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C F F l C i A l  JO U R N A L  OF T H E  U N I T E D  S T A T E S

I F f l C l A L  JO U R N A L  OF N E W  O R L E A N S

[F o r th «  R epublican .]
( i |  f t  e n t e r p k i h e .

W h tt i  S atan  «-rut th e  te m p ttd  S av io u r led  
T o  a  h ig h  m o u n ta iu , overlo o k in g  Bpoee, 

BeU,w ^ a r llr*  fa ires t k ingdom s w idely  ep rea d , 
’ W hereon  th e  .-ye m ig h t all i ts  t r e a s u re s  tra c e .

> ’,1 th is .” th e  su b tle  dem on  said  " is  th in *  
Held by th e  te n u re  o f  a  sole dec ree , 

Eenoue.ee alleg iance  to  th e  p o w er D ivine. 
Kneel a t  my fe e t a n d  h u m bly  w o rsh ip  me.*

A se rap h  s tood  upon  a  t u r r e t  h ig h ,
T h e  la s t e a r th - re s t  of feet a s  lig h t as  m orn , 

F lee ting  to  jo in  Its  k in d re d  in th e  sk v . 
h ea v in g  e a r t i i  d a r k  fo r ra d ia n c e  th u s  w ith d ra w n .

T h e n ce  g a r  «1 w e. s i le n t , on  th e  seen*  b e n e a th ; 

T h e  c it ie s ’ g lo ries  a l l  liefere us lay .
And th e n  1 d re am ed  som e s p ir i t  d id  be<ju*at!l 

T o  m e t h a t  r ic h  a n d  g lo rio u s  d isp lay .

T h e n  sp a k e  1 to  th e  s e ra p h  " T a k e  th is  g if t— 
T.y no  v ile  te n u r e  o f obey in g  me;

Allow iris b u t  »nine ev e s  to  h u m b ly  l i f t ,
A nd offer w e a lth  a n d  w orsh ip  b o th  to  th e e ."

A  J I E R O  A N D  A  M A R T Y R .

E T  CTIAKf.ES UIIADE.

I'fion tli" second «lay of October, 18M. Hi« 
Glasgow Thiies told tins world ft u io v fD g

A little boy was drowning In tbo 
There were a  »core o f people on the bank; 
but thev only groaned, and glared, and 
fluttered*at th e  child’» »cream* and »trug, 
gle»; not one had both the courage and  the 
»kill to plunge in and rescue him.

Dut presently came an elderly man Who 
wa# a peerless swimmer and diver, and had 
saved more t h a n  forty lives i u  t h a t  v e r y

”  Alas! be was now stone blind; a little  girl, 
bis granddaughter, was leading Inin by the

*’“y e t to him his blindness seemed no ob- 
stacie. -L e t me to  him! let wo to lu m !” 
be cried; - I ’ll save him yet."

Dut ia the general dismay and agitation, 
bis appeal was unheeded a t first. D ien be 
screamed out iu generous fury, “ Ye daft 
fuies, »m on disna soom with b ise  en: just 
fling me in the water, and  cry we l*J to 
him, and ye’ll see," ,  .

His prayer would have been granted, but 
bis granddaughter, with a girl’s atteetion 
and unreasoning fears, clung round his 
kneeB and Bcreawed, “ Na, na, ye wadna, ye

^ T h is  caused a hesitation when there was 
Ho longera moment to lose. The boy sank 
for the last time; a  deep groan from the 
spectators told the sad end, and the  poor 
blind hero went home, tiingmg bis arms 
about in despair and crying like a child for, 
as he had afterw ard said, in telling the 
lamentable ta le , “ I t  was a  laddio flung 
■w av ; clean Hung away.”

The chronicler went on to  enumerate the 
gallant exploits o f this very Jam es Lam
bert before he lost his sight; and the whole 
story set me thinking. I began to weigh 
the  vulgar griefs ot' men against Janies 
Lam bert’» high distress. I taxed myself 
»nd dissected things tha t had made me 
tage or grieve; now they eeewed »mall and 
•elfish. . . .

From that my mind went into books, and 
I fell to comparing witli the feats and tears 
«if James Lambert the feats and tears 
*f heroes, whom history has embalmed or 
poetry canonized.

Strange to say, it was not my living con 
temporary, but’the famous figures of poetry 
and history tha t paled » little in this new 
crucible. *1 often detected aome drawback 
to their valor and » ta iu t of egotimi in 
their grief. This made me suspect th a t 
poetry, like it* reader», may have been 
dazzled by the glare of armor and the blare 
of trum pets and left heroic men unsung, 
who best deserved a  bard. For, took be
low the surface—unsung LatnberJ’s was 
the highest courage; it was solitary courage, 
and no trum pets to stir it; no ariuOr, no 
joint enthusiasm; often no spectators. 
Summer and winter ho plunged into the 
Clyde, and saved men and women, with his 
bare body, and a t great peril to his life; for 
the  best swimmer is a dead man if a 
drowning person elutches him and cripple.» 
him. And what was his reward on earth  f 
For his benevolent courage ho was-stricken 
blind, through so many immersions of his 
heated body in icy water.

Was not this a  poetic calamity, and a  tit 
theme for tenderest versef

Being thus alllicted for hi* virtue, he 
beard a fellow-creature drowning, lie  was 
potent as ever in the  water, but impotent 
on lamb and they would not help him into 
the water; and so a young life was flung 
away, th a t he could have saved, and he 
went homo flinging his arms about him in 
agony, and weeping tear» tha t angels might 
be proud to dry with loving wing. Alas! 
and is it sol The eyes th a t can no longer 
see can weep.

A noble, rare, unselfish and most poetical 
distress, though told in the  plaiD  p ro se  of 
a journal. It made me desire to  see Jam es 
Lambert, and hear his tale from his own 
lips, and give him my poor sympathy.

But, untbrtunately, I am a nrocastinator. 
Of course I can do «inadvisable things ex
peditiously; but when a wise or good thing 
is to be «lone, -  no»tunpremutur in annum "  
is my motto. So for ton mortal years, and 
more. I was always going—going—going— 
to visit Jam es Lambert.

At last. 1 am ashamed to say when, being 
in Selkirkshire, i shook oil “ the thief of 
time.” and went into Glasgow to  see this 
man, a hero iu his youth, a  m arty r in old
age.

Dut I had lived long enough to observe 
that when you Beek a man who was alive 
und ehlerly twelve years ago, you find ln» 
has been «lead from tour to  seven. So. on 
the roail to Glasgow, I blamed myself bit
terly  lor my besetting sin .and actually said 
to myself, very earnestly: 

fr«»m tliis Ttumieut
T he very  tiib tling»  o f  m y  h e a r t  sh a ll  h*
The Umlliuga of my hand."

That was line; only, not to  deceive you. I 
bad often repeated this high resolvo’ with 
great fervor amt sincerity; and thon gouo 
on procrastinating.

In Glasgow 1 mad«» strict inquiries 
lifter Jam es Lambert; I asked the landlord 
and all the waiters; went to every tradesman 
1 knew in the city. Not one soul had ever 
beard of biin or his exploits. This confirm 
«>d mV fear tha t he had gone to  a  better 
worl«i. while I was busy postponing Imre 
below. However, my tardy blood Was tip 
a t  last; so 1 took a cab am! drove to the 
police cham bers, aud asked for the chief. 
T he request l  had to make was unusual; 
therefore I prefaced the  m atter after this 
fashion: “ Sir, most people come here to ask 
vou {«» find out some malefactor. 1 come 
bunting an honest man. anil a man of great 
merit, one Janies Lam bert, who saved many 
lives in the Clyde, years ago. I can hea'r 
nothing of him, alive or dead. I f  you will 
assist me with your machinery, I shall be 
truly obliged to you."

Now. they say the Scotch are  not so quick 
to take a new idea as the Euglieh. That 
may be; hut they are also not so quick to 
reject one. An English chief constable 
would probably have said a t once, “ That is 
quite out of our line: you should go to the 
parochial clergy;'* but, after twenty min
ute*’ discussion, would have relented and 
given me every assistance; the Scottish 
chief, ou the contrary, though manifestly 
taken aback, thought before lie »poke; 
thought, without disguise, for full th iity  
seconds. “ Well, »irr." »aid he. very slowly. 
••J »ec—no—objection—to th a t.” Then he 
tu rued  to it tube and said, in » hollow voice. 
-Send me a  detective.”

