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try, and was new his ewn principal. Secing
Gracie glauce at bis boot-beels, ho casually
remarked that bis business cntirely prevented
Jadulgence in horse-exercise. Ho thon inquired
if we hadl beard lately from-from "ilEmma ,"
was it ?-our nurse, wo kucw?

Being informed that sic vas in the service of
Miss Hollabon-"i Dear me l'y said Mr Slithers.
"CUpon your word now? Yon don't say sol
Why, how incredibly remankable! 1 really
should-if Miss Hollabone will permnit-like te
avail mysoîf of this very extaordinary eircum-
tance, and say bow-de-do to Emma."

Our mistress ecogising nothing objectionable
in the proposed observation, Emma made ber
appearance, blushiog like a rose-ber brown
rings of curîs vibrating in ahl directions, as if
they were ringing a peal of welcorne to our
friend.a

Tbe five-minute bell befome dinner, at this
instant, compelled Gracie and me te skip away.
Wbat Emma neplied to IlHow-dc-do ?I was
nover distinctly reported. 1 enly know thàt
sic waited ait dinner with the traces of teans
visible upon a very happy face-and that, tbree
montbs later, Emma Rusbridger-certain tiat
Providence bad ,naised up for us frieuds as true
and loving as berself-resigued office with many
tears, and becarne Mrs Septimus Slitiers, solici-
tress, of Newton Collop.

My story must bave its end. Out of the warma
red sonahine to the gloomy winter of Ozoldstone
Towers.

You will flnd Gran Morfew and Mr Pinkerton
sitting in coundil, before a mighty fire-Grain
folded in siawls and fars ; Mr Pinkerton, with
his cravat loosed and bis waistcoat opened as
far as punctilio permits, in a condition of incipient
broil. Mrs Morfew is older than she was nearly
five yeara since, and ne wammer ; but the heart,
accustorned frorn birth to the lowest tempera-
ture, bolds eut bravely against oueward rigours,
and throbs flercely with bate Ltd disappoiuted
rage.

There is an open letton in hem haud, and she
beats it with fnry, to ernphasise ber bitter
words.

IlIt cornes te t/is-either this woman bas lied
to me, or yen. You need net start, man. I
shalh not mince words with you-yeu, my clerk,
my bired servant, who, but for me, would ho
starviog in your clientless chamber, or rotting in
jail 1 Look, yen 1 1 will nead again : i"Florence
Lowe, the little orpian whom, at niy dear bus-
band's express desire, we bave taken te our
borne, cold hardly econcile berseif te parting
with ber gonerous protectors. These people
must ho a marvel!1 Their sciool-keeping, it
seems, is a more pretext for ebtaining the care
of fniendless- and neglected littlceues, their ewn
meaus being ample for this and ether bonevolent
purposes. Their names are strange, but tiey
are witten, notwithstanding, in the book of
life, and should be musical in every Christian's
car. 1 enclose them.-Cantl Sickening hum-
bug 1 The womau is as great an idiot as them-
selves l!"

She crumpled up the lettezr, and flnng it into
the fire.

i'"lMarvels," she calîs tbern. Marvels of lying
and swindling 1 I sent those brats te a place
'wbeme, you taugbt me te believe, tbey weuld ho
trained te tbe duties and the bardsbips of tho
station in which I have swemu te keep tbern.
Tbey Beuld bave leamued te starve-to freeze,
as I de--to.endure blows and buffets, and beavy
toil ; aud, thanks te your treachory, thoy have
been bred in luxury....pitied, pampered- But
My mndam shah feel the diflerence ; heuceforth,
thai8 shal 1ho thein home le"

Mr. Pinkerton noticed the boding snaml, and
bis beart swelled, but ho temperisod " i wilh
take measures,"' ho said, ising, Il for their e-
zoval-bt"----

"i will net trnst yen," reterted Grain, hissing
it through ber grentfalse teeth. c"You have lied
te me-lied te me in a thing neamost my-my
heart." Her voice failed, and she Pressed ber
baud on the ergan named, as if tic Mention of
it bad brought aspasrn. "I bave sent for tbem
myself. A sollcit.orlately settled inthatneigbý
bourheed, bas been instructed te pay tic women,

aud prevout the fnrthor exorcise of their unin-
vited. chant.,. I sont for yen, because I know
it wouhd gratify you te lvitness their eception.
But I trust yeunon more. Yen may know somo-
thiug of tic law-yon have boon a decent agent
and steward of my preperty, and may continue
te net for me iu that capacity, at least for the
prsent-but lu otier matters, Pinkerton, it
strikes me yen are a fool-not suci a fooli bow-
ever, as te forfeit fivo bnndred a year. Se take
warnin g."

