| DECEMBER 213, 1879 i

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

379

thar; they had seon Unyah, They, of course,
denied -all knowledge of him; and the horse-
men, having searched the house in vain, re.
turned to the fort, having ‘mada -the women
promise that should Unyal) return he was to
go at once to the Nawab, who was anxious
to reward him for his good scrvices. Next
worning Unyak, refreshod Ly bis night's rest,
Mled to the hills, and defied evory effort Lo find
him, " until -he" surrendered himself, as already
related, to Skinner's troopers, ‘ :

Ever since the murder of Mr. Fraser search
had “been made by the police, but in vain, to
find -the carbine used by Wassil  Khan. It
happened, howevers#that one  evening, somnc
time after the murder, s woman was drawing
water from a-deep well close to the Cabul gate
of Delhi.  While so employed, the rope broke,
and the vessel attached 1o it sank into the
water. She called her hushand to her assist-
ance ;. and he, letting a hook down: fastened to
u rope, pulled up not the lost vessel, but a car-
biue, scarcely at all rusted, wnd bearing the np-
pearance of having been recently discharged.
On it being shown to Unyah, he at onee recog-
nised it as the weapon used by Wassil Khan.

Other evidenée, tending - to establish the
guilt of the Nawab and the trooper, was pro-
cured DLy degrees. Thus the grain merchant
who had supplied for the horse deposed that he
had done so at the trooper's request for several
days preceding the murder ; then people of the
bazaar adjrcent to the Nawab's house ut Delhi
gavee evidence that Wassil Khan had been in
the habit of ridding the animal out every after-
noon, and that on the night of the murder
bhe had returned with his horse in o lather,
showing he had riddeu hard.  There happened
to be o mosgue near the scene of the murder, in
which it was proved Wassil Khan had been seen
on the very evening in question saying his
prayers for an unusually lonyg time, and that
on their comyletion he had ridden his horse
sharply off, as if intent on husiness of import-
anve. It further appeared, that ou the fatal
night the Commissioner had been detained later
than usual, owing to the visit he had paid to
the Rojah of Rishengurh,

Both the Nuwab and the trooper were tried
by a special Commisdon, depated by the Gov.
ernment for the purpose, sl their guilt being
clearly proved, t{wy were condemned to death.
They were hanged close to the Cashmere gate of
the eity, anmd both retained their resslution to
tha last, and denied all koowledge of the mur.
der.

Thus perished Nawab Shumshoodeen Khan,
u chief of c¢onsiderable position and wealth, all
of which he owed to the NBritish Government,
who had raised his father from comparatively
humble circumstanzes for his servicea during
the wars with the Mahrattas in the years 1802-
8. The father wus a man af ability, and was
bred up 1 a school which demanded the exer-
ecise of the virtues of moderntion, vigilance and
indastty. In  his old age he was highly re.
spected and even: honeured ; whilst the son,
having no such inducements to selfsrestraint,
passeal o life of seif-indulgence and reckless-
ness, and came o an untimely and disgraceful
death. )

Some of the Mohammedans of Delbi regurded
the Nawab as a martyr, and erected. & tomb to
his memory, which wax in due time regurded as
a-sucred shrine, to which members.resorted to
worship. e ] = R

()f'a‘l the Governwent officers employed in
the inveatigntion of this case, Lord Lawrence was
till 1ately tha solasurvivor. OF those who did, Mr.
K. Fraser, the magistrate, and Dr, Graham et
with.violent deaths. Mr. 8. Fraser; then hold-
ing the office of Commissioner -of Delhi, -was
killed in the king's palace, by the mutineers on
the mornivg of 1lth May, 1857 ; and Dr.
jraham wos shot dead nbout the same time by
the rebels at Scalkote’ in the Punjab, both
falling in the execution of their duty,
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THE PORTRAIT.

ACRUNTRS LOVE STORY, FROM TUE FRENCH OF
HENRY GREVILLE:

Maurive was wandering nimlessly in the depths
of the forest.” It had ceased niining, but the
drops ot water ‘were still rolling from leaf to leafl
with the light sound of a nearly exhausted foun-
tain trickling into its half-filled basin, -and in
the distanee thedark path opened outinto a wet
glade of a decp green of exquisite softness, The
trunks of the trees were very. black; their bran-
ches: blacker still, and the mossive boughs of
the  chestnut trees above the young painter's
head: scemed like the high arches of a eathe:
dral nt the honr when all-is dark in the church
and when “the colored: windows cast inte the
gloom gleams of light so intense and so wys-
terious that you would think them lit up by a
fire of live conls [rom without. :

Maurice loved this hour at the decline of day,
when after the rain the sun has not shone out,
and when u gray “tint is cast aver everything,
blending outlines, softening angles and iuvest.
ing every shape with a smooth and exquisite
roundnezss. “He walked slowly, discovering every
moment in the well-known Torest -some besuty
till then unknown, and he was thrilled to the
very deptha of his being by that tender admira-
tion for nature which is one ol the characteristics
of geniug. :

Having reached the glade, he looked around.
him. The grass was green and brilliant ; the

~dalicate leaves of the shrubs, shining beneath

‘tha

‘which causes us to- forget everything, nor the

Cvirtnes.

the water that had washed them, formed a fine,
lace-like network against the dark background
of the great forest beyond, - He stopped in order
to see better, to observe better and to take in
better the impression of the wet forest, more im.
pressive and more human, 80 to speak, in its
great shadows than beneath the suushine in all
the splerdour of the day.

