THE HEARTHSTONE.

spoke sn sweetly to the little maid, pralsing her
for her dillgence with her cluss at the Sunduy
schonl, and somutimes even taking Naany to
The Beeches, glving hor books to read, amd play~
ing and singing for her on one¢ or two memor—
able occasions,
lovely and so gracious s the Squire's lady,
Nunny thought.

There were agreat muany gentlemen round
Mrs, Chorluke's chalr that evening, when little
Misx Croft entered the great drawlme-room at
The Beeches, fecling very shy in her best dress
and blue sasl, amongst the smart ladles who
took 5o liitle notice of her; and very mueh re-
lleved when the lady of the house rose, amd,
taking her by the hand, told Mr. Chorlake, and
a tall, dark gentleman who was close at her
slde, and whom she addressnd as ¢ Mr. Moore,”
thnt this was ¢ Hetty "—though that was nat
her name, Nanuy thought, somewhat puzzled.

The dark gentleman was very kind to the shy
little maiden, all that wonderful evenling, teach-
ing her how to stand, in the picture she was to
assist in forming: and then, bringing her back
to Mrs, Chorlnke's slde, who never looked so
benutiful before, Nanny thought; there was
such n vivid flush on her deliente cheek, as
bright as the searlet tlowers that Iny on the
breast of her swoeeping ponel-gray sitk dross, and
amid the curly tumrle of hor golden halr,

Nanny had n very confused notloa of all that
passed,  There was n great deal of chattering
and discussion over the telbleave; and every one
appealmd to  the dark gentieman, who never
reemed to care to give his opinion il it was
asked.

Mr. Chorlinko made all the Indies Tnugh with
the odd things he sabl; and the cldest Miss
Massingbord, wliom they enlled s Charley,” tiatk-
ed n grent deal In a very bass volee; and Mrs.
Erroll, Mrs, Chorlnke's autit, lay back inan ensy
chair, and sighed when the disenssion becane
ritther encrgetic,

But all the time lovely Mrs, Chorlake was very
quict: thaongh when.she spoke, her volee ran
lKe 2t sifver thremd thromeh all the othersy and
st she kept Nanny at her side, with o kiod
hal, spenking a few gentle words 1o her now
and then,

There wns some musie, too,

one or two of the ladles played, and the
Saquire sang an Intensely pnthetiexoms, at whirh
every one lnughed, whercupon he deelared hir-
self vory fmlignant; but hedid not look angry at
all, Naonny thought,

And presently they ciume and took Mrs, Chor- ¢

tnike to the plano; so Nianny was left alone by
Mr. Moore's shde. a great dead too shy o spenk
ta him, but steadlog a glance from time to time
at hls dark, absorbed face.

Ho appeared to be watehing the Squire’s lady
st the plune, as she trifled for o few moments
with some music on the desk, then pat itoall
H v, <itting down to slng from memory; aml
as she did so her eyes scemed o lash towanls
Mr. Moore, anid 1o be gone ngain in an instant,

It was a gud lttle somgg, Nanny thought, that
Mrs. Chorluke had ehosen s and perhaps that

hled while she suny.

After it was over, he wont away ; and Nanuoy
thought Mrs. Chorlnke must be tired; for she
looked very pale, and would not sing all the
evening.

Long after Nanny's hrown ayes woere closed
that night in  her little white bed, tirnham
Moore was taking solltary connsel with blmself,
as he smoked his friendly bluek pipe atthe gnr-
den deoor,  Thoe coul nlght adr blew (reshly
amony the dark shrobs and trees.  Everyihing
was very peaceful.  IFar away, a solitary light
shone from one of the windows of The Ilceches;
and Mr. Moore's eyes were fixed on it as he
smoked and pundered.

@ &ot this s what alt my resolutions have
onded In ! he snld, with u bitter shigh, ¢ With
my eyes upen—deliberntely—I have seen hor
more than once, knhowing iL to bo wrong, and
hoplng, 1 suppose. that [ could, someliow, prove
it to be right! I did well to upbrald her with
wenkness! 1 am mysolf more cowardly than
the wenkest woman that cver lived, If only In
loving her still, when she hns proved herself so
Iittle worthy of an honest man's affection—for 1
do love her, my berutiful, unhappy darling!
That little soyg, poor child! poor ehlld ! it was
ttke ngreat sob, that she could not keep down!
It told me what she must never confess in
words, what 1 must never listen to agnin! My
prospocts here are not xo britlinnt hut that I can
atford to suerifice them ! I will see her no more
—not once more! 1 will go sway !™

And s0, hits pipe belug smoked out, Mr. Moore
went into the house.

