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GIFT ENTERPRISE.

¢4 Saviour led

When Ratan erst the te
To  high mouatain, overiooking space,

Below, varil's fairest kingdoms widely spread,
Whereon the eye might all its treasuz es trace.

«  Allthis” the subtle demon said “is thine

Held by the tenure of a sole decree,

Benource giance to the power Divine,
Eneel at my feet and Lumbly worship me.”

—_—

A seraph stood upon n turret

The last cartherest of feet as lig
Fleeting 1o join Its kindred in the sky,

leaving earth dark for radiunce thus withdrawn.

Thenee gaz d we, silent, on the scene beneatl;
The oities' glories all before us lay,

And then 1 dreamed some spirit did bequeath
Ta we that rick and glotious display.

Then spake 1 to the scraph “Take this Eift~
1y no vile tenure of obeying me;

Allow me but mine eves to humbly life,
214 offer weaith and worship both to thee”

——————
A HERO AND A MARTYR.
DY CHARLES READE,

1"pon the second day of October, 1856, the

Glargow Times told the world & moving

tory. =

* A little boy was drowning in the Clyde,
There were a score of people on the bank;
but they only groaned, and glared, and
tiuttered at the child’s ecreams and strug.
gles; not one had both the courage and the
#kill to plunge in and rescue him.

But presently came an elderly man who
was a peerless swimmer and diyer, and had
saved wore than forty lives in that very

ver. 3 .,

" :l:nt e was now stone blind: a little girl,
his granddaughter, was leading bim by the
Lu?:-lt' to him his blindness seemed no olv'-'
stacle. *‘Let me to him! let me to um!
Je cried; “I'll save him yet.” 3

But in the general disinay and agitation,
his appeal was nnheeded at first. Then he
sereamed out in generous lury.’ “Yeo q.l:
fules, & mon disna soom with his e’en: just
fling me in the water, and cry me {*) to

im, and ye'll see,”
» His pnier would have been granted, but
his granddaughter, with a girl’s aftection
and unreasoning fears, clung round his
knees and screamed, *Na, ne, ye wadana, ye
wadna!”

This caused a heaitation when thero was
no longer a moment to Jose, The boy sank
for the last time; a deep groan from the
spectators told the sad end, and the poor
blind here went home, fiinging his arms
about in despair and crying like a child for,
as he had afterward ‘said, in_ telling the
Jpmentable tale, *It was a laddie flung
sway; clean flung away.”

The chronicler went on to enumerate the

allant exploits of this very James Lam-

ert before he loat his wsight; and the whole
story set me thinking. 1 beganto weigh
the vulgar griefs of men against Jamges

Lambert’s bigh distress. § taxed myself”

snd dissected things that had made me
page or grieve; now they seemed small and
plrieh.

nll‘rom that suy mind went into books, and
1 fell to comparing with the feats and tears
of James Lambert the feats and tears
of heroes, whom history has embalmed or
postry canonized. i

Strange to say, it was not my living eon-
temporary, but the famous figures of poetry
and history that paled a little in this new
erucible. 1often detected some drawback
to their valor and a taint of egotism in
their grief. This made me suspect that
poetry, like its readers, may bave been

dazzled by the glare of armor and the blare
of trumpets aud left heroic men uneung,
who best deserved a bard. For, lovk be-
Jow the surface—unsung Lamberi's ‘was
the highest courage; it was golitary courage,
and neo trumpets to stir it; no armdr, no
joint enthusiasm; eoften no spectators.
Summer and winter he plunged into the
Clyde, and saved men and women, with hia
Liare body, and at great peril to his life; for
the best swimmer is a dead man if a
drowning person clutches Lim and eripples
him. And what was his reward on earth !
For his benevolent eourage Lie was stricken
blind, through so many imwmersions of his
Leated body in fey water. i

Was not this & poetic ealamity, and a tit
theme for tenderest verse! )

Being thua afilicted for Lis virtue, he
heard a fellow-ereature drowning. Ho was
potent a8 ever in the water, but impotent
on 1and, and they would not help him into
the water; and so a» young life was tlung
away, that he could have saved, and he
went howe flinging his arms about him in
ngony, sud weeping tears that angels might
be proud to dry with loving wing. Alas!

and isit so! The eyes that can no longer

BCO Can weep.

A noble, rare, unselfish and most poetical
distress, though told in the plain prose of
» journal. It made me desire to see James
Lawmbert, and hear his tale from his own
lips, and give him my ‘»uor sympathy.

But, untortunately, I am a lnrovutinl!or.
Of course 1 can do unadvisable things ex.
peditously; but when a wise or good thing
18 to be done, * nonwn presnatur in annum’™
is my motto. So for ten mortal years, and
more, 1 was always going—going—going—
to visit James Lambert.

At Jast, | am ashamed to say when, being
in Selkirkshire, 1 shook oft *the thief or
time,” and went into Glasgow to see this
man,a hero in his youth, & martyr in old

e,

But I had lived long enough to obrerve
that when you seek s man who was alive
and elderly twelve years ago, you tind he
has been dead froms four to seven., So, on
the road to Glasgew, I blamed myself bit-
terly for my besetting sin, and actually said
te myself, very earnestly:

*e—ee from this moment
The very titstlings of my heart shall be
The tizstliogs of my hand.*

That was fine; only, not to deceive you, 1
Lad often repeated this high resolve with
zreat fervor and eincerity; and then gone
on procrastinating,

In Glasgow 1} made strict inquiriea
nfter James Lambert; I asked the landlord
and all the waiters; went to every tradesman
1 knew in the city, Not one soul had ever
heard of him or his exploits. This confirm-
¢d my fear that he had gone to a better
world, while I was busy postponing here
below. Howsver, my tardy blood was up
at last; so ] took a cab and drove to the
police chambers, aud nsked for the chief,
The request § had to make was unusual;
therefore I prefaced the matter after this
Sanl =Sir, most people come here to ask
vou to find out some malefactor. 1 ¢ome
fiunting an honest man, and # man of great
merit, one James Lambert, who saved many
lives in the Clyde, years ago. 1 can hear
nothing of hiw, alive or dead. If yoa will
nssist me with your machinery, I shall be
truly obliged to you.” 3

Now, they say the Scotch arenot so quick
to take a new idea as the Eunglish. That
may be; but they are also not g0 quick to
reject one. An English chief constable
would probably have said at once, “That is
quite out of our line; you should go to the
parochial elergy:” but, after tweaty min-
utes” discussion, would have relented and
given me every assistance; the Scottish

chief, on the contrary, though mauifestly
taken aback, thought before he epoke;
thought, without disguise, for tull thirty
seconds. “Well, sirr,” said he, very slowly,
1 see—no—objection—to that.” Then he
turned to a tube and said,in a hollow voice,
“Send me a detective.”

This done, he took down my name and
address in Glasgow, aud what I knew about
James Lambert.