This done, he took down mv name and 
address in Glasgow, aud what i  knew about 
Jam es Lambert.

fine's idea of » detective ie—a keen, lean 
man. with little  glittering eyes—a human 
weasel. The door opened, and in walked a  
model of strength and youthful beauty tha t 
made me stare. He was about twenty-two 
years old. a t least si* feet lour in height, 
and the breadth, and above all the depth 
o f his chest, incredible. LTntil 1 saw Juhn 
Heenau strip aud reveal his bulging back 
and  breast and every inch of bis satin skin 
mapped with muscles, I took for granted 
the  old sculptor» bad exaggerated, and 
carved ideal demigods, not real men. Nude

Heenau showed me they had not exag
gerated, but selected, Rod this detective 
confirmed the proof, for be was a much 
finer man than Heenan, 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 snow itself. I 
know no lady in the South with a forehead 
eo white and delicate.

This Hercules-Apollo—his Scotch name I 
have forgotten—stood at the door and, 
drawing himself up, saluted his chief re
spectfully. . „  _ , ,

* /’ »aid the chief, “ this is Mr. Redd, 
fr' England. He is looking for an old man 
c a l le d  Lambert, tha t saved many lives in 
the Clyde some years ago. Ye'll take means 
to find him—here's Lis description—and 
ye'll report to Mr. Redd at hi» hotel. Ye 
understand now; he’» to be found—if he is 
alive.” . , ,

The detective saluted again, hut made no 
reply. He took my address and the par
ticulars, and went to work directly, a* a 
m atter of course. I thanked the chief 
heartily and retired to my hotel.

About nine in the evening Detective 
Hercules-Apollo called on me. All he had 
detected was a brave man, called John 
Lambert, that had saved lives out of a 
burning ship in the port ot Greenock. I 
declini d John Lambert—with thanks.

Having now no serious hope o f finding 
Jam es Lambert alive, 1 took the goods the 
gods provided, and interviewed Hercules- 
Apollo, since he was to hand. I questions«! 
him, and he told me he was often employed 
in captures.

•■Well,”  said I, “ You are the man for it. 
You don’t often meet your m atch—eh !”

He blushed a little, and smiled, but it did 
not m ake him bumptious, as it  m ight a 
small man, say a life guardsman or dray
man. He said, “ I assure you, sirr, I need 
it all, and whiles, mair.”  He then pointed 
out to me a  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, sirr, a  wile wi’ a tale of woe, or 
a  lass with a bonny face, and the like. The 
other night a  gentleman p u t bis hand 
through the window and cried »thieve»/ 
So I ran up  the stair». The door was loekit, 
ye may be sure. I just put my foot till’*—’* 

“ Ami it flew up the Cbiuinej !”
»•Ha! ha! No far as th a t,s ir r .  Aweel I 

tlioucht to  find maybe tw oor three of them. 
But there was tiigh a  dizen o’ the warst 
characters in Glasgee. However, I was in 
for't, ye ken; »o I was in the middle of them 
before thev had time to think, aud collared 
tw a old offenders. T i l  tak this handful/ 
say» I, »and I’ll come bock tor tb e ly v e / (*) 
marched 'em  oot, and the gentleman a t my 
heel». He was glad to  wend clear, and 6o 
was I. My ha irt heat hard tha t time, I shall 
assure ye; but I did not let the vagabonds 
see tliaat, ye  ken.” He intimated that was 
all gas for any one man to pretend th a t he 
could m aster half a dozen, it they were res- 
olute. ‘•Na—we beer the law in our taairts, 
and they beer guilt in theirs. T hat’s what 
makes the odds, sirr.”

A fter a  conversation, of which this is 
only a  fragment, we returned to  Jam es 
Lambert, and he told me he expected news, 
good or bad, by break o f day, for he had 
fifty policemen questioning on their beats, 
in the  likeliest parts o t the  city . “ Ah,” 
said I , “ but I am afraid those beats are all 
above ground; now my poor hero is under
ground/*

I went to bed w ith this conviction, and 
having hitherto blamed myself, which is an 
unnatural trick, I now looked around for 
somebody else to blame, which is customary 
and wholesome; and herein my smattering 
of the British dram a stood my frientl; I 
snarled, and said—out of St. Peter—“He 
has died on purpose to vex me.”

I heard no more till half-past one next 
day, and then my gigantic and beautiful 
detective called. This time he had a  huge 
pocketbook—enormous—in a word, such a 
pocketbook as he a  man. He opened it. 
and took out an old newspaper with an ac
count ot Jam es Lambert, and also a small
pamphlet. I ran my eye over them. 

“That will be the man, sirr !”

I») Cry«* to him. L Cry right—left—rtc-, till 
J hud hint.

Yes.”
“ Aweel, then we’ve got him,” said he, 

quietly.
“ W hat ! got him alive !”
“ Ou ay; he is in vara good health. He's 

not au old man, sirr. He will not be mair 
than saxty.”

“ Have you seen hint with your own eyes !” 
said I, still halt incre«lulou».

“ Ye may be sure o ' tliaat, »irr. I wadna 
come here till 1 had spoken him. lie  stays 
a t No. üii 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 
I thanked him for his zeal and ability, and 
stood a sovereign, whieh he received with a 
grateful smile, hut no abatem ent of his 
manly dignity, and I took a  fly th a t mo
ment aud drove to Little street, Calton.

For some reason No. JO was hard to find, 
and 1 got out of the Hy to explore. I found 
the population in a flutter, and it  was plaiu 
by the swift gathering of the juveniles, and 
their saucer eyes, th a t this was the first 
triumphal car which had ever entered tha t 
miserable street. However, if there 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 said “come in,” and I entered the 
room. There was but one.

On my right hand, as I stood a t the <loor, 
and occupying nearly one-third o f the 
room, was à  long large wooden machine for 
spinning cotton; the  upper p a rt bristled 
with wooden quills polished by use. Behind 
it the bed in a recess. Imm ediately on my 
left was a  table with things on it, coveretl 
with a  linen cloth. Exactly opposite me 
the fireplace. On my right hana of it  the 
window, but in an embrasure.

An old woman sat before the window, a 
young woman eat all in a heap the other 
side of the tire; and in front of the fire stoo l 
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 geu 
orally slouch a hit, when not a t work.

“ Does Mr. Lambert live here!” said I, for 
form.

He replied civilly, “ I am Jam es Lambert. 
W hat is your will with me!”

“ Mr. Lambert, 1 have come from some 
distance to  have a  talk  with you—about 
your exploits in saving lives.”

“Aweel, sirr. I'll be very happy to liae a 
crack wi* ye. Wife, give the gentleman a  
chair.*’

When I was seated he said, “ We are in a 
litter fhe day, but ye’ll excuse it.”

I saw no litter, and did not know what 
he meant. Before lie could explain, the 
young man called l’or him, no doubt by ap 
poiutmeut; and Lambert begged me to ex
cuse him for a moment; he had a  weekly 
pension, and they would not pay it a lte r 
three o’clock; b e t it  was not far, ami he 
would return directly. He then left me 
seated between the two women. I looked 
hat d at the young woman. She never moved, 
and seemed qtiite stupid o r stupefied. I 
looked at the table on her side of the room, 
atu! 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 he the 
best teapot, and other china, covered to 
keep ofi the dust.

The young woman was repellant, so I 
turned round to the old one, am i praisetl 
her husband.

“ Ay,” saiil she, “ he has been a curious 
tuon in his time—a mony a  great faitour <*) 
he did—and mony a good suit he destroyed 
that f  hail to pay lor.”

This last sentence being uttered earnestly 
ami its predecessors apathetically, coupled 
with the stress on the “ I.” gave me the 
measure of the woman's mind. However.
I tried her again. “ Did you see any of his 
exploits!”

“ Na, na: I was aye minding my work a» 
hume. I saw leetle «' his e a rn in g s  on."

1 said no more, but remembered Palissy's 
wife, and other egotistical médiocres, and 
turned to the young woman, hut she seemed 
unconscious of my v ice or my presence 

From this impenetrable I turned in des
pair to the covered table; ttied to see below 
the cover with my eagle eye. and had just 
settled positively it was the china tea 
service, when, to  my great relief, James 
Lam bert returned, and conversation took 
the place of idle speculation.