For many duys he did not see Mrs, Chorlake:
and when they met, it was by nceldent,

Grabam was watking towands home one even.
ing by n rond which he often took when it was
flne wenther; u qulel country Inne, with great
straggling, luxurlant hedges bursting into leaf
in the mild April air.

The intense ealm of the late afternoon, the
Heght wind that went sighing by, cseemed op-
pressive and meluncholy o the master. Hix
thoughts wero busy with the pust] his heart
was henvy with wasted, vain regrets.

Preseutly, s turning in the road brought him
to an old grey church, near which he stopped, ax
ha often did, to Jook ncross the sunny, low 1y
ing mendows, leaning on the rall of o little
hridge, beneath which the mill-stream ran rush-
ing and chattering through its reeds and tall
tag-flowers, nnd by the mossy stopping-stones.

A pony-carringe, driven by a lady, made so
tittle noise as jt eame slawly upto where he wus
standing, that it did not attract his attentlon
until it stoppud, and he heard his name softly
spoken ; then he turned round with a quick
start.

They had met ngain. Inthe =<ilent, lastrous,
April evening, she smiled upon him onee more,
nnd held out her deliente hand,

A, for the second time, something in that
falr nnd sorrowfal fiice smote Graham's heart
with # thelil of nameloss trouble and pain,

Tho ashes of the old fire, that were stiil alive,
though he wonkl faln have helieved them cold
nnd grey, lenped and tlamed within him with n
znllty glow ; and he snid to himself, despairingly
that there was no safety, no peace for him nny
more, until time and parting had made & gulf
hotween him and his lost love for ever.

“We bLove baen expecting to sce you cevery
dny, Mr. Moore,” the ludy snid, with something
of ropronch in her voice.

[ have had so mueh work to get through,”
cirnham answered stenldily—mastering, with an
effort, the strange yenrning that nlmost com-
pelled him 1o yleld to the temptation those
hoautita! Hps were offering him,

1 wish 7 hid 17 Eve sighed. wearlly ; ¢then,
perhaps, the doys would not appanrso long, The
dnyk atr Tha Boechos nra lke yenrs. Al Len,
they alwnys reemed too ghort ; but, then, I Qid
not look hack.”

she spoke half under her breath, s If to her-
self, sitting with her halr aflame In the sunset
light, and her great and eyes ralsed to his, The
wretched half-confesslon In her 1ast.  words
warned the master to be firm,

«1 have no doubt you tind Monksholm very
dull aftor Purls,” ha suld. At one time the com-
mon-place remark, the old tone, wonl? have pro-
voked Evn into n retart; but now, gie only look-
ed away. from him, with a grieved and trem-
bling mouth,

«Yen; I know you think 1 anre for nothing

No one In the world was =0

|

was the renson Mr. Moore's fuce Inoked so trou-

but pleasure nnd excltement,” she sanid, faintly,
and with a sound of tenrs In her volee, * Why
should T keep you here tulking to me

seGorl evenimg, then, Mrs. Chorlnke 1" Gra.
linm returned, Hitlng bis hand (eom the phie-
ton,

Kve did not seem to natlee hix reply 5 slie was
lost fu thought.

s ook at the old sexton, shatltlug across the
chatrehiyarnd,” she sald prosently. ¢ 1 wonder If
he ever flnds the day too tong, and wisiwes to-
morrow would never eome ? 1 wonder if he Ix
thinktng whio wHt dig his grave in that sunny
o Go’s nere,” and under what tree he will
e 2" !

There was n pause : the aun would soon set.

s« Mr. Moore,” Eve said st Iast, hurrledly —
and her cheek was nolonger pille—¢ may I come
buek to my place In your morning clnss, at the
School of Art 27

Grahnm starled ; nnd he sakd to himself. ns
ho had sald many days hefore, ¢ 1 willgo away
—1 must go away "

o You don't answer me,” EKve went on, nerv-
onsly elnsping and unelaspitiag her haads, o
promise notto be xo troublesome as I used to
he. 1 won't bo ldle auy more.  May [ come 27

There was nnother pruse, and then Gevham
answered gravely, o Mrs Chorlake, you may
not.”

