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"chance of showing it.

 NORTHERN MESSENGER. = .

1and wonder why' that child whom he hated

should have been a bay. .
“If T had a son like Constance,” he

would say to himself, ‘‘ Ishould be a happy

man,” " : e
But he did not deserve to be a happy

man, when he was the cause of so much
-( unhappiness to others ; and he never was.

Constance did not feel the disappoint-
ment so keenly. She found much consola-

.| tion in her dear Roncesvalles and the fa-

vorite hounds, and in flying her pet hawk.
Whenever she could she accompanied her
father in his hunts to the great forest ; and

21 |indeed she had a great many more amuse-
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SWEET WILLIAM,
OR THE CASTLE OF MOUNT ST. MICHAEL.
By Marguerite Bowvet.
Crarrer IV.—(Continued. )

Cruel as was Duke William, he was still
human enough to feel the power of a loving
and innocent child, the more so because
this child was his own, and the only living
being from whom he could claim any affec-
tion. Therc conles a time in every one’s
life, no matter how unloving and unlovable
one may be, when there springs up in the
heart & great and unexpected love that is
worth more than” all.the hopes and ambi-
tions of a lifetime. That time had come
forDuke William. THe did not feel thisall
at once ; indeed it was many months before
he realized what a strong hold Constance
was taking each ‘day upon his heart, At
first he had enjoyed the childless intrepi-
dity with which she always spoke to him,
admired her quaint speeches, and been
much amused by her arguments with him.
No one ever argued with my lord at-Mount
St. Michael, or disputed his word, and he
found it rather a plensing fovelty: He
took especial delight in pretending to be
converted to some of her views—which he
found somewhat curious at times—after a
long and stormy discussion, and he nearly
always ended by granting her whatever she
wished, no matter how eccentric or impos-
sible her wishes might be. He wasa man
who loved his power more than anything
else in the world, and who rarcly missed a
He liked to think
that through him a little child could rule a
whole people, and in that thought he for-
got that she was ruling him with the rest.
It would have been a fearful thing for the
people of Mount St. Michael had Constance
been anything but the kind-hearted and
loving child she was ; for her father would
as willingly have indulged her in crnel and
thoughtless wishes as he did in her more
amiable ones.

But a single wicked person in one family

is quite enough ; and Constance seemed to
have inherited none of the faults which
might have been expected. She wasan
object of love and admiration to every one
at thecastle. Although she wasalways the
** Lady Constance,” and herlittle word was
law, she had a gentle, winning way of mak-
ing herself obeyed, which made everybody
happy to serve her. Her good nurse, La-
sette, who had been with her from her
cradle, and who had striven to train her
childish heart to kind and unselfish
thoughts, . felt, when she saw the pretty
child engaged in somegood work forthe poor
littlé Normans of the village, and heard her
pitying their hard and unhappy lot, that
her efforts had not been in vain, and that
some day, perhaps, the little Constance
would be the means of righting the great
wrongs that were done at Mount St.
Michael, -

In time, Duke William found no society
so agreeable to him as that of his little
daughter. His visits to the castle became
more frequent, and his sojourns longer.
He never ceased to enjoy, and indeed to
marvelat, her unrestrained and childlike
fondness for him., He did not understand
that some people are made to love and to
be loved, and that few can resist the hid-
den power of such natures; that a child
like Constance could see no evil in others,
but could rather love and magnify the little
good that was in them., As for my lady,
sho liked nothing so well as to sit on ny
lord’s knee and listen to. the glowing ac-
counts of the last foray, while the pieat fire
crackled up the tall chimney, and the blaz-.
ing Jogs lit up the darkness of the stately
hall of the castle. She always kept her
love for fierce and. unruly people ; and as
his noble lordship thought it unnecessary
to inform her of all the wrong and injustice
he was guilty of when off on these expedi-
tions, she also kept her admiration for him
and his great power, and grieved often that
she was “only a little maid,” and could
never join him in all the wonderful sports.

And. then my lord would sigh bitterly
and think of the little boy in the tower,
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ments than the little girls of those days
were wont to have. And as she knew
nothing of thelittle boy in the Great Tower
and had never done any but kind and lovely
deeds all her life, she was a very happy
little girl. . ‘

It wasnot long before Duke William was
again called away to fight for the glory of
his king and his country ; for in those trou-
‘blous and ambitious times the noble gen-
tlemen of Europe were seldom idle in that
respect. © Bub for some-reason his lordship
left MountSt. Michael this time with more
reluctance than he had ever done. He
did not like ‘to confess, even to himself,
that a little girl with a sweet, dimpled face
and Iaughing blue eyes had alone been the
means of keeping him at Mount St. Michael
go long, Like all men with hard and un-

‘| Joving natures, he considered it an unman-

ly weakness to show love for any one.
Still, he eould not well help, and could
scarcely account for, the strange new feel-
ing he entertained for Constance. He
excused himself, however, by saying that
he was growing old, and that the pleasure
of warfare was beginning to lose some of
its charm for him ; and that before many
years more, the fireside at Mount St.
Michael and Constance would be his best
companions.

As he took leave of the pretty child, who
dlung to him, and wept with undisguised
sorrow at parting from him, it suddenly
came over him that, after all, she was the
dearest thing in the world to him. No one
had ever loved him so, nor ever trusted
him as she did—not even the gentle being

"I'who had béen his but a few short-months.

