and arrived here this
worning with the news”

“ A very likely story, Mr. Vale "

“You don't helieve it, then "

“ Precious liitle of it.”

“But you belicve that the Count is  dead "

“u YES H P

% And that Vitti killed him

13 N

4 Well, you Dbelieve that Carlotta Vitti has yun away "

ik YES n

“And that she eloped with the Count "

“ NO n

“Well, T have told you all I lcnow about it. Now, I must
go and doctor Parkins.”

“8top a moment. Where is your friend, the snake man §”

“Devil knows, perhaps—I don't.”

*Go ahead ; Tl be with you in a moment.”
Here was a preity bateh of developments, strung together
g



122 LIFE ON THE ISTHMUS.

at rather short notice.  Something of all this I had expoeted,
but . certainly not to this extent. Why, it was like the at-
mospheric {reaks at Chagres. At one moment, the softest,
balmiest sunshine; and the nexi, a black, cloud-walled arch,
and the most terrible lightning and thunder. I breathed
short under the influence of it; I Juew not what to think.
As for action, I was powecrless to move. That thers was
some great mistake somewhere, 1 was perfectly sulisfied;
but what was it? How could it be brought to light and
cleared np?.

While my mind was staggering under this load of doubt
and mystery, and 1 was fuirly working myself info a fever, in
attempting to get at soipe satisfactory interprelation, I
heard the voice of Vale, calling upon us to come up stairs.
Wae immediately obeyed, and there was Parkins in 2 long
nightshirt, shivering and sallow, sitting upon the sofa, with
his feet in & bucket of water, It was evident that his feeble
show of opposition to his old partuer bad all faded out,
under the influsnce of the fever, and he regarded Vale with
the querulous respect which a sick chikl evinces towards its
nurse, #

% What is this, Parkins ¥ said I clieerily, by way of raising
his spirits; “a little under the weather, eh #”

« 8ick,” said Parkins, in a feeble, melancholy tone, “ very
pick.” )

“And what is this operation of soaking the feet for,
Valet”

“ That's to relieve his head,” answered Vale; “I gave him
physic yesterday to relieve bis bowels, and am going to blesd
him directly to relieve his system generally.”

“And you're in a fair way to rclieve him of bis sysiem
altogether, Valo.”

1 think T know somathing about doctoring,” replied Vale,
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indignantly ; “ didn't I have fourteen men with me on board:
of the stexmer from New York—men that I was taking to
Calitornii on shares, and paying their passage through—and
didn't T preserve them all in an excellent state of health by
doctoring.”

“Yes,” said Parkins, with a faint sinile, for even in his
great debility ho could not resist the opportnnity to make a
point against Vale; « yon doctored them rather too much for
your own interest, You see,—continued Parkins, turning
towards Tom and myself, © Valo used Lo give theso men bit-
ters three times a day, an hour before cachh meal, and being
steerago passengers, they could not get encugh at {able fo
satisfy their appetites after this extra sharpening, and so made
an agreement for additional board with the cook, at the rate
of four dollars per wock, which of cowrse YVale had to pay I

“ And what has become of those fourteen men £ inquired

" Tom.

“Vamosed,” sald Vale laconically, to whom the subject
was an unpleasant one.

“ Now, sce here, Vale,” snid I, to bring the subject back to
the sturting potut, © the course you avo pursuing with Par-
kins will certaiuly result in his death. Just for ence allow
me to know more than you can bo expected to. This man
Las got chills and fever, his liver is torpid, and requires soma
active medicine to rouse it to a healthy state, after which a
few doses of quinine will effectnally break up his fever, and
if he behaves himself in future, ha may go on his way re-
Joicing, Dut I do not undertake to presciibe. My friend
Dr. G , who is very successful in his treatment of these
cases, will soon put him all right ; wherenas if you persist in
your treatment, you will kill Inm.”

“Very well,” said Vale, who indeed was easily persuaded
inta anyihing, “ yon may call your friend the doctor. As
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landlord of this hotel, I have about as 1aueh as I can attend
to, any how.”

Parking brightencd up amazingly, as much from seciug
his old partner and adversary put down, as from a prospect
of gelting actual relief in a legitimate way. Shortly after
I met Doctor G , and {irst recciving from Lim a confir-

- mation of Vale’s developruents, I dispatelied him to the reseue
of Parkins, which I am happy to be able to say, ho accom-
plished in a fow days,

During the remaindor of that day and evening, I staggered
sbout like a man who, having eyes, saw not. I was com-
pletely bewildered by the news which 1 had heard. [If this
Marquis de G was murdered, and there were reasonable
grounds for suspecting Vitti, I was not so sure of his not
swinging for it, 2s Vale secmed to be. At Chagres peaple
act mostly from personal feeling or impulse, upon which there
is mo counting with any certalnty as to results. Bui that
frail and delicate girl, one half of whose thoughts and
affections were in Heaven, and the other half occupied with
the Loliest duties of egrth, who was not, I was sure, a guilty
party in this strange affair—what had become, or what would
under any supposable circumstances becoms of herf

Aot s i e e s oen
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CHAPTER XII

CHAGRES RIVEL,
[

BRIGIIT, sunshiny morning; fresh, dewy, breezy, but
especially sunshiny.  The ripples of the lazy old river
were bright and merry in the warnmn, ¢lear beams of the
morning sun; the banks of the river, in their evergreen
garh, were laughing through the tears of last night's dew,
and thrusting forward bouquets of the most gorgeous flowers,
some of them golden-hued as the sun himself—their tribute
to his loving majesty. The early birds were all cawing, chir-
ruping, and twittering, for his first beams had penetrated their
little hearts, and made them beat thus audibly for joy—and
cerlainly there was sunshive in onr hearts too, as we flcated
so luxuriously along, with the bending river beckoning us
forward by mew beauties at every turn; and the cool sea-
breeze chasing us asteru, while the tide, sctting inward, did
all the work of our jomney, and we had a pleasant suspicion
that the dipping oars was & mere accompaniment thereunto,
Sunshine in our hearls, L say, for I am sure it was reflected
plainly enough outwardly upon our fuces, as we sailed so
Dlithe and mernly np tho Chagres river. '
Moring on the river! It was as fresh and vivid in it
eoloring, as if that very worning was the first since the
world rose up purified from the deluge,  Tts breath was as
pure aud sweet as if the forgiving angel liad bul just then
breathed over it, while he prononnced its future everlasting



-

128 LiFrE ON TUHE [§STHMUS,

exemption from the external visitings of its Creator's wrath.
There is no land—only trees, and creeping vines, and long
waying streamers, and strangely twisted boughs, that seem to
have root nowhaere, but in a grotesquely sportive mood, to
have flung themselves iuto the heaps of verdure, and thera
Iain saucily ever afterwards ; and such great hanging bunches
of the misletoe and moss, with red and yellow leaves of
flowers, asking only such a litle place fo look up from
towards sthe sun.  And overhead there is no sky, Lut a
deep sga'of ever-deepening azure, wheve the lordly sun him-
self, without whose presence this world of beauty would net
care to put on its richest chiurnis, is floating sorencly npward.
And we foel our divinity stiring within us, for at our will
we move onward, and leave bebind us this cther form of
God, which lins no will or power to follow, Truly, il in
erowded cities wan feels so bitterly Lis miserable insignifi-
cance, here in the plenitnde of nature’s realms, whers lis
heart beats full and respomsive to every breath of her ex-
quisite liarmony, and lis eye gives Leauty to her every
feature, and yot his will is theve to say how long this dal-
liance shall last ; here ho feels that there is nothing wanting
but & child-like obedience and faith, to become so very
great—almosi a parl of God, and accept the earth, even as
it was meant to be his to beautify, and love, and Dbless,

The picture of that morning on (he river. is painted in
unfading colors, und framed and hung away in ong of the
chambers of my memory, and I shall never look upon it but
with pleasant associations,  Iour after hour rolled languidly,
but not heavily away, and still we floaied onward. The
first flush of excitement passed off, and we saw things in a
clearer point of view, There we were, creeping along, our
seven barges close up under the left bank of the river, some-
times even shooting iu beneath the over-reaching branches
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of great trees, and sailing for a rod or two, as it were, in' thfx
shadow of a rustic arbor, aud a moment afterwards obliged
to sheer out towards the middle of the stream, to avoid some
decaycd and fallen trunle There was a presentiment in‘our
minds, too, as of another boat skirmishing on our 1'1g:1‘1t
flanl, now dashing by us at an alarming rate, and. now driit-
ing like a log, and allowing us lo come up \}rith it—a .huge
canoe manned by natives, and freighted as it seemed to w
with onr ald comrades—Judge Smithers, Colonel Allen,
Mousienr Crapolet, and Thoms (for it seeymed that Mr. Arthu‘r
Orrington was somchow not amongst them).  Between this
Dboat and owrs there was quite a frequency of communication.
Anticles of trifling valune, such as eggs, oranges, am] the like,
wero oceasionally thrown to and fre; but the great feaiure
in this friendly intercourse scemed to be the passing 0}.? a
bottle, attached to the end of a stick, which idea l.thmk
originated with the other boat, and which, however incon-
venteut it wt firsl appeared, was attended with vory chestful
resulis. There was, likewise, a suspicion in our ninds that
one of the native boatmen, in the other boat, who bad, in
the excitement of the motnent, so far forgot himself as to
take off lis shirt, was uitering something every now and
Wien, whicll he mcant for music. It would havs been very
dreadful at any other time, but we were all so pleasantly
disposed that we mercly stopped onr ears and laughed., gud
tried to think of something clse.  After the gymuastic ex-
ereisc of the botlle had been goue through with to consider-
able extent, thie Colonel in the other bogt made.him?elf
rather disagreeable, by shouting at intervals, each pnle na
different tone of voice, “ Go it, ye camels!" evidently con-
founding that expression in his mind with the popular
plrase of go it, ye eripples.” s
Noon came. Lt was hard now to avoid the sun's search-
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ing glances, though we crept over 50 elose uuder the rivers

bank,, Alligators were now and then seen stretehed sleepily
out:to bask in his beamns ; and once we saw a cold, slimy-
looking serpent come up out of the water and go winding

and twisting in among the maugrove bushes of the shove.”

Ugh! how loathsoine and snaky did he Jook. We began
to be fired of sitting so long in our boat, although ihers was
often a breezo which, sweeping over the river, and whistling
in beneath our awning, caused a delicious eoolness, About
the middle of the forenoon we had passed a Lil of a clearing
where were o few native ranches, and a row of cocoa-nui
irees oo the river’s margin; but we did not go on shore
there, although the cccupants of the other boat did, and
Colonel Allen was a shade more boisterous afterwards. The
eonduct of Monsieur Crapolet during that morning reminded
me of Major Monscon in Charles O'Malley, and “ what be-
tween a little slesp and a litile something 1o drink,” T have
no 'doubt that the timo passed very pleasantly with him.

All of a sudden wa found owrselves at Gatun, a filthy, insig-
nificant little hamlet of some half a hundred huts.  Xere wa
disembarked, and having picked our way up the bank, and
selecled a vacant lot, Monsienr Crapolet and Thom set to
work installing the cooking-stove and its never-failing ac-
companiment, the black curtain.

“ Gatun,” said Colonel Allen, whom we found planted in
pbout the centre of the place with his hands in bis pockets,
repeating to himsslf, as if reading from a geographical school-
bdok ; “ & small yillage situated on the banks of Chagres
river, faimous for the healthy state of the vegetalion by
which it is surrounded.”

- And the Colonel had got its measure prety corrcetly. I
sm not aware that there is any particular department of
industry in which its inhabitanis oxcel, excapt that of smok-
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ing. - All who were not cooking or caling, were smoking
during our stay, at all evenls ; but it may be that they never
work laboriously during the heat of the day. The interior
of their huts was very similar to those of Chagres, a box or
two less, perhaps, in proportion to the number of persons to
sit down, a greater quantity of jerked beef strung along
under the eaves, some bunchies of corn, a hammock, a coupls
of dvy hides, a shelt containiug hottles and small glasses, an
iron kettle on the ground ileor, a notched pole for a stair-
case to the attic clhwmbers, a boat paddle or two, sevaral
piceaninnies of both sexes in a state of blissful nudity, from
one to half-a-dozen women in while cotlon dresses, profusely
adorned with ruffies and flounces, and & full-.grown rember
of tho male sex, the cxtreme scantiness of whose attire re-
winded one of the LO':LLIII]G of a Georgia Major—*a shnt
collar and a pair of spurs.”

There was a sprinkling of domestic animals about the set-
ilement : a few cows, several raw-lookiug pigs, and an end-
less quantity of hairless dogs, for, as Tom maliciously ob-
served, no Conneclicut provision dealer had as yet thought
it worth his while to establish a factory at that place. There
was an Awmerican hotel at Gatun, in the ontskirts of the town,
above us on the river, which hotel was a piece of tarred can-
vas sel up on poles. There was a treo in front, and the un-
fortunate proprietor had caused a large lantern to be rigged
thereunto, which he was in the habit of luminating at night,
as a kind of iynds futuns for unwary travellers.  About ton
people could stand in the shade of this tent when the sun was
not directly overbead ; but during a heavy rain, T think not
more than half that number could find protection.  This was
the only house of congequence in the place,

We had guite a langh at a little incident which oceurred
as wo were on our way back to dinner, in which Colonel

6*
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Allen was one of the performers. A particularly stupid.
looking native, who was sitling at the door of a ranche, and
l},&dtbeen for some time regarding us all in a sleepy sort of
“Wway,.at length rose aud made Lis way towards Allen, as if
he had becn revolving some enterprise in his mind, and had
finally prtelied upon his man. By a variety of encrgetic
signs, he gave Allen to nnderstand thal he wished to
see him at his house. We all accompanied the Colonel,
prepared Lo stand by lim to the last. The native enlered fivst,
and going to a corner of the yoom, produced wn umbrella, »
very shaky and shabby affair, which he exhibited to the
Colonel, making signs for him to open it, and repeating
eagerly “ no qulel a comprar? no quiera comprar? ¢ Tle
subscriber” was guite dumb-foundered. Liven the native saw
in him the unmistakable signs of a dilapidated gentleinan,
That particular umbretla alone was wanting to eomplets the
picture.

- Afternoon, and again upen the river. Ilour afier hour,
Jooting amid the samie weulde of vegetation, bit in how
many thounsand dilterent forms.  And the sun—what »
frisky sun he was during that afternoon—now right ahead,
seftling gradually down behind a Ligh mowrtain, now
on our right hand, again on ovr lelt, and pretty soon looking
straight at owr boat’s stern, from above a broad range of forest
directly in our wake., We bad a small shower of rain

~towards sundown, and the refreshed air with which every
Yeaf, and shrub, and tree within sight, lifled up its head, and
stood erect afterwards, made mo think of a great caravan ar
a vast army in the desert, worn, and dusty, and ready
to faint, coming suddenly Lo quench their thirst at an oasis.
There was the same marked appearance of relief and elasti-
city in every minutest part as in the general whole.

s And at Jength twilight. came, and we were still upon the

A
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river, The sun was already gone down, and the river and
its banks wore u darkenad melancholy aspeet.  We rolled
up our awning, and watehed from afar the coming of
the starry ovening.  The air was getting heavy with “the
night dew, and it was quite cosy and comfortable to draw
ont our greatcoats and shawly for protection from it, A
diflorent species of Dirds from  those - we saw in the
morning, were now heard warbling among the bushes; but
when one flew ncross the stream, we could only see its
graceful winged fonn, but nething of its varicgated plumes.
And as the darkness decpencd, the lesser lights of heaven
Bewan ta twinkle over-head, and the broad river looked black
cxcept where at times there was a silvery vipple on its
bosom, and the sen of foliage on cither side was a dark
rolling mass.  Often il looked as if we were approaching the
tennination of the stream, for the bLanks ahead secmed
to meet, as if it were an inland lake on which we sailed,
wntil we reached the next sharp bend, wiren lo! a long
streteh of dark silent water, terminaling as befors in a
sombre and apparently impassable wall,

It was real comfort to see the Major during that day’s
sail.  One could not help feeling somo eifects of the enthu-
siasm which momentarily broke away from him, enveloping
him as in & magnetic sphere. e kunew every winged farm
that presented itself (o our view, though many of them he
doubtless saw for the first time.  And while he revelled in
intense appreciation of each and all of those gloriops oXpres-
sions of mother vature, his little wife, with her inspired peneil,
fastened them, all aglow as they were with verdant and rosy
life, upon the pages, to which, ¢ in afier years, if solitude, or
fear, or pain, or grivf, should be Jes portion,” he might tom
for aweefest consolation.

A splash in the water alongside of the other bnal; and':
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almost instantancously afterwards a much Leavier splash, and
the ]?uge black canoe has ceased its progress, allowing us
to come alongside. '

“ What’s broke #” inquired Tom.

“This miserable sinner of a [Frenchman,” replied Colonel
Allen, in a thick tone of voice, suggestive of “ railroad-pud-
ding” or “steerage-fare,” “by his awkwird manner of
assuaging the pavgs of thirst, has knocked one of the snb-
seriber’s pistols into the river”

“The subscriber,” be it here remarked, had been some-
what mora quiet vocully, since leaving Gatin, but had
acquired instead a very unpleasant as well as dangerous
habit of discharging his pislols about every other minute, Tt
appearad that the second plunge was taken by one of the
native boatmen diving after the lost weapon, which he pre-
sently reappeared with, aud we continued our jouruey,

Abont an hour afterwards, on turning a Leud in the river,
we saw looming through the darkness on our left hand,
another of those great delwsive lanterns, which infimated
that another American hotel was somewhere in the vieinity,
This place, which ¢ontained likewise scveral native ranches,
and had quite steep and slippery banks, was Dos Hermanas,
distant from Chagres about twenty miles.

The other boat was in before us. When we had tanded,
I noticed that Colonel Allen and Monsieur Crapolet remain-
ed on board of their craft, and that the latter gentleman was
stretched at fuil length upon the baggage, apparently taking
. 8 little reposs, while the former leaned upon his arm, and in
a confused kind of way appeared to be looking about in
quest of adventures.

“ Asleep 17 said 1, pointing to Monsieur Crapolet, “ No,”
replied Colonel Allen, “ knocked down by a squall; the
subseriber, ditto—can you fend the sforesaid half a dollar "

Alaal &e. '
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CHAPTER XIIL
DOY HELMANAL.

