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LOST ON THE ALPS.

Bush thee, my darling, le stiil now and rest,
Nrstic more closely 10 mother's fond hreast,
F.ther will 2urciy come back 1O us soon.

Al, oler thi peall 3onder rises the mooun$
Calnely it looks oo the bleak scene below,
“Whers the rough rooks are enshrouded In anow,
Hush thee, my darling, e atill now and rest,
Nestle more closely to mother's fond breast.

Nuskrand, dear hushared, I'm growing afraid,
Haste 10 ms now, Tam necding thy atd!

No answer comes to my wonds but the moan
Qfthe Gercd wind. Al alone, all alone,
Hrre in this cleft of the rock do wa lie,
Froezing and dying, my babyand 1.
Husaband, dear husband. 1Y growing afratd,
Haste to me now, I am needing thy aiq!?

Can he have left us, sweet haby, to dis

Cp on the monniainy, benrath the wild sky ?

Ah, there's i cry---u0, ‘twas only the roar

Qf the fierce tempest. 1 fear nevermore

Will we behold the beloved onee at home.
Kueband, dear hushand, ok, why dost tkou roam?
Can he have left us, sweet haby, to die

Tp on the mountalns, benesth the wild sky?

Sweet iittle darling, we'll soon freexe I know,—-
Frecze and be tombed by the terrible snow,

Ifwe remain {n this pitiless place.

High {& the drift, and 1 ece not a trace

Showing the way that we came. Qh, my chilg,
Hope I8 a1l gone we must die in this wild!

Sweot, Hitle darling, we'll soon freeze 1 know,-—
Freeze and be tombed by the terrible tnow ¢

Raby, don't cry so, you'il soon be at rest,

Painless and lifvless on mother's cold breast—--
Hush! wax it fancy ? Ithought that] heant

High o'er the tempest the Joud-uttered wond ©

‘ Help!™ Canl struggle away throuch the znow ?
Sure ‘twas my husband! Oh, down,down we go!
Baby, don't cry so, you'll soon be at rest,

Palniess ard lifeless on mother's coid breast !

Plonging away throug® the pitiless storm,
Clasping my child to my ehivering forme---

Yes, there'a that shout again, fafnter though now,
Coming, I think, from yon hill's craggy brow!
trong have I arownt 1 feel thatlcan

Bound o’er the drifta with the strength of & man, -

Plunging away through the pittivss storm,
Clasplng my child to my shivering form !

Terrible, mercllegs, fierce demon, snow,

How you rejoice st a poor mortal’s woe !

What is this here at my feet? Itis he!
Husband, dear hushand, I've come unto thee!
Dexd? Art thou dead? AN, yee, cold as a stone!
Hear the storm mocking my heart-broken moan.
Terrible, merciless, fierce demon, snow,

How you rejoice at a poor mortal's woe!

Husbaod, I'll hold your ~old head to my breast,
Raby and you there toxsthier shall rest

Until our corpses shall He stiff and desd---
Dead with the terrible snow overhead!

Wolves? Sce the wolves o'eér the hille eoming nigh!

Father, protectus! In peace let us die.
Husband, I'll hold your ecid head to my breast,
Baby and you there tosether ~Rall reat!

Wolves!
Fagerly bounding to this very place?

Quickly they leap along aver the way,
Asifin haste to erapple their prey.

Only a moment and then they'il be here---
Ah! men are after them-—now they are near!
Wolves
Eagerly boundini to this very place?

Live? We will live, husband, baby, and 1?
Danver is over and we will not die ?

Huaband e dead! Do you tell me he's not ?
He wiil recover 7 Ql, happy my lot!

Dozs of St. Bernard, not wolves, and they led
Yuu to the rescue, or we'd have been dead 7
Live ! We will Hive, hushand, baby and 1,
Danger Is over sud we will not die.

C.E.JazwaAY, M.D,
Stayuer, On2.

A MODERN DELILAH.

I.

