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1IST OF NEW BOOKS.

Gazeiteer of the World. Revised edition, 1866, Just
publisked. Lippincott’s Complete Pronouncin
Gazetteer, or Geograghical Dictionary ot the World.
Edited by J. Themas, M.D., and 'I'. Baldwin, assisted
by several others. Cno thick 8vo. 2317 pages. R.
Worthington, Montreal, ’

Argosy for April. Price 15 cents. R. Worthington,
Montreal.

Good Words for April. Price 12} cents. R. Worthing-
ton, Montreal,

Sunday Magazine for April. Price 15 cents. R. Wor-
thington,” Montreal.

Murray. The H ictory of Usury from the earliest period
to tho prezent time, togethér with a briet statement
of several principies concerning the conflict of tho
lawsia different States and Countries, &c., &c. By
J.B. C. Murray, 8vo. $150. R. Worthington, 30
Great St. James Strect, Montreal.}

On Cholera. A new Treatise on Asiatic Cholera. By
F. A. Burrall, M.D. 16mo. Price $1 2. K. Worth-
ington, Montreal.

Hubback. May and December: A Tale of Wedded
Life. By Mrs. Hubback. Author of “ The Wiie’s
Sister: or the lorbidden Marriage,” &ec., &c. R.
Worthington, 80 Great St. James Street, Montreal.

Diarrhaa and Cholera: Their Origin, Proximate Cause
and Cure. By John Chapman, M.D., M.R.C.P.
M.R.C.S. Reprinted, with additions, from the ¢ Me
dical Times and Gazette” of July 2uth, 1865, Price
25 cents. 1. Worthington, Montreal.

Annandale. The Malformations, Diseases and Injuries
of the Fingers and Toes, and their Surgical Treat-
ment. By Thomas Annandale, ¥.1R.C.S., Edin, &c.,
&c. R. Worthington, Montrcal.

Thurston. Mosaics of Human Life. By Elizabeth A,
Thurston. R. Worlbington, Montreal.

Plumer. Jchovah J irch; A Treatise on Providence
By William 8, Plumer, D.D., L.L.D. &l 20. R.
Worthington, Montreal. ’

* I would assert cternal Providcnce
And justify tho ways of God to men.”

The Story of Gisli, the Outlaw, from the Icclandic.
By George Webbe Dasent, D.C. L., with Ilustrations.
%}y ?hs. St. John Mildmay. R, Worthington, Mon-
real,

Historyofthe late Province of Lower Canada, Parlia-
mentary and Political, from tho commencement to the
closeotits existence as a separate Provinee, by the late
Robert Christie, Esq., M. . P, with Illustrations of
Quqbec and Montrcal, As there are ouly about 100
copies of this valuable History on hand, it will soon be
ascarce book—the publisher has sold more than 400
¢opies in the United States. Insix volumes. Cloth
binding, $6,00; in half calf extra, $9.00.

Artemus Ward. * His Book,” with 19 comic illastra-
tions. By Mullen., Reprinted from tho American
copyright edition, Publishcd by R. Worthington,
30 Great St. James Street, Montreal. Price 25 cents,
A liberal discount to the Trade.

Artemus Ward. ¢ His Travels,” with 13 comic illus-
trationa, By Mullen. Uniform with “ His Book.””
Price 50 cents. R. Worthington, Montreal.

“ Harp of Canaan.” By the Rev. J. Douglas Borth-
wick. #100. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Principles of Education, drawn from Nature and
Levelation, and applied to Female Education in the
Upper Classes, By the author of ¢ Amy Herbert
tan ’other Stories,” &e., &e. R. Worthington, Mon-

real.

Houschold Recips, or Domestic Cookery, by a Mon-
treal Lady. Price 25c. K. Worthington, Montreal.

Mill. The Positive Philosophy of Augusto Comte, b
John Stuart Mill, in one lgmo. vofunniform with
his In nir& into the Philosophy of Sir Wm. Hamil-
ton. R. Worthington, 80 Great St. James Street,
Montreal.

War of the Rebellion, or Scylla and Charyhdis, con-
gisting ¢f observations upon the Causes, course and
consequences of the Late Civil War in  the United
Statcs. By Henry 8. Foote, with portrait. X.
Worthington, Montreal.