HAGRES fever is the mennest of all diseases. At least
J so said Tom, on the cyening of our arrival at Dos Her-
manas, and as he was, at the time, fairly in its clutcfhes,
lis obscrvation on the subject ought certainly to be entitled
to credit.  No sooner were we arrived under the canvas of
ihe American Ilotel, and seated an the empty candle and
claret hoxes which served in lieu of chairs al that establish-
meut, than the premouitory chill began. .At tlu.a same time
a perfeet torvent of water descended, begmg furiously upon
our roof, as if the Tsthmus, and especially that part of '1t
known as Dos Iermanas, had somelow been coverlooked in
the post-ciluvian promise that the world should be destroyed
by flood no more.

We were as yeb supperless. Stormn and darkness were
reigning out of doors, that is figuratively out of d'oors, but
really all avound us, for the four tallow candles which stood
upon the board at the bar, and the other board whers a re-
past was tor be served for us, gave out just glil‘nfner enough te
enlighten us vaguely as to owr miserable position. All of us
weve tired, chilled and wet; separated from our boats by a
Blind, slippery path, and one of us with the Chagres fover. A
truly delightful sitnation | 'Who wouldn’t be weary of the mo-
notonies of home when such piquant adventures can be had at
almost any time of year, after only ten days' steaming ifrom _

Now York!
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But as I was saying Chagres fever is the meanest of

diseases. It hasa sly, snaky way of making its approaches,
and falls upon one at last like a serpent, enveloping and
crushing him inils cold, sweaty folds, [l nakes o man feel
pitifully mean, cronching under his hlankets, and drawing
towards tho fire like an antiquated hulk, or to use another
plirase of Tom’s, “Jike a sick kitten to a Lol brick”  Iiis in
ono respect like sea-sickness or ghosts, no one believes in it
till 3t touches lim with its ehilly finger. It lays its hand
upon him, and how far off and unattainable seem the prizes
of life, the pomp and hanors of the worki ! e feels as if he
had been guilty of turpitude to allow himself Lo be canght
thus, and forced to ho a sluggard, while othars wre so bravely
at work all around. Ho is ke 2 wounded 1nan on the field
of battle, turned over to the care of old wamen, while his
gallant comrades press on and bear away the palm.
- Tow’s case, however, was a very light one, and it is due
to him fo say that he bove the affliction like a philosopher.
We wrapped Lim well in Dlankets, and placed him upon the
second cob of a tier which were planted in the rear of the
bar, in order that the fivst inight get the primary advantage
of the drops of rain which tiickled throngh the roof. He
observed pléasantly, as we left him for & moment to take
some vefreshment, that when his tea was ready he would
have it hot and without mill.  This idea of Tom’s was not
origingl. 1o obtained it from a work entitled “ A Guide
across the Isthmus of Pnnawa,” wherein, among other
things, the author perpeirates a crual joke in advising all
emigrants to California to abstain from milk while crossing
the Isthmus. [ wonder that this imaginative writer did not
likewise cantion them against Loo free an indulgence in por-
ter-house steaks or nighlingales’ tongues.

The reader will be pleased to imagine us at table in the

b

R
DR T Aoty e 44

i gy

BOS HERMANAS, 135

dining-hall of this American Holel. The board has been
removed down towards the lee side, and the rain which beats
in through and unander the can vas to windward, is only dis-
agreeable to us from the fact Lhat it has eaused a large
puddle of water to Joeate in the immediate neighborhood
of our feet. But what care we for the howling storm with-
out, while sealed at the festive board, spread with all the
lnxnries and delicacies of the season, ham, beans, salt maclwersl,
certain messes suggestive of a previous repast, resembling in
the fragmentary parts of which they are made up what
sailors term ¢ lobseouse” and “ dundy funk,” and for vegetables
and bread, what the same voving and rougli-spoken class
call, “hard tack 7 In the way of driuk, a very bitter and
Dlack kind of cotlee, and a sewvy mixture whicl T think the
middle-aged gentleman who waited upon us said was tea,
although the guestion had not been asked by any one. The
appearance of the cloth wade one think that parties who
had been used to the plains and did not understand the
relative position of the plates, and knives, and forks, to the
food before them, had been along that way, and kept up their
old bivouncking lLabits, But I do nat recallect that we saw
anything worthy of remark in all this, and I don’t think we
should, if in lien of half a score of pigs wlich navigated
quite freely among the shoals of our legs, there had been the
satne quantity of tapirs. The trutli of the matter Is, that our
moist and steaming condition was highly favorable to the
gencration of uppetite, and without any unseasonable display
of fastidiousness we drew up cur candle-boxes and fell to,
men, women, aud children, 1 remember now that one of
the ladies, on elevating o dish towards her olfactories, was
rebuked by the middle-aged gentleman in atlendance, who
observed thut they did not keep a Graham hotel, and the
\_rictuals_wei'e placed there to be caten and not smelt of. 1
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cannot now say as to whether this remark was made crustily
or humarously.

When we had finished ealing, it seeins as if 1 ought to
say when we had been sufficiently fed, we lLegan gradually
to realize that it had cleared ofl'; we drew out towards an
opening in ihe canvas, and Jv ! a picture of serenest, freshest
beauty met our view ; fhose primeval forests ou the further
bank, rising up from their bath in the clear meonshine, and
the river, not dark and sombre now, but circling and wind-
ing in among the nooks and bends, like a silvery band of
vapor, such as one often sees near the base of mnountaingin the
eatly dawn ; while aronnd us at Dos Hermanas, the cleared
blnff with itz rounded emblankments, and ils vencrable
mango and cocoa-nut trees, scutlered in little groups upon
its surface, was just one of those charming spots where old
Kit North would have delighted to coms and lic down in at
the gloaming ; and above us, what troops of stars were
clustered at their posts, while the rising moeon came slowly
up, filling the whole heavens with their glistening presence,
save where hiere and thers  asuble eloud” was seen to “ turn
forth its silver lining on the niglit ;” the very air partock of
the genial spirit of the sceme, and was odorous with the
tribute of Aowers and blossoms far beyond nur ken. It was
a scene to arouse none but good and tranquillizing emotions,
and yet here, as we had been told, with these very surround-
ings, oply two evanings previous, revenge had wrought nut
its hellish purpose in the murder of a brother.

We were shown the place where the deed was done—a
native hut, a fow rods from our hotel. We were further in-
formed by our middle-aged gentleman that the murderer had
been taken there, sitting beside the corpse and asking frantically
of the lifeless clay for his sister, who was supposed ‘to have
left Chagres in company with him who was now ng more;
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that he had gone off passively with the party who arrested
him, and neither avowed nor denied theact.  We inguired if
the French gentleman who had been murdered had anything
of much value about his person, but our informant was not
able to enlighten us upon that subject. He had no doubt
of Viiti's guilt—not a bit of it, there was no one else about
exvept a friend of the deconsed, who had been the means of
arresting Vitt, and had accompanied Lim back to Chagres,
So mucl for the report of our middle-aged gentleman, who,
like most of our acquaintances of that peviad, is now himself
defunet. :

I might go on fa deseribe our visit to ihe Frenchman’s
ride grave, where he lay, poor fellow, far enough away from
his ancestral lialis; but, to confess the truth, I am a little
ashamed of iy murder scene; and wero it nob that, as a
faithful delineator of facts, I have felt mysell bound to intro-
dnee it, should have cantiously aveided it altogether. It
may bLe, even now, that some hypercritical reader may credit
the writers fancy with this portion of his marrative; for,
since the moment when the English Opium FEater elassed
marder as among the Fine Arts, it is unfortunately associated
in the minds of many with something like romance.

And now that I am upon this subject, I will further say,
what T omitted in its proper place, that on that same morn-
ing when our barges were rowing out from the muddy stream
that flows by Chagres, an its southern boundary, we observed
a crowd of people colleeled aboul the house of the Consul
on the American side, and learnt, upon inguiry, that Vit
was there in custedy, having been brought down the river
on the evening previons. I folt the mean sensation of a man
deserting a friend in need, when I sutfered our barge to pro-
ceed up the stream without a word of protest. Perhaps to
my intense desire to help him, T had no idea how; and te
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unravel soething of this herrible mystery, for my own satis-
faction, may be attributed, in part at least, the expedition
“which I shortly aRterwards undertook. And now to wy
narrative agalu.

Tom was progressing beautifully with his affair; the chill
way off, and he was in n charming state of fever.  The Major
and I held o cousuitation together, aud we came to the con-
clusion to treat hinme allopatliieally with calomel and quinine;
although the Major, when (he proper leisure and appliances
were al hnud, was most decidedly hydropathic.

“There is one difficulty in the way,” suid I—" we have no
medicine,”

“ Perhaps the proprictor has some,” suggested the Major.

Noj he deniad the charge emphatically 5 although I have
no doubt that he had n large quantity, but had no idea of
allowing the fuet to become puldie. 1 was sure tat the
other boat had none without asking, as its passengers kept
themsclves in a wholesome state of preservation by quils
another wethod,

While we wers talking on this subject, and Tom was
making befieve that he was somewhere in s city where it was
a real pleasure 1o be ill, by asking one of us occasionally to
look out of the window, and tell him what was going on in the
street, and if the grocery store opposite and the apothecary’s
on the corner were yet open, or to read him something funny
from the evemng papor, a man cane Into the hotel, who
said he was an express-man, and had arrived at Chagres at
about two P M. in the steamship Falcon. Ile also informed
the proprietor that the Falcon was to leave, on Ler return,
the next morning, at cight o’clock.

At this piece of information, the Major suddenly rose up,
and teok me earnestly aside. ¢ See here,” said he, “itis a
fine night. Would it not he worth while for some of us to
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relwn to Chagres, and provide ourselves with a stock of
medicine?  We cun lie over heve till to-mortow afternvon,
if required.  This appears to be a Vicklish climale, and there
is 1o caleuinting upon the health of any one.  This, however,
iy not the principal thing which I have te propose.  Our
women folks, as vou know, have already exceeded iheir
license in getting thus far on the Isthanus, the wnderstanding
having been, adl along, that they were to rotwrn hore frown
Chagres. Now, from what we luve already scen, I am
satisticd that this 1s no country for women and children to
enjoy themselves particnlarly inj and if taken sick here, the
attentions which they will require will eramp our movements,
if no more gerious resulis follow. I would terefore propose
that they go down to Chagres with one of us to-night, and
take passage on the Faleon, whicl, we learn, leaves early in
the morning, They willy no doubt, objeet guite resolutely ;
but it is their good as well as ours which demands i, as it
seems to me.” :

What one feels most strongly is not always mosl easily
described. I shall therefore pass over the discussion which
ensted upon this sudden but prudent proposition of the
Major’s. ‘There was considerable skirmishing in words half
playful, half earnest—perhaps, too, some tears; but it was
finally settled.  Our wills were forced to consent to what
cirenmstances made neeessary, and the dear companions of
our previous toils and pleasires were to leave us. T was
appeinted to accompany them, and sce them safely embarked
on board the steamer, while the Major remuined to take caro
of Tom. : :

The little business transaction which we soon afterwards
Lad with the characters of the other boat was by no means a
diflicult one. We were to have tho native canoe for our
return to Chagres, and they were to come into our barge for
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the remainder of the water ronte. We accordingly mads
the necessary transfer of bagrawe, under which head Monsienr
Crapolet wag classed for the thne being ; the natives not only
consenting to the exchange, but, having received half tleir
charter money in advance, and knowing that one steamer
was Just arrived at Chagres, and another momentarily due,
for once in their lives rose superior to the “poco tiempo
doctrine, and became quite cfficient men.

I'wns a little amused ot a characteristic remark of Allen’s,
as he sottled bimself into the stern shects of our barges,
“ Well,” said he, half sighing, with the air of an extremely
foggy philosopher, “variety s charming, When the sul-
scriber is at home, Lie always takes brandy and water in the
morning, with a bit of lemon and sugar in it, brandy punch
in the afternoon, and %o¢ brandy punch in the evening.”
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CHAPTER XTIV,
A NIGHT ON TiE RIVER,

HAT with “ more last words)’ and guod-byes, and God's
blessings called down in showers upon us all by turns,
and shifting of baggage, and sundry lookings round to see
that everything was right and nothing forgotten, it was near
midnight when we were quite ready, We had hardly got
advift, when one of those pleasant little showers, so suggestive
of violets and columbines in our spring-time at heme, came
pattering upon ouwr boat and baggage, with a small sample
upon our own persons, for we were bui partially prolected
by an awning of palm leaves—and on the still, swift-running
river alongside. It was impossible to say where it came
from, for there was not a cloud in the star-studded sky, if we
except, indead, a sort of flecsy gauze-like shadow of the same
which went drifting slowly by us overhead, just such an apo-
logy as one often secs during a long drought, when all signs
fail. Nevertheless, there was the positive fact—rain; and
as we did not see the necessity of getting wet, though it was
done ever so mysteriously, we drew in alongside of a small
steamer which was puffing and blowing at the river’s bank,
ag if it had just arrived, and had had a hard time of it.
There was about the usual assoriment of gold-seekers on
her quarter-deck, keeping guard over an immensity of what
the western people call # plunder,” which was made up in
this case of every variety of trunk, chest, bag, and box, with
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not & few greasy-lovking Lyown yper pareels, suggesiive of
lunch.  Contrary to the regulations of most steawers, “smiglc-
ing abaft the cugine” was peemitted on board of this boat,
and the atmosphere was quito hazy in consequence.  Thers

. wera some muffled people in shawls and bonnots, dimly seen
amidst tlie clearings of the sinoke, whom we shoull have
taken for women, had not theiv nether extromitios Leen en-
cased in trowsers.

Thers was a group of Missowians, fron Pike County,
gathered abont the gangway, as we bourded, one of whom
was telling & story | and a dapper little chap, with a profuss

“gold wateh-guard and very shiny Lair, who might have been
4 runner for somebody or something, appeared to take groat
intercst v what e said.

“ Now,” said the Missourian, “ there was old Pillcott, and
he was another cuslomer.”

“Warn’t Je, thongh @ saidl the dapper little chap, pre-
tonding to know all about it « Hilly Pilicutt.”

“ No; Jim,” said the Missourizu,

“Aye, true,” saitl the dapper litde chap, “Jim Pilicotl.”

Most of these people scemed to be well acquainted, and
called each other by nickuhines; some by the name of the
county they hailed frotu, prefixing the epithet “old ¥ there-
unio, such as Old Pike, Old Clay, and so on; others got
their title from some peculiarity of dvess, and were vocife-
rously appealed to as “Bol-tail,” “ Yaller-breeches," or * Stee-
ple-crown.” One poor fellow was quite unfortunate in his
sobriquet. Xo was a cadaverous-faced man, and sat a [ittle
apart from the erowd, oceupicd in spreading the chest before
him with bread, cheese, and ham.  When he had laid out
about a supply for three, he deliberately rolled up his sleeves,
brushed back his long loose hair, as if he were buttoning
back his oars, and prepared to fall to. This man was styled
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by the crowd * Potatos Parings,” and during his repast was
frequently called wpon “to thiew himself away”  *Yeu
should have seen hun on boanl the steamer coming down,”
said one of his mdivers to ey ¥ Lord, bow he would ent
it was like loading o gun. When e wie to be sea-sick
and throw up, we thought he would bust, aid it was a wou-
der that he dida’t, for e was charged Lo the ronzele”

Iy the sternmost cxbremily of the deck was another group,
oue of whom was explaining that he had just been robbed
of two hundred doblars in gold, and showed how it had been
ent ot of hiis povket; aad an exviteuent inmedlatoly sprang
up amongst bis amditors for arresting somebody and charg-
ing them with the act; and as nobody was al hand, suitable
for the purpose, but a poor deaf and dumb fellow, wlio
went by the appellation of Dummy, he was accordingly seized
wpou, and would have been searehed, notwithstanding 14y
pilecus signs and cries, had not Judge Smithers, who was on
a stroll about the premises, {ollowed by Colonel Allen, cumne
suddenly ou board, nnd peremptonly put a stop to it, while
the pugnaciously-dispused Colonel squared off in tha back-
ground, and observed that © Providence had not prevered
the subseriber from dying of cholera two years previous, that
be might see a poor devil Lamboozled in that style with im-
punity.”

Some were card-playing, somae betting heavily on n sweat
cloth, some indulging in an Ethiopian welody, one man cut-
ting out porirails in paper at a dollar a-piece, another dee.p
in the columns of the last Herald, and two or three eccentrie
individuals vainly cndeavoring to compose themsn?ve&
o sleep. It was a curious pietnre of life in the roug!h Jjust
what some of the old Dutch painters would have dahgh}ed
to depict. 'Tho silence of the night, save for the pattering

Tain drops ; thie lonesuneness of the place, which wauld kave
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awed to silence asrnaller or less excitable party ; the grotesque
strangeness of this chance meeting of so many different cha-
racters, yet bound together by a sccret chord of purpose and
sympathy ; tho pale ligltt of the meon, which, notwithstand-
ing the rain, lay in broad squares here sl there upon the
deek, and was the only light Ly which the characters of
the piece were scen, all helped to give effect to the striling
picture.