John Riddel was a young man in whom con-
fidence was justly placed by Messrs. Moons' one
& Co., jewellers, bhis employers, in whose estab-
lishment, at the time we became acquaintsd
with him, he nccupied the post of foreman. He

- was net a ‘“welfomade tian " as vet, but he waa
on the road to it.  For, as we all know, Provi-
dence has stifl the advaniage of priority in this
particslar | it makes it5 man (seeh as he is) at
2 comparatively early date, whareas, when a inan
makes himself, he seldom aceomplishes it before
he is five-and-forty at the very leaast—when, in-
deed, the other con wot be compared with him.
John vever drank, except a giass of beer with
his early dinner ; he never sinoked, nor of eourse
took snuff 1 ke never handled anything in the
siape of a billiard cue, unless it wag his neatly
axd tightly rolled-upumbrella; he never—1I was
going to add he had 1o weakness as regands the
lugdies, but (his Tehardly dare to write, because
of the extreme attention he peid to his verv fine
head of hair.  Why should any man, not being
& Narciseus, take such great paing with his hair,
unless to make an impression on the ladies?

Yet even here 1 must hasten to do John Rid-
del justice ; it would have sherked him to have
supposed that he had suy general views in this
dirsetion.  He was not & Don Juan, nor even a
gry Lothario; if he bad had serious desizns,
they would have heen upon ane lady only, and
by no means induced by any meratricious attrac-
tizns such as vonth or beauty ;- he would; in ac-

cundanre with procedent, have attached himself

to his measter’s davghter, though she had bren
twenty years older than himself, ora blacrk wo-
mzi, oran alhino. . -Unfortanately, Mr, Moon-
-stone had only'uerhewp, whoin our hero: could
not marry, and who would, in all probability,
becomie - partners in the' concern before him.
Suil he cultivated that fine head of hair, har-
rowed it with a tortoise-shell comb, drove a fur-
row straivht across it from his brow to the nape
of his neck, and top-dressed it with macassur-oil
and other unguents.
brightly as any. of Mesars. Moonstone & Co.'s
costly wares, over which he presided.-

There were other assistants in the shop, and
with them | ‘am sorry to say Mr. John &tiddel
was not popular—young men rarely npl)reciate
in their associates 50 much virtue ns resided in
our hero, ansd especially if that virtue has not
beon its own rewsrd, but hus enabled its possessor

Are they wolves, that come onward apace,

Are they wolves that come snward apace,

It ‘shone in- the sun as

to walk over their heads and stop there. : There
was hardly one among them but at some time dur-
ing his servitnde with' Messrs. Mooustone had
mislaid a ring or a trinket for a few howrs, or
had even caused some lossto the firm, not so much
through carelessness as from not being quite
as wide awake as a weasel,

For the way. of a jeweller's assistant is set
with springs. It is calculated that about 1 per
cent. of the customers at such establishments
are rogues and vagabonds, people who come to
spy-out, not the nakeduess of the land, but its
niches, and if possible to possess themselves of
them by force or fraud. And these look as little
like rogues as nature (and art) can enable them
to do. Notwithstanding all that has been
written upon the deceitfulness of riches, it is
diflicult to believe that a gentleman who drives
his own mail phaeton, or a lady who comwes ina
chariot upon C springs, are brigands in disguise.
Yet the young men at Messrs. Moonstone's had
been, most of them, taken in by appearances,
and at least once in the lives of each their em-
ployers had paid for the experience. Oue of them
had taken jewellery to a newly.married couple
at a fashionable hotel *“ on approval,” and had
been so successful in his recommendations that
they had ‘¢ collared” the whole lot, and given
him such a dose of chloroform in exchange for
them that he was unable to give any clear ac-
count of his adventures for hours afterward. An-
other had been set upon by a whole gang of
thieves in such a promiscuous and everwhelm-
ing fashion that he conld recall nothing of what
happened except that he had been * struck with
an instrument like the ace of spades,”” which
the newspapers expressed the hope would atford
some clue to the police; they thoughtit showed,
1 suppose, that the perpetrators of the outrage
must be either gardeners or gamblers: but
vothing came of the suggestion. Others, again,
had been exposed to the seductious oi the fair
sex, and in losing their hearts had sacrificed the
diamonds of their employers.

In this last regard Mr. John Riddel, being
adamentine, was invaluable. His youthful as
well as handsome looks attracted these ladies of
industry, who, oun entering the shop, gravitated
toward him quite naturally. A man of that age,
as they flattered themselves, and one so par.
ticular about his hair, must surely fall an easy
victim to their fascinations. Thieves as they
were, they were still women, and, perhaps, they
allowed their feelings to carry them too far: if
they bad stopped half way, where Mr. Boltby,
the Cashier, sat, or at the desk over which Mr.
Malton (the hero of the ace of spades) presided,
they would have had a better chance ; but Boll-
by was bald and Malton was gray, and woumen
never will understand that. it is from forty to
fi'ty that men are most impressionable with re-
spect to' female charma. ““You 'conceited young
fellows think it nothing surprising that any
lady should fall in love with them, but when a
mian comes to that more mature period  which
we call (orat least I call) the prime of life, he
appreciates the compliment, S

