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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

” Just published ihis day, by R. Worthington, the
Advocate,aNovel by Chas, Henvyeepo, anthorofﬁmﬂ.
aDrama; Jephthal’s Daughter, &0.€1.00; fino edition

.00,

Historyoftholate Provincoof Lower Canada, Parlia.
mentary and Political, from tho commencemont to the
closo of'its existonco s s separsto Province, by tholate
Robert Christia, Esq., M. . I, with Illustrations of
Quebco and Montreal.  As there are only sbout 100
coples of this valuablo History on hand, it will soon be
ascarca book—tlio poblisher has sold more than 400
coples in tho United States Insix volumes, Cloth
binding, £6,00; in balf Calt’ Extra, 39.00.

Artemus Ward, * 1is Book.” Just Jnubllshcd. this
day, by R. Worth(ngton.Artcmus Ward, « His 13ook,”
with 19 Comis Jllustrations, by Bullen. Elegantl
ermcd on best géxmr. Puper covers, uuiform with his

‘ravels. Price 250,

‘T'his Edition of Artemus is complete and unadridg-
ed, and has the comio illustrations of the $1,6) copy-
right cdition, ‘Tho clieap English cdition {3 not
complete, and hus no $llustrations.

This day published, by R. Worthington, Tho Harp
of Cannan, \}gftho Revd, J. Douglas Bortbwick, inono
vol, octavo. Printed ou best papar, 300 pages, $1.00, in
oxtra bindlni. 81.00.

Wall be publistied this week, by R. Worthington, the
Biglow Papers, complete in ono vol. Paper Covers,
uniform with Artemus Ward, Rlustrated and printed
on {inp paper, prico 25c.

List of New Books suitable for Christmas and New
Year's CGifts!

._Lifo of Man Symbolized by tho Afonths of the year
Twenty-five ustrations.
Christian Ballads, Ly the Right Rev. Arthur Clove-
1npd Coxe. Illustrated.
Chrisgian Armovr, or fllustrations of Christian Wer-
fare. Illustrated, ono vol. 4to.
The lustrsted Sonﬁa of Seven. By JeaunJoseluv.
Scliflier's Lay of the
Bulwer Lyttsn, Bart, .
The Tcur of Dr. Syntax in scarch of the Pidt.-
resque, Bvo. Illastrated,
A Round of Days. Described in Paeae by porse of
our most colebrated Yoets. Jllustratid 4to.
Birkot Foster's Rictures of Engli-o Lunuy.se, largo
4to. R. Worthington, Great €t Jaren 84, .
Home Thoughts sud ltome Sesnsd, It Worthing-
ton, 30 Great St. James St., Afontrerd.
Bouuglfogxl%cry Boy’s Avanra) for 1866. 1 vol §vo.

llustrated, 81,60.

IKnight's Pictorial Stakespsare 8 vols. Ro;nl gvo.

Tennyson. ‘The Jlustrat4l Terrmgford Edition of
‘Tennyson’s Complit, Werls, $5.60.

Longfellow's Y'oat} :pY “Wor’es, London Edition, beau.
titully JMustrat.d vdta over 200 1lllustrations on
wood and steel.

Book of Rubiey, 2 sall~c'jon of the most notud Love-
poems in tho f.oyliah Language, bound in fult mo-
ToCco, 87.07.

Pen and Pen! Picteres from the Pocts. Elaborately
1lustrate2. 4t €300,

Tho Britirls Fma?s Poets, by Geo. W. Bethune. $2.50.

Gemas ol YAteratuate, Elegant, Rare sud Suggestive,
upwards of «C, Lngravinge. 4to. $300.

‘Wordsworth'. Foems for the Young. 4to, SL.G0.

Bartlett’s hort g Days in the Desert, Itlustrated.

garuowr Fotateps of our Lord, INustrated,
artlot s Cile Boat, Hlustrated. -

alaxwve) ¢ frish Robellion, Hustrated.

Byron's Works. Now Riverside Edition. In Half
Zall. Extra. 8100 pervol, R. Worthiogton, Alon-

treal,

Bible Hand Book. B& tho Rev. Jos. Angus, D.D.
Inlvol. 8L76. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Worthington's New Priced Catuloguo of his Stock of
Standard, Medical, Law, Scieatifc, &e., Books which
will be sent freo on application, is now md{.

Baruum. The Humbuys of tho World., Cl. 81.25.
1t. Worthington, Montreal.

Bourne. Handbook of tho Steam-Engine, con‘tnlnin{r1
all the Rules rec}ulrod for tho right Construction au
Managoment of Engines of every Class, with the
easy Arithmetical Solution of thoso Bules. Constl-
tuting g Key £o the * Catechism of the Steam-En-

ine,”* By Jobn Bourse, G, E. $140. R. Wor-
hington, Montreal.

