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some Russian colonists, having penetrated into hitherto un-
explored parts of Siheria, have found thrce living mastodons
identical with those heretofore dug up in that country trom
froz'n sand. No partictirs are given as ta this, we fear,
somewhat questionable find. Froin the statements of 'M.
Dupont, of the Brussels Royal Acadeny, it vould seni that,
like the reindeer, the mastodon should not now be extinet,
and that the animal is naturally the contemporary of the
horse, shcep and pig. Hence the announcement is ant with-
out some shadow of probability.

LOVE UNBOUGHT.

av H. W. LONGFELL.1.

Like Dian's kiss. tunasked. unsought
Love sires itself, but is not bought,

Nor voie nor sonid betrays
Tts deep impassioned gar.e.

It come-the beaitifil. the free.
The crewn ofal humirtitv.-

In silence and alone
To seek the elected one.

Oh, wveary hearta ! .Oh s.uibering eyes!
Oh. drooping souls, wheso destinies

Are fraught with fear and pain.
Ye $hall be loved again!

"'No one is so acoursed by fate.
No one s, "utterlydesolate.

But soetreheart though unknown
Responds unto his own.

-' esponds-as if with unseen wing.,
An angal tonlhed ita quivern strings

And whisperl in iis song
Where hat thou stayed so long?'

t.Re> inred rus 'cc.--ee .eigh te opyri- 'A- - iML s.)

TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.

A NEW NOV1L.

Bu the Author a" Lady etAudley's Sec-t, " Stranier uand

Pilgrimsuu, 'c., d'c.

CHAPTER XIX. (<onanied.)

Tell Morgan to s tddle Splinter said Sir A 1ure, a lin
goinf-'r a ride."

l So late, Atitrey-?" '-xclaitmed Mordred, who liked a que
evening with his brother. It was nice taobe able to prose
about his last acquisition ta some listener of his own rant-
and if Aubrey did nt listen, Mordred was too much engros'.e-d
by his own dic-course to note the inattention.

t I like a ride lu this half-light," answered the baronet. - 1
iwas out last uic-ht til ten"

" Yes," said Stordred, with a sigh. I I shal ibe glati when
the winter comes, and we return ta our old ways-a big fire
burning in the saloon, aud you and I on opposite sides of the
hearth on nict long evenings."

Rather dull," dratwled Sir Aibrey, with a yawn.
Dull, whtn we have each other's company ?"

" Y-s, thaý's all very vull. But don't you think that, for
tw' olAd fel'lows like is, a fair, young face would brighiten the
pi-tute-an innocent, joyus hearted girl, who would be a
wifetu me, and yet s-eni a daughter ta both of us- clar
youngt vaice that would fill this old house witih inusic. Our
lis are placid enough as it is but don't you think sucb a
chia as I speak ofmight nake them happy-? Eh, Mordred ?-

Changes which disturb trainq'uillity in the hope of realiz-
ing hrappiness ane apt tao end in disappointment," replied Mr.
Purliam, with thei sententiuness of a Solon.

It wras not a pleasant speech, and Sir Aubrey ifeIt angry
with bis brother-a rare stnsation on bis part, ior he hadl a
pro'tec'ting kindness for this younger brother, whose eccentri-
cities touched the border lin of weakness.

" Splinter is at the door, Sir Aubrey," said the butler, and
without another word ta :Moirdrel, Sir Aubrey departed.

" Ah," moaned his brother, when he bad watched horse and
rider vanish in the sbades of evening, I This comes of letting
a woman mix berself up with bis thoughts. He's changed to
me already."

Sir Aubrey took the shortest way to Hedingdam. It was a
foolish fancy, no doubt, which impellcd him to take this
eveuing ride-but the scent li the bedgerows was sweet, the
air balmy, a faint breath of the distant ses blended with the
cool odours of newly-shorn fields. There was, in short, no
reas"n why a country gentleman should not enjoy the twilit
landscape, insead oi dozing in his favourite arm-chair, by his
barrein hearth.

But Sir Aubrey hardliy looked at the landscape. His
thoughts w-re swifter than Splinter, and flew on ahead of
him, anud lighted upon Sylvia Carew. He could think of no
e-xuute for an evening visit to the school-hoiuse. All day long
hu bad resisteLd the imp.uulses that urged him to go there'. And
cow in the evening, afte thart useless battle with inclination,
he was weak enough to indulge his fancy.