One's idea of a detective is—a keen, lean
man, with little glittering eyes—a human
weasel. The door opencd, and in walked a
model of strength and youthful beauty that
mwde we stare. He was about twenty-two
years old, at least eix feet tour in height,
and the breadth, and above all the depth
of his chest, incredible. Until 1 saw John
Heenan strip and seveal his bulging back
and breast and every inch of his satin akin
mapped with muscles, I took for granted
the old seulptors had exag ted, and

carved ideal demigods, not men. Nude

*) rymetobim, Le, right—~lefi—etc., 3111
x4 o7 v J

Heensn showed me they bhad mot exag-
gerated, but selected, #nd this detective
confirmed the proof, for be was a much
finer man than ﬁun-n, yet not a bit fleshy;
and, instead of a prize fighter's features, a
comely, manly, blooming face and a high,
smooth forehead, white as enow iteelf. I
know no lady in the South with a foreLead
=0 white and delicate. =

This Hercules-Apollo—his Scotch name I
have forgotten—atood at the door and,
drawing ‘{Jimaelf up, saluted his chief re-
epectfully.

e * ' gaid the chief, “this is Mr. Redd,
fr' England. He is looking for an old man
called Lambert, that suved many livesin
the Clyde some years ago. Ye'll take means
to find him—bhere's his description—and
ye'll report to Mr. Redd at his hotel. Ye
underatand now; he's to be found—if he is
alive.”

The detective saluted again, but made no
reply. He took my address and the par-
ticulare, and went to work directly, as a
matter of course. I thanked the chief
heartily and retired to my hotel. .

About mine in the evening Detective
Hercules-Apollo called on me. All he had
detected was & brave man, called Jobn
Lambert, that bad saved lives out of a
burning ship in the port of Greenock. I
declined John Lambert—with tbanks, .

Having now no serious hope of finding
James Lawbert alive, I took the goods the
gods provided, and interviewed Hercules
Apollo, eivce he was to hand. I questioned
him, and Le told me he was often emploved
in caprures, .

+Well,” said 1, “You are the man for it.

You don’t often meet your match—eh 1”

He blushed s little, and smiled, but it did
not make him bumptious, a8 it might a
small man, say a life-guardeman or dray-
wan. He said, *I assure you, sirr, I need
it all, and whiles, mair.” ~ He then pointed
out to me » window in the Trongate, exact-
ly opposite the room we were in. “Yon's
just a nest ot theeves,” said he, “they wark
wi' decoys, tirr, & wite wi’ a tale of woe, or
a lass with a bonny face, and the like. The
other night a gentleman put his hand
through the window and eried ‘thieves.’
So I ran up the ataire. The door was lockit,

e may be sure. I just Lr}:t my foot till't—"

»And it flew up the Chimney !"

“Ha! ba! No far as that,sirr. Aweel I
thoucht to find maybe twoor three of them.
But there was nigh a dizen o° the warst
characters in Glasgee. However, I was in
for't, ye ken; 80 I was in the middle of them
before they had time to think, aud collared
twa old offenders. °*I'll tak this handful,’
says I, *and I'll come bock tor thelyve;’ (*)
marched ‘em oot, and the gentleman at my
heels. He was glad to wend clear, and so
was I, My hairt beat hard that time, I shall
assure ye; but I did not let the vagabonds
see thaat, ye ken,” He intimated that was
all zas for any one man to pretend that he
cuufd master half a dozen, it they were res-
olute. *Na—we beer the law in our bairts,
and they beer guilt in theirs, That's what
makes the odds, sirr.”

After & conversation, of which this 18
only a fragment, we returned to James
Lambert, and he told me he expected news,
good or _bad, by break of day, for he had
fifty policemen questiouinm on their beats,
in the likelieet parts of the city. *Ah,”
said I, “but I am afraid those beats are all
above ground; now my poer hero is under-
ground.” B

I went to bed with this eonviction, and
having hitherto blamed myself, which is an
unnatural trick, I now looked sround for
somebody else to blame, which is customary
snd wholeevme; and herein my smattering
of the British drama stood wy friend; I
snarled, and eaid—out of St. Peter—*He
has died on purpose to vex me."

1 heard no more till half‘pastone next
day, and then my gigantic and beautiful
detective ealled. This time he bad a huge
pocketbook—enormous—in a word, such &
pocketbook as he a man. He opened it,
and teok out an old newspaper with an ac-
count of James Lambert, and also a small
pamphlet. I ran my eye over them.

“That will be the man, sirr !

“Yes."

“Aweel, then we've got bim,” said he,
quietly.

*“What! got him alive {"

“Qu ay; he is in vara good health, He's
not an old man, sirr. He will not be mair
than saxty.”

*Have you seen him with yourown eyes !
said I, still half meredulous.

“Ye may be sure o’ thaat, sire. [ wadna
coms bere till I had spoken him. e stays
at No. 3¢ Little street, Calton.”

I thought Calton was some other town,
but he told me it was only a suburb of
Glasgow, and all the cabmen knew it. Then
1 thanked him for his zeal and ability, and
stood » sovereign, which lie received with &
grateful smile, but no abatement of his
manly dignity, and 1 took a fly that mo-
ment and drove to Little street, Calton.

For some reason No. 36 was hard to find,
and 1 got out of the fly to explore, I found
the population in » tlutter, and it was plain
by t‘:e swift gathering of the juveniles, and

their saucer eyes, that this was the first
triumphal car which had ever entered that
wiserable street. However, if shere was
amazement, there was civility; and they
vied with each other in directing me to
James Lambert. I mounted a stair, as di-
rected, and knocked at a door. A woman's
voice eaid “come in,” and I entered the
room. There was but one.

On my right hand, as I stood at the door,
and occupying nearly one-third of the
room, was a long large wooden machine for
spinning cotton; the upper part bristled
with wooden quills polished by use. Behind
it the bed in a recesa., Immediately on my
lett was a table with things on it, covered
with a lmen cloth., Exactly epposite me
the fireplace. On my right hand of it the
window, but in an embrasure,

Anold woman sat before the window, a
young woman sat all in a heap the other
side of the fire; and in front of the fire stood
a gray headed man with well cut features,
evidently blind, He was erect as a dart,
and stood before his own fire in an easy and
gentleman-like attitude, which does not, as
a rule, belong to workingmen; they gen
erally slouch a bit, when not at work,

“Does Mr, Lambert live herel” said I, for
form,

He replied civilly, I am James Lambert.
What is your will with me!™

“Mr. Lambert, I have come from some
distunce to have a talk with you—about
your exploits in saving lives.”

“Aweel, sirr, I'll be very happy to hae a
crack wi' ye. Wife, give the gentlewan a
chair,”

When I was geated he said, “We are in a
litter the day, but ye'll excuse it.”

I saw no litter, and did not know what
he meant. Before he could explain, the
young man called for him, no doubt by ap
pointment; and Lambert begged me to ex-
cuse him for a moment; he had a weekly
penston, and they would not pay it atter
three o'clock; bvt it was mot far, and he
would returp direetly. He then Jeft me
seated Letween the two women, I looked
hard at the young woman. She never moved,
and seemed quite stupid or stopefied. I
looked at the table on her side of the room,
and wondered what was under the linen
cloth. There seemed to be a prominence
or two, such as objects ot unequal height
would cause, and I fancied it must be the
best teapot, and other china, covered to
keep oft the dust.

The young woman wae repellant, ro 1
turned round to the old one, and praised
her husband,

“Ay,” said she, “he has been a curious
mon in his time—a mony a great faitour {*)
be did—and mony a good euit he destroyed
that ? had to pay tor.”

This last sentence being uttered earnestly
and its predecessors apathetically, coupled
with the stress on the “L" zave me the
measure of the woman's mind. However,
I tried her again. *“Did you eee any of his
exploits’™

“Na, na: I was aye minding my wark ar
hame. [ saw leetle o' his carryings on.”

