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873,

ada is engaged in maturing an emigration scheme which em-
braces most of the points deemed essential by AMr, Arch. Iam
not at liberty to divalge the scheme, as it is at present but
very imperfectly developed. Suffice it to say that it is coun-
templated to supplement the free grants of land with some
vrovision for the immediate starting in life of the settler who,
}ike our agricultursl labourers. has nocapital. A rough bome
will be built for him, seed will be supplied, a portion of his
land cleared. The cost will be repaid after, say, the thind
vear. by annual instalments, to be paid for, say, in ten years.
“ Here we have all that reasonable men could desire. and
shonld the resnlts of Mr. Arch’s personal! investigation of the
grants, and contact with those who have already availed them-
selves of them, be satistactory, & stream of emigration will
probably flow out westward next spring which, for good or
bad, will exert a considerable influcnce on British agriculture.

{Forthe Cunadian flustrated News)
MANITOBA.

Manitoba Liake, which bas given a title to the Province farmed ant
of the Red River region. derives its name {rom n small islsgd from
which. in tha stillness of nicht. issnes 4 = nysterious voice.” thouch
there is no resl *mystery’ abont it. On na aceanpt will the Ojibways
annroach of lard upon this istand. snnposing it 'o be the home of the
Manitoha—the spanking God.” The cause of this euvious seund iz
tge heating of the waves on the ** shingle ” nr Yarge pebblaz lining the
shnres,
of fine grained eompact Hmestape, which. nrder the stroke of the ham-
mor. elinks like eteel.  The wav < heating on the thoro nt the foat of
the cliff canse the fallen fragments ta b agsinst each other. and to
zive out A sonnd resembline the chimes of distrnt chureh bells. This
vhenamenon aeevrs when the gales blow from the noarth, and then. as
the winde suhcide. law, wailine ~oumds like whispering voices. arve
heard in the air. Fnglish travellers assert that the effact is very im-
neesiive and have heen awakenad st night under the impression that
the wero list#ning ta chureh bells,

Manirnha! T would bring thea
Honours meet 1o desk thy isle:
Deign to listen while T sing thea.
Ceasa thy tinkline chimes awhile:
Manitabs ! Manitaha!
Speaking god! upon me smile.

Godsless nohle erowd the nagzes
Nfthe ancient sernwls of fame,
*Ti the growine dust of noes
Hidec ane half their guilt and ¢hame :
Manitebs! Manitaha !}
Thine be a more honour'd name.

Gad of mystery and wonder,
Frst unsing in poets’ rhymes :
Long ere Jupiter's laud thunder
Shonk the ald harbaric times,
Manitnha! Maniteha?
Spoke thy sad and plaintive chimes.

Ara they warnine voises onfy
Calling ta the Narthern blast?
Wnethy heme nat bare and lonalr
Through the eyeles af rthe past 7
Manitaha! Manitnba!
Shall thy riign forever last?

Lone resnected by the savage—
Wilt then etill mainain thy powaer.
When the White Men came ta ravage
And invadea thy sacrod hower ®
Manitoha! Maniteha!
Dawns for thee the trying hour,

When the steamer plaws the hillows,
Dazhing on thy shore the fram ;
When the axe asszails thy willow:
And the furrows2 mark thv home:
Manitrba! Manitoha!
Will thy whisp'ring voices roam 7

THOMAS Braver, Je,

{ For the C'rxnl;;fn;a I!lal<;rt:;evl :\'-:»u.)
TWO THOUSAND FRANCS.

By Nep P. Man.

It was a great haunt of mine that Bains au Mer pier. For
many reasons it was my favourite resort. It was the conlest
spot in Bains au Mer, in that warm summer, the hottest
within the memory of the oldest inhabitant, when the dazzling
white flags scorched the feet like white-hot iron, when the
sitting.room of my humble domicile over the pastry cook’s,
despite its eligible situation on the shady side of the struet,
despite its two large jalousie guarded windows, despite the
frequent imbibation of cooling and well-iced beverages, sup.
vlied in unlimited quantities, on unlimited tick, and at un-
limited charges by the urbane Restaurateur below, was like the
onein which those miraculous pités and briochesnnd petits pains
wnich graced my table at convenieni sea<ons, were baked ;
when it was too hot to walk, or ride, or drive, or play domi-
noes, or fmoke, or move, or speak, or think—too hot even to
carTy on a telegraphic flirtation with the pretty modiste over
the way, 80 exasperatingly cool in her white wrapper, with
her ghining black braids, watering her choice flowers with
coquettish air. Cool as a cucumber although she lived on the
sunny side of that terrifically close Rue Syhlicaine. O wmy
brothers! what mysterious dispensation of Nature is it that
enables the smooth skinmed bruncttes to live unruffled in
their frigid comfort when the red fluid in those elegant little
tubes labelled Fahrenheit and Réaumur rises to the height of
its  wildest ambition unmoved by the abuse of suffocating
mortals.  Will no married brother, initiated into the arcana
of life feminine, impart the secret for the benefit of suffering
male humanity ? Is it some subtle mystery of the toilette,
some wondrous lotion the offapring of the fertile brain of some
Parisian chemist or artist in perfumery ? Is it the invention
of a Rimmel or an importation from some Eastern harem-—or
is it oferely the result of that patient endurance of all sublu.
nary matters, and events and phases of things. which enables
women to bear with equanimity physical agony and. mental
pain, and heights of prosperity and depths of adversity which
would kill, or idiocise, or madden the moast stoical of the
bonsted lords of creation.  "When I 8ay the huute ville was a
purgatory, and the basse ville was as Hades, then there was
always a cool breeze, or a gentle zephyr to soothe the heated
brow, or the flurhed cheeks on the Bains au Mer pier.