As goon as the vain was over we were again adrift, float-
ing midwny down the swift rauning currcut of the stream,
Its sface was by no means as smooth and tranquil as when
we ascended, for the heavy rains of tlie night had made 1t
swollen and rough, and in places wiere soms Iributary
mountain torrent came pounng headlong in, was quite dan-
gerous in its eddies. Novertheless we floated rapidly along,
kooping near tho middle of the stremm, whiere we haud none
of the counter current, and were not exposed Lo contact
with boats coming up the river.  The elumps of thick grow-
ing trees, and bushes on tho Dbanks, wore allogeibier o new
and peculinr aspect.  They took grand forms of wonderful
architecture—houses, castles, and broad-fronted palaces,
wheve the windows were the openings m their boughs,
through which the moonlight shone. At times there was
long line of steep but level embankment, which looked like
the grim walls of a fort; and then came the hiouses, castles,
and palaces again. 'Woe discussed the beaviies aud merits of
each new atyle as it was vevealed to us, and afterwards
wondered among oursclves as {o the dwellers in these
strange dark habitations. We wondered, if in the silvery
light which pervaded those apartments and shone through
the windows, families were assembled in quiet corofort after
the rude day's toil j if thero was music and literature in those
unseen circles ; if little children sat on their father's knee
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whiling away his thoughis from (he hard world ; if the light
and the Breside Llaze-—for it was chilly enougl an the river
to make us think of that also—whieh had no rededy glare in
thiem, bul were cold and silvery, was on the whelo as genial
and comfortable as whii owr memories kept note of two
thousand miles awiy 5 il we shonld go wp and kaock at
the .door whether they admit us, and whether they would
keep ns standing in our dew-damp garments in the shivery
Liadl, or turn us ovir to the servants, or inbroduce us al ones
to thewr own parlor, the more clderly looking allectionately
upon us, while the young should vegard us as lnvested with
a species of yomunce, comivg thus sudilenly in upon them
from the rapid, swollen river—and each should vie with the
other to muke us so very much al home,

Even while we weve disconrsing thus, and indulging our
playtful fancies, into which, nevertheless, there was woven a
pensive halbmelancholy thrend, the heavy rain-clouds had
Leen gradually mustering in tho sky, and the towers and °
younded demes and steeples of our imagined structires wers
visibiy losing their distinet outline.  The aurface of the river
scemed to have acquired o fresh liveliness, and the current
an aceelerated course.  We were now in danger of coming
snddenly upon some bigger boat, the shiock of which in
meeling might upset us; and the baro possibility of having
to struggle for life with ﬂmbe durk troubled waters, Lo reach
the banks only for 2 more fearful and loathisomo sirugglo with
the alligators, snakes, or wild beasts of thosa parts, added
much to the chilly discomfort of our posilion.  In order to,
avoid this contingency our boatmen began to yell in
the most savage and uncoulh manney; which made us think
that they had studied the music of tha prowlers in the
woods, with whose howling voices they Liml probably Leen
familiar from childhood. Still we went on, our boatmen

-
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pulling vigorously at thefr oars, in the hope of reaching
Gatan befors the worst—while the heavens, and earth, and
waler darkened about vs.  Our helmsman, who was a tall,
gaunt native, of the true Ethiopian stamp, stood bolt upright
in the stern, jubbering lorg seutences in a spiteful manner,
‘a5 it seemed to us, al the oarsinen, at the close of each of
which they sent up the uncarthly yeil before alluded to.
And now tho rain began, it fow big drops first, and then,
as it were, n continuous sheet of water falling bodily from
the sky. Insucl a rain :s this, an this very river, boats have
filled with water as earavans have been covered up by sand
in the desert, and gome down Leneath its surface, and with
all their precious freight been hieard of no more.  God for-
give us, we may fare no betler.  Our boatmen, however, wo
in no ways put out Ly it, but pull vigorously ahewd, and
occasionally address thewselves to us and say, “mucha
agia, something in the sume tone in wiineh one observes at
home that it is o fine day.  When we hecome very cold amld
drenched, and are sure that wo are all in the first stage of
Chagres fever, we ask them how muech further to Gatun, and
they invariably answer * poco tiempo.” But the water con-
tinues to pour down, and there s alrendy a foot of it in the
bottom of onr hoat, 2l we are soaked through, and our
feet and ankles feel as if made of wood, and our boatmen go
on howling, and the river goes ou incerensing every minnte in
38 rapid course, till welnow for a cevtainty that if we 513011'1&1
strike a bigger boat, it will be all over with us—and stil! no
Gatun! There was one boat which we passed lying under 4
~ big tree by the river’s bank, which showed a Iigl}t.,l and .hear-
ing the howls of our boatmen, hailed us to know if we were
going on. 1 answered “yes,” and a minute affx:rwards they
~ hailed again to say that we were going down river, probably
thinking that we belonged to their party, and had somehow
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got our boat Lwisted in the darkvess, A moment or two
alterwards we saw Gaton.

There it was, quite another looking place from what it
was when we loft it on the afternoon previous, It seemed as
if there werg a thousand little dots of lght, loating station-
vy iu the darkness which enveloped it, and amougst them
all was a larger light, whicl we decided must emanato from
the Tantern of the Amorican hotel.  Almost mstantancously
afier the first appearance of these lights, wo were there,
alongside of the bank, with some two score of boats on cither
side, and such shouting, yelling, blowing of horns, and other
lustruments, jabbering of natives, discharging of guns and
pistols in guite a promisenous manner, barking of dogs, and
squealing of pigs, I never lieard before. Truly, after our
lonesome sail upon the river, in “night, and storm, and
darkness,” it was quite refreshing to feel onrselves again
swrrounded by such an mntenified body of the sovercigns of
our native land.  They made the old place redolent of
riotous life and fun.  They were overywhere abont the dig-
gings—smoking desperately in the rain half way up the
bank, taking drinks, and smoking in their boats; others
strong in Goodyear and Mackintosh, preparing to go out
in quest of adventures, and inquiring of their neighbors in
the next Loat, where was the best quarter for door bells,
knockers, and Darbers’ poles ; others grouped in the vicinity
of the lantern, in tfront of the American honse ; and others
still among the lesser lights, traMicking with the natives, or
bargaining for « uight's lodging, in the apartinents commu-
nicated with by the notched stick, There were, doubtless,
some there who wished themselves away, home again in the
quict youtine of their okl life; but if so, they wore of a yetir-
ing nature, and not noticed in the crowd who seemed bent

on having a good time at all hazards.
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“ Houss ahoy!" sang out a big boat which had edged ils
way into the bank, divectly alongside of us, hailing the
lantern-—* Any spare rooms ¥

“ TIow many are there of you ¥ replied a voice, which
was not tliat of the proprictor, '

“ About thirty.”

# Well, wo can accommodate you.”  There was a roar of
laughter followed, which we supposed was at this clever
imposition, but it appearad that it was at a man wilh an
umbrella, sud n good deal of speculiution was immediately
set on foob as 1o where A¢ cune from,

“ Now, then, supper for thirty,” saug out the same voico,
fiqm the adjoining boat, speaking again to the lantern.

¢ All right,” returned the voice from the bank,

There were two Frenchmen in this boal, who wero among
the last to leave her, One was a very fal man, and the
other a very thin one; but they were equally unsuccessful in
gotting up the wet and slippery bank.  After two or three
failures, they at length mutually agreed to try it logether;
go, locking arms, they once more stavted on their adventurous
course. They were nearly at the top, when tliey again
slipped and slid back to the bottom, ¢ N'importe,” said the
fat one, as they started afresh, “nous allons bien souper.”

“Ouni,” replied the other, “nous atlons bien souper.”

. .And off they went again, to retarn in the same abrapt and
undignified manner. Toor devils, it was really too pitiable
to think of what a wretchedly defective reed their supper
was leaning upon, Tvery time they set off, it was with
the same promise to themselves of a good supper awailing
them on tha hill; but at length they gave it up, and 1
undertook to console them, by informing them of the true
staté of affaivs in that divection. This they were very glad to
believe, and had great sporl overit.  Omneof their party came
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back soon after, und swore thal there was not a mouthful of
anything to eal in the place, and that the hotel was nothing
more nor Jess than a lydropathic institulion, where they
charged two dimes for brandy and waler, and threw in a
small doucke pratis.

All this time it was still raining, and without any signs
of clearing up. It was out of the question for our women
folk to thiuk of landing; and excopt that we had plenty of
company {which, the old proverb tells us, misery loves), we
might about as well have been on our way down the rviver,
8o, when onr boatmen returned, fortified with a copions

“quantity of aguardente, we accedod at once to their propo-

sition to proceed. T was fortunately succossful in negotiating
with the supperless Frenchmen for o rubber cloth to cover
our awning wilth, o pile of blankets for the women and chil-
dren, and a botlls of Otard for myself, which appliances mada
us a shade more comfortuble, al all events.

Again we looked out upon the thousand dots of light, now
growing dim behind us, and heard more and more faintly
the boisterows uproar of the molley crowd we were leaving—
again we were alone with the viver and the rain, with no
sound save its beating on the slream and its shores, and the
jabbering and howling of our boatmen, now more spirited
than ever. 1llow lonesome we felt again! There was some-
thing so chilling in the feeling, that we were actually alone
with that sane dark, silent, serpentine river that had sent
desolation tu many a hearthside afar, and was till flowing
on at our very side, as merciless and remorscloss as aver,

A huge, lmnbering, black-looking object, directly befora
us, approsching us, alnost upen us; and now a sonarous
voice from it, calling out, “ Starbeard your helm—starboard I
which is answered by an incresse of jabbering on the part
of our helmsman, and a multitnde of carakos from the onrs-
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men. It is alongside of us, and proves to be a lurge barge,
with some tweuty or thirty passengers,  As wo rush by, it
gives us a parting lick on the larboarg quarter, which lras
no other effeet than to twist us a little out of our course, and
give a livelier zest 1o lthe carahor of ouy boatmen. It has
hﬂ.l'dly gOt fdillj" b}’ us, whott o vOlice ilg‘ilill £OIeS fran ]t:
inquiring if we will take ** Brown along with us, 48 lie hay
gol enough of Califoruia, and wisles to return Lhome; which
200l propoaition, as we have not previously known “ Brown,”
and think it possible that he way noi,v prove a desirable
sequaintance, under the circoimstanees, 1 respectfully derline,
We speedily lose sight of the great, black, lumbering bargs,
behind a bead in the river, and are ouly aware of its exist-
ence from tho fuct, that the plaintive celioes of “Rosin 1he
Bow™ are now dying away over the silent waters in our walke.

And it still kecps on. raining, raining, raining; and onr
boat keeps up its epeed, and our Loutmen kecp up their
monotonous howling ; and whether it be the Otard, of which
we have all taken several sips; or whether it be that we
have.got used to the seeme, and find it dully or, what is
more probable, are so wearicd out afier our long day's
travel, that tived nature claiins and will have her due; some-
how or other, we all fall asleep. T say all; for T am surp
that I kept awake until the last one finally drepped off, from
pure exhaustion. 1 have an indistinct idea that, immediately
after my departure for the lind of NWod, a hand, as of Lhe
helmsman, was thrust into my top-coat pocket, where was
the Otard Defore alluded to, and somothing taken therefrom,
If this was the case, I am sure that it was the Otard, ns that
was gone when I awoke; although, ol conrse, I might have
been dreaming, and the Otard might have fallen out, and
someliow got into the river.

How long wo slept, I know not, but I, for one, had some
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curious dreais, [ dreamt that D was in o whaleboat on the
Pacifie, with Tom and the Major, steering for an island, which
we had almost reached, full of feuits, and birds, and game,
and turtle, and possessing a most delightful climate; and
ithen [ was alone, somewhere in the Gila country, travelling
throngh the sand in quest of a great and wealthy city which
I was sure existod somoewhoere in that mysterious region 3 and
then I was scowring the panmpus of Buenos Ayres, en a wild
horse, without any particular end in view; and then I had
finally ecome home a very xich, but sallow and sick ofd man,
and § was lying in bed, while my only sister, who had not
changed any in all these long years, sat placidly sewing at
my side ; and in every one of these seenes I was so tired and
gad,  Auxl then I awoke, and we all awoke, and there was
Chagres,

We camo in to the bank under the stern of the brig * Bella
del Mar® opposite to the Trving House.  There was no one.
stirring on the levee, except about a dozen young fellows
who Niad coma down alongside of us to hear the news, think-
ing us to be from Panama. It hizd cleayed off, and was so
very bright and serene a night now, that eur previons expe-
vience of “storm and darkness® seemed io have begn but
part of an unplessant dreamr; and old Chagres, that mise-
rable, vagabondish place, was of a verity to us “a sight for
sair cen  We eould seo, too, as casily as by bread day-
ight, that these young men were a little unsteady in their
moventents, as if overeome by liquor.

I inquired if we could get into any hotel at that hour, for
I supposed it to be near dawn.

« (Oh, we're bound to sec you safe in,” said half-a-dozen
together; “we're going to the Irving, now, after Samuels—

come along.” ‘
i ' 1 1
“ Ygs,” said one of the number, in explanation, “ we're on
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n bit of a Dender to-nighi.  It’s soma anniversiry, as near
as we can recolleet, and this dog of a Samuels slipped off at
the 0i)ening of the third basket, 8o we're going to have hin
out and adininister something wholesome.”

“ Come along,” said they all togother.

TTuder iheir anspices we landed, and followed Ly our na-
tives carrying the baggage, proceceded to the Irving House,
where our new friends kicked furiously at the door, and then
made a formal demnnd for Samuels. But i appeared that
Samucls was not forthcoming, and the exasperated proprictor
refused to open his doors al that unseasonable howr, and
treated the story of a party from down river being in atten-
dance ountside, with entire conteinpt. A conneil of war was
then beld by the Desiegers; and the result was, that a large
pieco of joist was brought up from the bank by the whole
strength of the company, six of a side, and throst with all
the vigor of the united twelve agaiust the inhospitable door.
The door did not yield at first, but the twelve did, and fall-
ing with the heavy thnber upen them, oue half of the »mm-
bor were considerably bruised. The sceond nttack dilfercd
froin the first, in 1hat it was the starboard half in Heu of the
larboard who received the timber this time in falling, and
were likewiso considerably bruised.  Upon the third attack,
the door was bealen in, and we all entererl.

I presnms that the young men were successful in their
search for Samuels, for baving oceasion to go down stairs for
o piteher of fresh waler, after we had retired to our yooms
for the balanice of the night, I saw a haggard and sleepy-
looking gentleman perchied upon a stool on the table, with his
head firnely encased in a certain household utensil, which shall
be nameless. Tinferred from appearances, that he was about
to bo treated with a mixture of sumething which one of the

party hs preparing in a small basin, but what the whole-
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some copound wis, Tdid not learn. 1 saw the same indi-
vidual the next day, with his head somewhat damaged and
swotlen, and am inclined to believe that the aforesaid uten-
sil, having tightencd upon lis cranium afler repeated pota-
tions, it was found necessary to break it thercon, before it
could be removed.  And this was one of the features of what
the Chagres boys termed “a bender.”

A
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CHATITER XV.
WIAT A DAY MAY DRING FORTIL

T is, probably, hardly necessary for inc at this stage of my
narrative to say, that I have all along been quite free of
apprehensious of suiting that selfsnllicient and orderly class,
whose ideas seldom go beyond their daily task; who can
sed no good out of their own private Jernsalem ; who look
with horror upon an adventure, or anything which comes to
them, bearing the gnise or savor of romance; who bear
indelibly stamped upon their countenances the motto of the
old lady who bought the cuu! of David Copperiield—* Lot
there be no meandering ;" who, i they read at all, read to
be instructed, to weigh down theiv memory with u load of
facts; and have no undignified suspicions of what is included
in tha poetry, the drollery, the dreamery of life. Ou the
contrary, it is confidently expeeted that this class of people
will long sinee have thrown uside the book with a contemy-
tuous “Fudge! Does the writer take us to be fools, that
wo should "believe this mass of stuff 1”7 These peoplo con-
_sider nothing as worthy their attention but what lies within
the very Jimited circle of their own observation or experience,
They are the Thomases of the world, and require even to
thrust their fingers into the print of the nails, or they will
not believe.
As if oftentimes one single thought which the novelist
pens in bitterest sincerity of heart, were not a thousand fold
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more Lrue, becanse more cavuest, Ui all the dull acts of
their ynvaried ke, As if, though they would smile to hear
us swy so, the very abject min of erime, when'considered in
relation to e streugth of the temptations which he has
withstood, and the nore ternible strength of that temptation
to which Le finally succambed, were not oftentimes more
Lonest and virtuous than they.

1 do noi then deem it necessury to offer lo the reader any
apology for the unusual cliaracter which the incidents of the
day 1 am ubont to describe may happen to possess. It is
ol wy fuault if ibey ave sumewhat steange.  The world is
wide one, and there is not a day passes in any part of it
but Lringeth forth far stranger things than theso.  And new
having relieved my wind in & measure, by putting forth this
disclaimer, or whatever you please to eall it, I promise
for the future to stick more closely to the thread of oy
narvative.

It was after three ovlock in the afternoon, before the
Faleon was off on her home-bound flight, and I was ou
shore again in weary Chagres, My first visit on landiug
was (o the Empive City Hotel, to see my old friends, Vale
and Parkins, and pet the latest reports from Viiti, who, ns [
had casually learned in the morning, was now confined in
the old fort. I should have put up at the Empire on the
previous night, but as hotel-keeping was a new business
with Mr. Vale, T had an undefined apprehension that he
might not have been snceossful in it, and that we should be
ore comfortable ad the Trving, which indeed, ab that lime,
was the model kotel of Chagres.  In this it seeins that T was .
not far wrong, for ou arriving at wmy old loitering-place, I
could not avoid vemarking, at first sight, an air of nudity
and forlorn abandomment, that would have been melan-
choly had it not been so beautifully characteristic of the pre

\
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§id_ing genius of the pluce.  The lower part of the house was
deserted, and had 4 damp and dismal smell about it like a
ecsllar.. The bar-room was vacant, both of loafers and liyuor.,
It 'was another failure in Vale's muliifaiious pursuits, and
had it nmot buen for a slip of paper, with a hand pointing to
the staircase, and the words “not dead but sleeping,” written
thereon, and meant to bo waggishly explanatory of the true
state of things, I should have left the house wnder the
impression that both Vale and Parkins had departed this
“place, if not in fnet this life, for a better.

Pursuing the direetion in which the hand pointed, I
reached the chamber where I had already seen the Fronch
Marquis and poor Parkins in an unenviable state of health,
to find there another candidate for the pleasures of illness,
—even Senor Qunanto Valley himself.  Ie was stretched
npon the sofs, with & table wheeled to his side, covered with
& Napolconesque assortment of maps, plans, and  other
‘documents, while his ex-partner, agaiu upon his legs, thanks
te the treatment of Doclor ¢ . officiated in the cha-
racter of nurse.

“This comes of fillibusiering it,” said the latler as 1 enter
ed, with a glance towards Vale, in which contempt and reproof
were alike mingled,—“ you sce the old fool woull make a
public idiot of himself, by attempting the rescue of that
madeap Yilti, and this is what comes of it.”

Vale was certainly rather the worse for his adventure,
whatever it might have been, to which Pavking alluded. is
huge face was gashed and torn in places, to the great cost
of his hair and whiskers. . One arm was in a sling, and from
his manner of reclining, it was easily inferred that some
other limbs had likewise sullered damage. Nothing put
down,. nevertheless, by the shattered position in which
I had found him, he exicnded his whole hand to me in sala
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tation, and observed, with a happy smile, that there was no
evil withoul an attendant good; and added, that Parkins
would give me the particulars of the assault in which heled a
body of determined men to the rescue of Viitl at the for,
which enterprise failed of suecess, through an unforeseen acei-
dent thal befel the leader thereof ; thinking, I suppose, in trust-
ing Parkins with this narration, that [ knew his wealk points
well enough to muke duc allowances for anything he might
utter derogatory to the character or courage of him-—Vale.

“Well,” said Parkins, taking up tho tale in quite an
enthusiastic manner, “the blasted old fool, yesterday after-
noon, after having worked all the morning, like a nigger
slave, as he is—to get Vitti into the fort—" v

« For certain reasons,” suggested Vale, in a parenthesis,
and with an approving smile.

“ Must wheel suddenly vight about face,” continued Far-
kins, “ and plan a rescue for the same night. $o he gels
together all the young scapegraces of tho place, gives them
a free treat—--gets most of them almighty corned—"

« Which explains the actual state of the bar,” I observed.