What excuse shioull he make for intruding upon the school-
mnaster's privacy ? He, the all-powerful, the lord of the soil,
was positively obliged ta ask himself that question. Miss
Carew was nt a picture hanging on a wall in a public gallery
-a fair face which strangers mighît gaze upon at their plea-
sure. Lofty as was the Ieight which raised hLim above these
pe.ople, there were certain conventionalities to be observed,
even by him.

lie left bis horse at the Inn, and walked on towards the
aboo-bhouse. A lighît was burning in the parleur, and the

door was shut. u had hoped to find Mr. Carew smoking his
pipe in the open doorway, as he had foiund him yesterday.

It seemed a very seriot thing to knock at the door-al-
muast enough to commit him to sone serious step in the fu-
ture.

He looked about him doubtlily. Early as it was no crea-
ture was visible. Dim lights twinkled here and there lu cot-
tagie windows The children's voices were silent. The

Hedingham day was over. Sir Aubrey began to feel that it
was very late indeed.

Ho took ont his watch. There wasjust enough light for
hlim to see the fingers nn its white face. A quarter to nine.
yes, decidedly too late for him to intrude' upon theO school-
imaster, without any definite object. Well, he had gratitied
his fancy by this eveuing ride. There was nothing better for
him to do than to go back again.

Stay, what was that ? A glimipse of sonething white yon-
der among the dark trees in the churehyard-somecthing
which moved. A womnan's dress-a girIlsh figure, tall and
slin-robed in white. Twice iad he seen Sylvia in a white
gown. Was it she?

He went round ta the churchyard gate, and entered that do-
main of shadow, where the deep glom iof the foliage seemed
to typify the deep sleep of those who lay benoath its shade.
lHe walked slowly, iooking about him, as if contemplative of
the tonibs, and in a few minutes found the object of bis quest.

It was Sylvia, and no other. She had seated herself on a
low tombstone when he found her, in a thoughtful attitude,
her folded arms resting on a headstonc that leaned lopsided
against the tonb where she sat, ber drooping head leaning on
ber arms.

I How perfect a statu of meditation," thought Sir Aubrey.
" Yet what cai she have to think so deeply about ?'

His approaching footsteps startled the thinker. SYlvia liftai
her head and looked up at him, just able to recognize him in
that shadowy place.

S Gooi evening, Miss Carew. I fear I disturbedtl pleasant
meditations.

"No, Sir Aubrev, mv thoughts were sad. I am thankful to
have thtem displled."

4 What cai oie so young and fair have to do with sadness ?"
're girl was not prepared to answer that question plainly.
" 1 suppese tLere is soie care in every life. Mine had to do

with the troubles of others
"1 thoitht as iuch. Youth and inniocence caan have few

cares of its own. And pray reneumber, Miss CI'arew, if ever
you have ieed If a friend vou nfty conmand ny services. As
Lord of the Manor. I naturally take a warm initerest in all
that concerns d-tiinghamu," he adde'di, lest his eoer at friend-
ship should seem particular.

This qualiication made the whole speech sound conv--
tional.

"I wish he would give ue some nonev to senti ta Mrs.
Carford," thought Sylvia, for the shaw of last night's visitor
had haunted her all the day ; but 1coultd not soop s Iow
as to beg of him,. Ani of course h ineans amnothing but a mere
hollow civility"

" Your father is at hone, I suppose ?' inquired the baronet.
Yes, Sir Aibrey."
Then I think I should like to look in tupon him and say

a word or two about this new schoolhouse, if vou are quite-
sure he is disengaged.

S I am quite sure. le dos nothing but read the paper of
an evenin-. He will be procud to rece-ive youir visit.'
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"-runas vn rira a mHt or t Fw'xiMAtO."

Though thec baron-,t haid proposed this visit to MN Carew,
he was in no ha ste, to, lave that place of shadoiws, th- oil
churchvard. Thi s M the utat time that he adSuvlvia hai
eve-r met alOn, and it seemd too good an opportunitn t b
lost lie waut d ta know sonmbthing abo.uit the antecedints
of th girl who hal stAoln hi. heart befor lie wa;s ware. lier
fath-r would be close and giiuarded, no doubt. if th,'r- nere
anvthing to cnc ;-ilut these lo-ve lips munit lhe candonr
itselIf.

A nlirt ai hrcrit, sai Sir A ibi, .as if his thObu:.:ht hiai
takrin an rclog ia' hni. You have lived in Ingham
a lmn tiie, 1 suppe, Miss Carw." he- went oni, dimissing
the hiureblj in a breath.

Ever sine, I can remmnbr--all my v lif
aui erne brn here, then, I conclud

lappily for Svlvia th- dusk hid that deep olfush of shair' e
which dved lier cheek. Sh dii nt even kiw the nam, of
her birthplace, so duimb hal h'er fatherW ben about th, past.
What should slI da if Sir Aubrev a.ked heir home question ?"