\Ye soon came to  an understanding, and 
I asked him to give tue some details; and to 
begin a t the beginning.

“Aweel, s irr,’’ said he, “ the first ease ever 
I had was a baker—they ca’t a case ye ken 
the noo; aw thing is a case—an awfu* fa t - 
man he was. I  was about fourteen or fifteen |

then, but a  gey guid soomer (”). Aweel, 
sirr, me and Rah Rankin, and John Mur
doch, and a hantle mair lads, went doon to 
the bathing place, an’ we were divairting 
oorselves in the water, when the baker 
stripe and comes out on tbe deal. 
Noo ye'll uDderstond there was shallow 
w ater and deep, and the deep was at 
the far end o’ the deal. They ca’ a t, ‘the 
Dominie's Hole/ fra’ a  schulemaister wha 
was urooned there a hundre’ years agone. 
So this baker comes oot to the vara eeud o’ 
the deal, and dives in heed first, as if Clyde 
belangeil to him—ha ! ha ! ha ! He dinna 
come up for a while, and I said to the other 
c a llan tsif] Tlech, sirs, ye’ll see a bonny 
dive.’ Presently up he comes panting, and 
baashing and hinging his arms; aud doon 
he goes again with both sen glowering. 
•Mairev on us,’ cries aue, "the men's droou- 
iug / However, he comes up »gain baashing 
and spluttering. I was ready for him, and 
just swam forereicht him. and took him by 
th ’ arm. That will let you see what a smse- 
less caul I was. I suhl hae gone and flung 
him ae end of my gallows o r my naepkin 
(+), and towe«l him in; but instead of tha t 
he gat houd o’ me and grippit me tight to 
to hie breest, aud took me doon with him. 
Noo, tell me, sir—y ’ are a  swcomer your- 
sel’ !”

I said “yes.”
“ W hat was our lives worth, the pair? 

Him a  twanty stane mon, and me a  laddy?” 
•‘Not much indeed, unless you could slip 

away from him.”
“ Av. but I could na: he huggit me till 

him.* Aweel, sirr, if he was wild, I was 
desperate. I tlang my heed back and gat 
my knees up to  his breast, anil after my 
knees m y ieet, and I gied the awiu'est 
spang with tuy feet against his breast, and 
I got clear a ’ but the skin o ' my foretiuger, 
th a t I left in his bond. I raised to the sur
face aud called to the boys to mak' a chain. 
I was afeard to dive for him. But by Gude's 
tnaircy he came up yanoe mair, just to  take 
leave o’ Scotland. I got ahint him and gave 
him a  sair crack on the  heed, drove him 
forud, followed him up wi’ a push, and then 
the lads took bunds an«l won to him. and 
pulled him to  the deal, and I Boomed ashore 
and 1 hadna been there a  minute when I 
swooned reicht way.”

“ How was th a ï!” I asked.
•T think it was partly  the pain, but 

maistly the faintheartedness a t sight o* my 
finger stream ing wi' hluid, aud the skin 
away. VVhen I came to rnysel’ the baker 
had nut on his claes and ga“d awa.”

“ W h it, without a  word to his preserver!” 
“ Av.”
“ Didn’t he give you anything!”
“ Deil a  bawbee. But there was twa gen

tlemen saw the affa—, and gied me fifteen 
shellin'. X went harae sucking my sair 
finger, and my mitlier gie«l me an "awful 
hiding tor spoiling my clothes. She took 
me by the lug ( j ] ,  and made ma cry ‘mur
d e r / ”

“ Fine, sympathetic creatures the women 
in these parte,” said I, “eirenmferens w riter 
oculos' as my friend Levy hath it.” and 
withering a  female right and left, as playful 
men shsot partridges. Unfortunately, 
neither of them observed I had withered 
her; the hero's narrative and my basilisk 
glances were alike unheed,

* And on the impassive ice the lightnings p’st."
—i’-lfH*.

Jam es Lam bert, duly questioned, then 
related how a  personal friend of his hail 
been seized with a cramp in th« middle of 
the Clyde. “ For, sirr,” ts*i«l he, “ the Clyde 
is deadly water, by reason ot its  hot and 
cold currents, aud sand holes and all.”

His friend hail sunk for the last time; 
Jam es Lambert dived for him. and brought 
him up from the bottom ami took him 
ashore.

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

“ W hat do you mean!" »aid 1, »taring. 
“ He just avoided me after that. He came 

to see me twaree C|) times too; but I ol>- 
sairved be wasna ea»v till he was away; 
and bymby I saw na« m air o’ the lad".’’ 
This he said w ithout passion, and appar 
antly only to  discharge hts conscience, as a 
faithful narra to r of real events, and men us 
they are in life, not books. But I, who am 
no hero,’ boiled.

I took time to  digest this human pill, and 
then questioned faim. But I omit two 
nniiTT *" use his own words—as they had 
no particular feature.

“ she nex t case, sirr. was an old wiimman; 
ye ken the wives come on Glasgee Green to 
wash. Well, this auld wife had gone oot 
a t ‘the three Staues’ to dip her stoup i’ the 
water, and overbalanced herself and gone 
in lieed first, anil the stream  carried her 
oot. The cry got up, ‘there’s a wumman 
droonin*. 1 was a lung wav off. but I heerd 
it, and ran down and into the water after 
her, elothes and all. She was tiiutiug, sirr, 
but her heeil was doon. and her feet up. I 
never saw the like in a’ luy life. I simm-il 
up to hèr, and lifted her puir auld gray 
heed out o’ the water—a rale riverend face 
she had—and brouebt her ashore on my 
arm as quiet as a  lamh. and laid her doon.” 

“ Was she insensible!”
“ Not a ’ thegitlier, 1 think, but nigh band 

it, ju s t scared like oot *o her senses, puir 
saul. V arasune she began to tremble all 
over and greet sair. I turned my hock, no’ 
to greet mysel’, and went aside ami ridded 
my claes. Aweel, sirr, the first word she 
spoke was to  speer for me. She cried out, 
quite sudden. ‘VVhaur’8 the mon tha t gat 
me out; for Gude's sake, whaur is he ! Sae 
the folk pushit me, and * beùooved to come 
forrud and make my confession. ‘W ife/ 
says I, ‘I'm  the m on/ So she looks me all 
over. ‘The Lorrd protect y e /  she erie«l. 
‘The Lornl bless ye!—Ini a puir auld body,' 
says she, ‘I liae naetbiug bu t my washing 
bay]*!). But come you wi' me, and I'll 
pit it away, and get ye twareo scheliiu for 
saving me fra dee th /

“ Heeli, sir, I felt it awfu’ keen; it was 
just her livelihood, you k.-n. her washing 
bay; and she’d pit it i’ the pawn for me. 
‘Puir auld body/ says I, ‘and is that a ' ye 
hae!’ Aud I ju s t clapnit a  schellin in Iter 
hand, and 1 te l't her I needed naetbiug; I'«f 
a guile wife ami a glide wage. I waa wark- 
iug a t  Somerville's mill ew er the water; 
•ami," says 1 ,‘if ye Wait for me Saturday 
aiteruoous, when I lift my wage. I'll whiles 
hae a schellin for y e / ”

“ Aud did »he!“
“ Na, na.”  said he; then, thoughtfully, 

“ She was ower puir to gie. and uwer decent
to take."

All our other provincial diaieefs are harsh 
aud ugly, but the Scotch is guttural on the 
consonant» and on the vowels divinely me
lodious. 1 wish I could convey the e’xqui- 
site melody of Jam es Lninbert’s voice in 
speaking these Words: “ Puir—auld—body; 
an’ is tha t a ’ ye hae!"

The story itself, ami the brave, tender 
hero’s tones were »o manly yet so sweet 
tha t they brought w ater into my eyes, aud 
I thought this tale a» leas» must touch some 
chord even in the  «lull domestic heart. But 
no; I looked at the young woman, and slot 
sat ot a  heap,still wrapped in hersell. dull, 
stupid, and gloomy beyond description,and 
the narrative, far from touching her, never 
even reached her. That was evident some
how. «’bought I to my sell: “ Oh, but y 'are 
a  «lour wife, y'ai e.”