« Kxactly—and then, just after dark, leads off for the other
side. Such a set! There wasn’t one of them knew what
thay were going for, for old Quanto, with his usual bombast,
had, towards the close of the treat, made & speech in which
there was so mueh about the memory of Washington, Bunker
ITill, principles of 776, glorious 4th, and so on, that they wesa
.completely bowildered, and scemed to think it was somo
great anniversary, and that they were to celebrate it by
firing off the guus of the fort, killing a few natives, or some-
thing of the kind. 'Why, some of the rowdiest came back
after the downfull of old Quixote, and persisted in finishing
our champagne, drioking ‘the day we celcbrate,” and such

nonaense.”
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“ T met some of this class quite carly this morning,” said 1.
“Quite likely—they had & charge suflicient for three
duys. Well, they got across the river somchow or other,
and went staggering up the bill where the fort is, in the
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most absurd manner
“To the tune of ‘Isee themr on their winding way,"”

interrupted Vale, who was reviewing the exploit with his’

mind’s eye, and evidently Jooked upon it as the cvent of
Lis life. '

“ But as it happened,” resumed Parkins, “ just before they
reached the moat, our great hero of a leader, in taking too
much sheer in Ais winding way, went over the bank, and
just missed breaking his preposterous neck, Ile had the
huck, however, to fetch up against a projecting rock, which
did the business for his right arm and left leg, and then they
“fished him back and brought him liome, and a protty mess
Tm with it a1} 1"

“Bo far so gond,” sald Valg, with a complimentary smile
in the direction of Parkins, “and now for the moral of the
tale. For the injuries done to my person, in the attemipt to
save & fellow-conniryman, from what I now believe to bo
unerited punishment, the rephblic of New Grenada must
answer, And, sir, I have this day perfected my plan.  This
fall of mine is not for nothing—I shall come np again.  Yes,
sir, L have perfocted my plan for seizing this key to the Isth-
mus, aud declaring -it, fromn the Atlantic to the Pacific, a
portion of our glovions republie, the birth-place of Wash-
ington, and which has given fo the world the sublime spec-
tacle of a successful effort af self-government) and a Fourth
of July. - There are those who wait bul the promulgation
of my project to second me. Sir, Napoleon, who was like-
wise a self-made wan, in his younger days was woulb to ¥y,
that if he could sccure for his country the possession of Sueg,
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ke would control the commuerce of the East.  Since the time
of thal very elever man—I think even FParkins will admit
this—things have changed; the comuncree of the Hast is
destived to turn its face backward from its old palli; and this
Isthmus, which I am to declare ours, is the channel through
which its inmense wealth shall flow.”

While Mr. Vale was thus discoursing, in the defirium of
fever, be had partly visen from his couchi, and, with his left
hand spread upon his maps aud plans, seemed to forget his
bodily pain, and to hold himsclf ready for the onset at a
moment’s notice.  Parkins did his best to keep hiw down;
but Le too bad the Chagres mark most umnistakably im-
pressed upon him, and was feelle as a child.  The desolate
condition of (hese two men, attached thus strongly and
strangely to each other, was not a scene to contemplate with-
ont emotion, I saw not the burlesque character of it exelu-
sively ; I felt wmorein the condition of Byron, wheu he said—

“ And if I Jlauvgh ot any mortal thing,
"Tis thal T may not weep »?

“« But,” said I, with a jerk us it were, for [ saw the neces-
sity of calming Vule by a change of topie, “how goes the
hotel, my dear fellow—chock [ull, eh#” _

“Why, not exactly,” responded Vale, seizing Jikewise upon
this Lopic with akacrily. 1 have an idex for 2 hotel.”

“ There lic roes again,” obsorved Parking, despairingly

t | would build vne out in the neighborhood of your old
camel encampment, a hotel equal Lo any in the States, pro-
vided with all the comforts and luxuries of our own homes.
Such a hotel as this would do more for this place, than all
the prayers of the saints could effeet in any other way. Juat
think of a poor devil, wet and weary, half dead with his
fatiguo of crossing the Isthmus, coming to a place like
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bome, a3 I mean to make the Atantic Steawmship Hotef ;
why, sir, he would stow away the proprietor’s name in his
heart, and keep it there alwuys afterwards, as a benefactor
of his race.”

“Very likely,” said I, “ but you forget that this town will
not lust long. Wlen the railroad is eowmpleted, Chagrres
mugt be abandoned for Navy Bay. No one would invest
capital, ns you propose, with puch a prospect,”

“ Another idea,” said Vale, cagerly, with the same dali-
ricus glitter in his eye.  “ What do you thiuk of settiing at
Navy Bay—tho fiest man, [ mean the first regnlar permanent
resident, and becoming the pioneer citizen of the place—I
have thought of that too. What a figure I should ent at
dinner celebrations, in later yeurs, when the new city shall
boast its hundred thousand inhabitants—I should be the
Daniel Boono of the Isthmus. I shoukd immartalize myselt.!

“Only, that you would slarve several years before your
tremendous greatness would lave a chanes to Legin,” ol-
served the incorrigible P'arkins,

In the course of the conversation which ensued, I obtained
no further news of Vitt. e was still shut up in the fort,
awaiting the time when he should be taken to Panama for
trial.  His sister had not been heard from. It was late for
me 1o think of returning to Dos Hermanas that night, even
if & boat could hiave been lad, which, considering the num-
ber of passengers by the Faleon and Creseent City, was
soraewhat doubtful. And, as I was sure of an opportunity
of proceeding carly on the futlowing moming by the
steamer Rtalph. Rivas, T resolved to go over to the forl at
once, and -commanicate with Vitti, determined in my own
mind to get at somcthing which should serve as a clue to
all this mystery. I left Vale and Parkins, not doubting but,
that I should see or hear from them again; but up to this
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woment, [ never have.  Poor Smnpson Vale—how pleasantly
the foolish dreamer would smile at the application of {his
epithet to Aim—7I often wonder it lic is still above ground—
leading the same old visionary life, chasing the goldieu-
winged butterflies of his funcy, but never fairly grasping
them, througl the blustering world, witls the weary Solomon
dragging after, and almost Linded by the dust in his walke.
And yet Ny. Vale, after all, was but one of a very numerous
class in the world.  "The dread of being nobody is the bug-
bear of their unhappy lives, and so they wear themselves
away, the very nothingest of nobodies, simply because they
are always hankering after something to which il is not pos-
sible they can ever reach.

It was raining heavily as, having crossed the river, imme-
diately after the interview above narrated, T toiled up the steep
rocky hillside leading to the fort. T think T never folt maoro
spiritless and sad. The parting that day with those dearest
to me on carth ; the melancholy sitnation of cur party on the
river; the yet more melancholy one of the friends I had just
left, and the situation of him [ was going fo see, most melan-
chioly of all; my own solitariness, and perchance the presen-
timent of an approaching mishap ; the dreary weather,—all
combined to Macken the deep gloom which hung over mo
like a cloud. T picked my way along over the loose, slip-
pery rocks, and felt desperate enongh.  Jven when I passed
the point on the blult wlhere Vale had slid off, my imagina-
tion was powerless to bring before me the Indicronsness of
his adventure. 1 passed juto the outer forlress over the
tottering bridge, und went doggedly by the soldiers stationed
at the gateway leading to the inner. T should gnite have
liked a Lit of a row at that moment, to have waled me up a
hitle; but the poor {ullows on sentry were in no mood for
anything of the kind. The idea of Valy atlacking these
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peoplel  One Lalf of the liquor spent in treating the assault-
" ing party would have bought a free pass for Vitii a dozen
times over.

T was in no mood {or adniring the excellence of the work;
its stupendous sea-wall, formed partly by nature; its solid
cemented floor; ity Hncs of dungeons under ground, running
deep beneatl: the surface of the outer fortress; its magnilicent
position, overooking -the broad fields of the Atlantie, and
effectually protecting the hamlet couched at its base; iis
heavy, time-stained guns; its sentry-boxes, black and decay-
ing, suggestive of so many long, weary hours of a soldier’s
life; its piles of rusty balls; its brick and cemented, bnt
ruoincus buildings; its one other building, partly constructed
of similar materiais, and partly of wood, the quarters of the
officers ju the old time, the preseut jail of Chagres. It was
a typaof the power and wagniticence of o past age, ermnbling
away before tho higher power and truer magnificence ol vur
own.

Not seeing any one in particular who scemed to be in any
sort of awthority there, 1 at once enlered the wooeden Luild-
ing, and passing up stairs, found Vitti alone in a bare and
extremely desolate-looking apurtment. Jle was half Jying
upon a cot with his head resting upon his arm, gazing
moodily at the floor. My entrance cansed a scampering
among the cockroaches, who, embeldencd Dy tha prisoner’s
apathy, had ventured from iheir holes.

“ Vitli, my old boy,” said 1, as checrfully as possible, on
entering, “ how goes it, ch ? not altogether down-hearted, 1
lope " -

Anr be rajsed his head and extended his hand to greet me,
I could not avoid being struck with tho great change which
had come over him. He was thin, pale, and haggard 5 but
not quite given over Lo despair. On the contrary, there was
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a twitching of his muscles and flashing of Lis eye, whicl
showed a greal struggle of some sort stlll at work within.
This wus a favorable sign, Ile scemed, as near as I could
judge at a glance, like o man groping in mystery, and vainly
harassing himsell for a clue. . He did not speak to me at
first, but watched me closely, as it e wonld read my crrand
in my face. It was certainly not there—at least what Le
expected—and then he ventured to say, still holding me tight
by the hand, “My sister, do you know anything of her

“No,” said T, “but L am sure that she is safe, and that
no harm has come to her”

Oh, the heart-thrilling carnestness of the *thank God!”
which broke from Vit as 1 said tlas? 1t nade me trembls
to think that ls really believed me.  ITe kept suill locking
at me, and squeezing my hand, as if to be certain that he
hiad really heard those words of mina ; and then I saw teurs
begin Lo gather in his eyes, and then they rolled down his
chieeks, and made itm keep his holit upon e all the tighter
for fear that shower of Joy aud gratitude might hide me
from his sight, znd the delicious dream be over.

“Vit,” said I, again, solemuly, for it was truly a so]emn
moment, and T folt that the cternal happm(,bs of two lives
depended on the answer—* toll 1ne, Vitti, with your own
Bips, that yon are jmmocent of the crimo they charge you
with, I do not doubt it, only let 1e hear it from your own
lips.™

In an instant his wholo expression changed. The former
cloud of tervor and doubt rolled away, and he was in ex-
pression the sane Lrave, frank, daring boy asever. “ Ha ¥
said he, “that way spared me,  IIad any wrong béen done
by him to wny sister, I would have murdered him, and
langhed at anything hell conld add to my torments. The
wurdering of a man would Lave been nothing. No—I



164 LIFE ON THE ISTHMUS.

found him dying—and was withh him to the last, calling
upon him to tell me of my sistek—but he never spoke to me
o word. He died, and it was thoe terrible uncertainty of her
fate that was killing me. 1 could not find it possible to
decide on what to do, and I have been in 2 stupor until
now. DBut now I shall go out aml find lier. My sister lives
—a3 she did in what seems to moe another carlier stute of
existence—so changed have I become in the last two days;
aund all the powers of carth cannot prevent our reunion.
Comg, let us leave this miscrable, rotten old plage, and po
out; thete is a whole band of angels in the air above us, to
protect us on our way.” .

Even as Vitti spoke, in the rapture of the moment, a gold-
en stream of light poured into the room from the west,
W rose up, hand in h:mﬂ), to go forth.  As we issued from
tho house, guarded only by a few superanpuated natives in
ibe menial department, the whole world scemed suddenly
to hiave becowe fresh and new again,  Lroad patclies of blue
sky, in one of which was the clear bright sun, now almost
setting, gave to the heavens a cheerful aspecet above. The
broad ocean wore its white eaps jauntily in the purified at-
mospliere—the hroader cxpanse of hitl-side and forest, wav-
ing with its mass of richest verdure, like another occan, with
wysteries and voices as sublime and solemn as the lirst, worce
every tint of gold and green,  The river, witle the life upon
ity bosom, the hiouses in the vile beneath us, every homeliest
object within the cirele of onr view, each had its own face
brighter for the pearly drops which hod kissed it.  Aud who
in a mood te eunjoy it hike Vitti¥ The few words of liope
and sympathy which T lind spoken, Lad Deen to hinm as a
new birth, and Le was like a child in lis sportive appreeia-
tion. We walked towards the ramparls, for we were not
quite prepared to venture ou a sally forth,

e A T T o e R T MR g e iy o L

. e A e At i e i e i p, e

WIHAT A DAY MAY BRING FORTH. 165

“ Last ovening,” said Vitti, “as I walked here alone, I saw
a vision yonder which made me doubt for a moment the
soundness of my reasontd’

Ho pointed neross the water to a point in the vicinity of
the smail river, which I have hicrctofore noticed as flowing
into the sea hard by where stood our camel encampment.

“All day long,” continued he, © the imagoe of my sister
had been before me Jike an actunl presence ; and as T stood
out here, ai. about this very hour, I saw her still ; Lut-now
she was afar off, gliding like a spirit along the beach in that
direetion. It was not strangc that I should faney her there,
for it was her old favorite wallk. I rubbed my eyes for ano-
ther look—the vision scemed so real and palpable-——Dbut when
I looked again, she was gone. Nevertheless, T dreamed of
her as still thers. DBut goed Ieavens! what is that —1T see
the same form again 1”

I strained my eyes in the direction indicated, and in all
the wide reach of the maguificent parorama, which the aun
was gilding so gorgeously with his latest rays, I too saw but
one figure, and it was certainly that of a woman pacing soli-
tarily along the shore.

YT see it suid I, and glthough the fignre was very indis-
tinet to miy eyes, from the great distance, something impelled
we to ery out, “ and it is she ;—yes, Vilti, it ¢8 your sister 1”?

“ And do you really see it said he, in n low and solemn
tone. “ O, God, can it he ¥

There was no doult of it—there was veally a slight ard
graceful figure hovering there—so slight, one might have been
pardoned in ihe strange beanty of the howr for believing it
to be a spirit.  But T was satisfied. Already a possible in-
terpretaiion of the whole affair was passing through my
mind. :

“Vitti)” said I, still holding him by the hand, and speak-

1]
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ing as calnly as [ conld, # this sercne sky and tranquil earth,
rising up out of the yuins of the storm, is a type of what yon
also ave to expeet.  Leave the arangement of the thing to
me. . Ishall find your sister, and bring her te you hera,
You camot go forth now, but to-night you may. And to-
morrow yon and your sister may both e safe on board the
Crescent City. In another land you may be happier than
yon could ever hope to be in this.”

Pho form of the sclitary woman had disappeared from the
beach. Vitti, holding my haud like an obedient child, waltked
back with me to the house. [ think at that moment, it an

- angel had comue down from the sky, flapping his white wings
-about ws, he would not have trusted him so implicitly as
me. -

¥ Do not be long away,” said le, as 1eft him in his room
—N0 more i prison-house, but the rendazvous wlhers he was
soom to meet his soul’s twin ; and then as I wus going down
the rickety old stuirs, hie called me buck.

“Btay a moment,” said he, with tears pouring down his

face; “it is my belief that the sinless have power with God

for tho pardon of the sinful.  Now hear me.  There is one
-angel, though she shill lives on earth, who shall be taught
both here and hercafter, as by the secret hond of sympathy
“petween us I know how to teach ler, to weary eaven's
:Majesty for your eternal good. There is no other recom-
pense fitling for a deed of kinduess like this, Now go, and
-take this certainty along with you !

I went out from the old fort, the grim exponeut of man’s

meancr passions. [ recrossed the river, and taking my way
~along the marginal path [had often travelled before, came
“to the spot where we had recently encamped. The sun wag
seiting, The broad sea was there like a huge shaggy, but
-not unfriendly monster, pawing upon the sand, licking it with

L

g v

WHAT 4 DAY MAY BRING FORTH. 1a%

its great white lolling tongue, sud growling in its deep throat
as was its wonil. 1 sat down, for a moment, to rest upon a
fragment of a furmer wreek, and was veviewing in my mind
the incidents of the day, when I heard a voics close beside
me, but nearer to the stream than whero I sat——a voice sing-
ing. I needed not to see the formn of its owner then, for 1
knew it well.  Thal voice—that tone of voice—it told its
OWN story 3 yes, in ils uncertain aim, its shrill and un-
stendy piteh, its sobbing, gasping accomnpaniment—the old-
st of all old stevies, a disordered intellect consequent upon
blighted love, a story told so touchingly in the history of fair
Ophelia and the gentle Bride of Lammermoor—a story that
we do not often hear in the busy world, because stifled in the
walls of # mad-house, or wasting its echoes in the more sul-
len and certain seclusion of the grave, bul none tho less fre-
quently enacting for all that.

I rose up from where I was sitting, and listened 3 I could
make out no words, and know not if' thjs plaintive outpour-
ing of a clouded heart fonnd vent in words; but the senti-
ment conveyed to my mind thereby T afterwards tried to fix
in * a local habitation.” .

The following may not suggest to the reader the depih of
sorrow whicl seemed ta well vp from the singer's heart, and
I give it only as my feeble interpretation of the same :—

SONG.

* Let me go where waves are wildest,

Brenking on a lonesome shore;

Where the winda that evsd wera raildeat,
*Fong the solemn benclies roar.

There n sen-bird wild and storm.tost,
Vuinly flics the waters o'er;

Here n maid, us lorn and love-lost,
Weepeth, waileth evermore,
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“Day by day the walers gather,
And the waves are leaping high;
B0 in calm and binckest weallier,
5till the lone sea-bird must fly.
There's a brain is mad with fever,
There’s & wild and tear-dimeed cyo;
There’s a heart is breaking ever,
Apd will break—until 1 die,”

It now occurred to me, that once, having gone back some
distance from the beach, on a tramyp with the Major, we liad
come upon the ranche of an old native, who, in the course
of our conversation, had mentioned thie names of Vitti and
bis sister; I had forgotten in what connexion, It was pro-
bable that Carlotta had been scereted with him during those
past fow days; but for what? 'This I was soon to learn,

As she camne into view, keeping close by the margin of the
stream, and walking towards the sea, 1 observed in her the
same wonderful grace and beaaty as ever; but could not
hel]p likewiseli:o{,icing, with e keenest regret, that uneer-
tainty of gait which bespeaks a luck of purpose in the mind;
sho did not see me il I was quite near to her, and when |
uttered lior name softly, she sprang back asif stung.  Seeing
and recognising me, shte became quict, however, and secwed
ta await the delivery of my message.