I Your fatth'r has no lrovincial accent, I observel," con-
tinied Sir Aubrey, trying to put his inquiries in a purely
conversational form. " iHe is a Londoner. I conclude."

"I l came here from London."
" Yut Carew is a west country name."
" I- it ?" asked Sylvia, heplph ssly ; and then, thinking that

some degree of candour might he-lp lir better than persistent
reserve, she said, I My father began life in much better cir-
cumstances, I believe, and lie does not like talking about the
past. I only know that we have lived here ever since I carn
remember, and always the sanme kind of life. It ism very
monotonous."

To Sir Aubrey this complaint seemed sonewhat pu-rile.
He had lived the sanme life for the last thirty years, of choice ;
vibrating like a pendulum, between Perriam Place and the
Faubourg St. Honoré, and living in Paris almost as quietly as
he Ilived at Perrian

My fair child." ho said, in his grand way, il youth is fui,
of restless fanmcies. Whlien you are a f-w yeart aier you will
know that thetre is no life so happy as that which gliidt's on
smoothlv amridst familiar sccn"s."

iylvia sighed, but did not presume to argue the point with
Sir Aubrey. She only thoight that had she the power such
wealth as his cau give she wiould not wast-! lif in monotonv.
That young aspiring spirit hung red for variety. Sylvia
Carew possessed, in au eminont degree, that quality which is
at once perilous to the peace of the heart, and conducive to
the growth of the mind. She was ambitious; and ber ambi-
tion fostered in solitude, and fed on dreams, was at the root
of this eager desire for change.

"You are at leist happy In the privilege of inhabiting to
beatiful a spot as ledingham,' said te baronet.,

Il I it really beautiful? You have seen the Danube-the
Black Forest-tie Hartz-the Tyroil-tie Ai -- Roine--Vn-
ice-and yet you think Hedinghain be-utifuil."

She ran over the names of river, forest, mountains, and
city, breathlessly. They wore on the tip of ber tongue, sao
ardently had sihe linged to see the scentes they represented.

"es," drawled Sir Aubrey, with that soft languour which
as not without ils charm, "I have done the grand tour.

Very fatiguing b Iuness ln my day. A suîc-c-sionof wretched

lnns, musty post-chaises, and duel and bad roadse; and-.be
-insocts-whiici politeness forbids me ta particularis0 le
ny time it was estoetred essential for a gentleman to do th"
grand tour. Nowadays It is thu comnon peoptle who travel
There ia a railroad up tihe lighi, aînd Mont Blano is the prilneroseI hill of thq modern counter-jumper."

Sylvia sighed. She began to fue that she lved too at
The world had become vligarised, and the gory Of this earth
had, li a nieasure departed,

éWill you comei ta see papa now, Sir Aubrey," she asked
rising from her seat ou the tomb.

Wchnever you will be, kind eougigh to show ie the way
Sir Aubrey felt that lie lad obtained very little inforiatienIt was soiething to hear that the father of the vorian he*

admired had seen b- ter days ;y;t, as the Vicar had tld Min
the same thing, lie was no wiser for his talk with Sylv't She
had the air of a lady, lie thouglit, though not tat socity
mainter which lite siould have desired, for the future Lau
Perriam. 'Theute was a sudenness, a frUediomi in er spuet
like a creature only half tamed. hlire beauies who ir
Aubrey had hithe:to adimired hal been distiiguish I by a
gracefil hasitude, an elegant wearinres. This girl l pokd as
if her velis bell quiksilver. But thn she was lovulier thii
the fairest of those mare courtly beautiS and thre was a
novel charni in thai eirergy-wliih liwas never lud-iOi tAor
mascunline-that pretty ia'petulance which had so i uhig
an air of candour. Tha haz ee which ee turnd to hn
now in the summr .ak-tihe fair aiens of that divins
complexion ! Wlhre, out of an Itian picture, culdt' hed
such beaute ?

lle follovecd lier alonig the little path, throuigh the gat. ilnto
the garden, wlhne the lavender buishes h>.ke-d gray und-r th
stars.

"Papa," said Sylvia, going into the parlour : 'S ir Ad'
Perriam hias tcorme tu talk ta you about thi c -hoo l.

31r. Carew pu asid hi pipe and roasiatly to gr.:te
visitor. A very diTel'r- nt gme. t fro tiibthat w retcd Supp-' a
of last night. Th- s.chooliaItr was more mov- ' y i
unexpected lionour than a man of his tmeraent ihou
have been, but le contriv-d to -onc-al his tintand r-.
coived Sr Auîbrey as aily as if )Ihe adbien-, neumui to
the Ildropping in" of baronts.

