
CHAPTER 111.
JIS ClTHOir VOW.

Thegiantoaks andbeechesin thewoodsofFurness were allaglow
with the saffronandruby tints of autumn on that disastrousevening
whenOswalddeConiston fledinwrathandhate fromhisfather'scastle.

The Decemberblasthadrent the laßt leaf from thebough, and
the fan-like frondsof thehuge planes above contrasted withtheirdark
verdurethe nakedblack arms which theoak ofa hundred years tossed
in the wild winds,when, still feeble in frame and sorrowful inspirit,
lie badeadieuto the monks who had tended him during his illness
with tomuch ofmedical skill andChristiancharity.

Thebody of thebelovedWalter, the innocent victimto the wild
passions of his brother,hadnever been recovered. This wasa cruel
aggravation of Oswald'ssorrow. Hecouldimagineto himself thepale
face ofhis darlingallbruised and disfigured by the sharprocks.

If thewaveshad washedthe drownedcorpseonsjhore, ifhe could
oncehave foldedthe coldrelics to his breast, andseen themlaid with
theritesof theChurch ina hallowedgrave,he wouldhavehad some
miserable consolation. But dead or living, never to seehis Walter
more. "Never more!never more!" Sad and solemn words, ever
andanonbursting witha bittercry from Oswald'slips.

With dripping garments,bruised and senseless,Oswaldhad been
borne to themonastery byBrother John and the poor fisherman on
thatdisastrousnight.

All the pride and pomp of his father's vanity heralded his
departure. The Earl Thurstonseemednot only tohave consigned to
oblivion the offences of Oswald, but to have taken him into greater
favor than ever. He had staid tha preparations for Bandolf'smar-
riage,and insisteduponOswald's return to the castle.

Tothis theyouthhadat first seemed much averse. Ultimately,
however,he seceded with alacrity to the proposition,and writing to
the damselof Egremont acknowledged that his pretentionshadbeen
presumptouswithahumility strongly contrasting withhis accustomed
fierce pride, and which excited surprise in his father, and uneasy
suspicionson thepart of the Abbot and Prior whohad watchedhis
sullenbroodings.

Now, however, all was ready for his departure. A litter was
wuwaitingat the Abbeygates, for Oswald was too feeble still tosita horse. The Earlhimself, with twenty of his retainers,had deigned
tocomedown tothe Abbey gates to escort back to the castlehis un-happyion:evensullenRandolf,mollifiedby the apparent submission
of Oswald,hadcondescendedto accompanyhis father,and waswaiting
withhimin the Abbot'sparlor.

And why werethey waiting? where was Oswald the invalid,thepenitent? Surely in a place that wellbefittedhim ineithercharacter.
OswalddeCociston was kneeling before the high altar of the Abbey
Church.

Alas! no pious purpose led him there. It wasnot to pray forthe soul of his lost brother, to pray for mercy and consolationtohisheart:though in agony of spirithe wrunghis hands together till the
nails pierced the flesh, though he wet the pavement withhis tears.
The winter windshonied witha voice like that of a lamentingspiritthrough the lofty aisles, and shook the consecrated banners,and thescutcheons'of Oswald'sownlofty race, a few pale lamps shed a feeble
lustre through thelong arcades,and the dull grey of the sunless sky
threw dark shadowson each paintedpane.

Oh,BlessedMary,MotherofMercy;sweetPatronessofFurness,
Bhall thelost angel invadeyour own sanctuary ? Shall his black wing
shadow the brow of the suppliantat the altar ? Oh,patroness of theafflicted, refugeof the sinner,arehis sins so black wholies prostrate
on thosehard stones that even thy prayers shall availhimnot ? A
heart rent evento the core, anda mind"distraught!

Surely nothing less could have provokedthe frenzy that could
call on all holy things ob witnesses of an unholy vow. A vow forwicked, earthly vengeance, made at the altar, of heaven;a vowat
whichthe white angels shudderedand the fiendsrejoiced.