Across the Continent. A Summer’s Journey to the
Rocky Mountaing, the Mormons, and the Pacific
States, with speaker Colfax. By Samuel Bowles.
Coloured maps. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Thg Pilgrim’s Wallet, or Scraps of Travel gathered in
England, Franee, and Germany. By Gilbert Haven,
16 mo. New York: Hurdand Iloughton. Montreal:
. Worthington.

The Ficld and Garden Vegoetables of America, con-

ining full qescriptions of nearly cleven hundred
8pecies and varieties; with directions for propoga-
};0“: culture, and use. Illustrated. By Fearing
e ¥ A new cdition on toned paper. Boston:

- i an& gz R. Worthington, Montreal.

:0 Art of Confectionary, with various methods of
{;zﬁs‘xl(;ri"v&llllgi;:il;:&;d ju'i?:,es, &ec. &e. A newcdition

€d onu tone R, W ing-
ton, Montroal. oued paper. R. Worthing

The Adventures of Baron M; d
revised edition, with an Inltlxl}:;l:&si%% b;\Fe}ve:\gnn
mouth Shore, M.A. Illustrateq by Gustave Doré,
One 4to vol. London : Cassells; Montreal: L.
Worthington, Great St. James Strect.

Orders sent daily to the United States,
he above prices include Postage to any part of

anada,
R. WORTHINGTON,
Fholesale and Retail Album Depot.

b

30 Great St. James Street, MoNTREATL.

THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY MES. C. L. BALFOUR,
Continued from page 117.

CHAPTER XLIX. A LGLL JN THE GALE.

¢ It ie strange, vet true,
‘That doub?ful knowledgo travels with a t peed
Miraculous, which certain cannot mafch.
1 know not why, when this or that lrath chanced,
‘I'he smoke should come before tha flash; yet "tisso.”
VAN ARTEVALDE.

Early the next morning Gertrude rose and left
her chamber to make inquiries after Ruth. No
trouble of her own could make her unmindful of
others.  She found that one of the under servants
had relieved Martin, who had sat up until four
o'clock. The girl seemed rather reluctant to
admit Gertrude to Rutl’s chamber, and when the
young lady cxpressed her intention of seeing the
sufferer, tried to prepare her with the words—

“ She looks so awful, miss|”

And, in truth, the poor creature had been ter-~
ribly changed by the rigour of her convulsions.
Her face, always large and pallid, was now dis-
torted and livid. The head and some of the fea-
tures were drawn on one side. There were cloths
wet with Iotion on her head, and her hands, blue
and contracted, laid, as if dislocated, helplessly
outside the coverlet. The eyes were partly closed,
but under their swollen and purple 1ids they
rolled incessantly. Still she had partially recov-
ered her senses some hours before, and,as Ger-
trude on tip-toe, drew near the bed, and, gazing
at her with compassion, softly breathed the words,
“Poor thing!” Ruth quivered, and under her
heavy eyelids looked towards her, and, painfully
trying to speak, could get out only one word that
Gertrude could understand : it wag ¢ Daty!”

“You wish to say you have done your duty,
my poor Ruth ?” said Gertrude, trying, with ready
apprehension, to interpret her meaning,

“ To—you,” gasped the sufferer with laboured
speech.

“Oh, yes, Ruth, I know you have fo me; but”
~she hesitated from timidity a moment, then
continued, in a soft, low,appealing tone, ¢ there’s
One, Ruth, to whom none, not the very best, have
done their daty. We areall sinners in His sight,
dear Ruth, you and I, both.”

Rath writhed and shook all the bed, and even
the room vibrated with her tremor.

“But T won't say anything more just now.
You shall see our clergyman, Ruth,” continued
Gertrude, sofily, adding—“Tll pray for you;
and you, too, my poor Ruth, must pray.”

With pitying tears running down her cheeks
she left the sick chamber, and returning to her
own room, pondered the scene, and lifted up lLer
heart in supplication.

The breakfast that morning was neither cheer-
cd nor troubled by Mrs. Austwicke’s presence.
That lady remained in her own room, “ too
fatigued,” she said, ¢ to appear, until later in the
day—perhaps not till dinner-time.”

It was the Sabbath-day, and Gertrude, as she
sat in the pew at church between her father and
brother, had a strange sense that something in
her life was altered sinee the previous Sabbath.
She was subdued to a gentle pensiveness that
did not belong to her naturally mirthful temper-
ament.