Samething o his tone drove all the transient
eolour from ISve's starthal fivee, ¢ And why 2
she asked, hrenthleossly,

o Because, vet-=lve-~he had endled hey Byve
— s heeause | omn going away  from Monk-
sholm,”

Sha did nat say s word, only her lips turned
pritle,

o T hiwva so el tadth I your goodness, kByve,
that J will te]) yon my reason. I do not hlame
you, my child, but I know—by 1y owa feel-
ingsx, it vou will—that what I foretold nas como
true s that youe henrt s strageling throwgh s

broken wing to me, whamay not try to heal it,
aned wbve fshelter,”™  All the pent up passion
Cof the st year was surglng fn Grahinm's volee
Byve listened witha wikl mixture of paln and de-
light to his hroken words 3 she could only say, -
s e haed said that nigbt, when, with her own
hand, she had put away his love (romt her— !

sl Grtham, Yot am criel — erael! Yon i
have no pity on me, and I am dying of this
P milrery ! i
i e Bve, [ am golmg away, toxave Youfrom this |
misery, which is too muech for me — which you !
Cmast not be made to endare any lomger,  ©will |
| not even pretend a lie while wenre speaking to-
wethier for the Inst time. 1T know, wo hath know,
that our love has only strengthened during thix
past wretehed your 3 and, if 1T had only myselt
to conshder, I shoukl not now be wishing you
woold-hye, nud leaving all earthily happiness be.
hind me.”

“han'tleave me—don't lenve me ! Eve wailed
out, helplessiy, o Only stay with me, or let me
wo, taa 1

s iush! hush!  Gralin whispered, hoarse-
Iy, ¢ Don't tempt e farther than 1 ecan hear,
I mnust not sty —we must part, I do not fear
to sit—may heuvon fongive me —so mueh ns I
fonr to bring worse sutlering upon yon; and that
is what T should do i1 listened to what hath our |
wuilty hearts are saying™

4 No, un ! oh, Grohant, il you leave me "

“ 1 will, Eve, heenuse | lnve you ! I had meant
ta have gone without o word—without a ggood-
bhye !

« Oh, Graham 1"

 But I am even weaker than ] thought my-
self—fur wenker., Andd, now, o, my child. Our
long tatk in this lonely road must not be ob-
servud. Go, my lttle lost Eve, and, for my «uke,
try always—pray to forget !

With n hard, toarlesg sob, Eve gave him her
hamd. e had not reproncherd her—he hnd not
reminded her that all this misery was of her |
own making; but the words had been spoken
that tore her from lier sinful love—that reealled
her wandering thoughts to the dreary present,
ta the blank, cold future thint stretched before
her. All the madness and pain of i lifetime
were In that last, long, despatring clagp: bat.the
old sexton, who wnus Just closing the gate of the
sunny churchynrd behind him, anly saw n pale,
pretty woman shaking hands with the tall gen-
tleman who had been talking to her so long on
the little bridze, and then driving off swiftly to-
wards the town,

And xo Grahman and Kve parted for the second
time, Late that night, a note was brought to
Mr. Moore from Mrx. Chorlnke

“ Do ot give up your engagementsin Monks-
holm,” 1t sald, ¢ unless it ix Lo your interest to
do 8o, Naxt week, we xhnllleave The Beeches
for Italy, and 1. may be long before we return. 1
praysl, to-nizhi, as yYou bade me. Wi that
prayer ever be answered

Ko there need be no change In his life, then ?
It would pload on s soberly ag ever in the duil
country town,

Well, thnank heaven, change of scene and ab-
sence wonld bring courage to that falling, pis-
stounte heart—ncever, never ta beat near his!

ITe must accept hix 1ot patiently: but would
that larking, sabtle regret never die 2—must he,
tou, pray for oblivion ¢

Duller, mare prosale than ever, now that The
Becches was agnin deserted, the master's life
went hy.,  The gulf was widening dny by day,
and week by week, between him and the woman
he had 8o vatnly loved. But it swas long before
forgetfulness came to blot out the perflous ns-
socintions whileh so many simple things reenlled
to him.

live, In her girlish prettiness and glee ; In her
pale, sorrowful, womanly grace, her gulity tron-
ble of mind, her sinful fdelity to ler love for
him, haunted his lonely rooms, and would not
let hln rest,  er golden, curly head eame und
rexted its phantom benuty on his shoulder; her
little, enger hand crept nestling Into hix: het
swent, 10w voiee trembled at his fascinnted ear;
nll Eve's old undefinable charms held him power-
lexs In lts light fetters. The past alone seemed
rveal § the life he was living from hour to hour,
dim and Intangible, '

Until, after mauy days, time's meretful hand
blotted out much of tho irrevoenble by-gone suf.
fering that had left his lifego desolate.