Pasiobatht.
—

Theconfusion of tongues isat anend! Mr AntonBachmaier,of Munich,has -workedout to a successfulissue amethod
whichplaces within the reach of the common-sense natives of every
countryintheworld'the opportunityof communicatingwitheachother
withease andperfect certainty, thoxigheachperson is ignorantof any
language savehiß own. This wonderful feat is effected byMrBach-xnaierby tho simpleprocess ofnumbering theideasnecessaryfor carry-
ing oncorrespondence. The numbersare symbols written, and they
express identical ideas in. all the linguistic keys; thus 1265 is
"money "in theEnglish key,"argent

"
in theFrench, "geld" in the

German, "rupai" in the Urdu, "penge" in the Danish, &c. A
sentence writtenin the numbers maybe penned by anEnglishman,
andreadwith perfect easeby a Chinaman or Russian;an advertise-
ment couchedin these figures willbe understoodall over the world
by peoplepossessed of keys in their own language. Mr Bachmaier
calls his Bystem Pasigraphy, and a Pasigrahphical Society has been
established in London, comprising a large number of learned and
philanthropicalgentlemen, havingDr Samuel Birch,of theBritish
Museum, at their head, for the purpose of making known in this
country the advantages of this new universal interpreter. As an
instance of the sort of thing apasigram is, we give the followingas a
(specimen :— 3226 26761635 3311 3177 315 1610 376. The meaning
of whichis,

—
"What is now the priceof cotton in Bombay?" Of

course it would be quicker to write the sentence in any particular
language ;but the advantage of thepasigram is is thatit just as intel-
ligible to aJapaneseor Hottentot, provided with a key in his own
language, as itis to the original writer. The number ofmental con-
ceptions indexedinthis wayby MrBachmaieris four thousand three
hundredand thirty-four,and this number far exceeds the necessities
of the mOBtvoluminous of letter-writers. The extreme simplicityof
theprocessmakesits universalemployment possibleby practicalmen
of ordinary sense; and "nothing is required beyond the common
material of typography, the printing press may be inexpensively
utilisedinPasigraphy. *

THE PRINCE OF WALES'S DEBTS.— *+—
A eepoethas suddenly gained currency that the long-expectedcrisi^
has occurred in the financial affairs of the Prince of WaleFj and that
theMinistry havemade up their minds to propose to the House of
Commons next session topayhis debts. The sumis £640,000 sterling,
nearly threemillionsanda-half of our money,and four times the sum
voted in1787 toappease the creditorsof that pattern of royalty who
afterwardsbecame GeorgeIV. Itgreatlyexceeds any estimateIever
beforeheardofwhat was likely to be wanted, and is so large as tobe
almost incredible. Idonotvouch for the story. Icanonly say that
itcomes from severalsources,and that they all agree as to the disposal
and as to theamount. It isdifficulttosuppose that theMinistrywould
giveany hint of such an intention, if theyreally entertain it. Their
best chance of carrying the vote wouldlieinsurprise. They might
possibly hurry it through theHouse as they have just done the grant
of £15,000 a-year toPrinceLeopold,withoutnotice. Butif they give
the country six months to talk about it, they are certaintobe metwith
a strong opposition. And whether in the House this Ministry can
carrysuch a thingthroughmust depend,afterall,on thestateof feeling
outside. Now, there arecertain tobe two powerful andcontradictory
sentiments aboutit;one that thehonor ot thenationis concernedin
providing for the debts of its futureking;the other that thesedebts
are of a character which ought to be paid out of the accumulated
fortune of the Queen. The latter view rests on the well-knownfact
that the Queenhas beenreceiving ever since the deathofPrinceAlbert
the wholeof the income calculated at her accession to support the
expense of the' court in its usual degree of splendour; that Her
Majesty has,however,lived during this period for the most part in
retirement, and that the cost of drawing-rooms,levees,andother royal
pageantrieshas, in fact, fallen upon thePrince andPrincess of Wales,
whoseincomehas been unequalto euch aburden. The existingdebts,
ora considerablepartof them, have, according to this theory,been
incurred in the discharge of these duties;henceitis urged that the
Queen, who has had and kept themoney given her by the State for
such purposes,ought topay them; To coiae to theStateis,infact, to
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FACES.
We gointoaroom fullof strangers. Across the sea of strange faces
meetingus we single out one or two that we wouldnotknow if wecould,but also oneor two to whomwedesireardentlytobeintroduced.
They are faces wearesureweshalllike;facesthat toucha chord some-
wherein ourhearts, and that seem to promisesympathy andaffection
onbothsides. We look across to them as to dear friends standing
waitingfor us inthecrowd oftheunknown " and whenweare formally
presentedwefeel the introductiontobe almostunnecessary, save as aheraldof names;we know them already, and this is a meetingnot of
strangers,but only of the hitherto divided. Perhaps the fruit is not
as the blossom, andamore perfect knowledge may notalwaysanswerexpectation. For the most part it does,butnotalways. Thatpale,
oral Madona face, withits fair smooth hair and mournful eyes,its
downcast look and plaintive quietude of bearing, maybebelongs toa '