Perhaps you will be incredulous a t my 
thinking in Scorch; hut ihe tru th  is I am 
little better »• •» •• • l«*on; I take the
local coloi.willy Billy. After • «lay in France
I begin t«» ...............I • «•: iu Scotland.
Scotch. I think in bat! French aud bail 
Scotch—very. Bill tha t is a li m-y «letail; 
ihe broad fact reinaius. S-« I <i «hired her a 
“ dour wife;” («) ami really 1 telt wr «th that 
such pearls ot true narrative should oe 
poured out betöre young Apathy ami an 
eient Mediocrity.

Of mediocrity there is no eure, hut there 
is of apathy, at least in Scot laud. That 
cure is—whisky. When whisky will not 
thaw a Scotch lioily a« a l l ,

O th e n  be troll! lo  aav Bastraniu'«—«learl. *

>«*1 beckoned a Uir<y but a !I« nirve imp, 
that gleamed, all ey«-s. in a «lark corner, 
and postponed my impiiries till after th« 
tiiaw

But, before the imp could return with 
apathy’s cure, several tootsieps w. re heard 
ou the stairs, and three or four men entered, 
all iu good blai k suits A few wnU- of sub 
<iu«3«t greeting passed, aud theu they re 
moved the white linen cloth from wliat I, 
with my eagle eye and love ot precision, 
had inventoried as the best tea sei vice.

It was the imdy ot a little girl, lying in 
her little coffin. The lid was not yet on. Sue 
looked likr frozen w *

A lter tire first chilling surprise, I cast my 
eye on the \ouug «out <u. Ah« sever

<*) The lave—The rest. 
(*) Faiteur—Fest.
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i t )  S » p k in —H a u d k s rc h i.f . K .rgii-n,
«>  h u g —Kar.
lli) T w arree—T w o o r th re e , 
r  ) W ash in g  b»», o r bayue—Tub, F  re.
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moved nor looked, but she shivered 
by the fire when the men touched the coffin 
behind her.

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

I whispered to Jam es Lam bert, “ I have 
intruded on yon a t a sad time.”

“ Ye baena intruded at all,” he said out 
loud. Then he told me, before them all, 
what made it worse was, th a t the father 
had gone away and not been seen those 
three days.

“Ay, but,” said Mrs. Lambert, "ye rnauna 
let the gentleman think he is ane tha t 
drinks. Na, he is a  real, «juiet, sober, de
cent man.”

“ He is thaat,” Faid the bereaved mother, 
speaking for the first time, but in a crushed 
aud dogged way.

“ I'm  no’ exactly denying th a t,” said 
James, cautiously* “ But whaur is be
nt the present time?"

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

Such are the dire realities o f life, «spec- 
iallv among the poor.

W ith what different eye» I looked now on 
the poor creature, bereaved mother, and 
deserted wife, whose deep and numbing 
agony 1 had taken for sullen apathy—with 
my eagle eye.

Aud now came in an undertaker, and the 
cotiirf lid was to be screwed on. Before 
this was done all the men. rnyselt included, 
took a  last look a t her, who was taken 
away so early from the troubles of the 
world.

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

Tbe lid was soon screwed down, and 
then, to my surprise, tbe undertaker de
livered a prayer. Now that was the busi
ness of the minister, and besides the uniler- 
taker had the reddest nose I ever saw. For 
all th a t be delivered a grave, feeling and 
appropriate prayer, and then the deceased 
was carried out for interm ent, and I was 
left with Jam es Lambert, his daughter and 
his wife. I asked Jam es Lam bert would 
not the minister meet them a t the grave.

“ Na,” said he, “ there’s nae minister in- 
till 't. The wive» daur na tell him, or he’d 
be »peering ‘W hy is na the guide man 
here !” and then he'd get a  pooblic rebuke. 
Whisper, sirr. Hae ye no ohsairved that 
the wouien-tolk aye screen a blackguard !” 

“ Yes,” whispered I; “especially when 
they suffer by him.”

So the poor wife let her child by prayeil 
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 myself directly 
to her. I said, “ My poor woman, nobody 
can console a mother that has lost »child ; 
tha t is beyond the power of man. But, if it 
is a part ot yeur trouble th a t you are left 
without help*, and perhaps hard put to it 
for expenses, I can be of some little  use to 
you in that.” Then I pulled out tw o o r  
three of those deplorable old rags, Scotch 
one pound notes, by means of which the 
national malady is perpetuated, and passes 
from hand to hand.

1 don’t  know whether it was the stale 
words, or the old rage, or both, but the poor 
woman burst <*ut crying and sobbing with 
almost terrible violence.

We did what we could for her. and tried 
to get her to swallow a few drops of whisky; 
but sbe put her han«i up aud turned away 
from it.

The quick-eared old man found this out 
somehow, and explained her to her face; 
“ She can take a drap as weel as any boily; 
but noo she blames it for her mon being 
away.” Then, rather roughly to his wile, 
“ Hets, ye fute, let the lass greet. W hat’u 
harm will tha t dee her.“

Soon after this the two women exchanged 
one of their signals, and went out together, 
I think to pay the undertaker: aud such is 
the decent unde of the Scotch character, 
that to be able to do »his was probably a 
drop of comfort in the b itter cup of their 
atiiietion.

When they were gone, the old m an's ex 
pressive features brightened a little, and he 
drew his stool nearer me, with a certain 
genial alacrity. There are  book makers 
who would not let you know that. Madam, 
lest you should turn from their hero with 
aversion; hut, when I deal wi«h fact, I am 
on my oath. At all events, understand him, 
before you tu rn  from him. You see the 
present very clearly, the past through a 
haze; but this man. being blind, could not 
see the present a t all. and saw the past 
clearer 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 had gone away to the 
grave; a man of his own generation sat 
beside him, and led him hack to the men 
and things he knew by sight and by deed, 

‘•Well. Mr. Lambert—now tell me.” 
‘•Aweel, eirr, ye’ve heerd o’ the eallant 

they wadna let me save— Heeli. sirr, you 
was a wean wastit (* i—noo I'll m ak' ye'the 
joodge whether I could na hae saved tha t 
aee, and twarree mair. There's a beck they 
ca’ ‘the Plumb* rin» doon fra* the horse 
brae iuto the Clyde near Stockwell Brigg. 
The bairns were aye for sporting in the 
beck, because it was shallow by ordinär, 
and ye'd see then the color o’ vilets, and no' 
haut sae sweet, wi’ the dye th a t ran i’ the 
beck. Aweel, ae day there was a hand o* 
them there; and a high spate (t) had come 
doon and catehed them .and the resoolt was 
1 saw aue o’ th’ assembly in the Clyde. 1 
had warned the tieer-do-weels, ve ken, 
mony's the time. By good luck, 1 was na 
ta r away, and. went iu for him and took 
him by the ear. ‘C'way, ye little deevil,' 
says I. I had na made three strokes wnen 
Fin cafchcd round the neck wi’ another
calUint.’1

“ Where on earth «lid lie spriug from!”
‘•I dinna ken i was attending to number 

ane, when number twa poppir, up, ju st to 
tak’ leave o Glasgee I tell'r them to stick 
if iu to me, and carried the pair ashore. 
Direct ly, there's a skirl on tbe bank, aud up 
comes number three, far ahint me in the 
Clyde, aud sinks b«f«re i can vin (;) to 
him. Dives for this ane. aud has a wark to 
find him a t the bottom. Brings him ash- re, 
in a  kind o' a dwam; huf I had nae fear for 
his life; he liadna been doon lang; my lord 
had a  deal mair mischief fo do. ye ken. By 
the same tok«-n he came too vara suue; aud 
d 'v e  ken the first word he said to Inc!” 

“ No.”
“ Nay. b a t guess.”
‘•I can not.”
"H e said, ‘Dinna tell my feytiiet!* ha! ha! 

ha! ha! ha! ha! ‘Lordeake, man, dinna tell 
my feyther!' ha! ha! ha! ha! ha!”

I never saw a  man morn rickfed by n 
straw  than Jam es Lam bert was a t this," By 
contemplating bim I wa* enabled in the 
course of time to lo»« my own gravity , for 
his whole face was puckered with m irth 
and «very inch «>f it seemed to laugh.