I said no more, but remembered Palissy’s
wife, and other egotistical mediocres, and
turned to the younyg wowan, but she seemed
unconscious of Wy v ice or My presence

From this impenetrable [ turned in des-
pair to the covered table; tried to see below
the cover with my eagle eye, and Lkad just
settled positively it was the china tea
service, when, to my great relief, James
Lambert retarned, and conversation took
the place of idle speculation.

We soon came to an underatanding, and

I asked him te give me some details; and o
begin at the beginning.
“Aweel, sirr,” said he, *‘the first case ever
I had was a baker—they ca't a case ye ken
the noo; aw thing is a case—an awfu’ fat
man he was. § was about fourteen or

{*} The lave—The rest. e
() Feitour—Feast.

then, but & gey guid soomer (*). Aweel,
sirr, me and Rsb Rankin, and John Mar-
doch, and a hantle mair lads, went doon to
the bathing place, an’ we were divairting
oorrelves in the water, when the baker
strips and comes out on the deal
Noo ye'll understond there was shallow
water and deep, and the deep was at
the far end o’ tﬂa deal. They ca’ at, ‘the
Dominie's Hole,” fra’ a schulemaister wha
was arooned there a huudre’ years agone.
So this baker comes oot to the vara eeund o
the deal, and dives in heed first, as if Clyde
belanged to him—ba' ha! ha! He dinna
come up for a wkile, and I said to the other
callante i+) ‘Hech, sirz, ye'll see a bonny
dive.” Presently up he comes panting, and
baashing and flinging his arms; and doon
he goes again with both een glowering.
*Maircy on us,’ cries aue, ‘the mon's droon-
ing." However, he comes up »zain baashing
and spluttering. I was ready for him, and
just swam forereicht hiw, and took him by
th’ arm. That will let you see what a spse-
less caut 1 was. Isuld hae gone and fiung
him ae end of my gallows or my naepkin
(1), and towed bim n; but instead of that
he gat houd o’ me and grippit me tight to
to his breest, and took e doon with him.
Noo, tell me, sir—y' are a ewoower your-
sel” 1"

I eaid *yea.”

+“What was our livea worth, the pair!
Him a twanty stane mon, and me a laddy?”

+Not meeh indeed, unless you could slip
away from him.”

»Av, but I eould na; he huggit me till
him." Aweel, eirr, if he was wild, I was
desperate. Iflang my heed back and gat
my kuees up to his breaet, and after my
knees my feet, and I gied the awiu'est
spang with my feet against his breast, and
I got clear a’ but the skin o’ my forefinger,
that I left in his hond. I raised to the sur-
face and ealled to the boys to mak’ a chain.
I was afeard to dive for him, But by Gude's
mairey he came up yauce wair, just to take
leave o' Scotland. I gotahint himand gave
him a sair erack on the heed, drove lum
forud, followed himr up wi’a push, and then
the Jads took hands and won to him, and
pulled him to the deal, and Isoomed ashore
and § hadna been there a winute when I
swooned reicht way.”

*How was that” I asked.

o] taink it was partly the pain, but
maistly the faintheartedness at sight o’ my
finger streaming wi’ bluid, and the skin
away. When Icame to mysel’ the baker
had put on his elaes and gaed awa.”

“What, without & word to his preserver?™

“Ay”

«Didn't he give you anythingi”

“Peil a bawbee, But there was two gen-
tlemen saw the affa—, and gied wme tifteen
shellin’. 1 went hame sucking my esir
finger, and my mither gied me an awfal
biding for epuiling my clothes. She took
me by the lug (§), and made we cry ‘mur-
der.’”

*Fine, sympathetic creatures the women
in these parts,” said I, “‘circumferens acriter
oculos, as my friend Levy hath it.” and
withering a female right and left, as playful
men shsot partridgea. Unfortunately,
neither of them observed I had withered
ber; the hero's narrative and wmy basilisk
glances were alike unheed,

*And ou the impassive ice theliz

tnings p'ay.”
~—Pope.

James Lambert, duly questioned, then
related how a personal friend of his had
been seized with a cramp in the middle of
the Clyde. *“For, eirr,” 64id he, “the Clyde
is deadly water, by reason ot ita hot and
cold currents, and sand holes and all.”

Hia friend had sunk for the last time;
James Lambert dived for Lim, and brought
him up from the bottom and tock kiw
ashore.

“And, sirr, maybe ye wadna think it; but
the resoolt was—I lost my freepnd.”

“What do you mean’” said I, staring.

*He just avoided me after that. He came
to see me twaree (|) times too; but I ob-
eairved bhe waena easy till he was away;
and bymby I eaw mnae mair o' the lad.”
This he said withou: passion, and appar
Antly only to discharge hia conscience, as
faithfol narrator of real events, and wen us
they are in life, no® books. Dut I, who aw
no ; boil

I took time te digest this human pill, and
then questiomed him. Bat I omit two
0ases—20 wse his own words—as they had
no particular feature.

.- next case, sirr, was an old wumman;
ye ken the wives come on Glasgee Green to
wash. Well, this auld wite kad gone oot
at ‘the three staues’ to dip her stoup ' the
water, and overbalanced berself and gone
in heed firet, and the stream carried her
ovot. The ery got up, ‘there’s a wumman
droonin’. I wasa lung wary off, but I heerd
it, and ran down and 1uto the water atter
her, clothes and all. She was floating, sirr,
but her heed waa doon, and her feet up. 1
never saw the like in 2" my life. 1soom=d
up to her, and lifted her puir auld gray
heed out o’ the water—us rale riverend face
rhe had—and broucht her ashore vn my
arm as quiet as a lamb. and laid her doon.™

“Was she insenwible "

“Not o’ thegither, 1 think, but nigh hand
it, just scared like oot ‘o her senses, puir
saul. Varasune she began to tremble all
over and greet sair. I turned my bock, no’
to greet mysel’, and went aside and ridded
my claes. Aweel, sirr, the firat word she
spoke was to epeer for me. She eried out,
quite sudden, *‘Whaur's the mon tbat gat
me out; for Gude’s sake, whaur is hel Sae
the folk pushit me, and I hehooved to come
forrud and make wy confession. *Wite,"
says I, *I'm the mon.' So she looks me all
over. *The Lorrd protect ye," sha eried.
*The Lorrd bless ye!—Im a_puir auld body,’
saya ahe, I hae nactbing but my washing
bay (*/). But come you wi’ me, and I'll
pit it away, and get ye twaree schellin for
saving we fra deeth.’

“Heeh, sir, T felt it awfu® keen; it wan
just her_livelihood, you ken, her washing
bay; and she'd pit it i* the pawn for me.
*Puir auld body,’ eays I, *and is that a' ye
hae!* Aud I just clappit a schellin in her
hand, and I tel't ber I needed nacthing I'd
a gude wite and a gude wage., | was wark-
myg at Sowerville’s mill ower the water;
*and,’ says 1, *if ye wait tor me Saturday
atternoons, when I Iift iy wage, I'll whiles
liae a schellin for ye.' ™

*And did shel”

“Na, na,” said he; then, thoughtfully,
“She was ower puir 1o gie, and ower decent
to take.”