I do not say that Mr. John Riddel had not
some admirers among the fair sex wholoved him
for his own sake. Tndéed, it was whispered
among his detractors that, like the linst Duke of
Marlborough, and other great men: who ought
to have known better, he derived pecuniary ad-
vantage from theirdevotion to him ; that the
sums expended in macagsar-oil, ete., for the ail-
ornment of his appearancy, came back to him
twenty-fold in substantial tokens from Duch-
erses, and Couotesses, and the like. Goodness
knows whether there was any truth in such
| stories.  Perhaps it pleased his rivals to invest
the dradgery that was their daily lot with this
halo of ronrance.  For my part my tastes are
sensationgl, and 1 do what 1 can to make my
Leliefs correspond with them'; but, onthe other
hand, my strong common sense declares fur
moderation ss regurds Mr. Riddel and the ladiey
of rank ; thercfore 1 dniw the line at Duchesses.
But iie was certainly as fascinating as he was
herd-hearted. When any lady customer who
was unknown to him got out of her brougham-—
for nn one ever came in a cab to Messrs. Moon-
stone’s establishment—and moved vp the shop
in his direction; he would look st ler. through
his half-shut eyes—for they were of  the
““Jdreamy " order .of beanty-—and - murmur te
himself, “Now, is thix a swindler, or a bona fide
i perty ¥ and many a bona fide party did he
serve with much external politeness who little
drcamed of the suspicion which she excited
within him, Sl : i

He thought it a had sign when they took off

theit gloves, and under such circumstances would
always decline to show them those specimens of
rough diamonds which o wet finger can carry
away with.it. - And when they offered to pay
fr their little purchases by check, it was quite
;m:lty to heur him explain, in his soft voice,
1w the *aystem” of the firm was 4 ready.
money one, and that no exception could be made
it favour of any one, however highly connected,’
who was not personally kuown to it,

You might have thought, perhaps, that the
entertainment of - such suspicious, unt to ‘men-
tion the ! evil communications™ (when they
turned out to be well founded) to which he was
necessarily exposed, would have corrupted his
awn integrity ;  but thia was not the case ;. his
employers intrusted him quite liberally with un.
told gold, and ‘he was the. last man to have
abuged their eonfidence.  And fﬂ’ as 1 have
said, he was not popular.. Indeed, the story
which I anyabout to relate concerning him; and
which .is " certainly of a character to arouse
sympathy and compassion, was told. me by his
| fellow-clerk, Mr. Malton, (who has given me

his own nece-of-spades adventure in a very ditfer-
entstyle), with a great deal of - waygishness and
enjoyment. :

Une afternoon a brongham stopped nt Messrs.
Moonstone's establishment with n widow in it ;
abont the brougham* there could be no sort of
doubt ; it was not a private vehicle, but one of
those which are hired by the day or hour; the
appearance of the driver, not to niention lhnF of
the horse, precluded the possibility of its being
the property of the person who employed it. - If
she thought to be set down among * carriage
people” because she used such a conveyancee, she
must have been sanguine indeed.  And so far
that was & good sign.  People that came to rob
ou a scale worth mentioning (1 am not thinking
of those who slipped any unconsidered tritle,
such as ring or a spray, inte theic mutls 3 they
were always detected and bowed out of the shop
into the arms of a policeman in plain clothes
who stood at the doori—people, 1 say, who
wanted to swindle, were always very particular
about the vehicle that brought them.

What roused suspicion in the watchful eye of
Mr. John Riddel was the widow herself. Like
Wetler, senior (though without his matrimonial
experience to exeuse i), he had a prejudice
against widows—at least in jeweller’s shoys H
nor, | am bound to confess, wasz it altogether
without grounds ; the garb and the mien of sor-
row being the stalking horses under which a
goad deal of knavery is accomplished. Aund then
thi< widow was so bewitching to look at that he
was nawurally alarmed ; from every neat plait of
her beautiful hair, and every fold of her modest
suit of moarning, there seemed to him to latter
a dunger si_nal.  He was wont to declare, in-
deed, that he knew she was after no good from
the first moment he set eves on her; but that

statement must, [ think, be received with
caution. If hiy face grew severe and his manner

painfully polite, as she catwe up to where he
stood, it was beenuse he knew that Boltby and
Malton had got their eyes upon him and were
looking out for some sign of weakness.

