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Selested Poetry.

A SONG FOR CANADA.

T'he author of thiz song is Me Charles Sangster, of

Kingston. e is a native of that city, having been horn
in (the Navy Yurd.  We do not seleet this as the most
poctical of the pieces fie las witten, but it is spicited.

Sous of the race whose 2ires
Aroused the martial fame
‘That filled with smiles
Phe wiane isles,
‘Phrough il there heights of fune!
Wit liearts as brave as theirs,
AVith Lopus as strong and bigh,
We'll neer disgrace
The honoresl race
Whose deeds can never dic.

Let but the cagh intruder dare
‘Po touch ont darliug shvamd
Tlic martial fires
That theilled oar sires
Would flame thronghout the faud.

Our Lakes arco deep and wide,
Our fields and furests hroad ;

With cheerful gir

Well speeid the share,
And hreak the frnnfol soil ;
‘Till hlest with rurai peace;
Proud of our rustic 1wil,

On hill and plain

‘True kings welll reign.
‘The victors of the suil.

But 1.1 the rash intrader dare,
1o touch our darling strd ¢
The artiul fires -~ -
That th:illed our sire)
Would flame thronghout the lund.

Health smiles with rosy face

Amid all swnny dales,

Aud tarreats strong
Fling bynm and zong

‘Through all the mossy vales;

Our sons are livitg wen,

Our davghiers fond and faie;
Athousand isles,
Where Plenty siniles,

Make glad the brow of Care.

But let the rash imruder dare,
‘Lo touch our darling sivand :
‘The martial fires
‘Phar thrilled our sires
Would flame throughowt the fand,

Auwd ifin fotare Yeors
One wretch should turn and ily,
Let weeping Fare
Blot aut his name
Fromn Freedom?s hallowed sky;
Or should our 0ns eler prove
A coward, wraitor race,—
Just heaven! frown
In thunder down,
‘1" avenge the foul disgrace!

Bot let the rash intrvder dare
‘T'o touch our darling stramt |
‘The wartial Gres
‘That thniled vur sues
Would hight him from the land.

-
PTHREE MAIDENS MARRIED.
[CONTINVED.]

¢ Now, this has finished it,” he continued
to his wife, as the girl withdrew. ¢lillen
shall not go there again unless you are with
her. Mr. Castonel! how dared he? T
would rather Ellen made a companion of the
pootest and lowest person in the village.
And should there be any engagement grow-
ing up between him and IFrances, I will not
have Ellen there to conntenance it with her
presence.’

¢ Poor Mr, Winninton prejudiced you
ageinst Mr. Castouel,’ observed Mrs, Leices-
ter. ‘I do not admire or like him, butI
think less ill of him than youdo, TPerhaps
Frances might do worse.’

The clergyman turned his head and lpok-
ed at her. ¢ I will ask you a home question
Susan. Would you like to see him marry
Ellen ?

¢ Oh, no, no ¥’ and Mrs. Leicester almosy
shnddered as she spoke. ¢ Not for worlds.»

¢ Yet you would see him the husband of
Frances Chavasse, your early friend’s child.’

Mrs. Leicester hesitated hefore she spoke.
i It is that I hope to sec LSllen the wife of
religious man, a good man, and 1 fear Mrs.
Chavasse does not heed that for Frances, She
looks-to social-fitness, to position, to Mr.
Castonel’s being in favor with the world.
But Ellen—no, no, 1 trust never to see her
the wife of such o mun as Mr. Castonel.’

The minister covered his face with his
hands. ¢I wonld rather read the burial ser-
vice over her.’

When Benjamin returned he was despatch-
ed for Miss Leicester and told to make haste,
But he came hack and said Miss Leicester
was not there,

¢ Not there !’ exclaimed tle rector. ‘ Why

where have you been for her? I told you to
go to Mrs, Chavasse’s.’

¢ That's where L have heen, sir)’

¢ Then you have made sonie stupid blun-
der.  She must be there.’