All our other pravincial dialects are harsh
and ugly, but the Scotch is guttural on the
consvonants and on the vowels divinely me-
lodious, I wish I could convey the e€xqui-
site melody of James Lumbert’s voice in
speaking these words: “Puir—auld—body;
an’ is that a’ ye hael™

The etory itself, and the brave, tender
hero's tones were 80 manly yet so sweet
that they brought water into my eyes, and
1 thought this tale at least wust touch some
chord even in the duil domestic heart. But
no; I looked at the youug weman, and she
sat ot a heup,still wrapped in herselt, dall,
stupid, and glovwy beyond deseription, and
the narrative, far from touching her, never
even reached her. That was evident eome-
how. Thought I to myseliz *Oh, but y'ure
a dour wife, y'are.”

Perhaps you will be incredulous at my
thinking in Scoieh; bur the truth is [ am
little better % a4 «  legn; [ take the
local eolos, willy nilly. After « day in Frauce
I begin 10 tiee o @ #; in Seotland,
Scotch. 1 think m vad French aod bad
Seoteli—very. Bat that s a flm-y detail;
the broad fae® rematus.  So [dubbed her o
“dour wife;” (@) and really I 1elt wrath that
such yr.-rln ol trie wparrative should e
poured out betore youaug Apathy aud an-
cieny Mediserity.

Of wmedioerity there is no care, but there
is of apathy, at least i Scotfaud. That
cure is—whisky. When wiisky will not
thaw a Scoteh body ai alt

© then be Lold 0 say dead.”

So 1 beekoned a iy but attenive imp,
that gleamed, all eyes. m a durk corner,
and postponed wy anguines till after the
thaw

Buz, betore the mup could retarn with
apathy’s cure, several iotsieps were heard
ou the stairs, and three or tour mew entered,
allin good black suits A few words of sub
dued gresting passed. and then they re
woved the white linen cioth from what |,
with my eagle eye aud love ot precision,
had inventoried as the best tea aeivice.

1t was the body ot a hittle giri. lying in
her little cotin. The lid wus uot yet on. She
lovked like frozen wox ;

Alter the first ehiting surpeise, 1 gast my
ey on the youug eews. She pever

(*) Soom—Bwim,
(1) Callant—A boe.
}?) :-phn—lhndkanhhl Bogit-n,

:w) Twarree—Two or three. ®.

) Washing bay, or bayne—Tub, ¥re: €% ”
) Dows~Grim—severe. Lotiu, "Dnn." -

o, T
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moved mnor looked,
by the fire when the men touched the coffin
behind her.

She was the dead child's mother. Even I
—in spite of my eagle eye—could see that
now.

I whispered to James Lambert, *I have
intrnded on you at & sad time.”

“Ye haena intruded at all,” he said out
loud. Then he told we, bLefore them all,
what made it worse was, that the father
bad gone away and not been seen those
three days.

“Ar, but,” said Mrs. Lambert, *'ye mauna
let the gentleman think he is ane that
drinks. Na, he is a real, quiet, sober, de-
cent man."”

*He is thaat,” raid the bereaved mother,
apeaking for the first time, but in » crushed
end dogged way.

“I'm no' exactly denying that,” eaid
James, cautiously. *But whaur is he—
at the present lime?”

It was evident that this quiet, sober, de-
cent man, upon the death of his daughter,
had gone away on the fuddle, and left his
bereaved wife to bury the child how she
could.

Such are the dire realities of life, espec-
ially among the poor.

With what different eyes I looked now on
the poor creature, bereaved wother, and
deserted wife, whose deep and numbing
agony 1 bad taken for sullen apathy—with
my eagle eye.

‘And now came in an undertaker, and the
coffif lid was to be screwed on. Before
this was done all the men, myselt included,
took » last look at ber, who was taken
away €0 early from the troubles of the
world.

*Ay, sir, said the undertaker to me, “it
is just clay going to the dust;” and never
was & truer word, nor more pictorial, That
clay seemed never to have lived.

The lid was soon screwed down, and
then, to my surprice, ¢he undertaker de-
livered a prayer. Now that was the busi.
ness of the minister, and besides the under.
taker had the reddest nose I ever saw. For
all that he delivered a grave, feeling and
appropriate prayer, and then the deceased
was carried out for interment, and I was
left with James Lambert, his daughter and
his wite. I asked James Lambert would
not the minister meet them at the grave.

*Na,” said he, *there’'s nae minister in-
till't. The wives daur na tell bim, or he'd
be epeering *‘Why is na the guide man
bere {” and then he'd get a pooblic rebuke,
Whisper, eirr. lae ye no obsairved that
the women-tolk aye screen a blackguard "

“Yes,” whispered I; *‘especially when
they suffer by Liw.”

So the poor wife let her child by prayed
over, and buried, by a laymen, sooner than
expose her husband to the cencure of the
Church.

All this made my bowels yearn, and, for
the first time. I addressed wmyself directly
toher. 1 said, “My poor woman, nobody
can console a mother that has lost a child;
that is beyond the power of man. Bat, if it
ie a part ot yeur trouble that you are left
without help, an@ perbaps hard put to it
for expenses, I can be of sowe little use to
sou in that.” Then I pulled out two or
three of thosa deplorable old raga, Scotch
one pound zotes, by means of which the
national walady ie perpetuated, and passes
from band to hand.

I don’t know whether it was the stale
words, or the old rage, or both, but the poor
woman burst vut erying and sobbing with
almost terrible violence.

We did what we could for her, and tried
to get her to awallow a few drops of whisky;
but ahe put her baod up and turned away
from it.

The quick-eared old man found this out
somehow, and explained her to her face;
**She ean take a drap as weel as any body;
but noo she blames it for her mon being
away.” Then, rather roughly to his wite,
“Hets, ye fute, let the lass greet. What'n
harm will that dee her.”

Soon after this the two women exchanged
one of their signals, and went out together,
I think to pay the undertaker; and such is
the decent vride of the Scotch character,
that to be able to do this was probably a
drop of eomfort in the bitter cup of their
atiliction.

When they were gone, the old man's ex-
pressive features brightened a little, and he
drew his stool nearer me, with a certain
genial alaerity. There are book makers
who wouid not let you know that, Madam,
lest you should turn trom their hero with
aversion; but, when 1 deal with fact, I am
on my oath. At all events, understand Lim,
before yon turn from him. You see the
present very clearly, the past through a
haze; but this mao, being blind, could not
see the present at all, and saw the past
elearer than you do; for he was compelled
to live in it. He had never seen the grand-
child he had lost; an unfamiliar fragment
of this generation bad gone away to the
grave; 2 man of his own generation sat
beside him, and led him back to the men
and things he knew by sight and by deed.

“Well, Mr. Lamhert—now tell me.”

“Aweel, girr, ye've heerd o’ the eallant
they wadna let me save—Hech, sirr, you
was a wean wastit (*j—noo I'll mak® ye the
joodge whether I could na hae saved that
ame, and twarree mair. There’s a beck they
ca’ ‘the Plumb’ rins doon fra' the horse
brae iuto the Clyde near Stockwell Brigg.
The bairns were aye for sporting in the
beck, because it was ehallow by ordinar,
and ye'd see then the color ¢’ vilets, and no’
haut sae sweet, wi' the dye that ran i’ the
beck, Aweel, ae day there was a band o'
them there; and a high epate () had come
doon und catched them, and the resoolt was
1 saw aune o’ th’ assembiy in the Clyde, 1
had warned the neer-do-weels, ve ken,
mony's the time. By good luck, i was na
tar away, ands went in for him and took
him by the ear. *C’'way, ye little deevil,
saya I. 1 had na made three strokea wnen
I'm catched round the neck wi' another
callunt.’”