creatureas devoidofsentimentas of sweetness;adull,prosaic,woodenwife, withsluggishpeevishnessof temperament that, likea gloomyday,
one longs to see either brightenedbysunshine or broken into storm;
a person whose quietude comes from indolence,not self-control, and
whois a Madonabecause she has neither wit nor energy to be aught
else. That is a face which takes one in time after time,til]one fffi^ready to forswearsweetness onceandforever,and to eschew Madouat
as delusions. That archandsparkling face, with its curves of smile
andglitterofglance—that face whichbrightens alloverwhenit speak?
like amountain tarn rippled by the wind

—
that surely hagnodelusion

about it ? No ! Prove it, and you will find thatits vivacity is is
shallowas a waysidepool;that itis allamere faoial trick, a play of
muscles hung as loosely as a cardboard sailor dancedbya string,but
only facial,not spiritual

—
a trick,not the expressionof a temper. At

home, where there are so bystanders to applaud that marvellous
nobilityof feature with the quiet applause of the drawing-room, the
windnever ripples the pool, and the leadensurfacehas no display.
The swiftbright eyesare dullandveiled;thecurveß about themouth
vanish;the smiles are laid aside with the company dress, and the
creatuie to whomyou wereattractedas to one possessedof an abun?
dant vitality, an electrio of gaity, and an inexhaustible wealth of
vivacity, is a creature that changes as littleas a mask,andisnomore
interesting to the daily housemates than if it was a walking statue
blessed withagooddigestion, and liking tohave its meals to the hour.
On the other hand, that stolid-looking face which seemssoheavy,so
impassive, belongs to aman of raresensibility, quick tofeelandready
to give;that melancholyvisage,of almost tragic lengthandsquareness,
to one who has the finest appreciation of dry, quainthumor;that
round-lipped,round-eyed, rosy-gilled face, which looks as if he only
thought of the day's menu, perhaps adding a lively liking for good
pictures andpretty women,is the face of one who might be Torque-
mada revived,aman of fierce passions and bitterhate,a mancapable
ofcrime if the occasion offered,andincapableof mirth, of generosity,
ofpity. Look more narrowly and you will seeitall

—
chiefly in the

eyes. Abulbous noseand clumsy lipscatch our attentionat the first
glance,and you judge accordingly ;but look closer, watchmorekeenly,
and youwill, in the eyes,either confirm or belie thatfirst impression;
and until you have seen this confirmation or denial,doubt. Lean,
long, lantern jawspreßage tragedy, at the best archaeology;but the
bright eyes twinklewith fun,and half the good things floating about
society emanatefrom out knight of the ruefulcountenance. So with
our round-lipped,rosy-gilled ban vivant. Lookat the hard andcruel
eyes,set close under the slanting brow. Form of feature andcolor of
flesh havebut littleweight against the revelationmade by those light*
grey,steely eyes;and when we hear theunobservant worldspeak of
thatface in referenceonly to its boyishbonhommie, we think wehave
read deeper andtranslatedwithmoreaccuracy.
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