“ But,” said he, “ wail you believe if, some 
officious pairson te ll’r his ’ey t her, in spite o' 
us baith. H ew as ju sta  labeling man. He 
called on me and thaukir me vera hairtily, 
and gied me a refreshment. And I thuucht 
mair o’t than I hae thoucht o’ a hantier 
siller on the like occasions.”

A tter one or tw<» «uv ings ttia* would have 
gaiuett a man a medal in the M «uth, but-go
• or nothing in this man's career, ami would 
dilute the more co l red iueiuen:», Jam es 
Lambert prefaced a « uin.ii» story by 1« ttiug 
me into Ids mind. “ Bi 'h is  'iiue, sirr,” said 
he. “ I was » je  proofing about day and 
uiglu tor vei’tims.“

“ Tell the tru  b, J  «me*. You bad the 
pride of an ariisi You wanted them to 
t.tli in iliat you might pull ihetn out and 
sto w >our dexterity .”

‘ Dinna tusk’ me u au r than I an;, lia* ha! 
ha! Na.v, Dut ye ken. in those days folks 
wa. use sae acquainted in »ooming, anil ae
• i.i«-uts was mair common; aud sa“, if euch 
a thing Was fo be I wad like to be there and 
sav e ', in. Ech, the sweetness .«'i! thesweet- 
ness o't !

“ I m sed  every morning betweeff three 
aud four, and took a walk; it was a kind o' 
iui uaiur, and the river wa* ay the first 
place I ru b  tae Aw«-el, ae morning, before 
'iw *, w.-ll light, I heerd h gh »..rds. anil 1 
lo re was a lass tieichtmg on « lad, and 

chairgit.g him wi’ berin' ln-,r rum; and 
presently eh«- runs away .k irling, and 
flings toi'.-el’ into the river. The lad he 
just turna on hi» heel and walks aw ay.”

I expressed my surprise ami h irrer—no 
m atter iu what term».

He replied ioltily, “ My dear sirr, d 'ye ken

(• ) A w*an v ss ti t—A child throw n away, 
i t )  S pate—Flood.
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this! there have been men in the name o’ 
men, th a t were little m air th an  broom 
besoms.”

I acquiesced.
‘• 'Twas na for sport neither. The las* 

knew the water, and ran straicht to  the 
deepest pairt, opposite Nelson’s Monument; 
her claes buoyeil her up, and I got her out 
easy eneuch. SLe was na  ashore a  moment 
when in she flees again, the daft hizzy. Noo 
the w ater maistly cools th ir sort o’ lasses, 
and reconciles them to terree Armee. But 
she was distraokit; she was ju s t a woman 
th a t wanted to die. So 1 went in again and 
lectured her a’ the time I was pulling her 
oot. ‘Hae ye a quarrl wi’ Him th a t made 
ye, ye daft cummer' ( ') , says I; and 1 held 
her on the bank itsel’; but if I waa strong 
in tbe w ater she was stronger on land wi’ 
her daftness, and she flung me off. and in 
again. ‘Vera weel, my leddy,’ says I. Sae, 
d've ken what i  did noo!”

“ No “
“ I just drooned her. I pit her heed under 

water, and keepit there till I made her taste 
the bitterness o' dethe for her guide, ye ken. 
Heeli, sirr, but it sickened her o ’ you game. 
She brought up a quart o’ Glyde, and then 
she lay aud rolled a hit, and pu’d the grass, 
and then she sat up «piiet as a lamb: and I 
stood sentinel over her leddysbip; and my 
claes a dripping. By this time a wbeen folk 
cam’ aboot to see, and doesua the lad th a t 
was wi' her step forrud and complain to 
me. ‘Ye'd little  to do to interfere.’says he; 
‘she was Wi’ me, she was na wi’ you.’ 
•W hat,' says I, ‘d ’ye begroodge the lass her 
life!’ ‘Not I ,’ says he. ‘but y’ had no need 
to meddle; what’s your business!’ So I gied 
him his answer. Says I: ’You have taen her 
character, and turned her on the maircy of 
the warld, ami noo it's a* your vexation that 
ye could na ' be rid of her in the Clyde. But 
she shall outlive jo , . .y e  blackguard,'say* 
I, ’please Guile. *So then he challenged me 
to fight. But as I mad' ready to take of my 
coat a fine lad steps forrud, and lays his 
hand on my arm . ‘Ye’re  no fit for him, 
says he, ’an’ye’ve done your wark,’ says he, 
•and this is m ines/ So a t it they went, and 
t ’other stoo«l up and fought fur about five 
minutes. But oh, he napped it. My lad 
just hashed him. Gied him tw a black een, 
and at the hinder end laid him spraw lin’ 
aud smothered i’ hluid.’"

“ But the woman !"
She “ ua a woman. She was b u t a  lassie, 

about nineteen."
“ Little fool! anil thought she was ruined 

for lite—when all her life was before her."
“ Ye tnay say that, sirr; why, th a t very 

year wasna »he married on a  decent trades
man? I often saw her » ite r she was m ar
ried; but sbe waiina speak to me. She 
couldna look me »fraught i' the face. She’d 
say, ‘Gude morning,* though—when ehe 
couldna get by me.”

“ Ungrateful little brute!”
“ Na, na; it was na ingratitude ava; i t  was 

just shame. Aweel, she needna run fra’ me 
noo; fur 1 eanna see her, nor ony of those 1 
hae saved."

Tiiis made me gulp a bit, and, when I had 
done, I said, “  Sue measured yon by her 
small self. She would have been sure to 
blab, in such a  case, so ehe thought you 
would.”

“ Awee!, then,” said be, “sbe w asm istaen; 
for I maun tell ye th a t some mischief m aker 
let on something or other about it  to  her 
man, and he was uneasy, aud cam e and 
asked me if 'twas true I had taken his wife 
out o’ the water. ’A / said I, ’her and tw ar
ree m a ir/ ‘W hat hail she to  do i’ the 
w ater ?' says be. ’That's her business/says 
1. ‘mine was to tak* her o o t/ He questioned 
me had she been drinking. ‘Like enough,’ 
says I. ‘but I «-ouliina say.’ He questioned 
me. and ipiestioneil me; but 1 pit the collar 
ou, ye ken I behooved to clear the wife a' 
i could. I didna lee, neither; bu t i  waa 
atllieteii wi' a sooden obleevion o’ sm a’ p a r  
teecnlars. haw! haw! I didna think muckle 
o ' yon eat le He had a rare gude wife; they 
a ' said so. aud whaur was the sense o’ him 
diving into her past life, to s tir the mud !”

Passing over an easy jof* or two, and a 
few melancholy cases, in which ho bad dived 
and groped the river, an«l restored dead 
bodies tt* their friends. I com«* now to  a 
passage, which but for its tru th , I should 
hesitate to relate exactly as he had told it 
wo; hut, if i were to yield to squeamishness 
and slur it, a  chapter of human nature, re 
vealed to tue. would by me be meanly c a r  
ri«-d to my grave and hidden from the 
scholars of other ages and nations.

Thus. then, it was: Jam es Lam bert wa« 
bathing iu the Clyde one evening a t  the 
hour when it was allowed at tha t epoch.

Suddenly Mrs. Cooper, tha t kept the So 
ciety’s house, cried to him over the window, 
“ Kin .1 antic Lambert, there is a  laddie in the 
water.’

Up ran Janies Lam bert, bu t the boy had 
sunk: a bystander directed him to the place, 
but it is not so easy to m ark the exact »pot 
where a body has disappeared in the water, 
aod Jam es Lambert «lived twice an d  came 
up without the child. He dived a  third 
time and groped along tbe bottom. He was 
down so long tha t the cry got up he wa* 
drowned too. O thers scouted a t tbe idea. 
Jam es Lambert ilrown! They had known 
him cross the Clyde under Water, from 
bank to bank. Some tim e having elapsed 
since the first alarm , people had  poured 
across the green and down the banks, and 
there was quite a crowd there, m urm uring 
aud gaziug. when up came Jam es Lam bert,
punting, with the child in his arms.

There was a  roar o f exultation a t Ihe
sight, but Jam es Lam bert did not hear it 
atid did not see the crowd. (Take note o f 
tha t fad ]. His whole soul was in the lovely 
boy that lay white and inanimate in hie 
arms. He ran  into the house uttering cries 
of concern.