*Where on earth did lLe spring from?™

¢I dinna ken I was attending to number
ane, when nuwber twa poppit up, just to
tak’ leave o Glasges I tell't them to stick
it ia to we, and carried the pair ashore,
Direetly, there’s a skirl on the bank, and up
comes number three, far ahint me in the
Clyde, and sinke betre | ean win () to
him. Dives for this ane, and bas a wark to
fiod him at thebottom. Briugs him ash.re,
in a kind o’ a dwam; but I had nae fear for
his lite; he hadna been doon lang; my lord
had a deal mair mischief to do, ve ken, By
the pame token he came too vara snne; asd
d’ \'G ken the first word he sutd 10 mel™

o,

y, but guess.”
ean not.”

“He eaid, ‘Dinna tell my feyther! ha! ha!
ha! ha! hu! ha! *Lordsake, wan, dinna tell
wy teyther!” ha! ha! hal ha! ha!”

I néver #aw & wan mora tickled by n
straw than Jawes Lambert was at this, By
contemplating b 1 was enabled in the
course of time to lose my own gravity, for
his whole fuce was puckered with mrth
and every inch of it seeined to langh,

“But,” said he, *wad yon believe it, some
officious pairson tell’t Lis feyther, m spite o
us baitn. Hewas justa taburing man, He
called on me and thaukir me vera hairtily,
and gied me s refreshisent. And I thoucht
mair o't than I bae thoueht o a hantler
siller on the like vecasions, S

After one or two sayvingas that would have
gained a wan a medal in the South, but-go
tor nothing 1 this man's career, and would
dilute the wmore colored inenients, James
Lambert pretaced a eurious story by letting
we iuto hiswind. By rthis thoe, sivr,” said
s aye prowling aboat day and
( (or veetima.™®
“Tell the trn b, Jumes. Yon had the
pride of an artist . You wanrted them to
talt in that you might puil them out and
show your dexterity.”

“Dinnas mk’ me wanr than Tue, ha!* ha!
Lia! Nay, but ye ken, in those days folks
Wan nae ma@ acqiainted in ning, and ae
Clirnts was Wil eotmon; and sae, if such
a thing waa 1 be I wad like to be there and
save Evih,the sweernesn o't! the aweet-
ness o'

*] raised every morning bhetweell three
aud tour, and took a walk; 1t was a kind o’
wy uatur, and the river was ay the irat
plaece I rau e Aweel, ae moroing, before
‘twas well hight, T heerd ligh words, and
here aas a lass feichuing (§) on 4 lad, and
chawging him Wi' beein’ ber rinn;  and
prescntly she TODA  away ekirling, and
flings twr-el’ into the nver. The lad he
just tutna on his heel and walks away.”

[ expressed wy surprise aud horrer—no
walter i what teras.

He replied loftily, “My dear sire, d’ye ken
(*) A wean wastit—A child thrown away.

(t) Spate—Fiooa.

(1) Win, wou, etc.—Tenses of the verd* wend'=
to go. “axon.

(3) Flelting—Ecolding,

but she shivered

this? there have been men in the name o’
men, that were little mair than broom
besoms.”

I acquiesced. X

«'Twas na for sport neither. The lass
knew the water, and ran straicht to the
deepest pairt, opposite Nelson’s Monument;
her claes buoyed Ler up, and I got her out
easy eneuch. Sle wae na ashore a moment
when in she flees again, the daft hizzy. Noo
the water maistly cools thir sort o’ lasses,
and reconciles them to terree firmee. But
she was distrackit; she was just a woman
that wanted to die. So 1 went in again and
lectured her a’ the time 1 was pulling her
oot. ‘Hae ye a quarrl wi’ Him tbat made
ve, ye daft cummer’ (%), says I; and 1 held
Ler on the bank itsel’: but if I was strong
in the water she was stronger on land wi’
her daftoess, and she flung me off, and in
agzain. ‘Vesa weel, my leddy,” eays 1. Sae,
d'_\'t;kt-n what I did noo?”

*No.”

*] just drooned ber. I pit her heed under
water, and keepit there till I made her taste
the bitterness o’ dethe for her guide, ye ken.
Hech, sirr, but it sickened her o’ you game.
She brought ur a quart o' Clyde, and then
she lay and rolled a bit, and pu’d the grass,
and then she sat np quiet as a lamb; and I
stood sentinel over her leddyship; and my
claes a dripping. By this time a wheen foll
cam’ aboot to see, and doesna the lad that
was wi’ her step forrud and complain to
me. *Ye'd little to do to interfere,’says he;
‘she was wi’ me, she was pna wi' you.
*‘What,’ says I, ‘d’ye begroodge the lass her
life?” *Not 1’ says he, *but 3’ had no need
to weddle; what's your businessi® So I gied
bim his answer. Says I: *Youn have taen her
character, and turned her on the mairey of
the warid, and noo it's a° your vexation that
ye could na’ ve rid of her in the Clyde. But
she shall outlive jou, ye blackguard,’ says
I, *please Gude. So then he challenged me
to tight. But as I mad’ ready to take of my
coat a fine lad steps forrud, and lays his
hand on my arm. *Yere no fit for him,
eaye he, ‘an’ ye've done your wark,’ says he,
*and this is mines.” So at it they went, and
t'other stood up and fought for about five
wminutes. But oh, he napped it, My lad
just hashed him. Gied him twa black een,
and at the hinder end laid him sprawlin’
and smothered i’ bluid.”

*But the womanl!”

She “na # woman. She was but a lassie,
about nineteen.”

»Little fool! and thought she was ruined
for life—wLen all her life was before her.”

*Ye may say that, sirr; why, that very
year wasna she married on a decent trades-
man? 1 often saw her aiter she was mar-
ried; bur she wadna speak to me. She
couldna look me straught i* the face. She’d
say, ‘Gude morning,” though—when she
coulidna get by me.”

*Ungrateful little brate!™

“Na, na; it wak na ingratitude ava; it was
just shame. Aweel, she needna run fra’ me
noo; for I canna see her, nor ony of those §
hae saved.”

This mude me pulp a bit, and, when I had
done, I paid, * Sue measured you by her
small self. She would have been sure to
biub, in such a case, so she thought you
would.”

“Awee!, then,” said ke, “she was mistaen;
for 1 maun tell ye that some mischief maker
let on something or other about it to her
man, and he was uncan{. and came and
esked me if ‘twas true [ had taken his wife
out o' the water. ‘A, said I, *her and twar-
ree wair.' ‘What had she to do i’ the
water ¥ says he. °*That's her busincss,’ says
I, “4mine was to tak’ her oot.” He questioned
we had she been drioking. ‘Like enough,”
says I, ‘but I conldna eay.” He questioned