The parsonage pew wasso full—Marian Hope
sitling there, with her  father, Mysic Grant, and
Harriet—that Mr. Griesbach joined his friend
Allan in the squire's pew not certainly unwilling-
ly. Itisto be hoped that the young man did
not forget the abstractions of the sacred place ;
but he surely felt also some human emotions
when, glancing at Gertrude—

‘Iosaw her kneel with sweet and simple air,
And whispee tho response to every prayer ;
And when the humblo roof with praises rung,
He caught the hallelujah from hoy tongue.”

On leaving church Miss N ugent came up and
performed a rather elaborate curtsey to the squire ;
and, as he, in his genial way, inquired of her
health, and cxpressed his pleasure at the discourse
her brother had given them, she took courage to
SQy——

Y They had hoped—indeed, arranged—that
Miss Gertrude Austwicke should have taken tea

with them, as it was the last day that their young
friend, Mysie Grant, who was visiting them, would
stay. DButshe feared she might be asking too
great afavour, a3 Mrs. Austwicke might not spare
Gertrude.”

To which Mr. Austwicke answered—

“ Gertrude keep your engagement. We are too
much indebted to your young friend for maki:.g
vour residence here pleasant, during your
mamma's absence, to allow of any disappointment
to her or her friends.”

He spoke this as much to Tarriet as to his
daughter ; but added to the latter in a lower
voice—

“ Your mamma will not want you.”

¢ No, mamma will not want me,"” said Gertrude,
sadly, with difficulty checking a'sigh, and glad
that Marian, speaking to Mr. Austwicke, turned
the conversation at that momentinto other chan-
nels.

“ Mamma will not want me,” embodied for the
poor girl a painful and haunting thought ; yet it
did not prevent her going to Mrs. Austwicke's
dressing-room on her return home to make
duteous inquiries.

She found that lady sitting at her writing-table,
and was hastily dismissed from her presence with
a few cold words, and the remark, alas! too
frequent, from Gertrude’s childhood, on her
mother's lips— ’

“ You sec I am busy.”

From her mother, Gertrude went to Miss Aust-
wicke, not exactly in any uneasiness at not see-
ing her at church, fo~ she scldom attended, but
yearning in her isolation to her aunt.

‘ Surely, people making their own troubles is
no reason we should not sympathise with them,”
said the pitying Gertrude.

But on this morning she was startled at her
aunt’s appearance. Miss Austwicke sat with her
back to thelight in herpretty drawing-room filled
with nicknacks, and garnished with all sorts of
embroidered cushions, tabourets, and chairs;
flowers—worsted flowers—of every bue in bright
yet stiff profusion ; in the midstof these, the con-
trast of Miss Austwicke’s grey dress, and greyer
face, now thin, rigid, and bloodless, was very
striking. As Gertrude looked at her, she thought
she secmed to he withering away before her eyes.
Over the mantel-piece there hung a portrait,
taken only five years before, of a stately, hand-
some woman, a little hard, perhaps, but in her
prime of bloom. Gertrude could remember her
aunt looking far better even than the well-cxe-
cuted likeness represented. She had had no
serious illness, no obvious trouble; yet how
strangely she had shrunk and faded, until her skin
appeared lead-coloured and her face wizened.

¢ Dear Aunt ITonor, I fear you must be ill,”
said Gertrude, as she drew near, and affection-
ately kissed her.

“ 111! what should make me ill, pray?” was
the sharp answer; to which was added, ¢ Don’t
be so full of fears and fancies; it's foolish, Ger-
trude. I am never fanciful. Some people, I
know, are always dying. ?

She checked herself with a jerk. Her remark
applied to Mrs. Austwicke; but it was not to
Gertrude she should say it, so she abruptly
changed the conversation wWith—

« How’s Ruth ?”

“ Very ill still ; I inquired directly I returned
from church ; very ill.”

# IUs her own fault, going off for a holiday, in-
deed! What does & woman at her time of life
want with holidays 27

“ Nay, aunt ; but "

“ I say its folly ; and when I wanted her! T
have no doubt she walked about in Winchester
till she was fit to drop, and then was shaken to
picces on the railroad, It's her own fault.”

% Can I do anything for you, Aunt ?”

Gertrude felt that there was & deep substratum
of selfishness in Miss Austwicke’s strictures.

¢ You! no child—no ; I waut nothing that yon
could do.”

1t was not wonderful that, a3 all her offers
were rejected, Gertrude did not stay long with
her aunt. Ou leaving her, she met the doctor,
just as he was getting on his horse, and ingnired
of him after his patient,

¢ Not in immediate danger now, but shaken—