His hard heart melted for & mnoment.
What if he fell, and should never see her
again ¥ In a burst of feeling he caught the
little girl up in his arms and kissed her,
and looked at her, murmuring almost
‘fondly,—

‘¢ How fair sheis, my little daughter, my
Constance !” ‘

And then, turning to the trusty Franeis,
hegpoke in a voice that no one had ever
heard before. i

“My good friend,” said he, ““I leave
the Lady Constance in your keeping.
When I am hence, remember she rules
Mount -St. Michael and Normandy. In
doing her bidding, you are doing mine.”

These were strange words from his Grace
the Duke of Normandy. Franeis could
searcely recall having ever been spoken to
before as my lord’s *‘ good- friend,” or
having ever received' such pleasing and
amiable orders.” But Francis was a wise
man ; and though he knew it would hardly
be safe for him to disregard my lord's in-
junction, hescould not help thinking, know-
ing Constance as well as he did, that my
lady’s ‘views and her father's were vastly
differenton some points. But he promised,
as he alwaysdid, to be her faithful servant,
inwardly rejoicing that Constance had a
good and loving little heart, and feeling
gure that her wishes would be none but
pleasant and easy ones to execute.

But here the good Francis was mistaken,
as he fully realized some weeks later, when
my Lady Constance asserted her power at
Mount-St. Michael in’ such a way that for
a time'he was greatly puzzled in his own
mind as to which was the harder tagk—to
obey my lord, or to disobey my lady.

- Cnarrer V.—A CHIiLp’s VICTORY.

It was full midsummer. The air was
sweet with the breath of the wild honey-
suckle, and the fields were white and yellow
with daisies. The" tall trees swung softly
beneath a clear blue ‘sky; and an air of
warmth and quiet, that should have made
all things happy, rested upon Mount St.
Michael. My Lady Constance was return-
ing from a joyous canter among the hills
with Roncesvalles. Her fresh cheeks were

N

blooming with heslth and color, and her

N

.geon, where they must starve and die, the

.of their legs.

bright éyes glowing with strange excite-
ment.” - : ST SR

*Q/dear nurse,” she eried in a distressed
little ‘voice,. and throwing herself into
Lasette's arms, *“you cannot think what a ‘
dreadful thing IThave just seen | Francis, -
dear, good Francis, is doing such & wicked
thing I” Co -

** What is it, sweet ¥’ asked the nurse;
¢ what is the good Francis doing to make
my little lady look so rosy ¥. =

“Tcould not reach themin time, dear
Lnsette. Roncesvalles was lazy and slow
for the first time in his lifé ; but I saw them
as thay left the court-yard through the
great western gate. They were going.to
the Left Tower, with two noble-looking
gentlemen who were bound hand and foot;
and there was a sweet Iady with them,
with a babe in her arms, who wept and
called oub to them. But Francis would nob
listen, and he closed the gates upon her.
And now he is letting them ‘take those
noble gentlemen to the great” black dun-

Indy says. O nurse, you should see the
sweet babe ! It is cruel to take away its
father ; and Francis must not do it, must
he? Ishall tell him he must not.” And
the pretty child’s eyes ran over with tears
as she thought of this needless suffering.

“My Constance, perhaps there is some
good reason why those gentlemen should
be taken to the tower,” said Nurse Lasette
soothingly, though she herself heaved a
sigh and doubted her own words.

‘A good reason for making people so
unh:}ppy, good nurse ). I cannot think of
one.” ' o
“You are still a very little girl, dear
1ove, and you may not understand. Tell
me, how came you to know all this?”

“Isaw the lady as I was crossing the
court-yard, and spoke with her ; and she
told me that her husband and her brother
were prisoners sent to Mount St. Michael
to bo shut up ina dungeon and die.. What
are prisoners, Lasette I"

*Unhappy ones who are deprived of all
their freedom, and whe are watched and
kept in some dreary place where neither
love nor comfort is.” :

*“ And must they always die 7”

“Not-‘always ;-though they often.wish
they might.” .

s {To be Continued.)
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THE GALAPAGAS TORTOISES.

If the visitor to the Central Park menage-
rie will pass into the house béhind the lion
quarters, and walking past the stalls where
the graceful antelopes of South Afriea, the
pretty gemsbok (Oryxz Gazella), are con-
fined, look over the last bin on the right’
hand side, he will see a group of interest-
ing objects—the Galapagas tortoises. If
the temperature, the character of the day,
and their own dispositions are in accord,
he will find them taking some interest in-
their surroundings, and may be able to ob-
serve their stiff and strained attitudes,
their inane, staring eyes,  their? gaunt,
wrinkled necks, and the comical protusion’ .
But if it is dark, or the sur-
feit of a late dinner has thrown them into
post-prandial reflections, he will observe
nothing but a bundle of dirty brown box-
like humps, which are marked on their
outer surface by a series of sculptured and
raised ridges, while dimly seen within the
gaping edges of their front and back mar-
gins, the folded liinbs and withdrawn som-
nolent heads of their inmates are provok-
ingly descried, motionless ‘and torpid.
These lumps of bone have, however, to the
naturalist a great interest. They have
been brought from that remarkable group
of islands which lie some’ geven hundred
miles from the west coast of South America,
opposite Ecuador, beneath the equator, and
belong to a fauna which, from its remote
and insular position, hasassumed an indi-
genous and unique character. Indeed the
Galapagas Islands have received their
name from these large tortoises. Thename
Galapagas alludes to -them, which is seen
more clearly in the German translation, L
Schildkroteninsehn, and in the French Iles
des Tortues, both designations being liter-
ally the islands of the tortoises.. Chas.
Darwin has devoted a chapter in his
‘“Voyage of the Beagle” to a description
of these curious reptiles, and they have
been made the subject of many sketches by
the chance tourists or wandering visitors of
this remote region. Dr. A. Gunther also