“ But, when I got him in the boose, be 
opens ae eye on me—like a bonny blue 
head it was. Eli ! I was happy ! I waa 
happy ! I gied the bonny bairn a  kiss and 
hamls him to the wife, and orders her to  
the tire w i'h im . Then I'm going oot, when 
a* «if a sooden 1 finds 1 baena a sti ck on me, 
and twa hundred folk about the doore, 
Wad ye believe it, u-i' ijrettf excitement, l  
never knew /  ims nul.it, tut 1 saw the folk, 
and bethought me I t ins back again, and a t 
the stair-foot there’s a b u nd le 'o ’ linen, 
was na lang napping mysel’, 1 can tell ye, 
anil oot I comes, as bold as brass, in the 
wife’s apron and «1 muckle sheet. The 
sight o’ me made the lasses scan t and skirl 
It); for I was like a corp just poppit oot o' 
the grave, 1 went for my clothe» and— 
they were away. My blind g a t up  a t  that, 
and 1 cbackit them sair. ‘liech,’ »aya I, 
•Ye tnauu he a cauhl hairted set o’ theves/ 
says I. ‘to tak ’ my very claes. when I was 
doing a mon's pairt. Byinby (f) I nee* a  
young leddy in a silk gown wagging on my 
(y?, ami »lie pointa to a  hedge nearb y . 
«Sol went, and there was my claes. She 
had p u t them asiile for me. ye ken. and 
keepit lier ee on them. W aane th a t thocht* 
ful o’ her noo !”

•‘It was. indeed."
“ Awed, »irr. I got tny thing* on a t  tbe 

beilge an’ tied up the wife'* bundle, and 
cam* forud; and by this tim e the  lelk wa* 
«iispatrsed like. Jlut the same young leddy 
was walking to anil fra. w ith her een doon, 
reflecting like. She wagged on me, and I 
came to her. So she askit me who I was, 
anil I teli’t her I was a  cotton »pinner, and 
they caed me Jam es Lambert. So then ahe 
tookit a t me full, and says she, ’Jam es, are 
yoti m arried’’ ‘Oh. yes, m a'am ,’ »aya I, 
•this three y e a rs / So she lookit a t me all 
over, in h vara curious wav; and »he »ays 
saltly, ’Jam es—it —is—a—great—pity—yere 
married—for—yere a vara—gallant—m an / 
So yon see. sir. I could hae had a  young 
ledity—for her ee te il’t me m air n«*r her 
words—if I had na had the wife. B ut then 
I'd no hae hail the Wife. S i it  comes a’ to 
the same thing.”

I stared a t him with surprise, for to  me it 
«lid not seem quite the same thing to m arry 
high sym pathy, quick intelligence, and 
plenty «»t money, an«? to m arry poverty, 
plus grovelling inedi«*crity. However it 
was not for me to satirize conjugal affec
tion an«f its amiable delusions. Bot I pro 
posed the young lady’» health , and  we 
drank it cordially.

By this time I conclude I bave so spoiled 
the readers of John Lambert, th a t they will 
care for no passage of his extraordinary 
«• «reer tha t does not otter some new feature. 
So I g<* front w ater to  tbe double peril of 
ice aud water a t the freezing point.

“ It was a hard winter, and X had «barge 
of the gentlemen belonging to  the skating 
club. So I hau to  go to  Hugginfield loch. 
Bu« 1 was clean w astit there. I was armed 
wi' ladders an ' ropes and cork», Mon, ony 
fuie can stand and fling gear till a  drooning 
body. And X gat an aw fu’ affront in til tbe
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bargain; they castit in my teeth th a t I was

Sartial, and saved the rich afore the poor.
bo I let naebody droon, but my bargain 

was with the club to save them first, so I 
behooved to  keep to  the contract. Aweel 
then I did nae execution there worth speak- 
ing o’, the thing I ’m cornin’ to was a t the 
bend of the Clyde they ca’ the ‘peat bog.’ 
A number was skating on the riynr, 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; bu t some 
folk 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 as last as I 
could and under the ice after him. Aweel, 
I Boomed an«l Boomed anil did na catch him. 
I socmed and soomed, ay hoping to find 
him, till I had nae chance to come hack 
alive if I did na turn. But, just as I turned, 
my feet struck him. Then my hairt got up 
again, I grippit him and dragged him ba«.'k 
wi me, and soomed and soomed for my ain 
life the noo, as weel as his. Eh, mon, I 
was amaist gane. But I wadna loose him. 
'Twas bath live or bath dee. I ’m ju s t giyiu' 
in, when I see the light o’ the hole, mak for t 
and get him oot and on the ice, and dizna 
it keep breaking direekly with the pair o’ 
us, and sae we go flounderin’ and_smash
ing, till we are helpit ashore Noo, I'll 
tell ye a iarce. I'm  haulding the chiel pris
oner by the collar, ami shakiug t'to thor 
neif (’ ) a t them a’. Ye ken I wanted to 
fleicht on them, for saying I risk it myself 
m air for the rich than the puir. But a ’ I 
could say was, ‘wow—wow—'—the brethe 
wadna come bock to mV body. And while 
I was ‘wow—wow—wowing a t  them, and 
gripping my coptive like a mollyfactor, 
dizna he turn  round and thank me in a 
brief discourse vara ceevil. Eh, mon, 1 
glowered a t him; I leased him an’ rolled 
away backwards to  glower a t him. He 
could hae repeated his eatecheesm, and I 
could only haash an’ b lather. The man 
was a better man than me; for he hail been 
langer in. Oh, I declared tha t on the bank, 
sune as ever I could speak.”

I come now to the crowning feat o f this 
philanthropie and adventurous life, and I 
doubt uiy power to  describe it, X halt be
fore it, like one tha t feels weak, anil a 
m ountain to  climb; for such a  feat, I be
lieve, was never done in the water by tuor 
tal man, nor ever will again tvhila ea rth  
shall last.

Jam es Lam bert worked in Somerville’s 
mill. Like most of th e  hands, he m ust 
cross the w ater to  get home. For th a t pur
pose a  small ferryboat was provided; it lay 
at a little  quay near the mill. One Anilrew 
ha«i charge of it ashore, ami Used to  shove 
it oft' with a lever, aud received it on its re
tu rn . He often let more people go into it 
than Lam bert thought safe, and Lam bert 
had rem onstrated and hail even said: “ Ye’ll 

■hae  an occident some day  th a t ye'll rue but 
ance, and th a t will he a* your life.”  An
drew , in reply, to ld  him to mind his own 
business.

W ell, one evening Jam es Lam bert wanted 
to  get aw ay in the first boat load. This 
was somehow connected with bis having 
bought a  new h a t; perhaps lie wished to  
avoid the crowil of work people—here I am 
Hot very clear. However, he Watched tho 
great wheel, and the moment it  began to 
waver, previous to stopping, h e ra n  for his 
hat, and darted down the stairs. But, as he 
worked :n an upper story, full a  ilozen got 
into the boat before him. He told Andrew 
to  p u t off, bu t Andrew would not till 
the  boat should be full; and soon it was 
crammed. Jam es Lambert then said it was 
a shame of him to let so many go on board. 
This angered the man, and, when the boat 
w assoerow did  th a t her gunwale was not 
far above water, he shoved her violently off 
into the tide-way, and said words which, if 
he has not prayed God to forgive them in 
this world, will perhaps hang heavy round 
his neck in the next.

“ To hell—ye beggar» !” he cried.
This rough launching made the over-laden 

boat wobble. Tho women got frightened, 
and before the boat had gone tw enty yarils 
she upset in dark, icy water, ten feet deep. 

I t was night.
“ Before the boat coupit (t) athegither, 

they a ' flew to me th a t could, for they a ’ 
kenned me. I ’ the water, them tha t hadna 
a  baud o’ me, had a h ind o* them that had 
a  hand o' me, and they carried me doon like 
leed.”

Now it is an old saying and a  true one 
th a t “ After-wit is everybody's wit.” Were 
I to relate a t once what Jam es Lam bert 
accomplished hundreds would imagine they 
could have done the same. To correct th a t 
self «leception and make men appreciate 
this hero correctly, 1 »hall stop here and 
en treat my readers, for the instruction of 
their own minds, to lay down this na rra 
tive and shut their eyes, and a»k themselves 
how it was possible for m ortal man to 
escape drowning himself, and to  save those 
who were dr«»wning him. You have seen 
tha t it cost him the sain o f bis finger to get 
clear of a  single baker. H ere he was 
clutched pinned by a t least four desperate 
drowning creatures, strong as lions in their 
wild despair, and the weight* of tw elve 
people more hanging on to  those th a t 
clutched him. eo th a t the united weight of 
them  all carried down the strong swimmer 
like a statue in a sack.

