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THE JUSTICE OF THE KING.

——

Some six hundred years ago, that gallant gen-
tleman and wise prince, Edward I., set out for
the conquest of the Holy Land, accom panied by
his Queen. Among the many knights who fol.
lowed the vallant king was one named Sir
Francis 1Y’ Essai, an admirer of the beautiful Eva
Clare, a young lady attendant upon the Queen,
The fair maid did not reciprocate his atten-
tions, but bestowed her smiles upon Sir Henry
Courtenay, a young knight distinguished for his
valor and judgment. D’Essai, jealous and mad
with rage, determined to possess the young lady
at all hazards. As Quecen Eleanor and Eva, with
an escort commanded by D’Essal, were proceed.
ing on a pilgrimage to the J ordan, a band of his
satellites, dressed as Arabs, suddenly attacked
them, and carried off the mald to the castle of
Old Man of the Mountain, where D’Essal shortly
repaired. Soon Sir Henry Courtenay heard of
the outrage, and comprehended the plot. He
rescued his lady-love, took the false knight pri-
soner, and had him conveyed to Arca for the
punishment he 8o richly deserved at the hands
of his brother knights. The particulars of the
awful ceremony of degradation are thus re-
corded :

The great Church of Arca was thrown open,
and knights in brilliant armor, and Templars
and Hospitallers in the habiliments of their or-
ders, bishops and priests in their sacred robes,
and vassals in their holiday array, crowded up
the long aisles and filled the spacious church, as
though eager to withess some splendid ceremo-
nial. But, instead of gorgeous decorations,
walnscot windows, draped with black, diffused
& funeral gloom, and the solemn reverberation
of the tolling bell seemed to sound a requiem
over the grave of Hope.

Sir Francis D’Essai had been tried in 2 coun-
cll of his peers and found guilty of treason to
religion and knightly devoir; and this day, the
anniversary of his admission to the rank of
knighthood, his companions in arms, the vas.
sals whom he despised, and all those actuated
by curiosity or enmity, were assembled to wit-
ness his degradation. Eva shuddered at the fate
of her former lover, and De Courtenay, with
instinctive delicacy, had obtained permission to
absent himself from the scene on a visit to the
Holy Sepulchre. As king-at-arms and first in
rank, it was the duty of King Edward to pre-
side over this fearful ceremony, which, by the
true and loyal, was regarded as more terrible
than death itself.

At the first stroke of the great bell, the pur-
suivants, having robed Sir Francls for the last
time in his knightly habiliments, conducted
him from the ¢ Cursed Tower” towards the
church. As they entered the door, the doleful
peal sank in silence, and, after one awful mo-
ment, his fellow-knights, with broken voices,
began to chant the birifl service,

An elevated stage, hung with black, had been
erected in the centre of the nave, and upon this
the pursuivants, whose business it was to divest
him of every outward insignia of courage and
truth, placed the culprit in fun view of all
the vast concourse.

When the chanting ceased, King Edward
spoke in a volece that thrilled to every heart;
“8ir Francls D'Essat! thou who didst receive
the sword of knighthood from the hand of the
good St. Louls, dost stand hefore us this day
attaint of treason to thy God, thy truth, and the
lady of thy love. Wherefore thy peers have
willed that the order of knighthood, by which
thou hast received all the honor and worship
upon thy body, be brought to naught, and thy
statc be undone, and thou be driven forth out-
cast and dishonored, according to thy base de-
serts.” Instantly the brazen tongue from the
belfry ratified the fiat, and announced the hour
of doom.

At the word, the squire with trembling hand
removed the helmet, the defence of disloyal
eyes, revealing the pale and haggard counten-
ance of the recreant knight, and the choir re.
sumed the mournful dirge. Then each pur-
suivant advanced in his order to the performance
of his unwelcome duty. One by one the knight-
ly trappings of D’Essal were torn from his body,
and as cuirass, greaves, brassarts, and gaunt-
lets rang upon the pavements, the heralds ex-
claimed:

“Behold the harness of a miscreant !”

Trembling and bent beneath the weight of
shame the craven stood, while they smote the
golden spurs from his heels, and broke his dis.
honored sword above his head, and the terrible
requiem wailed over the perished emblems of
his former innocence.