““1 wish to see some rings,” she said in a soft
and geutle voice 1 “ mourning rings,” and then
she took off her glove, displaying the whitest
little hand imaginable.

OFf eourse, hie could not help seetng her hand,
nor yet ber face, from which she had put back
her veil. [t wore au expression of sadness, but
also one of enfranchisement and content ; it
seerwed tosay, ““ My late hushand was . very un.
werthy of me, but he has left me free, and {for-
give him.”  Who has not seen such widows,
who wear their weeds almost as if they were
tlowers, and whe have spparently selectad black
as their only wear, brcause it is becoming to
them't T have often thought, if 1 could have
the choice of my own calling, that next to be-
ing *‘ companion to a lady,”" 1 should like to be
a young jeweller trying on rings,

Mr. Riddel said, *“ AHow e, Madam,” in his
most honeyed voice, and slipped (**eased ™ he
called i, wnd certainly it was very easy work)
ring after ring upon the widow’s dainty finger.
“1'hope I'm not harting vou,” be murmured,

*0Oh, no," she sighed ;. *“ there was a time,
but that is passed now—when it would have
givent e pleasure. 1 mean,”  she added
‘hastily, and with a modest blush, ** when rings
wonbi have donwe so 1 but jewels und gewgaws
have no longer any attractions for me,”  Mr.
Johu Riblel by no means felt certain of this,
but he had an eve for number, and would have
wissed o ring from the tray in an iusstant,
though he had been exhiliting a thousand. At
Iast she made her cholee (it was the most ex-
pen<ive of the whole lot), and produced from
the prettiest little bag in the world—a check-
bank,

“ardon me, madame, we do not take checks
except from—ahem—old customers.””

CWell, 1 am not a very eld customer,”  she
said, smitine. {4 No, but you're a quecr one,”
he theught, ** or Pomuch mistaken,™)  *<8eifl,
!'shonld fave thought, in the case of o lady like
myseif—"

“ Madame,” said the crafty young man, < if
it lay in my power to oblige you, there would
of course be no slifliculty in the matter: the
rule of the firn is, unhappily, what 1 have
stated.”

“ Then the firm will take my last sixpence,*’
she rejoined with tender playfulbiess ; and from
the most elegant of ' porte-mounsnies” she
connted” him out the sum required, when its
¢ontents, in truth, were quite exhansted.  ** ]
am lodging at De la Bols's, the court hair-dreg.
sor,' o she said 5 iy name is Mres. Montfort.
However, 1 will not trouble you te send the
ring, ax [ shall have to go howe to get some
miore money,” and she fookidd at him with ever
that seemed to say, ** Crael man, thus to rediee
to destitution.”

Then she tose aud sailed dawn the shop, care.
lessly glancing at this or that (chiefly in the
Hair and Mourning Departments) as she passed
out, = ‘“If she is not ou the square, she ({nen it
uncommonly  well,”  thought Mr.  Riddel ;
‘“perhaps 1 have done her an injustice, poor
dear.”’ )

Ou the third morning after her visit the
witdow called again, wailed quite natarally up te
our hero, and cast anchor under his eyes. ** You
will think,” she remarked, *“aftor what 1 said
the other day about gewgaws, that I amn very
changeable in my tastes 5 but I nm- not come
this Lime upon y own account; I want to ser
some diamond lockets for u friend.” .

This is quite the wsual conrse with Indies and
others who victimize the jewelers.  They buy a
ring for £10, and after having thus established

ring—they - patronize the. *establishment in
earnest, i

Singulnr to say, however, this did not rouse
Mr. Riddel's suspicions.  Notwithstanding™ his
pretence of inditference to Mrs.  Montfort's
charms, he had privately sent to Da la Dois in
the interim, mu{ found that the lady did reside
at that fashionable hairdresser's and ou the first
floor ; he had done it, of course, in the intorestn
of the firm, and in case she should call again ;
bat, perhaps he would not have besu pleased
had hL‘ssrs. Malton & Boltby been made aware
of his preeaution. :

The locket that pleased her most was an ex-
pensive one, perhaps too much so for her friend’s
purse, she said. 1t was very foolist of that lady,
but she had such o complete relinnce npon ler
(Mrs. Moutfort's) taste and {'udgmvnt that sh -
had placed the matter entirely in her bands. 1t
was a great responsibility, What did Mr. Kid.
del think ?