•‘Sirr, when yeve tw o feet i’ tbe grave 
your mind warks hard. I didna struggle, 
for it was na m air use than to  wrastle wi a 
kirk. I ju s t strauchteued rnyselt oot like a 
corp (!] and let them tak  me doon to  tho 
bottom o’ the Clyde; and th e re l* tu d e  up 
right and waited; for I kenned the puir 
sauls would droon afore me, and I saw ju»t. 
a wea wee chance to save them yet. Ye 
shall understood sirr. th a t when folk are  
drooning they  dinna settle doon till the 
w ater tills the ir lungs ami drives the air 
out. ^At lirst they w aver up and doon at 
earta?n intervals. Aweel, sirr. I waited for
th a t on the ground. I was the only ane 
grtimled, ye’ll obsairve. A slight upward
movement commenced. I took advantage 
and gied a  vi’lent sprang wi’ my feet against 
the bottom and wi’ mu choosing my time, 
up We a*ctime. My arm was grippit, but 
I could strike oot wi’ my feet, and before 
ever we read ied  the surface I 
lashed oot like a  deevil for tbe

2uay. Aweel. sirr, wi’ all I could «lo, we 
idua wend abune a yard , or may be a yard 

and a haul, and doon they carried me like 
leed. I strauehtened myself as we sank, and 
I griiiuled. The lave w ea  room! me like a 
fon.tvi). I bides my time, am i when they 
are inclining upward I strikes fra tho grund; 
an ’ this time, m air slanting toward the quay. 
T hat helpit us, and in a  dozen vi’lent 
strokes we may be gained tw a yards thi» 
time. Then doon like leed. 1‘lays the same 
game again, up, and «toon again. And noo, 
sirr, there wa» something th a t turned sair 
against us; but then there  was something 
for us, to  bolance it I t  was against us tha t 
they had a ll swallowed their pin t o’ w ater 
by th is time, and  were n a  sae buoyant; it 
was for us th a t th e  w ater was shallower 
now, m ay be not m air th an  tw a feet ower 
heed. Noo this tw a feet wad droon ns a» 
weel as tw anty; b u t wi’ nae tnair nor tw a 
feet abune us, I could spring up Ira thegrun  
by m ere force: for the gnm  gies y e  art 
awfu’ power for a foot o r twa. Sae noo I ’m 
nae situer doon than up again, and still 
creeping for the quay, and the w ater aye 
a  wee bit shallower. The next news i»  ̂ I 
gat sair spent, an«t th a t was bad; but, to 
bollanee that, some folk on the «pray gat 
rapes and boat books und pickit off ane or 
tw a th a t was the nearest; and now ilka 
time I cam’ up they pickit ane off, and that 
lightened my burden; aud bymby I drave a 
couple into shallow water"mysel* wi my 
feet. When I was in seven fu t w ater mysel’, 
and fewer folk hauding me doon, 1 got to be 
inaister, aud shovit ane, and pu'd anither in, 
till we landed the whole saxteen or seven
teen. But m y wark was na done, for I 
keoned there were tuair iu the river* I saw 
the last o’ my ain band safe, then oot into 
the Clyde, wherever I heerd cries, an«I eune 
I fand twa lasse» skirling, takes Via by their 
lang hair, aud tow» them to the quay in a 
minue. Ju s t  as I'm  landing fj[] th ir twa, 1 
hear _a cry  in the vara middle o ' the river, 
And in I splash. It was a strapping lass— 
they caed her Elizabeth W hitelaw. ‘C’way, 
ye lang daftie,’ says I, arid begins to  tow 
her. Lo an ' behold I ’m grippt wi a man un
der the water. I t  was her sweethairt- fihe 
was hauding hint doon. The hizzy wa* a’ 
reicht, hut she was drooning the lad; pairt» 
<*) these tw a lovers—for their gude—an«l 
takes ’em ashore, one in each hand. Aweel 
»irr, I saved ju s t one mair, and then I plung
ed in again, and eairched: b u t th e re  was 
nae mair to  be seen noo; three p u ir lasses 
were drooned; b u t 1 did na kea  th a t  a t  the

<*) Keif—Fist. English, 
<t) Coupit— Cpset. 
it) Corp—Corpses 
ti) Fon—Fan.
<11*  Thir—1These. 
C) The»«—Tbitifc

time. A nd noo I’l l  M l ye »  fa rt« . T m  
seized wi’ a  faintness, and  mabs fo r  f b r  
shore. Bus I g a t w eaker, and daand hbe,. 
and the lights o’ Glasgee begins to  tkekm r  
afore mv een; and th inks I , " I ’ll n o 's» «  y* 
again; I ’m done th is  tim e.’ I t  w a» I  
could do for the  bare  Hfe, to  drift; 7» toe  
hinder p a rt of the quay. I baàix» '.Le 
power to draw  m ysel’ oot. I ju s t  ,;rjpi»iT 
the quay, and sobbit. The folk » e r e  m~ 
busy wi’ them I  had sawed; nane t>± Mhoki 
noticed me, and I wad h a’ been ütommiô 
t h a t  nicht; but—w hat d ’ye th ink sav;««] zue 
th a t had saved sae mony !—an aa*AI d«*- 
crip it man; haw ! haw ! haw ! lit.- b»ù » , 
hookit stick, and gied me the  h a n d le , and. 
towed me along the quay in to  »&»Uow 
water, and I  g a t oot, wi’ hi» be^p, a n d  
swooned deed away. Dam tauld U ay  î lu ie  
uegleckit awhile; b u t they fand me a t  last, 
anil then I bad fifty nurses for aue.’"

Have I exaggerated ! Does history  reeyrrC 
any other example of a  man being e in )coed  
by a great num ber o f drowning peo$v*-. a  au’ 
carried to the bottom, and saving tIm u . a l '  
in the lump, and then «lashing in aBfSaaYiup” 
the outsiders in detail !

By way of illustration let the re a d e r im a 
gine an umbrella frame, and only fo u r  o r  
five curbed whalebones attached t'c- il>e t««f 
part of the upright; now fasten M-ventô 
other curved whalebones high up, to  vauti or 
those four or five curves, flow p led g e  tbfc- 
whole frame into w ater, till the- zqtrigbx 
touches the ground. Not one of the » in te rn  
curved pieces will touch the groexai : bnr 
in the w ater, if a  person, male o r Utiva n 
clings to a fixed upright, that person s* Body 
floats up more or less; a t  all eveDts*. i t  in 
clines tow ant t h* horizontal.

Now, Jom«-» Lam bert, by a rtiiir ia liy  
straightening ois body, made hisset-)) th e  
stick ot th a t human umbrella, o r th*- up 
right post they a ll clung to d irectly  e r  in 
directly, and so were kept fiuatà* : in  a  
curve instead of sinking to the b sS k n s  
This enabled him, but only by p o tirn tly  
aud artfully watching the fluctuât)»** u p  
aud down of these floating bodies, to  o p tin g  
a t the nick ot time from the hartl grcmnel a 
and carry them all to the surface fo r  a  5*w |
seconds. The rest is derail, and his ow n n ar- J 
rative makes it clear. Bui see wbui. iate3> '■ 
lectual and moral qualities were bes* m it»  
bine«!. Genius is often w ithout e**nrage. 
courage is generally withiiut genius, n rxi ao  
indeed is bare  skill; and, in d espera te  d a n 
ger, how often has genius lost it»  b e ad  . 
and blundered like  an id io t; b o a  o fte n  
has courage lacked invention, *«»«1 re 
lied on precedent th a t did n o t tit  
the  novel danger, and so  lead  i t  to  
death. B ut this man, even as b *  Dodw 
touched tbe water, was all cool eouriige »ü<J 
swift inventive genius. H e did no t re p e a t 
himself, as mere skill does. H ugged in  ih u  
w ater by a single man—the baker—b e  lift, 
with prompt invention, on tho one w ay Jo- 
Save both lives; he used the baker b  own 
chest as a  fulcrum, and so tore h im ssif free . 
But clutched bv a  dozen and ic o n  ,  he 
never attem pted to  get free a t  a l l .  Du* 
straightened himself into an up rig h t poa> 
tio n an d  used the ground as a  lu iernm  ao 
«ave himself and those who were d ro w n in g  
themselves and him.