di I will, madam," replie d Mr. Pinkerten very
quietly; Iland, siuct; yen have donc me the
boueur te speak frankly, I will do the like. I
haave been a deceut agent, inasmuch as my atten-
tien te your intorestg bas added te your anuaal
inceme ne bass than four theusaud peunds. Ahi
that yen have bestowed on me bas been fairly,
faithfnlly earned. My ciambers, however, are
ne longer"Ilclicutless."' My prefessional inceme
i8 tbricc the* ameunt I beld ut your pleasure;
but fer tbnica t/tcf, I wonld net serve yon for
another day. Yes, yen unhappy lady, these
wages, as youm prido would eaUl them, tint I new

esign, beaves stihi an account unsettled bctween
us. I 'till pay myseifitus: maltreat theseilneo-
cent childron of the daugitor yonr brtality
dreve froni ber borne, and twill give thern shel-
tor; cast theni off, and 1 wil adopt tbcm."'

Ho rose. Mrs. Morfew turned ber white
spectral face, distorted with pain aind malice,
towards the speaker, and lifted a bony finger.
"H1arkl1" she said listening. Il The wlaeels 1
At least romain te see me embrace our darhings."

She neither stimted uer spoke again, util the
double deors swung open, and Gracie and Il
attended by Mr aind Mrs Slithers, entered the
roorn. I saw the beny baud fly te ber heart, as
if te quiet some convulsive action, as shie gasped
eut : "I -I cannot-bear your prsence-bat
for this-for this"--

She clutcied at a paper ou the table. Mm
Pinkerton placod it in bier baud. She thankcd
-him with a maliguant smile.

IlWhen yen-fools-made me beliove I was
dying-and that-for my soul's health-if noth-
ing else, I siouhd net louve thoso creatttres te
beg thicir bread-I, woakor fool tian amy,
bequeathied thcm oach one iundred pounds. I
am-wvell-tîoiv, aind wiser-and thua 1-I pay
-the legacy.'" Sie tore tice ill across and
acress. I Taike notice ail : I cancel'--

Again the band ent te hemr heurt. A frigiht-
full stare came upon hem face, and ber mouLh
epeued, lîke eue uttcing a prelonged screarn,
bot thora ivas ne sound ait ahi. For haîf a
miunte, wo watchied tlae appalling figure, sitting
there, metionloss, as if claanged te stone ; thon
Mr Pinkerten made a stop forward, but instant-
ly turing, cauglit our bauds, aud led us away.

iGran Morfew is gene," hoi saiid solemnly.
"God lalp and pardon ail. Ho bas cared for

the erphan. ..qit t/is is iîowue urs."'

STAGE THUNDER.

IT must have been an canly task of ibeothea..
trical machinist te devise a mtied of su-

lating tic sounds of ain, anad wind, and tompest.
Audiences bave alvuys s-iffered thernselves te
be impmessod by storm-effects, bowever inade-
quately epresented. Thunder and ligitniug,
like Mm. Puff's favoorite expedieut of a clock
stniking, have soldeni failed te Ilbeget au awful
attention lu tic audience." Shiakspere himsel',
though lic reprobated thc greundlinga ivho for
tic most part, were "lcapable of nothing but
inexplicable dnmb-showsa and noise,"l vas fond
of cnlisting the strife of thee ohements lu tic ser-
vice of lus phays; probaihy folotiug the
example of eider dramatists ini bis frequeatt re-
course te tic functionary behiuîd the scenos,
whese duty it was te "&ride ou the whirhwind
aud direct the storm." Thus thil"Ternpcst"I
anad "Macbeth" both opon iti tionder and
ligitniug; there i18I" bcd weather" lu th-
id Winter's Tale ;" there la thunder lu the "Firt-s
Part of King Henry tic Sixti," wien La Pucelle
invokes tic fiends te aid bem cuterprise ; thun-
dem and lightning lu tLil"Second part of King
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Hlenry the sixth,"l when Marjery Jourdain con-
jures Up the Spirit; thunder and lightning in
IlJulins Coeaar i" a sea storm n la Pondces," and
a marvellous hurricane in IlKing Lear." The
post-Shaksperian play-wrights introduaced storms
into their dramas with a frequency that drew
upon thcm Pope's inemorable rebuke in the
"Dunciad :"