The Grand Master of the Templars then en-
tered upon the stage, bearing a silver basin filled
with tepid water, and the herald, holding it up,
exclaimed: “By what name call men the
knight before us ?”

The pursuivants answered: ¢ The name
which was given him in baptism—the name by
which his father was known—the name con-
firmed to him in chivalry in Sir Francis
D'Essal.”

The heralds again replied: * Falsehood sits
upon his tongue and rules in his heart; he is g
miscreant, traitor, and infidel.”

Immediately, the Grand Master, in imitation
of baptism, dashed water in his face, saying :
‘Henceforth be thou called by thy right name
—Traitor !”

Then the heralds rang out a shrill note upon
the trumpels, expressive of the demand,
“What shall be done with the false-hearted
knave ?”

King Edward, in his majesty, arose, and in a

voice agitated with the sense of the awful penal.
ty, replied : ¢ Lot him with dishonor and shame
be banished from the kingdom of Christ, let his
brethren curse him, and let not the angels of
God Intercede for him.”

Immediately each knight drew his sword, and
presenting its gleaming point against the now
defenceless D’Essai, crowded him down the
8teps to the altar, where the pursuivants seized
him, forced him into his coffin, and placed him
on the bier, and the attendant priests completed
the burial service over his polluted name and
his perjured soul, At a sign from the King, the
bearers took up the bier, and all the vast con-
gregation followed in sad procession to the city
gates, where they thrust him out, a thing ac-
cursed, while the great bell from the lofty tower
of the cathedral told the tale of his infamy in
tones of terrible significance: « Gone—gone—
gone—yvirtue, faith, and truth! Lost—lost—
lost—honor, fame, and love!’ From Carmel’s
hoary height to Tabor’s sacred top, each hal.
lowed hill and vale reverberated the awful
knell: «“Gone and lost—lost and gone !” and the
breeze that swept the plain of Eadrselon caught
up the dismal echo, and seemed hurrying across
the Mediterranean to whisper to the chivalry of
Europe the dreadful story of his degradation,

Stung by the weight of woe that had fallen
upon him, the miserable D’Essai rose and gazed
across the plain. An arid waste spread out be-
fore him like the prosperity of his own dreary
future, blackened and desolate by the reign of
evil passions,

Life !—what had it been to him? A feverish
dream, a burning thirst, a restless, unsatisfied
desire !  Virtue—honor—truth——idie words ;
thelr solemn mockery yet rang in his ears. He
ran—he flew, anywhere, to fiece the haunting
thoughts that trooped like fiends upon his track !
He neared the banks of the river; its cooling
waters, rolling on in their eternal channel, pro-
mised to allay his fever and bury his dishonored
name in oblivion. He plunged in—that ancient
river swept away, the river Kishon; and as he
sank to rise no more a deep volee exclaimed:
“8o perish thine enemies, O Lord ""—Days of
Chivalry.
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THE AUNTS PRESENT.

—

“A rag carpet? For a wedding present !”
cried Mrs. Blythe Barrington.

“I never heard of such a thing in my life,”
sald Miss Florella Arnold, the first bridesmaid.

‘While Zenobia Barrington, the bride elect, sat
among her frills, laces and muslins with an ex-
pression of the supremest scorn on her pretty
doll face.

And the obnoxious roll, enveloped in packing
canvas and safely secured.with twine at either
end, lay on the floor in the centre of the little
circle.

“ For mercy’s sake!” lisped Miss Arnold,
“who i8 this Aunt Tribulation or Despondency,
or whatever her name is ?”

“ Aunt Consolation Peck,” corrected Zenobia.
“Why, she’s mamma’s maiden aunt, and she’s
very rich, and-—and I do think she might have
sent me a set of diamonds, at the very least.
Mean old thing 1”

““Where does she live ?” asked Helen Delan-
cey, the second bridesmald, who sat by the
table, stitching white ribbon into jaunty little
bows. ~ :

“8hedon't live anPwhere,” disconsolately an.
swered the bride. « S8he died last month; and
she was always telling people that mamma was
her favorite niece — horrid, treacherous old
woman—and now she’s gone and served me
so!” .