I come, now, to the  sad ending of a i l  
glorious deeds.

Jam es Lam bert was up the river v « ik :n j£ , v 
hu t a t  w hat business I forget. An engine*) ft 
fell into the water, and sank fo r tb e  las') - 
time before Jam es could get to tho  aüaee.

Following the direction of person® me tbs’
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dived for the man. B at the  other» hurt tun  
marked tbo place precisely, ami w ire» .after 
repeated efforts, he brought th o  m a n  Ts»
Jand, liie was gone forever. To ns* >uv ow n 
wordsf “ I t was a  d e a r  jum p. H o «»:•• bit' 
life, and I lost tuy eight.”

I t  was w inter, and  he w as peîvpïriiij* 
freely when be jum ped Into tho icy « » n r .

Very «oon after, a  great tlarzlitig  oeweil 
him, followed by darkness. I t  c leared  lift«9 
» tim e, and he saw again. But th e  >aft>C 
thing occurred a t  Intervals, aud  by J eg rr* ^  
the a ttack s  cam e oftener and remain*«?- 
longer, until a t  last the darkner»  *i t t i r u  
down, and the light fled forever.

Tbink ol it. This tw enty  years l o  »*)»sm  
longer see the ‘‘Dominie’s  hole,” m«r “ th *  
three stanes,” nor the “ peat bog,”  t u t  ihm  
“ dead-house,” nor the  Uly do itse lf v b « w  
every bend is the scene of some gres»t p res  » 
feat he did. More th an  fourscore **yee lu» 
rescued from the  darkness of tho g ra v e - ve* 
unjust fa te  and dire calam ity, have t e l  reft 
him one poor orb  to  see the blessed th iy  WKf 
tho faces o f  t  hose he has saved.

Now turn  back to the story repeat «1 f w a .  
the Glasgow Times, and surely you  e>«l »ay 
tha t it  was a  rare , and  Oobio, am i } m eu  
«listress, an d  w orthy to  be suny  b y  m w a  
great poet.

1 am no poet, and can not adorn  M» i f w # *  L 
a  tale; therefore I  have qlmed a t  th a t  «tinea- - ' f 'Z
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all honest men can a tta in  if th ey  w ill bu r 
tak e  th e  trouble, viz: the exact V -ftb . J. 
traveled to  see him. I staved in  Cviasgov* 
m any «lays to know him . )  took kua. d i m  
to the C h ile  aud  verified the spo t, wed p«t 
him to tell me each principal incMU-st ov«i 
again at his own site, and I noted te te n  Lit 
very words, as well as I could.

The next thing was to rescue h*» f m l s t a '  
from oblivion. 1 asked him to m eet « te a s  
tbe photographer’s . He d id  so» Skit. W  
rible to relate, dressed As a ll N ci*ihm »i 
dress on Sundays.

“Jam es,” said I, severely, "w as  i t  i s  t k f  
clerical suit you saved so m any Bvm *”

“ No likely,” said he; ' ‘except y«>a carle  
th a t was bathing o’ the Sahba* day  Mon.
1 was for coming in my auld «liM-s« Thai ft 
wrought in a t the mill" yon time» I n t  the 
wife cried shame; she wailnu le t vs*; ”

Observe how devoid ot common « rose  is 
common sense the moment it m««)iffs» w ith 
the  things of genius. So I sent h iio  bock 
for his old clothes, and I now p rrn v n t J 0*1 
not indeed tho hero hiruself, b u t h i»  I n s  
Wreck. TI10 picture will mislead t o o .  un
less you will allow  for th a t sail )svrejiT«- 
ta tion o f  the  m anly m outh whk-B la te*  
place when a  hero loses his fresst teeth  
Observe th e  thin stra igh t Tipe. nr.iS the 
strong chin; those lips, when the  teefl) wer*’ 
behind them , m arked iron resolut-ow A«)« 
to the s tra ig h t, th in , American Ha-nth.a«* 
eye full of fire; and, by the wreck, non m ay 
divine the m an. fAn c lectro ty ; «•* •! fhie 
portrait was forwarded by Mr. Ratai«, tr.% 
has nut y e t reached us.—E)*.J
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Jam es L am bert is o f  o rd inary  *’w*. \<vit 

very clean built a n d  w iry . T h e  s igns  n i 
great activ ity  «till linger about h â * .  Th* î ’‘** 
easy a ttitu d e  in which t first saw bim.yra*« 
th a t o f a  m an who could spring a m « »  l i #  **r r  
room in a  moment from where h* s-SmmI . m * 

In m anner lie is  tw o  m en; n  w*}:io«r- *5,
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grave, slow and  thoughtful; som etim e* Jiery ■  
and vivacious; an d  th a  changes are» «roll

s-re
h
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timed; for he relate« hi» fa«»« w ith  T rench  
vivacity, h u t m akes his reflections ire a  iliiS b  
thoughtf ul way th a t is  Scotch al! »wer. i t  
is ju s t possible th a t race may 2u,v*i> I-anft 
in his vivacious half, for h e a d te if sa  F rench  
progenitor, and Lam bert is a  Fr«n th  want#

I h a re  p o t known him  long s»»wgb f *  
d raw  his w hole «hafactert hut tm w lia t «* *
revealed in his recorded acts ! s a »  *£«1 own 
tra it; lie is a  man w ithout bile, i  •**•# tuiW 
example; A fter describing with g»»ai *prn* 
how he saved a  respectable »«••,i;**>T»n«* 
he to ld  m e th a t th e  said indivwaaai iou$ 
afterw ard avoided him; an«t iV n  h»»ti«pfre<* 
and went in »  m om ent from Lie # n « i «* 
m anner to  his Sco tch  

“ And I had—obsairve«!, s’r, th a t  ■? .*  font* 
p a rt—o f them I have saved—slum* asw."

Straight I exploded with iro n t tt.# m iv * »  
ness. But I could not convey 1 jr 
into this heroic bosom void of h;}«.

“ No, sir,” said he, w ith th* *»*) m ____
nred thoughtfulness; “ I , ust—1'%* « _g  *

Ai*»« 
Via .  « 
V»- I
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! «k t»

f .

our g reat—a deb t—to aw* to  u tv  *■
they feel it  a burden.*

* » ■ 1

Almost any o ther m an, Endiag * • • * * -  
ta in  base biped, vanity  too streng > »  •-»#»- 
tiiii«*, would have vented th*  «!)»»-•« • c i t  ja 
tone», c ither o f  w ra th  o ro t  rrew  ’
p laint; bu t thfs m an Aouodvil I k#» a  I 1
luijutring philosopher;rettu‘nlv a fit z - t too t * 
o t regret pierced through, b:i» -»• »sir» 
than  became »  Philosoph*;, g«-r.t*> ffstst“ 
piunte«l m m ankind. T om « w in*h»»s m «s  ’ r  
SO- m uch storm ing an d  blubbers» j  wverE ** 
trifles, th is  thoughtful, unoouip!i,i>.k g ilijp 
tn ty  w as|as pa the tic  as  it w as nuU *. 

i!  the tnau seems egotistical, ’«>. «! »
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being all about him self,yon tua») rernfiuh*» 
th a t I kept draw ing  biui on% as«’. t h a t  Ah*’
*«uo uaiHueo o i in »  o ia z ig u e  V i  r™»
6en ted ,sin ce  I  have suppressed t! r  great«? 1 T,*1*
l> ärt ù f  Uiy <]Q68tiOD8r^  n ,J  

1 ought a lso  to  te llI ougni ftiso to  te ll  Voit th a t V » wiaofi^ 
o f  re la tin g  h is  exploite had  no  n-v *h *•
v an ity , nor boastin g, Dor *e!tgra îiia tk »m  
I t  was a  th ing  both strange a n d  Saw t»»J*
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how he waa earned away oat »2  IbF a 
present into those flowing MeBse.rvl^gktofl •  
by the son o t memory. As he r » ) * t t« . " f CL««
whole man quivered with e i n t r s w *  
When i e  WM tollingnto how U  i n t i w