Now turn to difféent sports (the Goddess cries>And learn, my sons, the Wondrous poweo f iois«.To move, te raise, to ravlsh evcry heant,
Wlth Ohaksjpere's nature or with Jon8on's art,Lot others atm; 'tis yours te ihako the @ouiWit1h thunder rumnblttgfron the mustard-bowl.

Furthcr esteemed stage tricks being censured
in the subsequent lins-

With homes and trom pets now to madness sweII;Nqow sink in borrow wilh a tolling bell!Such happy irts attention cau commandWhen laincy flags and seuse Ja at a stand!1
A note to Warburton's edition of the ccDon-

ciad 1 explains that the old ways of making
thunder and mustard by means of grinding and
pounding in a bowl, were the samne, but tliat of
late the noise had been more advantageousiv
represented by trouglis of wood with stops in
them; doubt being expressed as to whetber this
was the4mproved thunder of whicb Mr. Dennis
claimed to be the inventor. In our days John
Dennis is more remembered by the well-known
story about bis thunder, and by the stupid viru-
lence of his attacks upon the great men of bis
epoch, than by anything else. lus thunder firat
made itself hoard on the production, ait Drnry
Lane, in 1709, of bis IlAppius and Virginia," a
duil ta.agedy, which flot even th,3 combinedl
talents of Booth, Wilks, and Betýty.on (in the
last season of that great actor's performance)
could keep alivo for longer thau. four nights.
But although the play died, the thunder sur-
vived, a favourite applianco of the theatre; and
upon its peals resounding on a lutter occasion..
soma say ait ait a performance of IlMacbeth L
ethers, at the production of a play of a rival
auther,-Dennis, who was present, rose from hbis
seat in a violent passion, cxclaiining with aut
oath,-"9 See biow these villains use me!1 Tbcy
will not lot my play mun, and yet they steal my
thunder 1" The "Dunciad " did not appear until
n'parly twenty yoars after the performance of Mr.
Dennis's tragedy. Pope cither purpose!y ignored
the monits and method of Mr. Deunis's thunder,
or did not noally know that the old mustard-'
bowl style of storn ibad gone eut of fashion.

When De Loutherbourg, wbo was for a time
scene-painter at Drury Laue under Mr. Garrick's
management, opened bis dioramic exhibition,
which ho called the"I Eidophnsicon,"l we leara
that the -imitation of thunder with wbjch hoe
accompanied soma of bis pictures ivas very
natural and grand. A large sheet of thiin cop-
per was suspendcd by a chain, and bcin g shaken
by one of the lower corners, produced the sound
as of a distant rumbling, soemingly below the
horizon; and as the clouda rolled over the
scenoe, approaching nearer and noarer, thei
thunder iucreased, peu by peal, "luntil,", sayi
an enthnsiastie eye-witness, Ilféllewing rapidlI-
the ligtitning's zigzag flash, which was admin-
ably vavid and suddon, it horst in a tremondous
crash immediately oecrhead.' Tubes charged
with poas, and gradually turned and returned
on end, ropresented the fllI and patter of hal
and ramn; and two hoopi, covered with silk
tightly strainod, tambourine fashion, and pressed
agrainst oach ether with a quick motion, emitted
hollow whistling sounds in imitation of gusts et
wind.

Appliances something similar to these are still
ini use at the modemn theatres when a stonni bas
to be ropreseuted. The noise of storin bas been
sianlated, bowever, by other methods: nutably
by nolling te and fro a largo ompty cask on the
floor of the room above the ceiliug of the
tîîeatre; a plan rather calculated to excite the
anxioîy of the spectators lest the thunder should
corne down bodily, crasbing through the roof
into the pit. Anothor ingenious device, once
adopted at the Edinhurgi Theatre, boughtwithi
it rather ludicrous resuits. The manager, bont
on improving the tone and volume of bis storrus,
proeoured a parcel of nine-pound cannon-balîs;these were placed In a s±rong wheel-barrow, and