¢] don't thimk 1 made the blunder, siv,’
retarned Benjamin, who was asimple-spoken
min of forty. ¢ When T told ’em I had
come for Miss Ellen, one of their maids jok-
ed, and said, then T had come to the wrong
house, hut she toolk in the message, and Mrs.
Chavasse came’out to me.  She said as they
had expected Miss Kilen to tea, aud waited
for her, but she did not come,’

Nothing could exceed the indiguntion of
the rector. Where was Ellen? Where could
she be gone? Was it possible that Mr. Cas-
tonel had persuaded her to go visiting any
where else?  Iu spite of his wife's remon-
strances, who assured him he was too ill to
go, aund would catch his death, he turned out
in search of her; and Mrs. Leicester, wor-
vied and angry, laid all the blame upon
Marths, who immediately began to cry her
eyes out,

Before noon the next day, Kbury was ring-
ing with the elopement of Mr. Castonel and
Ellen Leicester.

CHAPTER X

CWHEN THE CAT 18 AWAY, THE MICE WILL
PLAY’——AND A TIGER 18 A SPECIES OF CAT.

During the absence of the runaways, John
had very liitle to do, in spite of the threats
of Mrs. Mafl. But if' John had not much to
atlend to in a legilimate way, he made him-
self husiness in & highly improper fashion.—
TForthe vouth was highly curious, tormented
with a thirst for forbidden knowledge, and a
desire to discover anything that might be in
the nature of a secret, He opened all the
out-of-the-way drawers of the laboratory—in
this case, however, with another object, Mr.
Rice was very apt to put the liquorice-root,
of which John was excessively fond, in
strango places, to keep it from his jaws.—
His visit to the drawers was more on that
account,

There was oue place into which Juhn was
very anxious to pecp, numely, Mr. Caston-
el’s desk : but it was always kept locked,and
the surgeon carried the key. The old-fush-
ioned secretary, where the greater portion
of Mr. Castonel’s papers were kept, was an-
other object of curiosity ; but the key of
this was with the other key, on & ring; and
the ring was in his master’s pocket. John’s
curiosity was ungratified, and his fondness
for discovery met no reward,

One day, during his master's absence,
John went into the laboratory to get the
medicine ordered by My, Rice for the day’s
patients. The assistant was absent. John
cast his eyes on the desk. No one waslook-
ing, and he tried the desk, but it was immov-
able.

‘T would like to see iuside of it,’ he said.
¢ Why, look here,’ he continued, ¢if master
hasu’t been and gone and left a piece of one
of his private letters a sticking out from a
crack. Here's a queer go.’

A doubled stip of paper that protruded
from hetween the hid and the body of
the desk, occasioned Johw’s surprise.—
He tried to work it out, but it was caught
by something. -He persevered, and bad got
it one-third out by the corner, when it part-
ed in lis hand. He had only obtained less
than one-half of an old envelope. He thrust
it hurriedly into his pocket, and, seizing the
medicine, left the house.

So soon as he came o a place {ree from
observation, John exwmined his prize, Hig
countenance fell.

The post-mark was there—Cartington, in
Shropshire—and all the rest was as follows :

‘To

¢ Very provoking P exclaimed John. ¢If
I could have got it all, Iallo, there's a
piece of the letter inside.  But that's only
a corner, and has but a few words, and [
can’t make head nor tail of'em, ¢ Lady
Lavinja ! I wonder what kind of a lady.—
It aint » baron-knight’s lady, I know ; and
what is muster a doing with'it? ‘That's the
question.’

Much as he undervalued this prize, John
put it carefully away in his pocket. 1 Mr,
Castonel were ever to find it out! John
shivered at thie thought, and came very near
dropping his basket, whereby several botiles
would have come to speedy griel.

When John got back his first business was

to conceal his plunder in 2 place no one
would be apt to look into but himself

CHADPTER XI.

PHE WirE IIAS A PREMONIVION OF HER FATE.
A FULFILLED PRESENTIMENT.