Tiistory of the Friedrich the Second, called Froderick
tho Great. By ThowasCarlyle. Vol.5 $1.26. It
Worthington, Moutrcal. ,

Charles (AMrs.) Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta

Disry of Kitty Trevylyan. Tho Exrly Dawn.

Svols, 16mo. 7octs, R. Worthington, Montreal.

ldils of tho liingb. By Alfred Yenosson, $.C.L.;

‘oct.Laureate, Sm. dto. §3.25. 1. Worthington,

Moantreal,
Gems from Tennyson. Sra. 4to. 100 Iilustrations.
. . Worthington, Montrcal

£3.25 .
A" Conciso Dictiongry of the Lible; comgr!sing its
phy, Geography, and Nataral

Antiquitles, Blo, |
History.. Kdited by William Smith, 15,1, Ibick
octavo, with 250 plans and wood-cuts, £5.00.

New Chiristmas Books; Tho Childreu's Picture Book

ries.  Written expressly for \'ouni}'como Cloth,
Gilt Edges. Jible Picture Book, Xighty Hivstra

tions. #1.00.

Scriptura P’arables and Bidblo Miracles. 1hirty-two
ustrationa, 81.00.

Eoglish Mistory. Sixty Ilustrations. $1.00,

Good and Great Men, ~Kifty 1lustrations.  $1.00,

Useful Knowledge. Ono Liundred and Thirty Figares,

$1.00.
Tho ab~ve prices lndludo tago to any part of
Cansia. P Dostago Yy P

R. WORTHINGTON,
80 Great 8t. James Strcot, MONTRIAL

Bell, translated by Ste £. |

THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY NES. . L, DALFODI,
Continued from page 217.

CHAPTER IXil. GOSPIp.

*The hawk poised himself for a sudden spring,
Whilo tho struttlng sparrows kept twgterlng."
NON.

Gubbins was scated in the servants’ hall,
yawning & little over the old newspaper that he
was drowsily spelling out. The entrance of the
steanger startled him; but, secing the pack, in a
half sluraberous voice the old butler growled out,
« No, no, yon're too lato wi’ your pack; Ilets no
one inner doors arter—>"

“Late!l 'tis po fault o’ mine. Blame the rail,
and not me, my good sir. My good fricnd—I've
reason {o call you so—I'd have stayed at the
station hotel, or gono ou direct to Winchester;
but I thewt Mistress Martin, or may be yoursel’
wad be glad to see the very best goods I've had
this one whitew.”

«Mactit's i+ 1uourning ; but you can come in.
I didn't at tivst just chance on who you was;
yowve boer ¢ precious long while away from
tliese partd, Why you looks much the same——
CLd Leatinoey by, name, and Old Leathery by
natay’ 3 a:Wd no offence—no offencel”

The or sient butler cbuckled out & hicarty ple-
i tuesic I gh as hie invited the packman in, who,

sidling aing and letting his pack down, said,
¥ jusineaz-ngly, “ You don't look much the same,
you lovh wonderfully better.”

* Ay, nyl youand I, maybe, 'l Jast out a good
fewish of the young uns, thof they're that up in
the stirtnpg, a mony on ‘em there’s no keeping
‘em in their pleaces,  But they lant done yet
with the hikes o’ you and 1.” .

¢ No, nu; not they, sir,” said the packwen,
giving bis mouth a back-handed Fipe, and peer-
ing all ronnd the hall. “And so good Mistress
Martin i3 in mourning—uo near friend ?”

“Wua unor that—that is, I don’t know as
glie've any own friends: iVs one o' the family—
the best on ’em's gone. Leastways, between
youand I aud the post, and to go no furder, I
may s:y 0. Muster Edmund was always out-
landisl, and I doubt Muster Da Lacy, his son, be
tho same, and Muster Basil's nought of 2 country
gentieman: but the captain was o Haustwicke
every bone on him.  3l¢'d a been the one to kep’
up the old vlace, if so be as he'd been horn at the
right time. He oughter a been the: hare. Bat
there comes Martin, Y say, yerd'sa pretty go,
Mist,x:css M.: a strange gentleman’s & wanting of

ou.

The vld man turned a fue purple as belaughed,
and Martin, whose eyes were getting dim, did not
sce in the shadowy hnll who it was that Gubbins
was anuouncing, 50 he stared questioningly when
the pa:kman, in his dry tones, remonstrated-—

“Mem, Mr. Gubbins will have bhis joke, I've
come, Mistress Martin, a long way out ¢ my round,
to show yous shawl for winter wear, that's not
to be Lad in any shop in the south of England;
I brovght it from Paisley myself.”

“Why, deary we, i's Old Leathery I” exclaimed
Martin, recognizing bim. I thouglht you'd giv’
up—made yorr fortin’, and left " off tow'ring
about. Goodness! to think on themiles and miles
ag you've jone over since I fust set my cyes on
you in Lish—mago?