bargain; they castit in my teeth that I was
nrflnl.’-nd {-ved the rich afore the poor.
&oo I let naebody droon, but my bargain
was with the club to save them tirst, 8o 1
behooved to keep to the contract. Aweel
then I did nae execution there worth speak-
ing o’, the thing I'm comin’ to was at thn;
bend of the Clyde they ca’ the ‘peat bog.
A number was skating on the rivar, and the
ice began to heave an’ shake wi’ the high
tide. So I chased all the boys off wi' my
belt, and warned the men; but some
tolk winna be warned by me. The ice
breaks under a laboring man, and in he
goes, and the tide sucked him under in a
moment. I ran to the place asfastas I
could and under the ice after him. Aweel,
I soomed and soomed and did na eatch him.
I socmed and soomed, ay hoping to find
him, till I had nae chance to come back
alive if I did na turn. But, just as I turned,
my feet struck him, Then my bairt got up
again, [ grippit him and dragged him back
wi me, and soomed and soomed for my ain
life the noo, as weel as his. Eh, mon, I
was amaist {zane. But I wadna !uoee _hgmz
*Twas bath live or bath dee. I'm just givin
in, when I see the light o’ the hole, mak for’t
and get him oot and on the ice, and dl_zua'
it keep breaking dircckly with the pair o
us, and sae we go tlounderin’ xnd smash-
ing, till we are helpit ashore. Noo, I'll
tell ye a tarce. I'mhaulding the chiel pris-
ouver by the collar, and shaking t'tother
neif (*) at them a'. Ye ken I wanted to
fleicht on them, for saying I riskit myself
mair for the rich than the puir. Buta’l
could say was, ‘wow—wow—'—the brethe
wadna come bock to my body. And while
I was *‘wow—wow—wowing at them, and
rripping my coptive like a mollyfactor,
hllm’ he turn round and thank me in a
brief discourse vara ceevil. Eb, mon, 1
glowered at him; I lossed him an’rolled
away backwards to glower at him, lle
could hae repeated bis catecheesm, and I
could only baash an’ blather. The man
was a better man than me: for he had been
langer in, O, I declared that on the bank,
sune as ever I could speak.”

1 come now to the crowning feat of this
philanthropic and adventurous life. and I
doubt my power to deseribe it. I halt be
fore it, like one that feels weak, and a
mountain to climb; for such a feat, I be.
lieve, was never done in the water by wor
tal man, nor ever will again while earth
shall last.

James Lambert worked in Somerville’s
mill. Like most of the hande, he must
cross the water to get home. For that pure
vose » small ferryboat was ‘)ruvided: it lay
at a little quay near the mill. ©ne Andrew
kad charge of it ashore, and used to shove
it off with a lever, and received it on its re-
turn. He often let more people go into it
than Lambert thonght safe, and Lambert
had remonstrated and had even said: “Ye'll
I hae an occident some day that ye'll rne but
ance, and that will be a’ your life.” An-
drew, in reply, told him to mind his own
busingss.

Well, one evening James Lambert wanted
to get away in the first boat load. This
was somehow eonnected with bis having
btought & new hat; perhaps he wished to
avoid the crowd of work people—here I am
not very clear. However, he watched the
great wheel, and the moment it began to
waver, previous to stopping, he ran for his
hat, and darted down the stairs. Bat, as he
worked in an upper atory, full a dozen got
into the boat before him. He told Andrew
to put off, but Andrew would not till
the boat should be full; and soon it was
crammed. James Lambert then said it was
a shame of him to let so many go on board.

me, and questioned me; but 1 pit the collar
on, ye ken. I behooved to clear the wife a’
Ieould. I didna lee, neither; but I was
afilicted wi’ & svoden obleevion o’ sma’ par-
teeculars, haw! baw! I didna think muckle
o' yon earle He liad a rare gude wife; they
&’ said o0, and whaur was the sense o’ bim
diving into her past life, to stir the mud 3"

Passing over an easy jod or two, and a
few melanchioly cases, in which he bad dived
and groped the niver, and restored dead
bodiea to their triends, I come now to a
passage, which but fur its truth, I should
hesitate to relate exactly as he had told it
me; but, if I were to yield to squeamishness
and shur it, a ehapter of human nature, re-
vealed to we, would by me be meanly car-
ried to my grave and hidden from the
scholars of other agas and nationa.

Thuas, then, it was: James Lambert was
bathing in the Clyde one evening at the
hour wheu it was allowed at that epoch.

Suddenly Mrs. Cooper, that kept the So
eioty’s house, eried to him over the window,
*RinJawie Lambert, there is a laddie in the
water.'

Up ran James Lambert, but the boy had
sunk: a bystander directed him to the place,
but it is not 8o easy to wark the exact spot
where a body has disappeared in the water,
and James Lambert dived twice apd came
up wiibout the ¢hild. He dived a third
time and groped along the bottom. He was
down o long that the ery got up he was
drowned too. Others scouted at the idea.
James Lambert drown! They had known
him cross the Clyde under water, from
bank to bank. Some time having elapsed
since the first alarm, people huﬁ oured
neross the green and down the banks, and
there was quite a ¢rowd there, murmauring
and gazing, when up came James Lambert,
punting, with the ehild in his arms.

There was a roar of exultation at the
sight, but James Lambert did not hear it
and did not see the crowd. (Take note of
that facr). His whole soul was in the lovely
boy that lay white and inanimate in his
arms. lle ran into the house uttering cries
of concern.

“But, when I got him in the hoose, he
opens ne eye on me—like a bonuy blue
bead it was. Eh! I was happy! I was
happy ! 1 gied the bonny bairn a kiss and
Lands him to the wife, and orders her to
the fire wi' Lkim. Then 'in going oot, when
a’ of a sonden I finds 1 baena a steek onme,
and twa bundred folk about the doore.
Wad ye believe it, wi® great excitemenl, 1
uever kaew Iwas nakit, titl 1 saw the folk,
and bethought me I rins back again, and at
the stair-foot there’'s a bundle o' linen. 1
was na lang napping mysel’, I can tell ye,
and oot 1 comes, as bold as brass, in the
wife's apron nnd a muckle sheet. The
right 0° me made tho lasses scairt and skirl
{t); for I was like a corp just poppit oot o”
tue grave. I went for my clothes and—
they were away. My bluid gat up at that,
and 1 chackit them sair, ‘Hech,’ says I,
*Ye maun be a cauld-hairted get o’ theves,’
raya I, ‘to tak’ my very claes, when I was
doing a mon's pairt. Bymby (3) I sees a
young leddy in a silk gown wagging on my
{¢). and she points to a hedge near by.
So 1 went, and there was my claes. She
had put them aside for mwe, ye ken, and
keepit Lier ee on them. Wasne that thocht-
ful o’ her noo I*

*It was, indeed.”

*Aweel, sirr, I got my things on at the
hedge an'tied up the wife's bundle, and
cam’ forud; and by this time the felk was
dispairsed like. But the same young leddy
was walking to and fra, with her een doon,
reflecting like. She wagged on me, and 1
came to her. 8o she askit me who I was,
and I teli't her I was a cotton spinner, and |
they caed me James Lambert. then she
lookit at me full, and eays she, ‘James, are
you married” *Oh, yes, ma'am,” says I,
‘this three years." So she lookit at me all
over, in & vara eurions way; and she says
saftly, *Jatmes—it —is—a—great—pity—yere
married—tfor—yere s vara—gallant—man.’
So you see, sir, I conld hae had a young
leddy—for her ee teil’t me mair nor her
words—if Ihad na had the wife. But then
I'd no hae had the wife, S0 it comes a’ to
the kame thing.”

1 stared at him with surprise, for to me it
Jid not seem nuite the same thing to marry
Ligh sympathy, quick intelligence, and
plenty of mouey, and to marry poverty,
pins groveiling mediocrity. However it
was not for me to satirize conjugal affec-
tion aud its aunable delusions. But I pro
posed the young lady's health, and we
drank it cordially.