My, and Mrs. Castouel returned to Ebury,
and the whole place flocked to pay them the
wedding visit. The disobedience of Illen
Leicester was no husiness of theirs, that
they should mack their seuse of it. Aud
Ellen—bad it aot been for the recollection
of her offended parents and the unjustifiable
part she had acted—how supreme, how in.
tense, would have been her happiness ! Her
whole existence lay in her hushand ; she
could see no fuult in him; and could they
then have tasted of the L'ree of Life, so that
the presenl might be forever, she might have
given up all wish of & heveafier, Amongst
the visitors, went Mrs. and Miss Chavasse;
and, whatever mortification might have been
in their hearts, it wasnot suffered to appear;
that would never have done. So Mrs. Cha.
vasse contented herself with abusing, else-
where, the somewhat fuded furniture, and
thanking fate that mer daughter had not
b;en taken to a home so carclessly appoint-
ed.

Months went by, and how felt Ellen Cas-
tonel 7 Why, the fruits of her conduct were
beginning to come home to her. She had
received the forgiveness of her parents, for
when she went to them in prager aud peni.
tence, and knelt at her father’s feet, the
minister, though he strove hard to spurn her
away according to his resolution, yet he was
enfechled in health, enfeebled hy sorrow—
aud it ended in his falling on her neck, with
sobs of agony, and forgiving her, It had
been well could he as casily have forgotten,
In these few months he had become a how-
ed, broken man. His haiv had changed
from hrown to gray, and it was ramored
that he had never, since, enjoyed & whole
night's rest. Could this fail to tell on Illen?
who, excepting that one strange and unac-
countable act, had always been a gentle,
loving, obedient daughter. She watched it
all, and knew that it had been her work,
Moreover, there were wrising, within her,
doubts of Mr. Castonel-—whether he was the
idol she had taken himto be. She was also
in bad health, her sitnation causing her a
never-ceasing sensation of illness. She
looked worn, haggard, wretched, curious
comments on which went about Ebury ; and
the people all agreed that Mrs, Castonel did
1ot scem t¢ repose on 2 bed of roses.

¢There’s a row up-stairs,’ exclaimed the
tiger to Hannah, one day in April. ¢ Missis
is sobbing and crying buckets full, and was-
ter has been o blowing of her up.?

‘How do you know? Where ave they ?
said Hannah.

¢In the drawing-room, T went up to ask
what medicine was to go out, but they were
100 bugy to see me. I heard master & vour
ing as I went up the stairs, like he roared at
me one day, and nearly frightened my skin
off me. It was something about missis go-
ing out so much to the parsonage ; she said
it was her duty, and he said it wasn't. She
was lying on the sofa, & sobbing and moan.
ing awful.!

¢I think you must have peeped in,’ cried
Haunah. ¢For shame on you !

¢In course I did. Wouldn't you? Oh
dear no, I dare say not! Master was kneel-
ing down then, a kissing of her, and asking
her to forget what he’d said in bis passion,
and to get herself calm, for that it would do
her unknown barm, And he vowed if she'd
only stop crying, that he'd take her himgelf
to the parsonage this evening, and stop the
whole of it with her

¢ What is that you are suying? sharply
demanded Mrs, Muff, putting her head into
the kitchen,

¢T was a telling Hannah she’d best sew
that there button on my best livery trousers,
what came off ’em last Sunday, or she'd get
her neck pulled,’” answered the lad, vaulting
away,

Whether the tiger’s information was cor-
rect, and that excitement was.likely to bave
an injurions effect upon Mry. Castonel, cer-
tain it is, that thefollowing day she was
seized with illness. The nature of it wassuchas
to destroy hopes of offspring, and precisely
gimilnr to that which had preceded the death
of the fivst Mes, Castonel.

¢ What an extraordinary thing ' cried
Mrs. Chavasse, when the news reached her;
¢it looks like fatality. Cavoline had been
six months maried when she fell ill ; and
now in just the same period of time, [Ellen
fuilsill'! I hope she will not follow her
fate out to tha last, and die ol it.

‘I'or the matter of that, we never kuew
what4he fust Mrs. Castonel did die of,’ re-
turned Mrs. Major Acre, who was silling
there. ¢ She was recovering from her sick-
ness ; indeed, it may be said that she had

recovered from it ; and she went ofl sudden-
ly one evening, nobody knew with what,’

¢ Mr., Castonel said it was perfectly satis-
factory to medical men,’ said Mrs. Chavasse
¢ There are s0 many dangerous tricks and
turns of maladies, you know, only clear to
them.