I might make- the most of the pier and the breeze now
while I had liberty and leisure to enjoy them. Next week
- the Imperatrice would open again, with new decorations and
a new drop scene, and I should be called npon again to under-
go the misery of rehearsals, to ¢ndure the bickerings and back-
bitings and petty jealousies of the green room in order that [

_ might strut and ftet'm_y little honr upon the stage success-

fully. .
But to.night it was] sultry even upon the pier head, Hot

Along the northern enast of tha island there is a long low cliff

gusts flapped fitfully the pennants on the mast heads. It grow
dark early and the lightning flashed at intorvals with sheeted
glare upon the waters. We were golng to' have a storm,
people said, and prophesied the mail bont ax she stenmed deo-
fiantly out of the harbour a hazardous trip. But she. dashed
‘sancily over the bar with a dip, and a graze, and a bound, and
went stoically out amid the black waver with her t\vo‘fuunels
flaming like large torches. I watched her speoed swiftly on,

straizht as an arrow over the silent highway, till the glare of -

her furnace shone on the far horizon like the faint reflection
of some distant conflagration and then I became lost to all
outward things, and fuoll into a fit of musing, into ao odd
jumble of childish recollections, and recent memories—new
experiences throwing a new lght on old ‘wounderings, and old
thoughts quaintly illustrated in the practice of a raore advanc-
ed existence. Yes, I became totally unconsious of present sur-
roundings. Vanished hands touched me, dead lips caressed
me, ghostly voices spoke to me, far off scenes rose before me.
I tived again the past which is always so pleasant to revive
since we forgot its miseries and recall only its enjoyments.
How long T thus dreamt 1 cannot say, but when 1 awoke to
a cousciousness of the actual present the pier seemed almost
deserted, yet T was not alone.

Not alone, for close beside me, seated half sideways upon
her chair, her hands clasped upon its back and her chin rested
upon her hauds, gazing intently out into the semi obscurity of
the distance, sat, 8o far a3 I could judgoe by the treacherous
light of the moon which strove to shine through the inter-
stices of the dense canopy of cloud, one of the fairest of the
daughters of Eve.

She too, it seemed, was in a reverio—for presently she said
apparently to herslf.

41t is a charming evening.
which is ravishing.”

# I7 there be such a charm in melancholy it must be from
its novelty,” I remarked. ¥ I hopo it may never lose its charm
to you.”

¢ Merni,” vhe said, ¢ but I must show my gratitude " she con-
tinued, half rising and putting one knee upon her seat, ‘‘by
running away to lvok for papa and mamma who are doubtless
ignorant that they have left me here in the dark witha
stranger.”

There was an archness in her tone which provoked me to
beg that her lips might give me my reward otherwise than in
words, Silently she stooped over me, pressed two velvetly
lips upon my moustache, and with a little musical laugh,
vanished round the lighthouse, swift and noiseless as a bird.

Ten minutes afterwards I rose to return to the town. 1
walked round to the sheltered side of the lighthouse, took my
cigar vase from the right hand pocket of my linen jacket, lit a
cigar, and replaced it., Then tucking my cane beneath my arm
buried my lef{t haad and its silver mounted head in my left
pocket and prepared to saunter townwards.

I had taken only two steps when [ halted as though a chasm
lay at my feet. When I had paid for my cotfee and petit verre
at the Café Bellevue I had placed my cigar case in my rivht
and my purse in my left band pocket. My right hand still
grasped my ciwar case but my left pocket, save that it con.
tained my left hand and the cane head, was empty.

I went back, lit a match, examined every nook and cranny
of the planking ou the spot I had oceupied, but thesearch was
fruitless, .

My purse was gone, and with it the two thousaad francs
that Hortense and 1 were to begin housckeeping on.

I1I.

# A note for Monsieur,” said .my dresser, as I entered my
dressing room in order to be transmogrified into Don Ciesar da
Bazan, ¢ It hus been left by a Commissionnaire at the box
office to-day.”