“8hall I call John to open 1t?” suggested
Miss Arnold.

“No!” cried Mrs, Barrington, with smphasis.
“ A rag carpet opened here! Let it be taken
up into the lumber.room at once, It's the
strangest idea—but Aunt Consolation always
was the most eccentricold being in creation.”

“ But if she’s 8o rich, I dare say she’s left you
a snug little sum of money,” sald Miss Delancey,
rather enviously.

¢ That she hasn’t,” Mrs, Barrington answered,
biting her lip.  « It has all gone to be divided
among & swarm of relations, o most of whom
Aunt Consolation would not speak while she was
alive. Too provoking for anything I”

“What's that, John ?” a8 the servant came
into the room. ¢« A gentleman and lady with a
carpet-bag downstairs? Mr. and Mrs, Docktop ?
My goodness gracious!” with a des;
glance at her daughter, «if it isn’t your cousin
Ruth Ann, that married a farmer, and lives in
Aunt Consolation's very house! And we ghall
have to ask her to stay to the wedding, Iwup.

e.”
poi:{rs. Docktop, a stout little body in a dyeq
black silk dress, and atrocious yellow butter.
fiies on her hat, looked admiringly at the wed.
ding preparations.

«“You've got an elegant house, to be sure,
Cousin Barrington,” said she. “But,” with o
dubious glance atthe handsome Brusselg cg,

«1 don’t nowhere see the rag carpet that Aun,
Consolation left to Zenoby.”

¢ Humph !" gniffed the bride’s mother,
if we would use that thing.”

« You don’t mean to use 1t?”

« Of course not.”

«Well, P’haps then,” said Cousin Ruth, wyir

“A'

a shrewd eye to business, “youw'd sell it to p. .

cheap. I need something ,for the best room
floor, and if two pounds—

Mre. Blythe Barrington hesitated.

They were s family who made & great shoyw

1

on a small foundation, and, although two
pounds was not much, still it would help to
pay the outrageous dressmaking bill which
she s0 dreaded to submit to her husband’s super-
vision.

“ Well,” she began, « I am sure I have no ob-
Jections, if Zenobig——

“Oh, do get the old thing out of the house,
no matter how,” exclaimed Zenobia, petulant.
ly; and so the matter was settled.

Mr. and Mrs. Docktop remained to the wed-
ding, aud when they returned home, they bore
with them the rag carpet.

«“It’s a8 cheap as dirt,” said Mrs, Docktop.
s“For Aunt Consolation wove it herself, and
whatever she made was well made.”

¢« Wasn't good enough for them Barringtons,
though,” reflectively added her husband. «I
wouldn't put it down afore autumn, if I was
you, Ruth Ann.”

When autumn had come, showering its red
leaves down on the roof of the old house, and
painting the blackberry vines with scarlet, Mr.
Docktop came home one day, to where his
wife was absorbed in the periodical whirl of
house cleaning.

¢ Heerd the news?” he asked with astraw in
his mouth.

“News. No. What news?”

“That there fellow that Zenoby Barrington
married; he's failed.

-#Falled? No!” .

“But he has though. Smashed clean up. Not
a copper left to bless himself with.”

Poor Zenobia Arran sat alone in her elegantly-
furnished boudoir, with the traces of tears on
her cheeks, and hands, whereupon the wedding
ring yet shone with all the gloss of newness,
clasped dejectedly on her lap.

“It’s no use, Bridget,” she crled, reluctantly,
to the girl who came slowly up from answering
the bell.  «I can’t see any one, Why didn’t
you tell them ¢ not at home 7'

“It's your relations, ma’am,” said Bridget, in
a whisper. «Mr. and Mrs. Docktop, ma’am,
they told me to say.”

¢“Oh, dea-a.r!” sighed Mrs. Arran, « Why
can’t people stay away ? But I suppose I have
got to see them.”

And slowly and unwillingly enough she went
down stairs to the elegant drawing-room, where,
upon the extreme edge of one of the satin
damask chairs, with his hat balanced between
his knees, and his wife opposite, sat Mr, Reuben
Docktop.