“I come from your brother, Mademoiselle,” said 1, using
the Freneh languags.

“Yes,” said she., “II¢ is well 97

“Hardly,” said I; “he has missed you for a few days,
and suffers much anxiety on that account. Wil you return
with me to him #”

“Is he alone #” inquired she, with & very strange, unnatu-
rat calmness of tone. /

A new idea broke upon me, “Ile is” suid L “The |

French Marquis de G "
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“Well.”
“The Marquis Jeft Cliagres some three days ago.
4 Wall” .

“ Aud is sinee dead al Dos 1lenmanas.”

“Dead,” said the girl, repeating the word slowly several
times, as if teying to comprchend its meaning. “Dead—
dead—dead and buried 7 '

“Dead and buried,” said L

Al at once a twinkling ray of reason, like the first siar
of cvening, shot up into Ler eyes, and she repeated the
words more anxiously, *“dead awd buried.”

“Dead and buried,” said I again, and watched her closely
all the while.  She did not weep, as the real truth came gra-
dually to ler mind ; she did not show sigus of feur or sor-
row, Lut a quict sentimeut of peace and satisfaction seemed
to be setiling down upon her, and ler countenance changed,
even ns had her brothers, when [ assured him that she still
lived.

“ Aud s0,” said she, eagorly, almost gladly, as it secmed,
 the Marquis is dead-—gone away to be with the spirits, in
the spitit world—is this z0 #”

“Tp s, suid I, T lave scen his grave”

« Oh, for this” cried she, “may God be praised! No
matter how he dicd—-he is happy—he is with the blest.
Now L shall not be mad any louger.  Now I shall love hiw,
amd it will not wake me mad., Now I shall love him, and
no carth-stain shall cver come upon cur love, to Diast it
Now I shall Jove him for ever, and shall not bo an outcast
forit.  See heve, sir, you are warried, and live in the sanctity
of domestic lite, and know unot from what a chasm I am
gaved. I loved this man, when somethig told me that to
have declared my love would have been my ruin, and brought
teays and wretchedness to all who love me. And this was

i
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making me mad. There was no safely but in flight; and
yet I seemed to be flying from my duty to poor Angelo, but
God knows I econld not Lelp it,» Tad it been otherwise, we
had perished together. Now my love is in heaven; no
blighting curse of earth can reach it. IForgive me what
seems unworthy in this confession ; could you sec me as I
now sea myself, I am sure you would. And now tell me of
Angelo, for I will at once go with you to him. Oh, strange,
" joylul transformation ; he is dearer 10 me than ever.”

¢ But, Mademoiselle, your brother is in the fort.”

HHal?—

* Arrested on suspicion of the murder of the Marquis.”

- “Qoed God ! from what ure we saved I”

“ Even so, Mademoiselic”—

"And af T had 'yieldcd, this supposition had Deen cor-
rect.” -

*“Then you believe in Angelo’s innocence ¥

Her look, her triwnplant smils, was the same ns that
with which ber brother Iud thrown the charge from hin.
She saw the accusation only in its absurdity.

“My Drother a murderer, and without a certain cituse !
You little know him! Many a hasty blow has he given, bait
‘never & mortal onc; many a life has he saved, and mauy a
generous deed has he done; nothing mean or cowardly cin
ever come from him "

And yet, thonght T to myself, in hot blood such =z thing
might happen, although the fond eyes of 4 sister’s love conld
see no such possibility.

‘We al once set. off on our return to the town, picking owr
way along the narrow path leading throdgh the wood, for
the twilight is of short Juration in thosa latitudes, and it
was now -quite dark. I explained to Carlotta more fully the
position of Vilti, aud the necessity for his immediate release.

;
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Upon one thing we woere perfecily agreed, that the snake-
tamer, whose name turned out to be Lowry, was the author
of the murder, if such had been committed; a belief in
whiels [ was gre:n.ljr strengethened, upon learning the fact
that the Marguis bore wboub his person effeets of great
vilue,

It §s a principle in law that a man is not bound to erimi-
nate himself, aud 1 do not ses why a writer should not have
the privilege of putting in a like exeinption plea, when he is
lable o e placed in a ludierons or undignified position ;
othierwise 1 might feel bound ta relate a small mishap which
aceurred to myself just as we were on the point of entering
the fort, and prevented my being present at the reunion of
Vittt and lis sister, and was attended likewise with sundry
other unpleasant consequences. I mightdeline it as consisting
of a slide, while groping alittle in advance of my companion,
throngh the * storm and darkness” which had succeeded to
our late golden burst of sunshine, and its silyery wake of
star-light, from the sane break in the precipitous bank that
had Urought Sampson Vale’s adventure to so abrupt a termi-
nation. I might go on to tell how [ was not equally fortu-
nate with that chivalric gentloman, but went tearing throngly
the bushes and bumping against the sharp rocky edges in
ny deseent, till I finally was brought up by the looss round
rocks at the very bottom of the Dlull.  ITow I lay there
insensible, I have no mezns of knowing for what length of
time, till the rising tide, lashing my temples, restored tha
brain to action, and made it cognizant of my physical state.
Ilow I then essayed to stir, and did sueceed in creeping a
litthe at long intervals towards where, the vccasional, for the
stornt of rain and thunder raged unabated, flashes of
lightning showed me was the native town.  Buffering greatly
from bodily pain, though evidently whele as yet in limb,
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how I was all that night in the same situation, and did not
touch the welcome mud of the old town till the sun, who
‘seemed on that morning to have come up for me anlone,
sent hig advance beams over the vapory hills before me, and
made the growling siorm retreat before him, and yet, how
during the long hours—I am proud to be abik to write this—
my thoughts wore not wholly of my weary self, but left me
often and went up to that decaying house, where two
noble and loving hearts had that night met, as I could not
but fecl in a great measure through my means, and revelled
in the infinite joy of that reumion; how they went often
further still, and were with those dear ones, quiet and snug
in the saloons of the Falecon, cleaving the rough waves
of the Caribbean. What was bodily suffering to me then?
All this and much more I might relate, but, as I have
already said, I do not see why a writer should be held, ¢ven
though he profess in all his narratives to keep nothing back
from his dear friend, the reader, to place himself in a comie
pillory from which he way not find it easy to descend, and
1 feel quite sure that that friend would not exact it merely
for his momentary gratificalion.

Be it evough, then, for me to say that a very early hour
of that morning beheld me on the quarter-deck of the Ralph
Rivas, fortified with a good blreakfust, and smoking a
genuine “ habaguana” in perfect pesce and guictude of mind.
This mental condition will be understood when I add, that I

~had received, but a moment befors starling, a most aflec-
tionate letter from Vitti, expressing great solijitude as to my
“condition—confounul him !—after my mishap of the previous

“night, and informing me of the safe arrival of himself and
sister 6n board the steamship “ Crescont City.”
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CUHAPTER XVI.
AN OFFICIAL DISCLOSURE,

i O‘lf}R the glad waters of the -dark blue sea” borng

onward by her swift-revolving wheels, as if they were
truly the broad wings of the steam-god, goces the home-bound
Falcon with her precious treight.  Up aleng the still surface
of the sultry river, with its thick-laid hen of deepest verdure,
wo take again onr tollsome way, Dos Hermanas is behind
us; and so, before the day is over—another such day as our
fiest upon the river, but varied with new sights and wouders
of winged forms and “bloom nnd greenery”—is Vamos
Vamos, Pefia Blanca, Bajio Soldado, Aqua Salud, Bavre
Colorado, and porhaps other places of less note in listory,
whosoe namies I do not now remember ; and a little after sum-
down we arrive at the village of Palenquilia, & point on the
river some fifteen or cighteen miles above Dos Hermauas,
This is o genuine stupping-place; and one would think, from
the sights and sounds along is water line, that the very same
crowd of the unterriied whom we had left at Gatun, two
nights previous, were here assembled, so similar are all thesa
erowds in their general features.  But Pualenquilla of itself is
not Gatun—not exactly.  There are not so many native huts,
but there are £r00 American hotels; and on the night of onr
arrival there were several tents pitehed, and fires built, and
lanterns lit, up and down its long sloping bauks; and in the
clear but feeble star-light, one might easily bave taken ityfor
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a great rendezvous of the gipsies, tinkers, and all the strolling
spirits of this restless world, ' )

It is a theory of certain modérn naturalists, that the dis-
tribution of rain over the American counlinents, owing io
their form and situation in mid ocean, is far greater, on au
avelfage, than on the continents of the Qld World; that, m
consequence of this extraordinary humidity, the vegetable
kingdom flourislics to a degree unknewn elsewhere, while
the animal is proportionally diminutive and feeble.  Thus
tha alligator is a lesser representative of the erocodile of the
Nile: the puma of the African lion; the laina of the camel,
Nowhere is one more struck with the trath of this theory,
applicable, at all events, to the lower latitudes, than whilo
journeying on the river Chagres. IHere, during an cternal
summer, bloomn and wither such immense varieties of the
vegetable worli, that the wnpractised eye is wearied in its
attempt to select the parts of the wondrous whole, which
seems to have no beginning and no end, but to roll on liks
the ocean,

“ark-lheaving, bonmmlless, endless, and enblime;”

and whether swayed by the gale, or clashing beneath tho
thunder-bolt, or mnrmuring gratefully to the gentle lappings
of the summer wind, is eqnally “n glorious mirror where the
Almighty’s form " is scen. And lere, too, beneath the shade
of these majestic monarchs of the wood, the mango, the
sycamove, and palm, man, the highest style of the animal,
crawls langnidly upon the bosom of lis mother earth, un-
mindful, as it seems, of his glorious destiny, “content to
share a coward life with venonous insects and the baasts of
the jungle Such, at any rate, has been heretofore the
character of these wretched matives. Whether, with the
. infusion of new blood amongst them, there shall eome more

»
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subtleness to their brains, or quicksilver to their joints,
remains to be seen.

I had pussed a sluggishly plensant day, not unmarked by
cerlain quist and vather lnmorous incidents, 'We had plenty
of company in other Loats on the river, and plenty of droll
reneantres at the native ranches on its banks, These gold-
seekers were, in one respect, like the full-fed priests we read
about, who, while they live in shadowy hopes of the spiritual
enjoyments of anothar world, are by no means disdainfal of
the corporcal pleasures of this, and seewed bent on having
their full share of the passing fun, 13t it was more tho calm
delight of finding myself surronnded by my quondam friends,
and losing, as it were, wy weary identity in the thorough
appreciation of thelr rough, frank, penial, or enthusiastle
natures, that made me so shuggishly ealm and cheerful, Tt
is truly a glortous privilege that we possess of being able, at
times, when the realities of our own one )ife scein to press
bard upon us, to throw aurselves, so to speali; into the arms
of Lappier or more buoyunt natures, aud live a little while
in their lives.  'Wa are sad from solitary broodings; and so
long as no light comes to ns from without, the image of the
world on our dull brain is hung with gloonty curtains, But
fet us break away from oursebves, and go tnto the thronged
street, and Lhow often is it that a tace, radiant with innocence,
hope, and joy, shall beam upon us, there dissipating, by ifs
brightness, our gloomy fancies, and kindling, as with a torch,
a roddy fire at the hearthside of our musings. I have
thonght that even the criminal on the scaflold, catching '
sight of soma childish, happy expression in the crowd helow,.
might not feel himseclf so very forlom, trusting, perliaps
vigmely, that the long madness of his soul might yet be over;
and, in the far eternity of revolving events, e might possibly
get back 1o somne stand-point whence he should look upon.
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creation with & cooler, healthier brain,  If) as Las been
nsserted by certain modern statesmen, there is & community
in mankind’s destiny, politically speaking, there is certainly
no leas, so far as his moral and social happiness is concerned.
But, heigh-ho! where are we gelting to? What has all this
transeendentalism to do with the Isthnius ¢
v.‘The Major—I have him now betore me as he was during
all that day; his fine eye eatching every object and form of
beauty, aud flashing with siveerest vward pleasure, while
his words of flame darted into our hearts, s was a mind
that had kept great company ; and frant its well stored depths
the choicest pussages of the old pocts cume bubbling up
always at the right moment. e had thesoul of a child—
hopeful and enthusiastic. lle was a companion to go round
the world with, and make one wish at the end that tha
voyage had been iwice as lung.

Ay for Tom, the shakea being ofl] he was oveupied prin-

cipally in. taking wisute doses of quinine, in draughts of

a darl-colored hiquid, which Colonel Allen poured out of a
four gallon demijolin at frequent intervals, and  which
smelt strongly of rum and burnt molusses, but which Mon-
sieur Crapolet aflirmed was brown sherry.  The Coloncl and
Monsicur Crapolet likewise partook of the sama beverage
quite often, diluted of conrse with a little river water,
although the Colonel seenied to cast 2 cerlain imputation
upon the wine, derogatory o its quality, by observing with
s shrug of his shoulders, and 2 slight tremor ju his entive
frame, immediately subscquent to a leavy dose, that “the
subscriber was constitutionally opposed to bad liquor” 1
noticed that Judge Smithers excused himself from parlaking
by an insinvation that theve was too much of the monkey
about it, but T am inclined to think that ho wade use of the
ferm ¢ moﬁkey” in this connexion as a mere figure of speech

’
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“Speaking of fever,” said Judge Smithers—*T say, Allen,
are you cver troubled nowadays with your old complaing of
typhoid ¥

% No,"” said the subseriber, briefly,

“I nean,” pursned the Judge, “the periodieal attack
which you wure subject to while in the State House, at Jefter:
son City.”

“The State House story "’ cried we all,

“ It’s not much of a story,” said Colonel Allen.

“ But very charaeteristic,” said the Judge,

“Debouches " said Monsicur Crapolet, with a gesture,
expressive of tlirsty irapatience, thinking probably, that if

‘we had got to lhave the story, the sooner it was begun the

better,

“Is it to be a true story ¥ inquired Tom.

“ Yw ¥ replied the Judyge, “this is one of Allen's true
stortes)

“As if the subseriber cver told any that were not,” ob
served the Colonel, wapgishly.

“As f)” continued the Judge, following him up, and using
a horse phrase; “ an editor ever shied at the truth.”

“ Dehouchez 1 shonted Monsieur Crapolet again.

“Well, then, gentlemen,” began the Colonsl, “ but really
it is nothing of a slory—youn sce the subseriber was once
appointed to an office, in the Siate House, at Jefferson C:Ly "

“ Governor " inguired Tom.

“No,” said the Colonel, “but it’s nothing of a story—
Judge, I would much rather you would tell it.”

“ ey, g'long there, what are you *bout |" said <he Judge,
with the air of a man ta.klng a bluebottle from the nigh
leader’s ear.

“Well, then,” began the Colonel again ; * the sabscriber
had an office in the State House, under the Governor—a very

g%
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respectable office, which he was induced to accept to accom-
modate his fiiends and the publie.” _

“The Colond is slways ready Lo sacrifice himself for the
good of his friends,” obsevved the Judge, in explanation,

“To illustrate which the atorcsaild will have the pleasure
of potating with his fellow voyager, Monsienr Crapolet,”
said the Colonel, therchy drawing our attention to the
unhappy Frenchman, who sat gazing gloomily ai the
water alongside, as if it were & very dismal subject for con-
templation.

“The State Louse story I erfed we all aguin, as scon as the
potations were well over—not at all disposed to relinguish
our treat.

“Ii's no story any way,” persisted Allen, * the amount of
i"ﬁ‘i is—the subscriber was once in the State House at Jeffer-
son City, employed there, you understand, in a very rospect-
able though slightly subordinade capneity, & thing ho was
induced 1o consent to by the hnportunities of his numerous
friends, and being there, you sce—with great pleasure.”

The last observation was addressed to Monsieur Crapolet,
who had caught the Colonel’s eye, and was goiug throngh
certuin pantomimics, intended in a delicate way to snggest to
him, the Colonel, the propriety of taking some refreshument
in the way of drink before proceeding with his narrative,

“Its no use,” said Judge Swithers, hopelessly, as (s
Colonel aceepted a gencrous quencher, “ I see that I shall
have to tell the story myself.  Previous to Allen’s acceplance
of the officc of clerk to the Secretary of State at Jeflorson
City, be held an equally subordinate office in the printing-
haouse of the American Bald Eagle and Paor Devil’s Advo-
cate at Bi. Louis, namely that of items and Lill eollestor, It
has been suspected that the wwmerons Httle dillieulies
therein recorded of a certain gentleran well kwown in our

[
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midst, were no other than the romantie doings of the Colo-
nel himsell about lown,  Under the iuspiration of his pen
the city became quite another place from what it ever was
before, or ever will be again”

“ 1fact,” wurinured Alley, admiringly.

“ But,” continucd the Judge, “ it was in his capacity of
bill collector, thut the Colonel shone with especial brillianey.
Soon after the first of January it wus the custom of the pro-

prietors to send the Colonel forth——"
“From the lden of the sanctuin,” observed Alleu, paren-
thetically.

“To weet the smiles amd frowns of -n heartloss world —
armed with a pile of bills, a deseription of weapon not usually
of much avail in captivating the affections of men, Now,
whalever was the result of these adventurons sallies to the
aforesaul proprictors, one thing is certain, that the Colonel
fattened upon themn.  The et is when he didn't get money,
he got a drink--and not unfrequontly got very drunk.”

% 1e’s cool,” said Allen, who happened at tho time to be
hob-nobbing with Monsieur Crapolet, and whose complexion
did not bespeak any great degree of coolness in his eorpo-
real system at all events,

“To relinquish a post like this,” continued the Judge,
“ went sorely against the Colonel’s grain,  But, however, hs
did it.”

“ IIe did it,” groaned Alien.

“ In bis new situation be didn’t get many punches.”

“ Meaning the mixture—so called,” interpreted Allen.

“ And yet strange lo say, this absternious course of life
did not seem to agree with the Colonels constitution,
for during his continuance at the State House he was troubled
with a periodical attack of fever, which was sure to beful
him soon afler the fiest of January.” b
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-4 Always on the memorable cighth.”

¢ And which made it invariably necessary for Lim to

return howe. It wag a Jittle curions how this fever nflected
him, He was guite thin and sick on leaving Jdefierson City,
locking in part as if he had dicted —and Lis eneuijes actually
aflirmed that such was the case—ou rhnbarb for a week
provious. But when he came back after an absence of a
fow weeks only, lie was robust and healthy-looking—nol to
say, red even in the face, as if he had during all this e
lived upon nothing but brandy and water and hot punches,
which his enemics likewise aceused him of.  ¥or two yenrs
the secretary submilted to this misfortune of Allen’s without
= a word of complaint”

“Parbleu I’ vbservod Monsicur Crapolet, shrugging his

- shoulders, as much as to inquive what the dragon he could say.