< Some dun,” I thought as I glanced at the envelope, which
wuas directed in a cramped back hand, and thrust it into the
pocket of my own proper coat, I was late, and had no time
to busy myself with the coucerns of my ordinary existence. 1
surrendered myself to the baads of my dresserand commenced
to seem and to be Don Casar. ]

But when in the privacy of my own apartment in the Rue
Syblicaine I sat in the happy case of dressing gown and slip-
pers and lit my long pipe for my customary smoke before I
retired to rest; I own it was not entirely without curiosity
that I broke the seal of the mysterious document,

The envelope, I have said, was directed in & cramped back
hand: but within, the characters which covered the rose-
colored paper were the tiny, exquisitely formed characters of
a charming lady hand. The faint odour of some aubtle
essence rose like an incense trom the tinted pagze. With a
lively interest T devoured its contents.

“ Moasteur,” it began, « Pardon the temerity which leads me,
a poor dull country girl, to address you. . Perhaps when Mou-
sieur learns that his correspondent is only ninstsen years of age,
that her glass and the few ndmirers who have been permitiod
to enliven the gloom of the old chateau, her home in the
country, tell her she is pretty ; that this is the fist time that
she has tasted of the gaietiea of & city and that her head has
been turned by the talent by which he depicts with the versa.
tility of a great genius, a vast range of character ; thatghe has
wept aver him in the ¢*Hunchback,” laughed at him in «Vingt-
sept centimes ; 7 that her soul has prostrated itselfin adoration
before the noble integrity of the Marquis in the “Adventures of
a Poor Youny Man; " that, 4ref, she has discovered a new dis-
play of geniug in-every fresh role which she has witnessed, and
that she has been strack no less by Monsieur’s noble carrlage and
charming exterior than by the attractions of his - clever deli-
ngation of every phase of life from high to low, from gruve to

It gives ono a melancholy

gny, he will the more readily excuse the audacity which may

prove to him the ovirture to & romantic little adventure.
“Monsieur, I have heard wise people say that great actors

are very ordinary mortals when once they are separated from

the {llusion' and the tinsel of the magic boards. * Mousieur,

sincu 1 have seen you, the poor dull country girl has psrmitted *

herself to donbt the decision of these wise puople, and has de-
tecmined 1o reserve to herself with Monsionr's permission, the
privilege of judging for herself.. She purposes to present her.
self, always with Monsicur's permission, and in a guise which
shall compromise neither Monsieur ‘nor herself, at the resi-

dence of Mousieur, oo the afternoon of Thursday next; at 3

o'clock in the afternoon, at which hour her parents will have
sbsented themselves on a visit. to some very ‘dull- people in
which she has no desire to participato, and from  which a
severe headache will have excused her which will confine her
to her.chambuer, B :

“ Monsieur, to-morrow. cvening, o which -1 look forward

2 e

with an ungovernable impatience, you appear once more |
he tdlo of Lie jeune homine pauure.” If Monsteur will be ¢q
plaisant enough not to cross the caprice of n wilful chily it
will not be necessary to alter ono word of his tole, . But it i
apite of the gallantry of Monsieur, to which T nppeal in ¢,
character of a pretty Kil‘l who i3 not nccustomed to bhe refusad
there should arise somo fmpediment which should render ~h.i,;
compliance impossible, then 1 ontroat that in the lnst geey,
instend of the words % Est-ce & toi que je pardonnerai, Ahjé
t'adore!” ho will say,  Ah ju t'implore!” The alteration, yy.
distinguishable to the nudience, will not puss unnoticey l;y
Anke pe M»

Noxt evening [ dressed my part with extrn care, and jy)
that I played it to perfection  Without vanity { may say |
was always a favourite with the public of Bains an Mer, neyer
had it declared its partiality so demonstratively until now,

Eucouraged by the applause and the evident sensation
awmong the nudience 1 became wrapt up in my role, and ay
thought of my mysterions correspondent faded from my mem.
ory till I uttered the words ¢ je t'adore.”  Then suddenty re.
collecting the watch-word of our tryst T felt myself Giyg,
scarlet. I became confused, and Mdme. B-—, who wag bend-
ing gracefully before me, looked on me with concern, eviden,.
1y doubting if my confusion werc not in somu mnensure actyg),
ly due to her own charms, How Igot t.hmqgh the rest of the
picce until the curtain fell T know not, but that [ had given
satisfuction was evidenced by the deafening anid prolonged
applause which rose, as in answer to repeated calls { appey.
ed with Mdme. B to make my final bow.  As 1 did g I
stole a glance at the boxes but failed to recognise any fugg |
could connect with my undetined iden of the fair unknowny,

L.