Yet in hi- heart their" wis a bw-hlii-. seuset' o'f triumpth.
a What can ie cone for, exe pi ta - iher? ha-k-d Ihin-
self ; 'ani a man of his age o';n- hit muîîîst be hl itdel.'y. I
should drawv no uigiry romi ayouing uman hilaring.
Butt thi. icans soîm"thug aeri'u-

The baronet b-gan to lk a,ut tIhe hool, iad !I..
pretty well in giving i a pli-ii in to his visit. ouh a
inemw schodl-na prov, a poitiv- advnrita'' t' th' ll.a
ledinghau, or as it only a hobiby o the Viir' Ad
the present ito l'lut' betpSile grattm'i fin su-h a buin
and was tht sch-t'e ppuir amni . the iliiinum pl''
Before corititing himlf to an promIis of aat:e 'S

Aubrev desir'd to be asuretI of th Iact
All thes' quetions sounded stril-tly propriial quoig

which a Lord of the M-r w-uild nt;ur.:tly put t'. hh ilie-.
But Janies Cares saw throu ti thr,- pttxt, ad mak-t

the eyts Hi h swa-nder-d in- mtarly t' ti-- sp.t whî
S«ylvia sat with t-r back to thle opi i e th,- night wiltel
faintly stirriig her hait.

" You are fi aof bookSI Mi- ir-w, I -- si : Aubry,
glanc ing ai tire- te ,'u 'n'' o' .eof lith-dr , her e h
thrt'e small paited sh'lv arnd- wiita l' ribbs-
Those Scrap 14i bli- toldi the i t t o whoma th u
brlonged.

S Ye t' taidItI, üth r. with a l'ut' bof -1' prid : i. um
stuiious tunnsmit gilt a oher ag, ain has t m : t hr
Frnch andw rmann, I V-li- alittl. .atiétu wh v m

Smlal l help from me
Mny a time andl ait l -rhad b rub'le'' al :how -- twi

propenursitie's, tcomphlîiting, withl '.a t jus: -- i i.e, that y iv

he fi to-night that a-r airsmlium ts wr- t.tusinU i

beast c f.
Sir Aubrev wIt o-ver ili, re- -mi look-d t th'bok

Th, Sote î WeVrther, in thse iriginal1.Egi G deF
al-ci in the origiIal lmartiay auisi.u 'Vitr !t-

de Im-uU'îa'! lIBulwir , /uri and a di.'u o' her 'f the

samter cla ti0:g thrit wi ni' li
Sir Auibrey tak oiwn ane of tie voltni hahar.

was Werther. le ope-rid the book, and! ln ti'y-'. f 'W
somnthing ithat tart,tldiii ainliost a' if his ha had ght
o an adr

Sylvia,
.'rom EFilmund,

In iemory tif Sunda, A pril ith.

This Sundny was thei day when Edmiuntid Standen nirstraw
Sylvi in the -hurch.

'' Frnom Ed.liuîiuid,' said Sir Abylooking at the llinscrip-
tion. "I Vour brother or couiin , ipresminie"

"She has neither brother nor couin," :nsered Mnr. Carew,
iooking daggerat milhIris datghter. 'Those'ry booksi had bung
above his huad for th laet threc month, and he had never
takten the trouble to exanminei themn

d Some vilage adnirer, ntio doubit," said the baronet Niaudly,
but piercei to te heant tby j-'ai;alousy a shar l an ing. Whilh'lr
had been debnting 'w'tli,'r hie shtud r sioul 1not t'id
the tuttlary D>eity of thdi lPerranm's by a misalliance, this girl
was perhaps the plighited wife of soecidioppe-r-a boor
whose vulgar desires had never soaIred abov a whitewsa'hied
hovel, andt ami arbour ofi scarlet runners.

Mr. Carew, seing rocks to ieeward took rapid couns'l
viith himself, and d'cided that candour was be'st Afer ail
ha could bet exualt his child byshaoVimng that she rhal Iready
been soughit by her superior in station.

It was just possible that the baronet night h of that jeal-
ous temper whic-h bids a mari draw back froin the pursuiit Of
the dearest object, does he but thinki h has a rival. But
this narrow and captios temperla ihappily rare. Mr. Carew
rteflected that Mr. Stanuieia acourtAi p oi hris dauîghtevr as
mont likely knovn to the vilIaga gossips, and vuiild probably
reaci the ears aof Sir Aubrey.

Yes, there cud b mo doubt that th e tri e policy here wss
candour.

" 5fr. Standein would hardly like to be n hims"l fcait sd
village admirer," said the schoolmaster

Standen ! Whati the banker's[ son ?
"Yes. H has had the misfortne to faitl nlove with my

foolish daughter yonder, and she has been so silly as ta give