“Well, Cousin Zenoby,” he began, «I don’t
8'pose you expected to see me here.”

¢ No, I did not,” said Mrs. Arran, rather
brusquely.

“Well, you see, me and Ruth Ann, we was a
puttin’ down our new rag carpet—the one we
bought of your mother for two pounds—well,
we was unrollin’ it, and out fell a paper.
¢What's that ?” says Ruth Ann, «I'm blessed if
I know ! says I. «<Waell, look,’ says she, And
I looked —and I'll be Jiggered, added Mr. Dook.
top, with extreme positiveness, «if it wasn’t
Aunt Consolation’s will {”

“ Will!” vaguely repeated Mrs. Arran.

“Last will and testament ye know,” explain-
ed Mr, Docktop, with a wave of his hand. «And
I've got it, done up in brown paper, in the breast
procket of my overcoat,” tapping the spot with
a brown, stubbed forefinger. I won’t say but
there was a temptation Just at the first to des-
troy the old paper, and not say nothin’ abont it.
But Ruth Ann, says she, ¢ Reuben, you know
‘twouldn’t be no pleasure livin’ in a place we
knowed wasn’t fairly our'n,’ And I b'lieve she
was right.”

¢ Mr. Docktop,” cried Zenobia, ¢« what do you
mean ?”

«“1 mean,” said Reuben, coming to the point
at last—¢ and I said so, didn’t I?—that Aunt
Consolation Peck she writ a will, and left all
her property—all, mind—to you, and hid it right
in the middle of the rag carpet she sent you as
a weddin’ present the week afore she died.”

“It cannot be possible !” gasped Zenobia,
feellng as if a golden shower were falling
around her, for Aunt Consolation was rich in
land and gold.

“Ef you don't b'lieve it, here is the will it.
8elf,” said honest Reuben, producing it from its
place of safe keeping.

And Zenobia’s heart reproached her for the
obloquy with which she had treated Aunt Con.
solation Peck’s wedding gift.

She was rich again—this time with none of
the fleeting wealth! that turns: to dead leaves
in the grasp, but real substantial possessions,

But Reuben Docktop and Ruth Ann his wife
dwelt on in the farmhouse under the hill,

“ For it 18 theleast I can do, Cousin Docktop,”
said Mrs. Arran, «to beg you to accept the olq
homestead as a reward for your magnanimous
conduct.”

“Laud !” cried Reuben, ¢ I ain’t done nothin’
but my duty.”

But we do not all of us do that in this worlq,

e —————

ON the anniversaries of remarkable events,
and on great occasions, Louis-Philippe was ag.
customed to give grand dinners, to which mem.
bers of the National Guard were always invited,
As the invitations were sent out somewhat hap.
harard, comic scenes ‘sometimes occurred—as,
for instance, when a certain captain swallo‘wed,
without moving a muscle, the contents of his
finger-glass, believing that a Spanish liqueur
" s been set before him. One day, after Fies.
chi’s attempt upon the sovereign’s life, the king
ga~e & grand banquet, at which tbe National
Guard from all parts was well represented, a
colonel of most military aspect being seated on
the right of the king. Dish after dish had been

t
served, with wines to match, when & gerval
whispered in the guest’s ear, * Chateau pen bl
1822, sir ?” The colonel assented, and, Whe"
glass was full, he “sighted” it carefully, 8C60 50
it en connaisseur, raised it to his lip% palate,
mouthful, passed it slowly over his PY 4
swallowed it, and then, smacking his 1ip& "o
turning to the king, sald, « Well, If ﬂ“:’h .
you that for Lafitte of 1822, they are jus ot
bugging you!” The king’s surprise '?ww-"
imagined. The colonel was the principal ¢
of Bordeaux—one of those men who, in
blended wines, will tell infallibly Of
growths they are composed.

e ——————

he
A NEGRo in Columbia, Ga., dreamed tl;ﬂt
found five dollars at a certain place in 8

what

oné
He went to the spot next morning, 0 ho told
dollar, and now he accuses the ghost Who

him to go there of stealing the other fo¥r
lars,
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A MILWAUKEE servant-girl, whose 108 -
sisted upon an early day for the Wed‘“""k
gathered together eighteen towels, fifty D8P* g
twenty sheets, three quilts, seven d:
several other articles when arrested.
‘/