I3v this tiwe I conelude I have so spoiled
the readers of Jobn Lambert, that they will
care for no passage of his extraordinary
casreer that does not offer some new feature.
So I go from water to the double peril of
ice and water at the freezing point.

It was @ hard winter, and | had charge
of the gentlemen belonging to the skating
club. So I had to go to Hugginfield loch.
Bur 1 was clean wastit there. | was armed
w1’ ladders an’ ropes and corks. Mon, ony
fule can stand and fling gear till a drooning
body. And ! gatan awiu’ aftront intil the

(‘T(‘mel—‘ woman of the people. Premch,

cemmere,

This d the man, and, when the boat
was €0 crowded that her gnnwale was not
far above water, he shoved Ler violently off
into the tide-way, and said words which, if
he has not prayed God to forgive them in
this world, will perhapa hang heavy round
his neck in the next.

*To hell—ye beggara!” he cried.

This rough launching made the over-laden
boat wobble. The women got frightened,
and before the boat had gone twenty yards
she upset in dark, icy water, ten feet deep.

It was night.

*Before the boat coupit (1) athegither,
they a’ lew to me that could, for they a’
kenned me. I'the water, them that hadna
a haud o’ me, had a haud o them that had
a haud o' me, and they carried me doon like
leed.”

Now itisan old saying anda true one
that “*After-wit is everybody's wit.” Were
I to relate at once what James Lambert
accowpliished hundreds would imagine they
could have done the same. To correct that
selt deception and make men appreciate
this hero correctly, 1 shall stop hLere and
entreat my readers, for the instruction of
their own minds, to lay down this narra-
tive and shut their eyes, and ask themselves
how it was possible for mortal man te
escape drowning himself, and to save those
who were drowning bhim. You have seen
that it coet him the gxin of his finger to get
clear of a single baker, Here he was
clutched pinned by at least four desperate
drowning creatures, strong as lions in their
wild despair, and the weight® of twelve
people more hanging on to those that
clutched him, so that the united weight of
them all earried down the strong swimmer
like a statue n a sack.

*Sirr, when yeve two feet i’the grave
your wind warks hard. I didna struggle,
for it was na malr use than to wrastle wi a
kirk. 1 just strauchtened myselt oot like a
corp (3) and let them tak me doon to the
bottow o' the Clyde; and there I stude up
right and waited; for I kenned the puir
sauls would droon afore me, and I saw just
& wea wee chance to save them yet., Ye
shall understond sirr, that when folk are
drooning they dinna settle doon till the
water fills their Jungs and drives the air
out. At first they waver up and doon at
sartain intervals, Aweel, sirr, | waited for
that on the ground. I wasthe only ane
grunded, ye'll obsairve. A elich® upward
movement commenced. 1 took advantage
and gied a vi'lent sprang wi' my feet against
the bottom and wi' me choosing wmy time,
up we a’'cume. My arm was grippit, but
1 could strike oot wi'my feet, and before
ever we teached the gurfuce 1
tashed oot like a  deevil for the
quay. Aweel, sirr, wi' all 1 eould do, we

idna wend abune a yard, or may be a yard
and a haut, and doon they carried me like
leed. I strauchtened myself as we sank, and
I grunded. The lave wea roond me like a
fon,(§). I bides my time, and when they
are iuclining upward I strikes fra the grund;
an’ this time, mair slanting toward the quay.
That helpit us, and in a dozen vi'lent
strokes we may be gained twa yards this
time. Then doon like leed. Playsthe eame
game again, up, and doon again. And noo,
sirT, there was something that turned sair
againet us; but then there was somethiug
for us, to bolance it It was against us that
they had all swallowed their pint o® water
by this time, and were na sae buoyant; it
was for us that the water was shallower
now, jnay be not mair than twa feet ower
heed. Noo this twa feet wad droon us as
weel as twanty; but wi’ nae mair nor twa
feet abune us, I could spring up fra thegrun
by mere force; for the grun gies ye an
awfu’ power tor a foot or twa. Saenoo I'm
nae suner doon than up again, and still
oreeping for the quay, and the water aye
a wee bit shallower.” The next news is, |
at sair spent, and that was bad; but, to
ollance that, some folk on the quay gat
rapes and hoat hooks and pickit oif ane or
twa that was the nearest; and now ilka
time I cam’ uY they pickit ane off, and that
lightened my burden; and bymby I drave a
couple into shallow water mysel’ wi my
feet. When I was inseven fut water mysel’,
and fewer folk hauding me doon, 1 got to be
maister, and shovit ane, and pu'd anither in,
till we landed the whole saxteen or seven-
teen. But my wark waa na done, for |
kenned llzere were wair in the river. Isaw
the last o’ my ain band safe, then oot into
the Clyde, wherever I heerd cries, and sune
I tand twa lasses skirling, takes ‘em by their
lang hair, and tows them to the yuay in
minue. Just as I'm landing (]) thir twa, |
hear a cry in the vara middle o' the river,
aod in I splash. It was u strapping lass—
they eaed ber Elizabeth Whitelaw. ‘C'way,
ye lang daftie,’ says I, and begina to tow
her. Lo an® behold I'm grippt wis man un-
der the water. It was her sweethairt. She
was hauding him doon. The hizzy was a’
reicht, but she was drooning the lad; pairts
() th'eso twa lovers—for their gude—and
takes 'em ashore, one in each hand. Aweel,
surr, § saved just one mair, and then I plung.
in again, and seairched; but there was
nae mair to be seen 100; three puir lasses
were drooned; but I did na ken tha$ at the
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time. And .moo
seized wi’ a faintness, the
sh%ntiegn;l .,za'uhr and d:z.d Tike,

3 ights o' Glasgee ne to imvher
atore my gen; thinks I, Tl 2o see yo
again; I'm done this time.’

It was a0 ¥
could do for the bare life, to drifs e the
hinder part of the quay. I hadia ike.
power to draw mysel’ oot. I just zoppir
the quay, and sobbit. The folk were &~
busy wi' them I had sawed; nane o= hem
noticed me, and I wad ha' been Grovned
that nicht; but—what d’ye think saved e
that had saved sae mony I—an aaial de-
cripit man; haw! haw ! haw! He dad a.
hookit stick, and gied me the bandle, sn<.
towed me along the quay iuto simliow
water, and 1 gat oot, wi’ his belp. and
swooued deed away. I'am tauld Eaz 2here.
vegleckit awhile; but they fand me a3 Jus.
and thea I bad fifty nurses for ane.”