¢ Lismahago 7" said the man.

#Al! that was it, I can't well get my tongue
round them nawes o the North, they're like oat~
meal—a bit sticky in the mouth, and cloggy in
the throat—that is,of them as isused to wheaten
flour and shoe-leather.”

¢ Qu, now, spare my connthry.”

¢ Bless and save us1 I meant no harm to your
country. Sparsl ivs all spare as I see,- I'm a8
glad a3 & bied aur dear little Missy came—that
is to say, Miss Gertrude—or T and my Indy might
have been by now at that Glower Q'er, with a

under our feet; and if clinbing of 'ills is good 1o
raise somo people’s spirits they always puts mine
down.”

#Tem 1 ifthere’s hills, there’s plaing, too, in

Scotland.” -

I g'posoe 80, I 8'pose 80," said (ubbins good
nateredly, thinking Mortin was over sharp.

¢ There's never so high an’ill but there's as
low a dale.”

* And 80 yc'ro not gbing to Scotland this
scason, Mistress Martin 7

« Not if I can havo any say in it ; no, thankye.
But whatever you bhave been a-doin’ wi' yourgelf?
I¢s a year or wmore, for sure, sinco you was here-
awny. Be you a-gettin’ idle along o gettin'
rich ?”

«I'm a poor man still, or it isn't hercabouts
I'd cote; ivs liko ploughing tho mountains.”

« Well thats what your counrry folks is used
to; aud as to poor, why, all the talk as everl
could make out away yonder was ov packmen as
grow to be merchants and bailies and what not.
The little uns cats in that belief with their por-
ridge—it saves sugar.”

“Yowroe too clever for me, Mistreas Martin,
You'ro like your ¢ountry folk—a sweot voice and
plenty o' words.”

y « More words nor wit by fur,? chackled Gub-
ins.

¢ 1 don't say so whewn Mistress Mortin’s by.
but I've a bit of other business on hand &s well
a bit message to the lady hersel'.”

« A message to Mis Austwicke?” cried Martin,
surprised.

#]g it to ask her consent to your coming a
coortin o Martin?” said Gubbins, thinking it
was a joke.

01d Leathery drew his knuckles across his
moutb, puckered his eyclids nearly close, and
with a little cough said,~* Qu, it's just a trifle &
message from Glower (Per, in case I came nigh
here, 1o be seat, if the lady pleases, to Mr. Basil
Austwicke ; but, little or much, as I was asked
to bring it and to give it myself, so I must een
doit. 1 said to myself as I came, ¢}Maybe I can
help Mistress Martin to an elegant shawl and
carry the message all under one; and as it's
already o'er late to see the lady, ye'll letme have
speech of her, and thenl can open my pack
after.”

Martin was not, as we have seen, without a
duo spice of curiosity. She fell very readily into
the plan, assured that, if she could not getthe pur-
port of hi3 message out of Old Leathery beforo she
gought the shawl, thatover the bargain she would

0 50.

Accordingly she went, taking a card, with a
pencil-mark on it, into the parlonr, where the
lamp bad just been lighted, and Miss Austwicke
was sitting with her kaitting, and her rieco at
tho piano, both cosily settled for the evening.
Whether it wag part of Old Leathery’s shrewdaoess
not to increass Martin's curiosity by asking for
private interview, or that he had a good guess
that the lady would grant him one when she
read the card, certain it was sho no sooner heard
Martin's words than she gave all attention.

# There's & Scotch dealer, Miss Honor—a pack-
wap—below, thatsays hobrings a message to you
from Glower Q'er. He’s late, through the hojous
railway. Heisn't a straoger-like, for I've dealt
with bim for years—ever sinco Ifetched Miss
Gertrude home, that time, But maybe, Miss
Honor, as he's strange to you, you'd like me to
stay.”

% Do Martin, learn to give a message without
50 many words,” said Miss Austwicke, taking
the card from her servant's hand and reading—
«The bearer comes from A. Burke, in 1859 of
Dumbarton.”

She paustd s wmoment, turning her back
wwards Martin, so that the light from the lamp
fell over hier shoulder on the card. Then, after
rcading the words two or three times, as being,
Martin concluded, unable to make them out
clearly—which indecd, she, even with her glagses,
had failed to do—in her usual voice, only & little
quieter, Miss Austwicke said—

& Light the lamp inthe breakfast-room, Martin.
You can go on playing, my dear Gertrude—Y will
not bt’xvo any stranger in bere. I shall be back

n 3!

t 'ill a-hanging over our bieads, and another|{ soo

‘With that scaose of injury with which s check is
received by a favourite eervant, Martin led the
way into the room indicated, lighted the lamp in
silence, and compressing her lips a3 she looked
at ber mistress, a3 much as to say—*Til not