$3.00 LORD BROUGHAM
TELESCOPE.

ilod
Wil distinguish the time by a church clock T2 gpe
8 FLAGSTAFF and WINDOW BARS 10 MILKS ; I8 ELLIee
twenty miles distant, and will define the SA"{
OF JUPITAR and the PRASES oF VENUS, 6.y 4 of the
extraordinary CHEAP AND POWERFUL glas8 i8 O s
best make and possesses ACHROMATIC LENSES g 08
equal to a telescope costing $20.00. No S“"’o
Tourisr should be without one. Sent Post fre

oll
to
f prie®

ggras in the Dominion of Canada on receipt

H. SANDERS,
Optician, &o. rosl-
163 St. James Street, MoD
Lilustrated Catalogue 16 pages sent free foF
stamp.

/

$133,275.

POPULAR DISTRIBUTION OF
GOLD AND SILVER

WATCHES!!

BY THE .
New York and Berlin Waich Associabion

or 8
On a system that will insure to every tickeﬁ'l"z' d
Gold or Silver Watch worth not less than $
any value up to $200, at & uniform price.of

(810) TEN DOLLARS, ®1©

. s
to close the disposal of $325,750 worth, sM"ﬁMgb:‘m-
fraction of their cost to meet advances made e
This not being a gift enterprise or lottery, ‘h:w,wh
no blanks, but every tioket draws an elegan £ only
oil' (;me of the following movements at a cost O

: d-
. Gold and Silver Chronometer, Duplex, Stem )’Vo'l:“l
1‘%;, Detached Lever, Vertical and Hori
atohes. oipt f
Tickets to draw any of the above sent on ré¢ soed
25 CENTS. A tioket doscribing each watoh 18 is
in & sealed envelope. On receipt of 2 oentﬂ,oh
indisoriminately drawn from the -whote, Whicl 4sh
well mixed.  You will know the value of the oih
your ticket demands before paying for it. TB 5 paT-
named will be delivered to the ticket-holder o
ment of $10, by Bx-
Prize are immediately sent to any address
pre: . by mail. ”»
OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. noer,
“ £y: ,gvellous chanse and fair dealing 49 ing-
1“ rn. -

—ZT¥mes. ** An honorable and satisfactory dra
—Advocate. A thoroughly reliable ool
Courier. “ No gift enterprise humbug.”’—

We are permitted to refer to the followins
have drawn valuable watches for $10: wateh:

Miss Apa Bares, Guildford, $150 GOldwm.ul
Awxos BUrTON, Boston, $60 Silver Watoh. MeS: o.
GRIMMOND. St. Louis, $200 Gold Watch. v G05”
JAusoN, Milwaukee, $200 Gold Watoh. EMIL
poN, Richmond, $125 Gold Watch.

5 tickets will be forwarded for $1.00;
25 for $3.00; 50 for $5.00; 150 for $15.00. e
will accompany the tickets. To every PUrS o uting;
150 tickots we will send a handsome Silver Hu" g4
Caso Watch, which can be used as a specim!
will load to a large and prefitable busin®ss. J'go
glutrokns can d:pint 2 fair dealix:otﬁ There oo

anks, every ticket drawing a watch. f

Agents wanted, to whomnsro offer liberal ind
ments and guarantes satisfaction.

Address . 0
BRIDGES, FOOTE & Ciisy,

© er 1o

who

1-26-m

EAGLE FOH}HIQ}?,Yr’ lwMPO
ESTABLISHEP, lszsiioil“'.‘d
Manufacturer of Steam Engines, Steam

machine nerally. B.
Agnzﬁr‘.?vﬁon's PATENT GOVERNO
1-26-x5 .
Trx FAvoRrTE is printed and p‘lb“.’“d“bs 5

E. Daspapars, 1 e _d’Armes Hill, ,

Antoine 8t., Montreal, Dominion of O

or of -
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11 for 834
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