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TO THE READER.

Some of the papers forming this volume have
previously appeared in print, and led a vagabond
sort of existence, under a variety of gnises, in the
miscellaneous columns of newspapers, travelling in
more than one mstance to our colonies, and coming
back to me in Cape of Good Hope and Australian
mail bags. Others have enjoyed a more limited
circulation : these I have fitted with new clothing
(eome with fregh titles) for longer journeyings.
Several of the Tales and Sketches appear now for
the first time, making up a collection of papers
which have, at least, one merit—they are bricf,

Anxions to please, I have naturslly my mis-
givings. Ifear that the affection which we all feel
for our youthful days has prompted the introduc-
tion of one or two papers which are more interesting
to myeelf, as early productions, than they will be to
the reader from their own intringic merits. There



Vi.
is one thing certain, if T have been goilty of such a
mistake I shall soon hear of it—unpleasant news is
& quick traveller. .

A great philosopher has said that there was no
book so worthless that he could not colleet some-
thing from it. Colton says he has seen it observed
that we should make the same use of a book that
the bee does of & fower : she steals sweets from it,
but does not injure it. Read me in this spirit, and
the fiail bark which I now launch, on the ssa of
literary lLife, may struggle throngh the storms, and
ghosls, and quicksands, it will have to cucounter,
and induce its suthor, like a merchant whose first
ship has been successful, to despatch another in
ite wake.

J. H.

Bristol, 1861,



CONTENTS.

MY GOOD ANGEL .. e "
UNCLE JTACOWS STORY .. .. .

AIX OFFICIAL FEN AND INK FICTURES

IL—0re Moosr, POLICEMAN,

TL—0ve Fasr POLIEMAN.

LI —0re NEW FOLICEMAN.

1¥.—we Moneew Covsre POLIORMAT.
V.—D0x MobEL COTHTY FOLIOEMAN,

VI =T PABEH CUNTTAELE,

EARLY REMEMERANCES
Pamy T —CHILIROOD.

Pamy [L=Dby Fieer Jouexey : Doworuy AWD ToE Mim DErves.

FapT I —SUTFLENENTARY ©: BOMASNOR 1 HUMALE Lire

TWO FICTURES OF ONE TEIF =
JONAR TIE HUNCOBACE 4 i
CHAPTER I —REVERY A¥D BURGLAET,

L]

Cdrrie IEL—~Tuk Husounicok's Hoke Asp o Hosommack's

BT,

Cuarres III—Rzoomis A Wopkmovsx [SOIDEST, AND OON-

CLUDZE THE STOEY oF JORAE THE EIUHCHEAGE

A BTORM (N THE HOUEETOFE. ..



FAGE

TIE MIDNIGHT MARCH: A FATRY TALE FOR A CARIAT-
AN AUTUMN LEAF, FROM A CHAPTER ON TRAVELLING.. 1n
ON FKEEPING UF APTHARANCER .. ., .. .. .. 114
SOME DROOKS I UBED TO XWOwW .. .. .. .. 153

L—TnE LovERa

L —Tur OFPSFRING

NI—TEE (1p Beoox wEICE Tresen URE=woon’s BILL
GOING TP AND COMING DOWHN .. s . e W 145
LOCKIRG OPF .. .. .. . .. . .. .. .. 1s8
HOW I FEARLY LOAT A FORTUNE ™ e 153
LITTEE MILLY - .o eo ae e an ae .. 188
A THOUBARD YEARS NENCE .. .. .. .. .. hir]
THE ATATUTE PAIR £ . FE =5 e .. 180



MY GOOD ANGEL.

THE dreadful wailings of the maddened ses, the
1 of poor homani Btmﬁg]ing with
death in the ocean, ring mno longer in m{ €arT,
illoug'h they echo still in my ing heart. heve
been rescued from a m%]:ge smatched from
the brink of the grave. are flowers climbing
up before my window, and soft breezes are rusﬂnﬁ i
the leaves and the blossoms. ‘The cold blasts
‘Winter have been chased awny b thengh
m e e L e {E
MEEsEngers to my caberment,
am itted to hreagll-;a the fragrant ait and lift
my ised body from this trural bed of peace.
Am |l awake 7 Avre the horrors of that dreadful
night, when we struck u the fatal zock : are
the smeceeding momths of pain and pleasure, in
this humble cot, but the i oramsa of &
dream ? Nol it s all reslity. footstep on
the stair tells me it is real, and my nurse, thougll
an angel, is & Pori of Earth. Listen to her soft
tread! See how that fm["ul form glides into the
whitewashed room, an degadtaﬂaehulth—reatoﬁng
draughts on the little cak chest under the flower-
bedecked window. Hark ! now she speaks, soft



2 TALES AND SEETCHES.

‘mmsical words, like the murmurings of the streamlet
which I hear at nightfall. -** Am I better P did
ask, my good angel 7 Who would not be
ter, in body and in soul, when an angel is his
ministering spirit 7 She is gone! Would that
I could I;:iaaewn-herr ahai‘:‘:nw on the 1i|naIEllmE
‘When the raging fever was at its height ; when
Il‘anuiedm}ﬁ?againlmﬂingwiththcugry
billows ; when the waters rose mountains high,
bearing on their towering summits white fown,]lgke
I s Taiy eigh, osabuting o eogelF ms
i a an A tan; to me
inth&rdmg{de : wlam::gbrainwss on
fire, and deliriom away torture, and
me in ita dreadful gresp ; even then I saw
that angel feoe look down npon me withiiaﬁ_reat
blue eyes, bringing trangient gleams of
(Heaven's best gift to humanity) into t
vaults of darkness and ir. And when, in
myhmﬂfmnm:u:lis, I_whﬁi&%thntﬁc‘;nmemlja
rtion of m ravings, My Good came
E;}mu, badeymebeot'gooﬁcﬁae:, and “gbdn gure
to keep very quiet.” Oh! who shall dessnibe
the sweet semsation ¥ It was tho sunshine of
Paradise after the darkness of Hades. 'T'wice was
1 snatohed from the ve ; once when rescued
from the sea ; once w enmvedﬁumdeapair and
death on a sick bed, by that angel face which came
to me with the flowers of Spring and the first dawn-
ing ufniamna.ﬁ.ﬁrﬂmuh:m fivar.

These memories will come back to me, h
years have passed away, and Time has