Hix prayers for forgoetfulness grew less agon-
ized, Contentment was dawning on his henrt.

—

CHAPTER VTII,

the sorrowful
squtre’s denth, from fever, in Rome.

year, and nothing was heard of hin voung wi-

to marry agnln, *hey forgot all about her.

self anxious to henr

golden bars, sl teying to (y with fts haet ond

11 was in the xecond year of the nbsence of
Mr. and Mrs, Chorlake from The Iecches, that
news came homea of the young

The house remalined shat up for yet another

dow ; 5o after people had wondered how Mrs.
Chorlake hore her afiliction, and Ifshe was likely

Little Miss Croft, it ls true, had written a neat
little letter, once n month, to hor beautiful pa-
trongss, who had, Lofore leaving, oxpressed hor-
all the news about her
Monksholm friandg, when sho should be 80 far
away. So the apotheenry’s brown eyed danghter
ha conveyed to Mrs. Charlake most of the gos-
slp of the little town, nvolding mention of only
ane nanmae—>Mr, Moore's ; whict was all the more
sirange that, just now, Nanny hegan (o soe n
goad denl of the tall gentlemnn who had impress-
ed hor with so much nwo that eventful evoning

at The Beeehes, nnd who often” called, now, at
her father's house, to remd the few lnes, with
the forelgn post-mark, which ¢unne to Nanuoy,
from time to time, In Eve's delicate and pecu-
te tuondweiting. But, after a thime, they eame
no more; and, being uncertain of Mrs, Chor.
tnke's wddress, which was nlways  chinging,
Nunny, ton, censed to writo those neat little lot-
ters onee 1 month 3 and soon the name of the
Squire's Euly was heard no more.

Wheun, atter four yorrs' absence, the mistress
of T'he lirechex  returned to Monksholm with
her nunt, Mrs, Eeroll, the event enased butllt-
e exeitement in the town, which wax Just then
busy with tho detuils of Miss Bereford's trousseau,
that young huly being aboul to bestow hor
somewhnt passé chnrms on @ rich manltster, to
the infinite dlsgust of lher single ludy friends,
who wondered disdainfully how she conld stoop
50 low,

8o Bve rotarned to her luxurlous home with-
out a welcome, except from her servants, who
stil waore thelr mourning for the kind  youug
master who had left them xo full of hope and
life, never to retuen,
- * L]

It was ngray, showery June afternoon, and near
the little bridge where Graham Moors and [ve
Chiorlitke had puirted, s they thought, for the
last time, a low pony.carriage was stancling at
e done of the Hitle cotteme, where the keys of
the tittle chureh, elose by, woere Rept.

The lady, wha was driviag, hevl stopped to

ask some trivial question of an old dame, who
was enjuying the cooladr of the lute afteriuoon,
on her neat white door-stop, nnd who seized this
oppartanity to indulige the lndy with a detatled
P aeeount of her last nttack of rhenmntism,
VA pale, cobl, listless womnn, dressed Inheavy
mourning sitks and erape, Five Chorleke satand
gazed absentiy at the well-rememberoed =2pot,
withonut caring to check the old ereature’s gar.
ralous tonue.

{Tow clearly she

eould recall that other ar-

ternoon long age, wia the April sun was set.
Vting, and o areat Jdarkness tulling on
Jwlhien she hud wotdered st tha otd sexton hnthe
. sunny graveyard, and when Graham Moore had

her llfe ;

made hee honret pulsate and theitd with somuch
Joy and pain.

How e had loved hier once ! — how he had
loved her !

Al x50 it wax, with her thoughts watndering
to the past, the sorrowiul lady did nat henr the
step she was there to listen for, coming through
the leafy shadows of the quiet rond—s<o It was
that, from the withered lips of the old divine,
who was shading her dim eyes with her hand
from &t Lransient sun-gleam, amd tooking down
the lane, she heard, doubly wldowad now, of the
death of her last hope.

wThera be Mr, Moore,” the old woman sajd—
“1f you know bim, my Indy, and his wife, a
bonny thing,'” The pony stirted suddenly, n
obedience to i convalsive movement of the
reing, and the erone made good her esxeape over
the clenn door-step, At the snme mnment, Eve
recognized in the approachime figures, Graham
Moore, and the girl she had known ax Nanny
Uroft.