For several days Illen Castonel was very
ill. . Not perhaps in absolute danger, but
sufficiently near to excite apprehension.—
Then she began to get better.  During this
time nothing could exceed the aflection and
kindness of Mr. Castonel : his attention was
a marvel of admiration, allowed to he so,
even by Mys, Leicester.

One afternoon, when she was dressed and
in her drawing-roowm, Mrs. and Miss Chavas-
se called. They were the first visitors who
had been admitted. Irances offered to
remain the rest of the day, but Mrs, Chavas-
sc overruled it: Jllen was not strong
enough, she said, to bear so many hours’ ie-
cessant gossiping,

Mr. Castonel eame in while they sat there.
He was in high spirits, laughed and talked,
almost flirted with I'rances, asin former
days, when she had ervoncously deemed he
had a motive in it. When they left, he at-
tended them to the doovp-gay and attrac.
tive as ever in the eyes of I'rances ; and she
pondered how Ellen could ever appear sad
with such a husband. Mr. Castonel then
went into his laboratory, where he busied
himself for halt an hour.  When he retarned
up-stairs, Ellen was in tears.

¢Don't be angry with me, Gervase. This
lowness of spirits will come on, aud I cannot
helpit. I fearitisa bad omen.”

Mr, Castonel turned away his head, and
coughed.

¢ An omen of what, Ellen ?

¢ That I shall never recover.’

‘You have recovered. Come, come,
Ellen, cheer up. T thought Mrs, Chavassa's
visit had done you good.’

¢ Last evening, when Isat by mysell for
many hours, I could not help thinking of
poor Caroline. I wondered what it could
be she died of, and—’

‘Bllen !’ burst forth Mr. Castonel, ¢ it is
wrong and wicked to enconrage such absurd
thoughts. You asked me the other day,
when you were lying ill, what it was she
died of, and I explained il.  Itig not gniuy
to occur to you.” .

¢ No, no,” she answered, ¢ 1 am not really
afraid. It is only in the dull evening hours,
when [ am alone, -that I get these fool-
ish fancies. If you conld be always with
me, they would not come. T'ry and stay
with me to-night, Gervase,’

¢My darling, I have not left you one
evening since you were ill, till the last, and
then it was not by choice. I know of noth-
ing to call me forth to-night, Shonld any-
thing arise unexpectedly, T mnst go, as Rice
is away. In that case, [ should tell Mufl
to remain with you.?

She still wept silently. Itseemed that her
spirits had sunk itito a low state, and nothing
just then could arouse them. Mr, Castonel
stood and looked down at her, his elbow
leaning on the mantel-piece.

¢Would you like Mr. and Mrs, Leicester
to come this evening ?> he asked.

¢ Oh ' she cried clasping her hands and
half rising from her chair, the pallid hue
giving place to crimson on her lovely face,
and the light of excitement vising in hey
sweet blue eyes—* oh, Gervase, if you would
but let me ask them | Papa has never been
here to stay an evening with me : he would
comenow. It would do more good than
everything else.  Indeed I should not heve
these fears then.”

He went to a table and wrote a briel note,
putting it into Ellen’s hands to read. 1t
was to the effect that his wife was in low
spirits, and much wished them both to come
to tea and spend the evening with her.

¢ Thank you, thauk you, dearest Gervase,”
she exclaimed, ¢ you have made me happy,
Ob, papa t

¢ Ellen,” he said, gazing into her cyes,
¢ confoss : you love your father Lctter than
you do me.’

¢ You know to the contrary, Gervase, |
love him with a different love. I left him
for you,' she added, in a low, almost rc-
proachful tone, asshe leaned forward and
hid her face upon her hushand's arm, *and
people say that it is killing him,

The tigev was dispatched with the note fo
the parsonage, and brought huck a verbal
answer that Mr. and Mrs, Leicester would
seon follow him, .

They both came. They sat with Ellen
and her husband. Mrs. Leicester madetea;
and for once Ellen was bappy.  There ap-