“ About the fimst of January of tho third year, Allen’s
bealth began to fuil again.  Jle obscrved to the Sceretary
thal be mnst go home, that he conld not sumehow support
the climate of Jetterson City {or a longer poriod than ten or
eleven months. It was very strange, hut thero it wis—

“¢But, sugpested the Secrelary, “it is stranger still that
you should always return, looking so well!

“$The subseriber is exceedingly afraid this time that ho'll
never recover his health sufficiently to come back at all}!
returned Allen.

“Bo when the cighth arvived, AHen having previously inform-
ed the Seerctary that he had a presentiment that he shonld
not live the night out if he remained over that day, took his
deparfure for St. Lenis. After he had been gone a week, the
Secretary, ‘smeolling a rat’ perhaps, thonght ho would send
an embassy 16 inquirs after bis health and report progress.
-Well, they arrived—there were two of them—at Allen’s
hotel nt 8t, Louis, and inguired how the Colonel was, The
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barkecper informed them that the individual in question was
a4 lectle wnder the weather aboui dinner-time, bLut would
not probably be sick enougl to retire to bed before riight.

“* Lle s able to sit up, then, a portion of the day ¥ inguired
they.

“CWoll, ke stands it as long as ho can,” was the reply.

““Wa are from Jeflerson City, said Lhey, and learnt of
his sickuess at that place.

“*The Colonel is o case,’ was ihe sonewhat figneative
response.” -

“Ticket was the word,” interposed Allen,

“Well, they finally asked if they conld soo i, and wers
reguested, in roply, to hold on a bit, and they'l sas and hear
him, oo, to their entire satisfaction. Tt was not fuug befure
our hevo was seb down at the Jdoor, und came In with he
roll of the hack still upon hine, shovting in o thick and
sonorous one of volce, that “all the world was » stagze-counch,
and all the joen, womer, and band-boxes meraly passongers
theroin.”"

“The Judge las got that part correct, any Low,” said
Allen with o wink.

“The embassy rubbed their eyes, but it was no ghost
whom they beliokd 5 neither did the man look sick, at least
not according to the cominon aceeptation of the word, so
they ventured Lo call him by nawme.  *Ia P said the Colonel,
on reeoguising lhis old companions at Jefferson City, and
little suspecting their errand, ‘you hwve arrived at the very
moment. T am to have a blt. of a supper direetly, with a
few friends.  You sce 1 have been out all day on a collect-
ing tour, and not having Leen very successful in”filling my
pockeis with rocks, am not exactly in good ballast-trim, As
William snys -—
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4 What, not ene hit
Frem Tripoli, from Mexien, and Lnglacd,
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India,
And not one vessel ‘seape the dreadiul toueh
Of merchant-maring rocks”

“1lera was a case for you I”

+ " Quite a subject for Hogarth,” said Allen.

“But to conclude. The embassy accepted the polite invi-
tation ; Allen, to give the devil his dne—without any figure
of speech—gave them a landsome repust.  Towards the
small hours, the Colonel was somehow got to Led ; and the
next morning onr diplomais, completely won over to the
enemy, were on their way back to Jefferson Cily.

“* Well, said the Secretary to them on their return, with
a knowing look, how did you find Allen ;—pretty sick, eh ¥

1 He was indeed, said they, solemuly.

“¢Have a doctor § inquired the Secretary.

_#4Thero were two physicians in attendance replied the
embassy (which was true, for wmong the Colonel’s guests
were two lights of the lancet),

¢ Able to sit up ¥ persisted tho Secretary.

“iWell, havdly,” was the reply. * Wa left St Louis it
noon, and ha had not been abla to rise at that Lour.

“The Secretary appeared to be satisfied, und nothing
further was sald at the time. DBut the cream of the matl-
ter was, that the Bocretary hud slipped out to St. Louis,
immediately after the departure of his friends, and lad
been present with them at the hotel in 2 kind of incog.,

and was of course aware of the entire transaction. The

Dutch-uncleism of the Colonel, in rather avoiding a striet-
1y -veracioua account of his sufferings, on lis return to
Jefferson City, was really delightful. The joke, however,
was never {ully acknowledged in public until on a certain
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occasion, when our four ¢harueters happened to be ind ulging
together, the Secretary, in an ungruarded moment, observed
Lo the barkeeper, that hie would take a small dash of sy
plioid " in s, A explanation followed, and the result was
another supper at the Colonel’s expense, where the stbjees
was fully discussed, and pronounced kitghly discreditable to
Missowri polities.  Now, Allen, you raseal, don’t you fuel
ashaned of yourselt 22

“1 trust,” said the Colonel, with a penitent air, “ that the
thing may be sct down as ameng the foibles of youth, and
on no. accotnt. be allowed to go any further.”

* Of course not ! said we all.
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CHOAYTER XViL
BCENE AT PALENQUILLA,

“J°T is an old habit of mine—so old as to be almost a second
]— nature—that of prying beneath the onter surface of
things, after o concealed mystery ; of getting, as it were,
behind the scenes in every act of life that I thought partien-
latly worthy of my attention, that I might learn something
of the motives which led to such greatness or glilter; that
I might weigh calmly these palpable results in my mind,
and decide for myself how much was real, and how much
false ; how often the heart was in the action, or in the muost
melancholy and perverse opposition.  And espeeinlly in
visiting a new place, bave [ been wont to seek for something
not written plainly on its front—something of its inner life,
something characteristie of the spot, that should set its
mark wpon it in my mewory, snd make it unlike all other
places to me; something which, when its name was men-
tioned, should instantly start up before me, tho one bold
figure of the pictnre, to which the swrounding objects
should form a shadowy back-ground. But in this I have
not always been suceessful. T have spent days in certain
spots, watching long and wearily for a glimpse of that
sublle revelation, as one sifs sometimes beside a greal painl-
ing, striving, ol, how vainly! to catch something of the
inspiration of him who conceived and executed il, in the
glow of which presence all ils most delicate beauties should

SCENE AT PALENQUILLA. 185

st forth; and yet have gone away, and not haviag
felt and grown, as it were, with and Jnto them, bave soon
forgotten them altogether, And at other times wy natore
has so mingled itselt with the deep earnestuess of the scene,
that I never—never can forget it. '
It was a stormy evening; the rain fell in werciloss torvents.
Among the thick forests on the oppesite bunk it plunged .
with a heavy crashing sound.  The yollow strenms rushed in
foaming impetuosity down the sloping hill-side of Palen-
quilla, and gave a fresh impulse to (he already maddened
current of the river. Tt was uo easy task to keep a footing
in the ascent leading to the hotel farthest from our Larga,
for while the wind did its best (o overthrow you, the runniny
water and the slippery soil under foot contributed equally to
the difficulties of locomotion. Nevertheless, prompted by
something which, for lack of a better tenm, you may call
curiosity, [ wus bent on reaching that edifice ; and as sleep in
our barge, owing to the social peenliaritics of our neighbors,
wus out of the question, had quite made up my mind, if I
did suceeed in reaching it, to pass the night there.  Sleep—
yes, to courl thal—not rest, but sleep—was to be the ond of
my toilsome journey, as I thought. Sleep—I did not fnd
it there, but there was one who did; one who closed biy
little eyes for ever on the weary world that night, and was
with the angels when lie awoke. :
Uph! T have stumbled over something, but ’tis nothing
but a pig: it might have been something worso; yes, and it
might have been something u good deal belter, a log for
instance, and then its squealing wouldn’t lave awakened
such a deafening chorus from the dogs, who onght to keep
perfectly quict or be simply whining on a night like this:
And ugh! agaiv, for mishaps never come singly; it is my
head I have Lit Lhis time, against a beam lying on the foy
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of posts, which may be part of tle skeleton of an awning to
soma building whicl: was to have been erected, for all that I
ever found out to the contrary. Those big lanterns are not
guch ridicnlous affairs nfter all.  Bunt here we are—this 1
the hotel.

Somehow, it is not a hotel snggestive of a cosy night.
There is, 50 to speak, a lack of those substautial, home-like,
thovoughly comfortable features which are associated in ouy
minds with tho idea of a model hotel,  There is no great
wide door, opening into a broad welldighted hall, with
winding staivease leading to other stories, where are snug
chambers with the antheacile throwing a kindly glow apon

*the soft carpet, and meat furniture, and sunowy counter-

pane of the bed.  Therc is no parlor where the ladics have
assembled for a hop; no other parlor where grey-headed
men sit gazing at the coal firg, with the morning ov ovening
nowspaper upon their knees, and indulge in remiuiscences
of the last war; observing that when the news of peaco

arrived it was n sloppy night, very much such & nighl as

this, in fack. There is no suuggery known as the bar-room,
reeking with odors of tobaceo, lemon peed, and fragram. old
Jamaica, where young nien in plaid trawsers, mumy-pocketed
coats, flat-brimmed hats, and neckeloths with square ends, 51t
and smoke and drink, and smoke and drink again.  ‘There
is no full-fed, ruddy-visaged landlord, whom you soon get Lo
know by the familiar name of “old Peter,” to bid you wel-
come with as much cordiality, and ovler John's attention to
your luggage with as much satistuction, as if he had been
expecting you for a month, and felt really very much relieved
that you had at last arrived.  But then it is such a hotel as
one would expect, knowing that it was originally a native
ranche, and that the main building, wings, and similar
oxtensive additions which were to have been made to if,
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were nob yeb begun, 1t has one room, whicli must be some
twelve fect square, lighted by a tallow candle on the usnal
board, a notehed pole leading to the attic, the customuary
furniture in the way of boxes and logs, a ground floor it is
true, but only partially appropriated by the puddles. It
seems o be taking care of itself, for ne one tukes any notice
of me as [enter, and indeed there is no on inside to duso ;
and to get in at all T am obliged to remove the amm of a
gentleman who is barrieading the door, aud who is vory
sallow, thin, and shaky, but halited in white pantaloons and
a black dress coat, and Jooking like a man who had put on the
lasft remnants of bis bravery to die. 1 observed jovially to
this gentleman that it is great weather, and think that I
Tlmde an allusion to “young ducks” in the sane connex-
ton; but he is past taking any notice of such trifling, or of

anything else as to that, although he afterwards Lurn: out to
be the proprietor of the place.  When this truth comes Lome
to me, [ propose taking a gloss of brandy and water. 1o
answers me, “ There’s brandy,” without waking any sign to
show where, or indeed looking in any dircction at all, so
that I am under the necessity of hunting it up yself. ’i’ho
ring of the dime npon the board in payment is cqually pow-
erless to arouse him,—from what perhaps frow a vision of

scenes and faces far enough away. I next propose, bub this
tine o myself, retiring for the night, and, seraping the mugd

from my Lioots as far as practicable, and assuring mysell of

the sieadiness of the stick in advance, take my way to the
attic.

I'must have been very tived and steepy, for T can only
recollect one moment when the cracking of the cane floor
beneath my step chimed in beautifully with the pattering of
the heavy rain-drops on the roof, and T think slumber seized
Me evon as I seitled down upon my primitive couch, I had
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hardly lost myself, a3 the expression s, when Dwas _:\ga\iu
roused to consciousness by voices i the apartment below,
The first was that of a woman, low and shrill, iinpressing
me as coming from a heut in Ditterest warfare with “f
destiny, and curiously at variance with the lulling sound of
the rain, and the dull, heavy, mournful gustiness of the
wind.

% 0h, Joln,” it eried in tones of agony, “do not let him
die, hie is my little angel! John, ob, T cannot let him die!”

¢ Hush, dear,” said another voicy, the rough lard voice of
a man; “ why should we ask to have lim spared? Has
our life been so very pleasant that we should pray for a like
boon for Aim 2” )

The wovds, and the toue in which they were ullered more
than the words themsclves, revealed lo me o pictuve, suddoen-
ly illuminated as it were Ly a tlash of Heaven's ligll.tning, in
wlhich I noted all the details of one of those unhappy lives
so commounly led by the sensitive and peor. It was with no
hope of turning back the tide ‘of hurrying cvents, and yel
certainly with no idle curiosity, that T crept along over the
cane floor of my chamber towards the aperture, where I
conld leisurely inuspect the scene below,  Oh, what wmlrld 1
not have given for the power and appliances of the painter,
to have stamped its lineaments npon the canvas, even s 1
saw- them there! A man and woman had entered, and were
sented side by side on two rude boxes, stationod i a corner
of the spartment, which was possibly the most co:mff)rlable,
locale, if such an epithet way be applied to premises so
utterly wet and cheerless. These two persons seefned in full
possession of the house. Tho proprietor had either gone
out, or was coiled away to sleep iIn some corner hidden_'t.o
my view. A second glance revealed a third person, a child
‘of apparently not more than five or six summers, whose
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emaciated and spasmodic frame was almost wholly eon-
cealed by the protecting arms of the man, evidenily his
father. This group of tlree was so digposed, with the
fesble candle-light falling full upon them, that, in my desire
to read their story in their faces, I almost immediately saw
their each minutest line, while all the world beside became
nothing but the blackest void, and my ear ceased to take
note of the rain and gusty wind, and heard nothing bui the
ontpourings of these forlorn and scemingly forgotten spirits.

The man was apparently rather under what is termed the
middle age, of small stature, wasted and thin, as if from
long care and self-denial. His atlire, even in the abandon
of that out-of-the-way spot, somehow bespoke the gentlaman,
and just as plainly, too, the poar genlleman,  As lie sat
holding his frail burden, every moment, alag| Dbecoming
frailer, vainly trying to soothe it o & moment's repose, and
after cach unsuccessful effort turning his beseeching eyes to
heaven, I could read in his sharp palq face, his high project-
ing, but not broad forehead, his quick restless eye, flashing
with 4 certain fire withal, and the unsteady working of his
mouth, the plainly written story of a high-learted disap-
pointed man. Thero was something in his whole demeanor
which bespoke the man of pride, of priaciple, of genius too,
but also of irvesolution—the most unhappy type of all God's
images on earth ; the man who, seeing the prizes with
which life’s Jottery is teemning, and knowing the way to
reach them, yet lacks the nerve to follow therein, beeause
the cowardly doubt is still there, as to whether, after all,
e highest good is thus to be obtained.

The woman, like the man, in one respect at least, was
“not now that which she had been,” and yeb thera wers

. traces of her former better self flickering oceasionally in her

face and mien.  Althoughnesmileplayed npon Ler lips, which
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were once beautiful, but were now thin and drawi tightly
together, as if to shut out from her heart the atmosphere of
a world that hnd nover seemed to love her, and no  especial
brillisnce flashed upon yon when the lids were raised from
oyes around which were drawn dark Iines, and whieh stood
out in painful prominence from wasted cheeks 5 nnd although
Lier costume was of the simplest, suggestive of a dull rou-
tine of daily tasks, and mnothing of the dashiness and
‘bravery of life, yet there was something, not exactly visible
to the outward eye, which showed that this was not the
destiny to which she was born ; elso why should I have seen
her, as in the mirror of the past, sweeping with gallant grace
adown a gilded drawing-room, or rousing to wild guicty a
sen-shore or hearth-side party, by looks and tones fraught
with fire-like electric sparks? Iven now, in that worn,
slender, compressed frame, there was seereted a possibility
of fascination, which needed only the showers and beams of
gympathizing hiearts to awaken lo active being. Ve rudo
ones of the world, ye who take pride in the scrnpulons cor-
rectness of your dealings in your blisiness relations with
other men, paying promptly your pecuniary debts even lo the
uttermost farthing, but who, in the calevlating and nnfecling
pursuit of your selfish ends, jostle the pure, the gentle, and the
uncowplaining from their paths of Jife, depriving thens ths
of those simple pleasures which you know not of, because
you canpot enjoy them y think you that you will never
be called to a reckoning for this ?

And the little child, who was overleaping all this weariness
and misory of life, and was soon to ba a little cherub-~I
setually found myself chuckling over the idea that he was
cheating the old deceptive villain of a world, and was elud-

- ing its clutches even by a stolen march to heaven. No
frittering away of the beauty gnd glory of Ais young Jife by
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unmanly, eankering cares.  The lustre of his roguish litle
eye was not to be dinnned, the rosy falness of his mischievous
mouth was not fo be wholly wasted, his laughing enrls wero
not even Lo be ent, il he had lain then all in the bosom
of the votting earth which was their mother. T have snid
that he was a child of some five or six sarmmers. There
was none of the frostiness of winter nbout him ; nothing
aven in his fonn, worn by disease, snggestive of cold or
Larrenness.  Te was a delicate summer flower, and now
that he was being crushed to earth, it was 4 summer storm
that did it; a rude gale, that tetghit beeak his fragile stalk,
and seatter far and wide Lis fuir frail petals, but which
would none the less ecevtainly watt the essence of Iis
fragrance and loveliness far Layond the elouds.

The father sat with the chill in his arms, not with any
hope of keeping him from the grasp of death, Lut gently
rocking lim, as if trying to lull him off to slumber, as he
hitd often perchance done afler frolicsome days, when sleep
came with o soft and welecome tread, bringing pleasant
dreams and angel-whispers in her twain,  Then the sweet
vision of the morrow awakening danced before the fullter's
brain, and row ,

The mother sat by his side, with her hands elenched,
firmly knit together. She was tying to feel physieally tho
agony of sitling hslpless there, while her ehild died, She
rould not bring herself to feel it, and so she Jept vising up,
looking wildly round, but, seeing no succor in any quarter,
would setble into her seat again with an agonizing groan.

“0Oh, John,” she would gasp ont at times, “tell me, will
Lie Yive, will he be betier soon, will lie know his dear mother
again}  God forgive me, but I eannot-—oh no, indeed, 1
cannot let him die "
And then ngain:
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“Oh, why Is it, why must it be so? When we left
everything else, and our other children behind us, we could
not leave little Chartic. TTe was to have been owr good
angel, to make every hardship light and pleasant.  Tell me,
John, if there is any meaming in this blow.”

«It is the penalty we pay for being poor,” answered Lhe
man bitterly.

A dark shadow, as of rewmorse, settled suddenly down
upon the woman’s brow, 23 ahe continned wildly ‘ .

“Bat T thought it was enough when we bured llti‘:lﬁ
Arthur; you said God had taken him, and it was bet.ter for
him and us. DBut Charlie; he has been longer with us,
and he is different from all the others; we eun never lave
ahythihg again ag we have loved him. Oh, see him now ;
gee his little Jimbs how they twine. O God, do not lot
him suffer thus! take him, if thon must, but do not let him
linger thus ” ' .