GFeativm Moore's wife !

They had met on the spot where the master
had ance told the Squire’s wife, in broken, pas.
slonute, necents, of his undying love ; and the
mill-strenm was rushing and ehnttering through
tne reeds sund tall flag-ttowers, ns of old 3 the
brunchox of the willows dipped in it dimpling

cwaters ; faint odours of meadow-sweet and

ripentng orehards tliled the alr ;—but, up inthe
old church-tower, the clock was slanging out. sIx
ringing strokes, ad they told of Ume that
passes, and the changes born of time.

Aud, presently, Mri. Chorlake bad shaken
hands with Mr. Moore, and his pretty little wife
and was spuinking to the man she had =o long.
loved, ealmly andwithout emotion, though they
spoke noeross o grvve—the grave of a dend pas.
sion -—— nnd  thelr voices sounded cold and
RtERNge.

When the lady had complimented Mr. Moore

on the success of his pleture, whieh sho had nd—
mired at the Aeademy the yenr before, and
which had old, she knew for it very good priee,
and had told him that her visit to Monksholm
wits to be a very short ane—thiough she did not
sny that decislon had been arrived at within the
t It few minutes — they both felt that nothing
: more remained to be sald. S0 Mrs. Chorlake
: offered to drive Nunny howmne, us another xhiower
 was beginning to fall,
t The tiny-carriage would only hold two, so Mr.,
i Moore must forglve them If they left hlin to
muke bis way home alone, Eve sald, giving
[ him her slender bluck-gloved hand, and smiling
| her sorrowful sindle ; and then she drove away
I with his shy little wife, leaving Gratuan Moore
i to look wistinlly after them in the snd ralny
cvening.

But few words were spoken during the drive
homewarnds, kve had wsked Nanny how long
she had been married, and If she was not very
happy ; and, when these questlons had been
auswernd, with nsmile and o Llush, there was
i long sllence.  HBut when the phanton stopperd
to put Nunny down at her own  door, she sud-
denly took conrage, and said, colouring up stitl
more rosily, ¢ Oh, Mrs, Chorlike, 1 must show
you mmy bahy, If you ean walt for one minute.

The little mother's brown eyes Lrightened,
when Eve assented, with a qulek sigh, and her
rare sweetl smile,

« Bring him to me here, Nanny,” she said.
s I will not go In; and the shower has blown
ofl."

o Nanny tripped away, and Mrs. Chorlake
looked wistfully after her, wt the old-tashioned
aarden, and the poreh, and the nent white-ctir-
tiined windows of the house thnt held Graham
Moore's wife and child,  And then Nanny eame
back with her sturdy brown.cyed boy.

Eve took him in her arms, and tried to say
something that would please the prowd Ittle
mother; it shie broke down, nnd nidd her cheek
agalnst, the little one’s curly head. .

The child looked up rnd laughed in the benu-
tiful face bent over him, and tonchad 1t with
his pink, dimpled palms; then, with the fickle-
ness of Labyhood, strugaled round to hold out
his fat nrms to his mother, swith an Impntient
crow and plunge.

So Eve gave him back into Nanny's out.
stretehed hands, and sald good-bye, nnd drove
homewards, with her hoavy vell drawn closely
over her face.

When the baby’s curly head was asleep in itx
1ttle cot, ihat evening, Nanny told Graham,
wonderingly, how Mrs. Chorlake had not snkd o
word nbout him ; but how, when she gnve him
back, his fnoco was wol with her tears.

1 1leo grows such a great, atrong boy, Graham,”
the young mother went on, joyfully.  Justlook
at his red shoes, how worn they are, bocause he
will creep about on the floor! Do come and
100k, Graham !

And Graham camoe In, with a low sigh, from
tlio poreh, whonce ho could see the mullioned
windows of The Beecches glimmering faiutly
through tho rainy dusk,

TIE END.