Mr. Riddel's thoughts were always cut and
dried on such occasions, He expreswd his
opinion that the locket selected by Mrs. Mant-
fort was certainly the most clegant of ull, and
testifie:d to the sagacity of the ludy who had such
conlitence in her good taste, But as to the
price, Mrs, Montfort_herself was the only judge
as to the state of her friend’s exchiequer,

(b, she's rich enough,”” smiled Mres. Mont.
fort, **and as open-handed 13 nny woman can
be.  Our sex are naturally inclined to e alittle
ologe,” she added with a swile, *“don’t you
think so ¢

Mr. Riddel did not thick so; he had always
found ladies very generous in their dealings ; in
this lady’s particalar case he felt more certam
than ever that the locket—and he let the light
play on it so as to show the brilliants to the
best -sdvantage—was the very thing te suit
her,

1 think so, toe,"” murmured the widow :
*‘but then you see there's the responsibility, |
te}] vou what you must do.  You must semd il
the Tockets to my lodgings for an hour ar so,
andl then my niece, who is staving with 1ne,
shall give Ler opinion on the watter, and hy
her advice T will abide.”

Mr. Riddel smiled, but shook his beantijui
head of hair,  Every curlof it—and there were
thousands of thent—expreswd a polished but
decided negative. ¢ Weconldn’tdoit, madame,
we really couldn’t.”

“ What t not leave tho lockets for an houe?”

¢ No, madame, not for a ngonent.  Of course
it is but a mere formnla, one of those hard-aud.
fast regulations, the existence of which one 8o
often has to deplore ; but I have no suthority
to oblige vou s you request. [ can send the
Inckets, of course—or bring them mysel{—but
whoever is in charge of them will have orders
not 1o lose sight of them, This is an invariable
rule with every customer whose name 38 not
entered on our hooks.” ) -

Instead of getting into a mge-—~genuine, i
she was genutue, or ]»retru.lvd, if she was o
swindlvr—the widow uttered a low rippling
laugh,

“ Like the voies of the Summer briok
In the tenfy month of June,

W ich ta the alesping woods, all night
Singeth 8 quiet tope"

anly her teeth were much whiter than the
pebblec of any brook. *“*You tickie we,” she
suid (of course she was only speaking metapho-
rieally), ““so that | really can not help lauglong .
it is so droll that you should think T eame here
to steal lockets.””

“ My dear smadame,”” said Mo Riddel, *< pray
do not talk like that 5 i it rested with me” (oiy
dog that b wasg), ** veu should. carry off the
whole eontents of the shap to choose from.”

“ Yauare very good, sad very kind,” she
said.  ** If any other person had expressed such
doubts of me I should have been torribly offend.
ed.  But I quite nnderstand liow you aresitua.
ted. Well, vou shall bring the lockets yonrseld,
andd fur fear you shmild think I have any wicked
designs,”™ she added with a tivtle Blush, ** will
you come this morning ¥ 1t will be equally con-
venient to ruy niece, and von needn’t by afraid
of being garrotted by daylight.” ]

“ My dear mudame,” exclaimed Mr, Rididel
for the second time, and with a deeper depreca-
tion than before, ““ how can you 1. Of course, |
will come whenever you please.” )

“Very good : as my brougham is hers, 1 will
drive you home in it.”"  Iu five winutes he had
packe up all the lockets and way following her
elegart though stately figure down the shop.

*“There he goes with another Diichiw,” whis-

ereid Maltan to Boltby ; “ see how he runs his
E?md through his hair.” o

“* Lot us hope that she will comb it for him,"’
answered Boltby o the bald, thinking of that
happy pair who had xeemed all in all to one
anpther, but had not been so prececupied as to
rrcvnnt her-giving him- the  chlorotorm.” 1
helieve she’s no more a Duchesa than you are.”

I

Months rolled on, but though you had gone
ever so many times into Messrs, Moonstone's
establishment,” you would not have seen Mr.
John Riddel. . His Nowing eataract of liair no
more adorned the foremuu's desk, over which
leamed in its place—lika moonlight sfter sun-
ight—the bald and shining head of Mr. Holt.
by: And yet onr hero was in - the shop’i he
stood at the counter  in the further corner,
where the youngest assistant was always placed
{in charge of the. mourning jewelry), with a
Welsh wigon. His awn mother--not to meu.
tion the Duchosses—would never have known

‘lhemaelyeu-cut out their sprat to catch a her- t him. He had fallen from hia high eatate, and