And the father answered solemnly, while the child’s limbs
were stiff and bent in a lagt convulsion, and the old look of life
was fziding away in lis upturned eyes, and groat drops of
agonizipg sweat stoed upon his little brow, and while grea.ter
drops came upon the father’s face—a face whose every hine
spoke a vaiceless prayer to God to shorten the death sting-
gle—thus he answered :

“ Yes, Mary, this suffering is very hard, almost oo lmrd.;
but hear me, Mary, and thank God with mo that our Charlie
- shall never know a suffering ten thousand times greater
than this, which you and I could not have scen and felt
fOr I”

“« e does not suffer,” said another voice close by. “Even
now, your child Charlie rejoices with the angels in the para-
diso of God.” _

As the voice spoke, the painful gurgling ceased in the
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cbild’s throat, his Jimbs gradually straightened and resumed
their native grace, while a lovely radiance illumined his
beautiful countenance, as if it had caught a reflex from the
Lappy spirit hovering there a short moment to bid adieu to
its late tenement of clay. A& peaccful, easy drawing of a
breath or two, and the last chapter of this little life on carth
was elosed. .

There was silence for some minutes, The rain was over,
the winds were at rest, and a Lroad square of moonlight
came in through the doorway of the ranche, lightng up the
spot where sat the figures of the scene.

It was only natural that the last comer should have been
Avthur Orrington. Tt was particularly fitting that he should
have come at that moment—I lad no curious sensation

 how or whence—to furm as it were a connecling, reconeil--

ing link between those afflicted spirits and the higher order
of existences, of which their child was now one. And
when, taking a hand of each within his own, he knelt before
them in prayer, I could not help feeling indeed that some-
thing of the spirit of Him who, coming down from heaven,
took upon himself the likeness even of us, and “ went about
doing good,” yet lingered in the form of our humaniy.,

His prayer was no idle expenditure of words. It rose up
from his soul like spiritnal incense: and as it ascended, a
liko incense from other souls mingled and rose with it, an
acceptable offering at the throne of the All-perfect. Oh,
what an odor of tearful joy, and gratitude, and hope seemed
to float upward and outward from owr hearts, making the
atmosphere about us redolent of all pleasant things, when that
clear, soft, solemn voice repeated the words of omr Savionr,
*Suffer Jiitle children to come unto me;* and /then the
ineffzble peace and faith which overcame us, how ean I de-
scribe it, when there followed the blessed assurance, that
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-t of guch was the kingdomw of heaven!” But when, for the
“first time, the absolule cerlainty of their child’s eternal bliss
broke upon the parents’ brain ; when, following the spirit of
the pi‘p.yer, they saw him sitting with the white-robed
cherubs at the feet of Chrisi, and knew that there should be
his Lome for ever, the measurc of their thankfulness was
full.: The great glory of the thought, that while they were
going about in quest of the treasures of carth, other hands
than those of men had leen gathering treasures for them,
worth mora than all the worlds of space, and Inying them
up in those regions * where neither moth nor rust doth cor-
Tupt, and where thicves do not break throngh and steal,”
was enough.  The corpso of the child lying in its last com-
posuré_, as 1f fanned to slumber by an angel’s wing, was but
typical of the perfect peace and gladuess of those two spivits
bowed and silent in the presence of that sublime revelation.

It was long after the departure of Arthur Orrington, ere
8 word was spoken on either side, The man and woman
sat in their respective seats, almost motionless, while le
former still beld in his arms his still preciovs burden. At
]ength 8 loud, long sob burst from the woman, aid as she
turned her face full tawards me, catching meanwhile upon
her hﬁsband’a arm, I saw lines of tears streaming down her
cheeck. - o

“ John,” said she, in a tone most thrillingly sad, yet ear-
nest, “ I feel that I have done a great wrong, but God has
forgiven me ; can you forgive me also ¢

The man changed not his posture in the slightest, and she
gontinued :
o When you wers in trouble, Jolm, when the world grew
dark around yon, when you hadn’t a friend, John, because
you hadn’t monay, but when a Jittle moncy would have
made you free and happy, I'had it and kept it back from you.’

[

SCENE AT PALENQUILLA. 195

The man tumed upon her n conntenance full of emotion,
but in which was no sentiment of anger

“Yes, Johu, I had money, moncy inheritcfl from a rela-.
tive, that you did not know of—and 1 kept‘ it bac]f. Bus
oh ! believe me, I did not keep it from avarice or mistrust ;
I kept it beeanse I would have been too wise, and was a
ol ‘ ]

In the man’s countenance was an eoxpression of earncst,
searching inquiry, whicl the woman interpreting, went on:

“Yes, John, [ saw you suffer day by day; I saw your
sensitive spirit goaded and made miserable; Isaw you de-
spised Ly mean, unworthy men, and I kept back the money
which might have made you independent of them all: But
oh! John, I did not keep it back for m}'sellf, I kept it :back
for kim ; yes, for Lim, that Iiuight have 1.1, io keep off the
evil of his dark day. Oh! I thought it W{)l.tl[l come as
yours had come, when e was a hauds:.omc, lugh-hearted
young man, and I could not bear to think of }‘)Ilm crushed
and disappointed, and despised of his compamons. So |
said, I wilt save it for him, and when his dzu'.k day comes,
and he shall say to me, * Mother, I have no friends, al.ld 1o
position in the world, and I must die, then I wloulfl bring it
forth and give it to him, and be repaid by his kisses and

his tears for all that you and I bave suffered. Oh, what a

fool 1 was!?

i ing river . her sobs
The woman's tears fell in gushing rivers, but her

wero less wild and violent.  'The man wept too, bul calm-

ly; and taking her by the havnd, he said, in voice 30
! 3 L)
touchingly tender and sad thai 1 found oy own tears fulling
likewisa : _
“ You arg may own dearest Mary. 1 love you better, ten
thousand times better than ever. Lét vs thank God tqg'er
ther that Charlie’s dark day has ¢ome and gone; he wili

R,
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never, never ses another, never another shadow throngh all
eternity 1”7 _. _
“But, John, it was wrong to let you suffer as T did, and
wrong to wish fo thwart the providence of God, and keep
my idel from his share of the world’s sorrow. Lot us try
to understand this lesson.  Let us go Lacls to those who are
left to us.  We shall have enougly to Legin life with some-
where, and we will live logether, all of us.  ‘There is certain-
Jy a place for us somewhere in the world, aud no matter how
humbly we live. It seems to me that there cannot ba any
poverty or hardship left, now Chalic is dead. Dear Char-
lie, he left us nothing but bis dear, sweet memory, and yet.
how rich aro we in the love which he has already sent down
to us from heaven! Let us go Dback, John, to where our
home was, and not care for such wealth as gold any more,”
“ Ba it 50,” said the mau; and e bowed his head and
imprinted a passionate kiss upon the pale forchead of his
dend child, a8 if tho littlo ene, whose every word and act

had been lovely and endearing during life, had taught a yet .

lovelier lesson by his death,

Afterwards, when 2 native woman came in, and, remaoving
the corpse tenderly from the fatlier’s arms, laid it upon the
counter, and proceeded to wash its face and smoothe down
its tumbled locks, but did not remove its clothes, for the
mother by signs and looks forbade, thus leading me to think
that it was a favorite suit, perchance the very ons which he
wore to chureh, hand in hand with Lis proud parents~—proud
of him—~humbles enough in so much clse—on the last Sab-
bath of their sojourn in thejr native land—the fact of her
appearance, Lsay, was somchow assoeiaied in my mind with
the idea of Arthur Orrington, as if he had sent her to do
this. Calmly as she performed her delieate task, and tear-
lessly as, having prepared the body even for burial, she

b
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threw over it a fragment of a cotton robe bound with & deep
fringe of elaborately-wronght lace, and theu taking from a
box mpon the fluor two tallow candles, and lighting them
placed them at its head and feet, it required no subtle pow-
ers of penctration to see that she worked not for_hil'a, unless
indeed pnymeht was 10 be taken in looks of heart-gushing
gratitnde and Jove. What mattered it that she was black,
and that her features were not us delicately carved as those
abont her? In the dusky shadow of the Great Reapers
presence, forms and cwlors were alike, and God, who sr?eth
deeper than these, kuows if at that moment her spirit like-
wisa was not pure and white as thairs.

I left my chamber woisclessly, and crept out unseen.  The
day was just beginning to brealk. Tt was a fresh, clear,
breczy morming.  As I slid along downward toward Lhe
beach, merry shonts came rolling wp to grecl me, and when
I avrived among them, all was activity and bustle. The
“poco tiempo” principle of the natives was for the time
ignored by the resolute gold-seekers, determined o get on.
Qur matin hymn was “ Wake up there” “Go ahead,”
“ Clear the kitchen,” and it rose to the melodious accompa-
nimenl of tin pans and portable cooking-stoves. Each wus
striving to be off first, and not a little gouging was goiug' on
in consequence, mingled with hard words and sorme unim-
portant skivmishes. Neverlheless, tho scene was p!easant.
and ovlivening, so suggestive as it was of cheery life and
health aud hope. .

But I could not keep my thoughts from recurring some-
times to the bereaved couple whom T had left in the ranche
upont the hill.  1n imagination T saw them fitlfitling their
last dunties towards tlic precious remains of their daling
babe, poiting them beneath the ground, hiding t-lhem from
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CHRAPTER XVIII,
UORGONA,

" E were well away from Palenquilla before sunrise. 'The

erisp, cool air of the morning came wianowing over the
river, its limitless wings dispersing fresh odors at every beat.
Seated beneath our awning of palin leaves, having comnpleted
our ablutions in the stremn beside us, and sipping the tiny
cups of strong cofiee, which Thom, in his bountiful provi-
dence, had prepared for us ; nothing could be more delightful
than to feel ourselves thus graiefully borne onward towards
our journey’s end, 8o pleasant was the sense of overcoming
the strong current of the river, so soothing its gurgling
music as I hurried past, so vefreshing the sweet scent from
odorous woodlands on cither hand, so majestic and beauti-
fully solemn the view of palm; acacia, and thick-leaved

'mango, dark chadowing, and scemingly impeneirable at

thieir base, with manifold bushes, creeping parasitical plants,

and great bunches of old spougy moss, enlivened ¢nly ia,

apols by searlet or yeHow blossoms, peeping forth like eyes
of flame set deep into the front of huge, shaggy, slumberous
behemoths of the wood, but with the golden sunshine just
throwiug a playful flicker over their topmost boughs, and
making their wavy ontlines so radiunt up thero against the
clear biue sky!

The glorious sunshine of the tropica—~how my eoul
hankers after it here in my winterly New England homs!
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*The ¢cld and clondy clime
; Where I wus born, but where I would not die”—

.(for the present at all events). There is no other sunshine
in the world like unto it. There may be, perhaps, a faing
likeness in our ewly summer days, when there is wafted far
from the sweet south, o softly mellow atmosplere through

which it falls lovingly upon us from ‘the cloudiess heaven,
broken into waves of light by a golden shimmer drifting

through it, but ok, how faint at Lest] And again in the

autuma, the Indian summer, there is an atlempt to vevive 3t

“When come the warm bright days,
] Ag giill such days will cone,
To call tha squirrel nud the bee
From out their winter home.”

But oh, how faint again-—and comparalively speaking, ghast!
In 13 surroundings of dead leaves and naked m,eadowg
and how wanting in that depth and fulness whieh make th;
presence of this 50 dimly but so wholly salisfying ! ’
But while we aré bestowing ourselves thus happily—and
lsol far silently, with tho oxception of Monsicur Crapolet, who
18 constantly performing solos upon his nasal organ, l:y’ way
of putting an additional edge upon the olfactory nerve—ii is
quite otherwise with our boatmen. They, brave fellows that
_they are, have now coms to “tho lard part of the river,” as~
they term it And hard indeed it is for them, W]II.BITG in
sha!]ow places and at sharp bends the stream fairly whistles
as 1t spouts by in headlong speed. They ply themselves
to their task nevertheless, with unconquerable determination
They have laid asido their shirts, and now, attired simply in'
trowsers and sombrevo, throw themselves bodily upon their
ben-ding,pol-es, while the perspiralion comes smoking from
their deep chests, as they step steadily from stem to stern of
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the struggling boat. The native boatmen in the other boats,
which are coustantly passing and repassing, sometimes
getting aground in the bLit of channel right ahead, and
sometimes bumping up against us, with innumerable ¢ cara-
los” on their side, and about an equal gnantity of sturdy
oaths in the vernacular on the part of our men—not hav-
ing, I am sorry to say, an equal sense of what s demanded
Ly the conventionalities of civilized life, go to yet greater
lengths in disrobing themselves, and “so far as the curved
line is the line of beauty,” are certainly none tho homelier
for the arrangement. The imperturbable sang-froid with which
they attend to this little item of personal acconumodation,
and the renewed salisfaction with which they return to their
task, is quite a sight to behold.  Then the horror or disguised
merriment of the ladics, when there happen lo bo any in the
same boat; or the look of comie perplexity with which the
boatmen somelimes again enease their nether limbs when -

_prevailed upon to do so by aliberal offer ol aguardente or

eau-de-vie from the gentlemon in attendance; it is really
guite a commentary upon the muorality of our social cus-
toms, and wmight -furnish the text for a very respectable
homily. Aguardents may or may not be a decent kind of
beverage in its way, but for a Chagres native Lo expose his.
person in unadorned development, save for a ragged givdle
about the loins, and thut too in presence of eyes unused to
the contemplation of naked beaulies, though perchianco not
urfwmiliar with the lorgnette at the Broadway or the Astor
Place—vpreposterous ! One's ideas of decency—you know.
And speaking of lorgnettes, imagine the narrator, backed.
up into a snug corner of the stern sheets of our barge, as it
it were a corner box, and gazing through kis visual organs,
quickened in their powers by a concentration of purpose as
by a lovgnetle, at the performances in our little theatre
n%



303 LIFE ON THE I1STUMUS.

beneath the awning. It is quite curious to wateh ihe pla
of characters upon the stage of my inspection, ¢
. There is Judge Smithers, for instance, tall, square-framed
large-featured, rollicking in good sense, the type of thc;
frank, shrewd, honest, ndventurous, succassful American. Tt
ia & little remarkable that tho judgo should have taken such
a fancy to tho rowdy, dilapidated Colonel ; yet they seem
very much pleased with each other. The Judge as I con-
ceive, regards the Colonel as & funcy specimen ot'}locomotive
nlaturab, ind takes delight in trotling him out, and exhibiting
Lis pomts to admiring spectators; and the Colonel, on his
part, looks upon the Judge as a capital fellow, in l’n's way
and makes quito o pet of him, as being exactly the sort of’
an he might liave been, had ho thought it worth his while
to lay himself out, which, indecd, is quite natural, since it is
doubtless, within the expericucs of all, that we Tare apt tc:
respect owrselves wore for what we might have been than
lfor what we really are. The Judge is a worker and dealer
in the realities of lifo, and lis carcer Larmonizes with Lis
ideas, 'The Colonel has a pleasant theory, that life consisis
.Of a/series of pictures on the brain, and that the great thin
1s 10 keep that portion of the system in a soft and anIof
stat'e, thai these may be imprinted with due effect: and this
desw@le result he has a trick of producing by’ frequent
potationa. The Judga kas the handsome freshness of ear)
m:anhood slill upon lim. “The Colouel retains bui little 0{
ils pristine beauty, and if it is not all turned to ashes, it is
n:z::ﬁe]té};: firg is still burning; but the ashes will come
Mousienr Crapolet, too—such a trump as he turned out
to be, as a merry and thoroughly serviccable compugnon de
voyage ; ome up to the rare trick of turning melancl;oly inta
a burleague; he was the véry ace of trumps ; there was a
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golden vein of childishness running through his manly
character which the mere opuleuce of outward cireumstances
would have made lock pale and wean; and this was the
great charm about him, that just in proportion as he was
poor, and weak, und utterly devoid of binding attachments to
the world, he was rich, and strong, and joyous in the native
resources of his penial temperament. He did not scem to
have any particular thing to live for hut the enjoyment of
life itselt. Tlc impressed me 2s a man who had, as it were,
ceased to recognise any high spiritual ends worth struggling
for, and had given himself wholly up to the illustration of
the glories and perfection of the physical.  What he might
have beeomes had he marded Virginis or bien Mathilde,
encircled by certain conventional responsibilities, as he would
consequently have been, I cannot sny—oertainly not the
plump and perfect Monsieur Crapolet of the Isthmus.
He would have been worth a fortune to the proprietor of a
chenp eating-house in Yankeeland, to have merely stood,
picking his teeth daily at his dooy, thus representing the
general condition of the man who eat at his place, in contra-
distinetion to nine out of ten of the passers-by, who were
supposed to eat elsewhere; Sardanapalus would have gloricd
i him as a subject, so beautifully nuconscious as was his
elastic form of * the weight of human misery ;” but had be
been in the place of that humane and voluptuaus monarch,
I think he would have gone farther, and not content with
secing lis people @ glide ungroaning to the tomb,” would, in
the technical language of the day, have sent them * smiling”
to their latter homes.  1f Monsieur Crapolet had a prinuiple
or theory In tho world, it was that we all owed a tremendous
debt to nature, and that it would have been a ‘grievous sin
to have tusrned our backs upon the wore generous kinds of
nourishment which she daily offered us; and this wes
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exemplificd every hour of his life, Ly his conscientious selce-
tion and consumplion of the richest awl most iuvigorating
of her juices, within the limits of his observation and means.
So fully satisfied was he of the correctness of Lis favorita
theory, that if' any one had catechised hin as (o tho whole
duty of man, Ite wonld, doubtless, have responded, “ Jiqui-
date;” and lf he ever ]md occasion to sign his name, 1 feel
morally certain that it would have read, as we often ses
signatures of mercautile houses in the Tondon and Paris
newspapers—‘ Frangois Crapolet en liquidation.”

Wo are all of us dreamers,  Were ik not for dreams, life
would not be supportable; and Monsieur Crapolet had his
dream—it was a darling day-dream. He had nursed and
played with it so long and ofien, that at tines be Jooked
upon it as a reality—a dream of great wenlih, that was one
day to be his. He had very vague uotions, if any, as to
where this- property was {o come from, or how it was to
come; but the amount was seitled—* sept millinrds "—and
nothmg remained but to lay it oul in such a way as to get
the greatest possible amount of enjoyment from it. It was
4 real freat the way this gentleman and Colanel Allen used
to get hobnobbing together, while discussing this expectaney ;
the touching way in which the Coloncl used to express a
hope that it might come soon— when,” as lie was fond of
adding, “we will have some better liquor than this, Monsienr
Crapolet;” and the ealn, plilosophic manner In which Man-
sieur Crapolet was wont to veply, with a shrug, “ Parbleu s
thereby annihilating, at.one blow, all doubts on that score,
and concluding with an observation to the effect that the
liquor was, however, very passable “en atlendant” It wonld
have beon perhaps rather melancholy to have scen these two
full-grown hombres (us Judge Smithers styled thew) thus
disporting with the world’s serious things, but fof a convie-
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tion in my own mind that every man's existence is spent
" en atlendant™ something, and that without some preat life-
long hope to buoy us up, we should hardly have sirength to
buffet the rude waves of life.