Frunowa® Coxrousp Syrue or IHvrornospniTes
will spoodily and cortainly arrost the deproasing in-
fluencos of disonse npon the norves and mnusoles.
rostores the appotita and induces a disposition to
tako on hoalthy flesh. It causes the formation of
lving blood, ?rcnzthpmm: the notion of both lonrt
and Lungs. It sustains tho system undor tryingeir-

A PRACTICAL LOVER.

I did not purchnse for my bride
Rieh jowolied rings and costly fans ;
But what [ thought would be her pride—
A set complato of pots and prns.

I would not win swoot Jonnio's love
By golden rifts of magic powor ;

tf <he n nroper wifo would provo,
She would prefor yome bays of flour.

Ldid not play with Jonnig'sheart,
Nor try to fix it were itficklo
But sent. mistrusting common art,
A sido of pock fur hor to pickle.

I did not give hor rubies rad,
‘T'o lend her raven hair reficel ;?

But what would charin whon wao were wod,
A good supply of potted boof.

L did not wanton with hor love,

Thut pined to nestlo on my hroast,
Just like a drooping, tired dove §

But sent o couch. where it could reat,

1 didld not, when the moon was bright,
Tuka Jennie out tor tranquil witlks @
Rut took ber, what wanld more detight,

A tlozen oanch of knives ant forks.

I did not zond her Howers bright,

Whaose brightness, ah | sogiickly wanes :
But xent her. in the darkost nicht,

A set of sheets and conntorpanes.

And ro. at lnst, onr little store
Waonld furmsh well an iviod eot. 7
But then. L shonhd have said before,—
She jilted me and kept the lot.

CLEVER FISHES.

FRANUIS FRANCIS,

ny

Whether we owe many of the matters we are
agbout Lo glanee as fo fishes or no, it is certain
thiat the fishes possessed them Jong before we
did, and though man may be said to have in-
vented them, yet in his savage state e must
have taken more or less of hints from nature,
nud have adopt «d the methods which nature
pointed out to him as the most effective in hunt-
ing or war (which were his principal ocenpa-
tious) whenever they could be adapted to his
needs and applinnees, However this may be, it
i certainly singular that we should find so
many existing similarities of a peenlinr kind
between the habits and attribut-g of men and
fishes. Far example, there is searesly o sport
we praclise or a weapon of offence that we use
which has not a parullel among fishes,  Ax to
weapons—luggers, spears, swords, are all pos-
sessed by fishin a very high state of nutural
perfection, and even guns have 1 representa-
tive institution smong fishes, A Shooting 1ish
wonld no doubt be lovked upon almost as a
lusux naturw by the average Bnglishman, who
rarely includex ichthyology amongst his stu-
divs—a fact which is very much to be lament-
ed, for we have large national interests Lound
up in that science ; inlinct, we owe a great deal
more {0 (ishes than any other nation, not even
excluding the Dutch, some of whose cities were
formerly figuratively desceribed as built on fish.
bones, and  a professorial chair of lehthyolo-
gy ot the universitics wonld Le by no menns
an unwise fnstitution, It was not many y.ars
since that a review which wis published in an
intluential paper, dealing anongst other things,
with this special point, coutemptuously dis-
missed the fict of there being such o thing as
& shooting fish as ntruveller's tale,  The ignor-
auce nmongst the genceral public on everything
relating to fish is nttimes perfectly surprising.
I have seen small worthl ss bass passed off as
grey mullet ; T have seen even  nasty grvid
pond roach hawked about as grey mullet; I
have seen large bass actually sold for salmon
at one of our fashiontble watering places After
this, if the Loudoner constantly buys, conrse,
dry, tasteless bull-trout as fine Tay salmon, it
is not to be wondered at.  The Eton boy has-
tening home for the holidays provides himself
with atin tube and a pocketful of peas.  We
bug the present Etonlan's pardon 3 we should
hive said hie used to do so formerly, when there
were boys at Eton, and, bicked by some skill as
n marksman, therewith constituted himself an
intolerable nuisance to every village and vehi-
ele he passed on his rond home.  The Macou-
shee Indinn makes a better use of his blow.
tube; he pufls small arrows and hardened balls
of clay through it with uncrring aim, doing
great execution amongst birdsand other xmall
game, Now the Cluctodon ((hetndon rostratus),
which is morve or less o uative of the eastern
seas {rom Ceylon to Jupan, vather perbaps re-
sanbles the Macoushee Indinn  than the Eton
boy, though his gun, shuoting tube, or blow-
pipe, or whateyer it may be termed, is a ua-
tural one. His nose is really a kind of # benk.”
through which he has the power of propelling
asmall drop of water with some foree and con-
sidertble aceuracy of uhim.  Near thu edge of
the water is perhaps a spray of weed, v twig, or
u tuft of grass; on itsitsa fly, making its toilet
in the watery mirror below  Rostratus ad-
vances cautionsly uader the fly; then he
stealthily projects histube from the water, takes
a deadly aim, as though he were contesting for
somo piscatory llcho shield, and pop goues the
waterry bullet.