I began to feel a little nervous when the hands of the ormoeln
clock upoun the muntlepiece in my apartment pointed to thire
o'clock next day,

Not that | wus a tyro in adventures. I suppoess no actor
who has risen to any distinction in his profession Lut has had
his Jonnes fortunes, But my preseat correspondent way ey
dently a young and invocent girl, totally thoughtless of tye
ill consequences her thoughtless frolic misht cause.

Again and again 1 cursed my forgetfuloess of Tast pignt,

With my mind in a ferment { strode up and down the gy
of my room il the hands of the clock pointed a quarter ¢,
four.

Phen there came a tap &t my door, which was thrown open
by my landlady, who exclaimed, “ Un Monsicur pour Mop.
sieur,”

A pink and white faced boy, abaut fifteen, stood in the door.
way with his haton.  Her page, 1T supposed.

« Ha! you bring me a letter from " gadd I, advancine,

+ No, Monsieur, 1 bring you no letter,” said the Loy coloyr.
ing, Then he male o little nervous rush into the roem,
while 1, obeeving some inwned tmpnlse, closed the door upag
the lanidlady, who still Hogered on the laoding, taking th.
precantion to toach the spring which secured the latuh, and
Hing a sereen befare the RKev-holu—aod taking off bis hat, oy
of which a profusion of bright carls fell helter-siod
his shouldees, » Monsicuar, I ouly bring mysell™”

Then | inew that betote mey, ber bricht hvad sunk anon er
basom, which heavel and sank beneath the suowy Huen b
cheeks now pale, now scarlet, her tiny haonds toying nervonsy
with her silken hat, agitated, trembling, frreaistibly lovely,
stood Mdlle, Aimdo de M., confeased, a

v Mademoiselle,” T said, afecting o sternness 1 was far from
feeling, “it is necesaary that I represent to yon that thisisa
very wild freak”

40, Monsieur,” said the enlprit, shaking back her curls and
gazing at we with hier grest blue eyes and rapidly vequining
the natural voutidence of a younyg, fearless, and innascent na-
ture, # von must uot begin to lectare me already, 1 have s
much of it at bome.”

© Nuvertheless, Mademoiselile must picture to herseli that s
young lady of good family haya position to maintain and a
dignity to uphold and an ancient and noble uame which
ber thougntless actions, however itinocent in themselves, may
sasily compromise.”

“CPhat's it,” she eried, passionately atimpiog here livde oo,

ter pon

s good family, position, dignity, name—oni can actoaliy do

nothing but onue hasthose terrible wornds ringing ia her vars,
¢Alméx don't rua, it is not dignified,’ tdon’t whistle, Al

young ladies of good tamily don’t whistle, ¢don't talk somuch
to your groom, wy e, remomber your position,’ ¢ you must
not dance with such abandon, Aimée, remember your ool
name. 50 it goes, just like that, from moraing until evening,
But you, cannot you be greateful that a yonung lady of sach
goosd family, with such a terribly time-hoaoured name, has
condescended W grace your plebeian Jodgment with her dis-
tinguished prescuce” said she, lsaghing a littde toidiy.
“ Bref, can yon not forgut that you are an actor, snd tatk like
any ordinary waortal 7

“Phereby confirming the decision of the wise people?”

4 Ha, hat 1 forgot,” she said, « that would not do at xli”

“ Believe e, 1 said, leading her to a seat and retaining
the little hund as T sat beside hor, ¢ T am not insensible to the

honour Mademoiselle does me in visiting my little domicile .
) g my

still ieqs wm I insensible to the besuty and the eharm of man-
ner of Mademolselle: Alone, I am inaxpressibly pained to
seu oue of such refinement and talunt lending herself toa freak
which mors beseemns. the thoughtless Juvity of a grisette then

“the conduct of n young lady.

“ Believe ne,” Ieontinuzd, turning off my staid manner,
for I saw teard of anger and humiliation glistening on the long
lashes, ¢“it pains me to scold you, especinlly as it ix in a great
measture my fault that. you are here, . If it had not been for
my want of thought last niwht I might have provented this
foolish step altogether,  Forgive me,  But-1 must entreat
you, at the risk ‘of seaming a prig or a pidant, to remember
that there ave ‘higher things in the world than the gratifica-
tion of our whims or the indualgence of our momentary desires,
that we have duties, too,; according to our station in life; that
your duties are. very high ones, that you should be nu orns-
meat to the society in which you move; an object of esteen,
an angel of bounty and benvvolence to your depvndents.”

“1 must be dreadfully wicked to come here,” she said arch-
ly, but there wero tears in hor eyes again, ~ ¢ Give mo two
things and let me go home, like a good child.”

‘CAnything in my power," I begau, )

Her arms were round ‘my ueck in a moment,a shower of

-golden hair fell about my face, and a kiss, slight as the touch

of a feather, was upon my lips, and too hiot tears foll upon my
forchead. :