Tom, by way of presenling Thom to bs ina hew,hght, has
tanght this whilom taciturn individual to shout C’-a?ako,"
at a given signal, in the most approved style of native ora-
tory. Tom sits across the boat’s bow, with his feet dangling
in the stream, smoking his pipe; and whenever a boat
manned by nalives passes ns, either in ﬁscendmg or descend-
ing the river, Tom gives the signal, and thercupon Thom
shouts % Caraho” at the top of his lungs, which is nanswered
by a deafening yell of “ caraloes™ from the aforesaid natives,
filling the whole Lieavens with a horrible discord, so that even
the sleapy alligators on the river's bank are fain to slide
down under its swiface, (o escape the dreadful din, Tom
explains this as “fun

But I think, on the whole, that the Judge is our m.ost
enfertaining companion, In those graces of co‘nversat-:oln
which may be termed ancedotical, the Judge excels. I?:IS
scenes are laid principally in Mexico and California, countries
with which the Major is likewise familiar. T would like to
introduce to the reader some of the Judge’s stories, though
1 cannot vouch for lis finding them as interesting as I did
at the time; but 1 feel that it would be inconsistent with the
plan of this narrative to do =0 here. Tt T have }ingered thus
long with cur old friends, it is that we are now coming upon
a new phase of Isthmns lite. We are about to plunge, as it
were, into the middle of the zush and tide thereof, anc‘l these
our fellow-voyagers thus far will come up to our notice less
frequently, and be secn Jess closely thon heretofore.

It was past noon when wo mrived at the little cluster of
bute known as San Pablo. Here we were to dine.  There
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was a erowd of boats in hefore us, and the old padre’s rancha
upon the bill was completely besieged by the first comers ;
tot that there was anything especially inviting iu the nuturc:
f]f the refreshiments for sale within, but from a kind of loafe
ing habit, into which they had «ll more or less fallen, of
pam:onizling every ranche along tho river. The fuct of t’hcir
having paid a dime for.a small eup of wealk, muddy coffee
or & tiny glass of rum and turpentine, gave them the cha—’
ract‘;er of injured persons in their own eyes, and warranted
their prowling moadily about the premises, pocketing an egg
or two, if tlrere happened to be any lying round loose,” or
b.reaking through the picket fences, in agriéultural expiorw
tions, '

The padre was not at home, buti his wife was—a formidable
old lady, with a square, bony, masculine frame, and an im-
mensely befrizaled head of hair, into which she occasionally
stuck her lighted cigar, in the intervals of smoking. She
wae quite cool and business-liko amidst all the rush of cus-
tom, serving out liquor and colles with the air of a person
wha had a sacred duty to perforn.  She hud two attendants
one of whom, a draggle-tailed, overgrown little gitl, in z:
dirty white dress, washed the cofice cups by passing them
t.hro.ugh & tub of brown colored water upon the counter,
Her face and hands (be it observed en passant) bore ‘unmis-
takable traces of having been washied in the same liquid.
The other attendant was a boy in shirt and sombrero, who
made pericdical visits to a neighboring hut in search of
more coffes, This young gentleman was enough of u prac-
tical philosopher 1o believe in the motio, that le is rich
whose wants are few, and returned a very decided “No” to
propositions on various sides to take him along.

. -Thetd avas another personage in the padre’s abode, who
whs .not . #one. of us.” This was a Spaniard, or Spanish
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Creole of the Isthmus., He was a thin, wiry-built fellow,
very dark and sallow, with black cyes and hair, and the
never-failing moustache, habited in white pants, with long
spur-mounted boots outside, a gay red and black striped
poncho, with a red ailk sash about his waist, and a neat,
parrow-brimmed Panama hat wpon his head. This pictu-
resque individual lay smoking with kind of Alexander
Selkirk air, in the one sole hammeck of the apartment, The’
coffee-bearer informed ns that he was from Panama, and
had come across since sunrise; and furthermore showed us
Lis mule attached to the picket inclosing a plantain patch
in the rear of the hut.  This infermation gave us all a thrill
of pleasure.  We had reached that point in the Isthimus
where the land route was practicable for mules at all events.
The great weariness of our journey was over. “The day of
our longing” was at hand, when we would test the capa-
bilities of onr favorite animals.  Wo were veally within a
fow homrs' jaunt of Panama. In imaginalion we saw the
broad surface of tho Pacific, dotied with numberless green
istes, lying still and goulden beneath a softer sunlight, yet
heaving inwardly with deep yearnings, drawing us thither-
ward. There was something in the scens about us sugges-
tive of the same thing. The village of San Pablo is fovnnded
o a broad cleared plain, with here and there a foiw clumps
of acacins and sycamores, throwing their gratefnl shadows
on the green. Cropping the short herbage of this table-land,
were cows, bullocks, goats, and sheep. It was a quict, patri
archal-looking spot, midway or the {sthinus. The Chagres
river, which makes a sudden turn at this poit, was shooting
madly towards the ocean in our.rear, while immediately. be-
neath us it was comparatively ealm gs an intand lako. Be-
yond the turnitig thers was a precipitous gravel banl, which
Inoked as if tho river had at soms tlme leaped up against it,
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and torn the shrubs and verdure from its front.  Above us,
mn the direction where oitr course Jay, was a harmonions out-
line of iree and creeping vine, and pebbly beach, with the
towering peak of Carabali, from whose topmost foolhold it
is said the Atlantic and Pacilic may be seen ol once, thrown
np like a great wiift of living vegetation to nark the
spot where the winds of two occans met in battle. But
over all the landscape on the western hand, the unclouded
rays of the sun were falling, illuminating the picture with a
brighiness that was typieal of the goldén treasures heneall
the surface of that wondrous const; while in the other dirvee-
tion, black festoons of clouds shut out the blue sky, and the
vista of hill, and plain, and river, was hidden in storm and
mist.

Dinner over—dinner l-—some stale Disenit, tough dry
cheese, purchased of the padre’s wife, and raw slices of lun §
think of that, ve babitués of Parker’s and Delmonico’s l—-we
again took up our linv of travel. Judge Smithers, Colonel
Allen, and Tom joined a party whe were going to walk into
Gorgonn, and the rest of us returned to our barge. As wo
threaded the windings of the river, it hourly became more
clearly evident that we were approaching the Pacific side;
the air had become more dry and pure; clean grassy hills
rose at ibtervals up from the rived's bank, dotted with pic-
turesque haciendas, fields of corn, rice, and plantaing, and
groups of domestic animals ; somctimoes we struggled past a
wholesoms sandy beach, whece some sapient-visaged cows
and flirty little horses would stand looking curiously at us,
and where there wonld likewise be some native women
washing and spreading out their white dresses on the sand to
dry. But these were. merely suggestive apecks of civiliza-
tion. The genius of wncontrolled vegetation was far from
being entirely put down, and mwany a loug sweep in the
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forest on either side. Black wooilen crosses, vceasionally seen
in the more open spots, where lay thoe remaigs of those who
“ by the way side fell and perished,” hinted also that danger
from disensa wns still dogging us like a cold unweleome
shadow. .

The Mujor, missing the excitement of the Judge's reminis
cences, supgestive as they had been of similar personal
adventures of his own, mul feeling, too, impressed with an
awful sense of his responsibility, now that the camels wero
so aoom Lo be put upon their pegs, was mnusually silent and
meditative.  Awl Monsieur Crapolet, suffering from a like
bereavement of Lis dear friond, Colonel Allen, was disposed
to be allogether retrospective in his fancies, and pertina-
ciously edified as to what a distinguished and useful mem-
ber of sociely he would have been had he been fortunate
enongh to marry ¢ Virginie, on Dien Mathilde”  And

‘whether it was owing ontirely to this somuiferous state of

things, or in part to my having watehed the whole of the
preceding night; one thing is certain, that T soon fell into a
sound dreamless shumber,

A roar and buzz of confused noises, jabbering of natives,
shouts aud singing on the part of more protentious indi-
viduals, neighing of horses, lamentations of mulcs, barking of
dogs, with « faint shade of melody as from banjo and tam-
Borine, drifting through it all, awakens mo,  Our boai hus
come to a sudden stop in the midst of a hundred other hoats.
A long low sandy beach on my right, checkered with piles of
Juggnge,. prosteats forms, miners’ tenls, under-sized shingle
palaces, and native lints; a steep cmbankment rising from it
adorned with similar styles of architecture on a somewhat
larger seale; a thousand lights moving and glimmering
everywhero—a promiscuous niass of amimal life, brute aud
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im:mm,- s“'rarming over the whole; on the other hand the
deep davk silent woods, skirling Lhe sluggish water of the
stream on whicl we ride—all this, dimly lighted by the just
rising moon, is the vision upon which my eyes open—and
this is Gorgoni.

Here camos a man with a bull’s-eye lantern in his hand,
striding across ihic boats which intervene between us and
the shorg, in the direction of our own.

“Beven sleepers ahoy P’ shouts a well known voice.

“ Hallog, Tom ! that you 7"

“ Hulloa, youwrself—where hava you Dbeen to this Dutch
month {* responds Tom.

“Well, reu]ly—I—I rather think we have been aground,
somewhere below here—Is it very late 37 ‘

“Low tide in the demijohn!” suggests Tom, turn.
ing his light upon ke stilt slecping form of Monsicur
Crapolet.

Tom stoops over the boat's side, and drawing a calabash
of water proceeds very tenderly to bathe Monsienr Crapo-
let’s wrists and temples, and speedily Lrings that gentleman
to a knowledge of Lis whercabouts.  Mousieur Crapolet's
first inquiry is for Thom, and Lis second is ¢f Thom as to
whether “ there Is anything lcfl.”

“But, Tom, where is the Major and our boatmen §” }

inquired.

Tom roplies, that they are below, assisting in landing the
camele; that the Major and Judge Smithers propose stopping
in tha tenls with our Moors iill morniny ; and, as he assures
us that it is some distance below, and that everything is going
on right.there, we follow his advice, and, leaving Thom to
look out for our effecls in the boat, lake cur very unecertain
way on shore; not, however, before Tom has mada glad the
heart of Monsicur Crapolst, by produeing & small flask of
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what lie, Tom, styles the veritable Otard, Dupuy & Co., from
which we each take *a moderate quencher.”

Town is full of talk, Ol he has been heve full six hours—
was in before sunset, in fact.  Met with innumerable adven-
tres on the road—gol lost—saw a biy snake—danced two
fandangoes—Nhelped to bury a native—shot a monkey—found
a little pig—didu’t belong to anybody, so brought him along
—had him cooked for supper at the hotel—great times up
at the Lotel—Miller’s railroad house—liguor rather so-go, but
first-rate cigars—grand ball at the Alealde’s—ull the aristo-
cracy present-—a party of Lthiopian serenuders at Miller's,
assisted by a IFrench girl, styled in the bills “ Mademoiselle
Adele, la Rossignol I'rangaise”” Se Tom rattles on pell-mell,
leading one to sunmiso that Otard, Dupny & Co. are tho
glasses through which cverything appears so charming to
him. :

“ But the greatest thing,” adds Tom, “is, that one of our
old college friends is here. Now, Warrener, who do yon
think it is #”

“Can't say, really.”

“Why, Jack Tubor—brought up here—still seeking his
fortune, after having Leen round the world two or three thnes
since he ran away from Cambridge. What a wild devil
Juck was—eh ! Jack Tabor—old Quin, Oh, dear me!®

“ You don’t mean to say that Jack is in business hiere 8

“ut I do,” coutinued Tom; *and lere is lis house Pee
pausing in frout of owne of the wore nnpretending palaces,
fustooned above the door of which was what at first sight
appeared to be a stout bit of rope, or & double-headed snake,
Lut which we afterwards found to be an animal appendago
significant of the name of the hotel—to wit, the “ Mule's
Tail.”

A conversation of a bargaining cliaracter was going on
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within, “Come,” sail a deep, powerful voice, which we
instautly recognised as (hat of Tabor, “what do you sayd
Will you Joinus?  We need three Lo do the business right.
You can't do better—you know you're only a poor raga-
wuflin now. Here, take the pipo, and call the thing closed.”

“The subseriber,” yeplied a lusky, remulous voice,
“don’t need to be reminded of his poverty ; although e
may say that he has expectations, through a Irench cousin,
who is heir to an immense estate, of seven hundred thousand
million pounds sterllng ; and as for Lis costume, why, it ain’t
the best, he knows (the rascal was habited at the time in 2
wiscellaneous assortment of dry goods, borrowed from the
wardropes of the Judge, Tom, the Major, and myself); Lut,
M. Tapir, take the suhscnbu s bat on that, if he had the
whole money he expeets in his hands now, and was rigged
up like a king of L]le Cherokee nation to boot, why, he'd go
in with you, Mr. Tapir, in this business under con—con-
sidexation—he'd be so much yours, Mr. Tapir, that he’d have
nothing left for himself.  See sinll bills 1”

Jack Tabor was leaning in his old well remembered manly
fashion up against one side of his hotel, as we entered. Jack
was the same tall, syuare-shouldered, full-chested, broad,
t,le'i.r-wsaged man that T had known him years befure.  He
was a Jittle browner than when » student at Cambridge; o
little move sillow, likewise, and ware a profuse mioustachy
aud very short hair; but ho was as beaning wud haadsono
a follow as ever. Jack was wttived loosely in colion trowsers,
shirt, and slippers, outwardly and physically, as doubtless
inwardly and wmorally, in dishabille.  Near Jack,’and leaning
up against the same side of the building, was anolhier iundi-
vidus], not so prepossessing in his personal appearance. He
was somewhat shorter, very much thinner, particularly in
the neighborhood of the chest, with a sloncby, shirking look
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about him, as if his frame had been bunglingly stitched

“together, in lieu of being fitted in the usual way, and an

altogether hang-dog expression of countenance. He had a
thin, seedy beard, a yellow skin, blood-shol eyes, and a
general uncombed and unwashed appearonce, e resembled
Jack in ouo particular—his attive, which was of the same
modest style, both as to quantity and quality. In all other
respects, no two could be more uttery unlike. The third
personage present-—who was seated In a chair by a small
table (the only furniture in the apartment, unless a row of
movable shelves, adorned with boltles, decanters, and drink-
ing vessels could come under that head), the reader has
already vecognised as Colonel Allen, Jack was, at the
moment of our entrance, reaching over to rcmove a short
wooden pipe from the mouth of his unprepossessing com-
panion, preparatory to handing the same to Colonel Allen,
that tlie bargain which had already been verbally consnm-
mated might De ratificd on his part by a solemn smoke of
the mutual pipe.

¢ Jack,” said Tom, calling his attention our way “ herea
another of the old guard, Joe Warrener.”

Jack turned upon uws the same frank, genial look which
had, in other days, been the admiration of the class.

“Shall it Dbe lot whiskey-punch, gentlemen 3 said he,
taking a hand of ‘each, and squeezing miug till it seemed to
be fask in a vice.

We could do no olherwise than nod assent.

“ But, Joe,” continued he, nddressing himself to me, “ you
look shaky; never mind, a few glasses—hot, will bring you
up. Bot what rosy god is this in your train ; as far as one
can judge by personal appearance, ihis might be Don
Bacchus himself 2”

I presentedd “ Monsienr Crapolet”—
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“My French cousin,” murmured Colonel Allen.

“ The rich expectant,” said Jack. “ 8ir, I bid you welcome
to the Mule’s Tail ) .

“ 8o you are actually established in the refreshment line
at Gorgona ; eh, Jack " said I.

“Trne,” said Jack, “and that reminds me. This gentle-

man,” turning to Colonel Allen, “whom we have just
admitted as a partner, you seem to be already acquainted
with ; but so far as this gentlernan goes, I believe you have
not the honor,” turning to the ill-looking man—* This is
Captain Gaitcy, gentlemen, a hero and a scholar; a perfect
-gentleman, though he don't Jook like it.”

An awkward suspicious nod from the Captain hera illua-
trated the {ruth of Jack's latter observation,

“ Captain Gaitey don’t look very well just mow, because
he ain’t dressed up,” continued Jack, “but he is a very fine
man, He has been almost everywhero and almost every-
thing. Iis last business, previons to becoming a joint
partner of mine in the Mule's Tail, was in the chain-gang nt
Havana. The Captain can tell you all about the horrible
impositions practised upon forcigners, in the chain-gangs, by
the miserable Cubans. Captain Gaitey, just pull up your
trowsers a little, and show these gentlemen the marks of the
iron on your Jegs.”

The Captain’s brow bad been gradually derkening during
this exposé of Jack’s, and this uwnceremonious allusion to
his legs was not, at all to his taste.

“T dov’t tink,” said he, speaking broken Eng]ish, < dat
dese gentlemen take any ’ticlar interest in de personal cons
dition ob my legs.” -

“Oh, yes, they do,” persisted Jack. “ They know you've
been unfortunate, and they like you all the better ; haul up
your trowsers,” '

3
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But the Captain still hesitating—* Never mind now,”
continued Jack, considerately, “ these gentlemen are in no
hurry, some other thne will do as well; and now go and
get a pitcher of hot water.” '

Captain Gaitey, by way of proving to us that his leps,
notwithstanding any indignity they might have suffered
from the Cubans, were still in working order, set off with
the pitcher in hand, and presently returned with the desired
liguid,

We drank merely a couple of rounds, by which time both
Tom and Colonel Allen began to show symptoms of going
to sleep on the premises; and Captain Gaitey, not appearing
in the mood to drop any crumbs of wisdom from his stores
of experience for our edification, I proposed going up to the
hotel for the night. :

“ Well,” said Jack, “I guess it’s about time; we usually
close at half-past eleven, but it's a kind of a broken up night
to-night, and it seems we've run along to near one. Lead
off, Captain Gaitey, and show the gentlemen the way to
Miller’s— Pt shut up shop.”

% * ¥ * * *

Jack—there’s many a nodding reader will thank yon for
that suggestion. This narrative of mine is likewise a kind
of a broken up affair, and it seems that I too have run along
a little beyond the preseribed limits; it's time to shut up
shop. Should the reader at any future day, following the
morrow’s example of Tom and Colonel Allen, manifest a
desire to return to his or her soporifie, I shall be most happy
to deal it out, “time and tide” permitting.

Until then, dear companion of my pleasant moments—
meaning, of course, the reader-—fare thee well.

THE END.