Poor ingect, whut a little iy of suanyjghliss ix
thine!

Knocked over by the ticachorous missile,
drenched, stunned, huif-drowned, she drops
from her perch into the waters below, to be
sucked in by the Chaetodon, But if we have
fishes who can shoot their game, we have also
fishes who can fish for it ; ay, and fish for it
with rod and line, and bait as deftly as ever
angler conxed gm{gcons from the ooze of the
New River or salinon from the flaghing torrent
of the Spey. Witness this clumsy-looking
monster the Fishing Frog (lophius piscator-
fus). Frightful and hideous is he according to
our vulgar notions of loveliness, which the Lo-
phius possibly might disngree with. The beast
is sometimes five or six feet in length, withan
vuormous liend in proportion to the rest of its
boily, and with huge sacks like bag-nets attach-
ed to its gill-covers, in which it stows its vic-
timg ; and what o cavernons mouth | Surelya
{ish so repulsive and with o capacity so vast
and apparently omnivorous, would frighten
from its ncighbourhood all other fish, and
would, if its powers of locomotion were in ac-
cordance with its size, be tho terror of the seas
to fish smaller than itsolf; but Providence
kuoweth how to temper its gifts, and tho lo-
phiux is but an indifferent swimmer, and i too
clumsy to support a predatory existence by
the flectuess of its motions. How, then, is this
huge capacity satisficd ? Mark those two elong-
ated tentacles which spring from tho creature's

oumstances, and causos tho honithy dovelopmont of
all tho organs noccasary to our existonoo.

nose, and how they taper away like veritable

fishing rods. T'o the end of them is attached
py w line or a slender filament a small glitter-
ing morsel of membrane, ‘Phis is the bait, The
hooks are sot in the mouth of the fishcrman
down below.  But how is the snimal to induce
the fish to venture witiin rench of those form.
idable hooks ?  Now mark this perfect feat of
angling,  How dous the Thames fishermen at-
tract the gudgeons 7 They are shy ; he must
not let them see him, yet he must draw them
to him, and he does it by stirring up the mud
wpon the hotlom, 4 In that clond of mud is
food,” say the gudgeons, I'hen the ungler plies
his rod and bait.  Justso the Lophius proceeds
and he too stirs up the mud with his tins and
tul.  Thik serves not only to hide him, but to
attract the fish.  Then he plies #és rod,nnd the
glittering bait waves to and fro like a living
inseet glancing through the turbid water, The
gudigecons, or rather gobies, rush towards it.
¢ Bewnre ! beware ' But when did gmlgeon
attend to warning yet 7 Suddenly up rises the
cavernous Nemesis from the cloud below, nd
*osuap 7 the gobiesare entombed in the bag-
net, thenee to be transterred to the  Lophins's
stomach, when there are cuough of th - col-
lected to form a satisfiictory mouthfal,