Have I exaggerated ? Does history reevac:
any other example of # man being cimivhed
by a great number of drowning peogiv. une
carried to the bottom, and saving thew all: |
in the lump, and then dashing in ané suving:
the outsiders in detail 1

By way of illustration let the ressie > -
gine an umbrella frame, and only four ur
tive curbed whalebones attached te Ybe top
part of the upright; now fasten several
other curved w bones bigh up, to sach ¥
those four or five curves. Now plunge the
whole frame into water, till the oy
touches the ground. Not one of the sixieen
curved pieces will touch the groumad: bng
in the water, if & person, male or fezunle
clings to a fixed upright, that person’s huds
floats up more or less; at all events. it in-
clines toward thw horizontal. e

Now, James Lambert, by artificially
straightemug bis body, made bimesly the
stick of thut human umbrella, or ihe ny-
right post they all clung to directly or i
directly, and so were kept flontmg o =
eurve instead of sinking to the btrom
This enabled him, but only by petiently
and artfully watebing the fluctuatiems up
and down of these loating bodies, to spring
at the nick ot time from the hard
and carry them all to the surface for a Sew
seconds. The rest is detail, and his ewn nar-
rative makes it clear. Bui see wial imtel
lectual and moral qualities were bese som-
bined. Genius is often without esmrages;
courage is g Iy without genive, and s
indeed is bare skill; and, ip despernie dan- -
ger, how often has genius lost it» bead .
and blundered like an idiot: bow vflen.
has courage lacked invention, ané zee
lied on precedent that did et 2
the mnovel danger, and 8o lead I o
death, But this man, even as b®» bedy |
touched the water, was all cool eovruge ang
swift inventive genius. He did po3 ryepeat
himself, as mere skill does, Hugged in the
water by a single man—the baker—he ha. |
with prompt invention, on the one way to- |
save both lives; he used the baker™® vwn
chest as a fulcram, and so tore himsa free, |

straightened himself into an uprigka poss =
tion and used the ground as a fuleTom 3o |
save himself and those who were dsowning
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But clubchedwlx & dozen and morv, he -
never_attemp! to get free at all, ta Sa
e

themselves and him. oz
1 come, now, to the sad ending of ail these = 7.,
zlorious deeds. P
James Lambert was up the river working, § .
but at what business I forget. An enginess -
fell inte the water, and sank foy she Jasy a0
time before James could get to the y3use, an
Following the direction of persone ve the 1
bark, he flung himselt from a bridgs sac S
dived for the man. But the others dud nol B o,
marked the place precisely, and wher,after § , o
repeated efforts, he brought the mmn %o ¢k

Jand, life was gone forever. 70 nse hisown
wordsf It was a dear jump., lle Jevs hig
life, and 1 Jost my sight,”

It was winter, and_he was
freely when he jumped into the ics watey.

Very soon after, » great daszling eeized
him, tollowed by datkness, It cleare afles
atime, and he saw again. But the same
thing oceurred at intervals, and bx depreee
the attacks came oftener and remained
longer, until at last the darkness wsettisc
down, and the Jight fled forever.

Think of it. This twenty years }e sun e
longer eee the “Dominie’s hole,” por “tke
three stanes,” nor the *peat bog,” ror ihe
“dead-house,” nor the Llyde itseld where
every bend is the scene of some grest poess
feat he did. More than fourscore eyes lw |
rescued from the darkness of the grave: Yod |
unjust fate and dire calamity, have pe8 wil |
him one poor orh to see the blessed dny. wnd
the faces of those he has saved.

Now turn back to the story repeatts! frowa
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the Glasgow Zimes, and surely you sl sag § &
that it was a rare, and noble, and porix § N
distress, and worthy to be suny lss sung 'l" -
great poet. d’:

1 am no poet, and can notadorn s stren® prpel
a tale; therefore 1 have almed at that wiirk. T
all honest men can_attain if they will bz B gy
take the trouble, viz: the exact *rwmih. JIE -
traveled to see him, 1stayed ir €laspow S o0
many days to know him. I took dis. dowe. -
to the Clyde and verified the spot,u»d gn & "'y
him to tell me each principal ineidr2? vser & g
again at his own site, and I noted sovsn dis o, 4
very words, as well as I could, g

The next thing was to reseve his fenturee = L

from oblivion. I asked him to mee) we =&
the photographer’s. He did se. o1, hor | o0
rible to relate, dressed @s all Seigrhmex: o
dress on Sundays. :

*James,” said I, severely, ®was §2 im thie u’:
clerical suit you saved so many lives ™ ‘,:"
*No likely,” said he; *except yom ourle | -0
that was bathing o’ the S8abba’ day. Mom. F Gy,
1 was for cowing in my auld elees thatS § o
wrought in at the mill yon time; 2nt the § o 4

wife cried shame; she wadna let von, )
Observe how devoid of common senee i

common sense the moment it meddies with .ZI;:;
the things of genius, So ] sent Mizm $ nge

for his old clothes,and I now presvnt oG |
not indeed the hero himself, bu¢ Xis Yroe
wreck. The picture will mislead yow, 20
less you will allow for that sad pswrepres
tation of the manly mouth whicls takes
place when & here loses his frowme Seeth.
Observe the thin straight Nips, snd 3he
strong chin; those lips, when the terils were

behind them, marked iron fesolutinwu. Ade: .a-’-‘
to the straight, thin, American weuth, e ;:‘

eye full of fire; and, by the wreek, son
divine the mwan, [An electrotype of ting:
portrait was forwarded by Mr. lwwh. =3
Las not yet reached ns,.—~En.}

OBSTRVATIONS,

James Lambert is of ordinary s, bei?
very clean built and wiry. The sigos
great activity still linger about hits. The
easy attitude in which | first saw bimm, wab:
that of a man who could spring atrvss the
Toom in & moment from where he »3ond..

In manner he is two men; romedi
grave,slow and thoughttul; sometisves fie
and vivacious; and the changes mrw w
timed; for he relates his facta with French
vivacity, but makes his refiections = slo
thoughtful way that is Scotch a er. 3T
is just possible that race may huve » bant
in his vivacious half, for he adinits a French
progenitor, and Lambert Is » Fiened snwe. | )

1 have not known him Jong te o=
draw his whole shatactery but te whatsg _ *°°
revealed In his recorded acts ! ean 2 dig one | * B
trait; he is a man githout bile, I %32 puw A Sew
apivig

example: After describing with gre
how he saved a zespectable ‘
he t0ld me that the eaid individaal
afterward aveided him; and 1hen he proppedy
and went in » momend from Lis Franely
manner to his Scotchs

*“And | had=—obsairved, alr, that .o soye
part—of them I have saved-—shuup awe.”
.s'lrai;l_vm lx"pl'ﬂ"d with ire ne 12y @ haeee
ners, Lint § eonld mot eonvey ol
into this heroic bosom veid of I{ﬂn,’ w

*“No, 8ir,” said he, with the sane wmenss
ured v.houzl::lﬁ:,lneu; “§ ust—tunn—a E
our great—a debt--10 awe te op 5wl
lh:-‘); feel ita bu;dnn.” i e

most any other man, $nding .

tain base biped, vanity 100 stre e gt
tude, would bave vented the
tones, either of wrath or ot vitese sem
plaint; but this man sounded ke » 3 atient,
:u‘ﬂl;’xermg philosopher; rerta’nly & fu's:t tume
D

ret pierced threugh, bu? we
than came & pblh;wp“ﬁ.:'-, )g : d::g [ 2
pointed in mankind, Tome whe Do
80 much i & o
trifles, thi A

nity wasjas patbetic as it was netds. )
1t the man seems egotistien!, "ur. ¢ »
being all about himself, you mnst sezsewbes

that I kept drawin ousty and 15 a8 $be| T
trua balanca of the din‘agn‘s s ang pref Ses
sented, since § have aupppessed 1o 2 —
part of my questions,ae not wosth mstag- @ ke
1 ought'also to tel] you that b maope? 'b::
of relaling hie ex; u&m zo 3amsh & Lt

vanity, nor boasting, hor selfgrat:intion
It waa a thing both etrange sad See ose§ Vel
2 3pp dul ool

bow h
It IS Cee e
w{.;}l: "-.-:' quivered .m': sacite:
> ¢
When be was allingme bow be dnod O