tat we have still other sportsmen fish 3 we
have fish who hunt their prey singly, or in
prirs, or even in packs, lke hounds,  The
reader, possilily, has never witnessed askall in
Seandinavin, It is o species of hunt in which
a number of sportsmen take ina wide space of
ground, where gune exists, drawing e cordon
around it, and nnerowing their cirele little by
littly, and driving the game together into a
flock, when theyshoot them down, There was
some years ago a capital description of por.
poises wnking 1 skall upon sand-cels, written
by the late Mr, James Lowe, sometine editor
of the Critée i ¢ Chironicler” of the  biel f,
who saw the sight while fishing near the Chan-
uel Ishinds with Peter le Nowry, the pilot,
Having searched for tafs passagge several times,
without being able to tind it, 1 am reluctantly
compelled to quote from memory,  They were
tishing off Guernsey, when Mr, Lowe called
Peters attention to severad porpoises, which
seemedd to be enggged in oo water fiolic, swim-
ming after one another ina civele, @ That is
no trolic, but very sober carnest for the sand-
vels) said Peter. < Now," he continued, # 1
will show yon a sight which 1 have only
chanced to see two or three times in oy lite,
and yon therefore are very lucky to have the
opportanity of seeing it at all. There is agreat
shoul of sand-cels yowler;and the porpoisesare
driving them into a mass ; for, you see, the
sutul-cel is only o very small morsel tor a por.
poise, aml to pick thent up one by one would
not suit. Mr. Porpuise, who wonld et hungry
aguin by the time he had done feeding on them
singly ; so they drive them into a thick crowd,
in order that when they make a dash at them
they may get & dozen or two at w mouthful,
But, as we want some for bait, we will join in
the hunt.”  And they edgoed down to the spot
till tney were within the cirele. The porpoises,
fullowing once another pretty closely, were
swimming ronnd, now rising (o the surface, now
diving below, and gradually contracting the
circle, The terrificd sand-cels were driven
closer and closer, and in their fear came to the
surfice all about the boat; and just as two or
three porpoises made a dash into the ccowd,
snipping right and left, the fishermen plunged
their nets into the water, and brought them up
quite full of these little fish. Of course the
shoal soon broke up and dispersed, but the skill
with which the skall was conducted and the
beauty of the sight where much dilnted on by
Mr, Lowe, and it must have been o very inter-
exting one.

There are many fish which hunt their prey
singly, as the pike and teout, and the way in
which a large pike or trout will course and run
down nsmaller fish resembles nothing so much
asa greyhound coursing & hare,  Now the un-
happy little fish turns from side to side in its
efforts to eseape, while its pursner bends and
turns to every motion, following close upon
track, and cutting him off exactly ns a his
grevhound doss a have. Now she rushes
amongst n shonl of his fellows, hoping to be lost
sight of in the crowd and confusion: but the
grim foc behind is not to be battled or deceived,
and singling him out and scattering the smaltl
fry, which tly in all directions, rufling the sur-
face of the water like a sudden squall of wind
in their fright, follows up hix victim with un-
ereing instinet. [nan agony of terror the poor
little quarry springs again and again frantically
from the witer, only to fall al last exhausted
into the gaping jaws of his mvenous foe, whe,
gripping his body crosswixe in his mouth, sails
steadily away to hix lair, there to devour his
prey at leisure,  Otherfish hunt their food like
dogx or wolver in packs, as dose the honito
chase the flying fish ; and one perhaps of the
fiercest, most savage, and resolute of these is
the Pirai, of South America,  No fierceand sav-
nge ure these little pimtes, when their size and
apparent cupability is taken into consideration,
that their feats of destructivences are little
short of the marvollous. Ntand forth, then,
% pirai” of the Curib, © Llack saw-bLellied sal-
mon” (Serra selmo niyer) of Schomburgk, so
called, doubtless, from the possession of the
peculiar adipose fin, common only to the sal-
mon tribe, though in no other respect doos it
resemble & snlmon, there being positive struc-
tural differences between the species.  Let us
take the portrait of this fish. Doubtless the
render figure to himsulf & fich of « o lean and
hungry look,” a very Casgius of a fish with the
lanthorn jaws of a pike. But, in fact, the
pirai is somewhat aldermanic and like & bream
fu figure, with a fighting-looking kind of nose
and n wondrously expressive cyc—cold crllcl,
and insutinble, and like to that of an o],d Jc“1
bill discounter when scrutinizing doubtful pa-
per. There is 70 or 80 per cent, in that eye
at the very least, and ruin to whlows aud or-
phans nnnumbered if they come in its way. If
it were a human cye, the owner would he
bound sooner or Iater to figure at oxecution
dack. The jaw i square, powerful, and locked
into o very large head for the size of the fish :
and that isa fat, plutap head tow, but radinted
over withstrong bone and gristle. The teoth
—ah ! they would condemn him anywhere, for
here is n fish sixteen inches long, with the teeth
almost of » shark.  Schomburgk spenks thus
of its destructive power:

#This voracious fish ig found vlontifully in
all the rivers in Guiane, and ig dreaded by
every othicr inhabitant or visitant of the rivor.,
Their juws arc 4o strong thut they are able to
bite off & man's finger or too. They attack fish
of ten times their own weight, and devonr all
but the hend. They begin with tho tail, and

the fish, boing lett without the chiof organ of
motion, is devoured with case, sovoral g:%‘xg to
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