The pretty and graceful figure of a young girl
stood. out against the foliage of  the birch trees.
She advanced with a supple movement, without
perceiviug Maurice, who, as immovable as the
trunk of a chestuut tree, wans watching her.
When two steps from him the young girl per-
ceived bim, She started, and let fulla few twigs
fromn the faggot of wood that she was earrying on
her head,

*“ You irightened me,” said she, smiling ; and
her large black eyes shone ont werrily beneath
the tangle of her blonde Lair.

He lovked at her without answering. A com-
plete harmony, which no words can render,
reigned between the sleuder figure, the laughing
face, the lace-dike folinge of the glade and the
tints of the landscape,

“ Stand still,” said the young man, 1 am
going to take your portrait."’

She wished to push back her hair, which had
fallen over her face, but he prevented her by a
gesture,

“ Remain as you are.”

He seated himself on a stone and sketchsd
rapidly the outline and features of his yonng
model. She was a peasant, but delicate wnd re-
fined as the young girls of the peasantry olten
are before their complete and often tardy devel.
opment. The eyes were already those of a wo.
man, the smile was stitd that of 4 ehild,

* How old are you 1”7 askid the painter, still
worklng.

‘1 shall soon he sixteen.”

“Already ! 1 saw you three vears ago, a little
bit of a thing.”’

L was very Iittle,” said she, with o pretty
laugh, andfrank and bold as a sparro v, < bt 1
grow fast, and on St John's day I shall have
Jovers."”

“Why on St dolin's day ¢
man, stopping to look at her,

“* Beeause one must have alover to danee with
round the boufire.”’

So soon ! That pure brow, these innocent eyes,
that ckildish mouth, a1l these wore 1o be pro-

aned by the lLoorish gallantry of a rustie !

wketd the vanr g

Maurice felt o vague jealousy duwn iu his
heart.

“Will you have me for a lover 7 said he, ro-
sning his work, -

“Ohtyou! you areagentleman, and I, ] am
a peasant ; good girls do not listen 1o pentle-
men,”

That-is the village code of morals ;
man answered nothing.

“.3 cunnot see any longer : will vou come back
here to-morrow, a iittle carlier 77

“ For my portrait 17

“Yes,"

“ 1 will cote hack. Goad evening, sie.”

the voung

went away. We always go away with reluctance
when w¢ have nothing to hope for on our re-
turn. It'is so hard to leave behind a bit of
one’slife, of which nothing is to remain.

He carried away ‘his picture, however, and it
was before it that he passed his happiest hours
that winter, always perfecting a work which was
already perfect. The picture was adinired ; the
critics, whe were unanimous in their enthusiasm,
declared -that such faces could - not exist, ex-
cepting in the brain of a poet or in the imagina-
tion of a painter. Maurice listened, smiling,
and kept for himself the secret of the sweet face
that had inspired him. He. received brilliant
offers for hig picture ; never had so high a price
been offered for any of his works ; but he re-
fused, and refased also to allow it to be copied.
Sinve hie was never to possess’ anything of his
model but her likeness he intended that that
should be his alone.

Antumn was drawing ocar when he returned
to the village, twice had the fires of 8t. John
seen the whirls of the werry danee sinee he had
painted the portrait, and when he thought of the
voung girl it was with a smile that was some-
what sad, as I usked himself on which of the
village rustics she had fixed her choice.

Hss first pilgrimage on arriving was to the
forest of chestnnt trees; at the fall of day—
vight comes quickly at the beginning of October
----- e wandered down the long path ; but it was
no longerdark 3 it was traversed by an amber
sunbeam, which seemed to have fastened itself
on every one of the leaves whicn quivered on
the branches or crackled beneath his feet.

The odor af the dead leaves brought to him a
whole warkl of regrets, of remembrances of hit-
terness, stirring up within hime an unspeakable
saduess; and a more camplete disgust with every-
thing tiat hebad sought up to that time, When
he had reached the glade he sat down on the spot
where eighteen wonths hefore he had made the
sketeh which hud since crowned hisrenown, The
cold stone seemed to laugh at him ironically for
al! that he bad suffered.” ’

A peasant girl—a coquette ! a matter of great
consequence surely U She would have Joved me
it Tl chosen. Muny others bave loved
puinters, and have followed them to Paris, and

then have disappeured in the seum of the great
city without leading with chains the one who
Liad fuitiated thew into the mysteries of art and
intelleciual life, - - . He is a
fool who saerifices to chimeras the rea) goods of
this world 1 the love of & heautiful gir), the
wlory which talent pives, the fortune whick sue-
cess brings,

While he wus thus denying the gods of his
vanth, he saw coming towards him, in the well-
Known path, the young girl of other days, who
bad grewn up, who had become a woman, in one
ward, She was not alime 1 a rostie was walking
teside her holding her by the Yittde finger ' a fine
feliow, for that uatter, strong and well made,
and richly dJdressed for a pessant.  He -bent to-
ward ber, and from time to time wiped away
with Lis lips a teny from the young airds
cheek. )

She rised her bundle of weoad and went away
into the deepening shadows, beneath the arehi-
way of the dark chestnut trees

Maurice went home dreaming of the [air-
hnired child.  He had seen her often, and biad
altways looked at her, but with the eyes of an
artist.. Now it seemed to him that he Jooked at
her with the eyes of ajealous lover.  That night
and the next day seemed interminabie to him,
and long before the appointed  hour he was iu

Py ox‘t:'la:‘:‘-kcd alone, -and ‘when'the. young’ girl
arrived, a - little late—already playing the co-
queite--she was quite surprised.

St is really myself ! said she.
giveit tome ¥

¢No, T will make voura little one for your.
self.”

“ And that owe, what will you do with it ¥

Tt will go to Paris, it will be put in a large
frame, it wih be hung in a beautiful gallery, and
evory one will come amil fookat it.””

ALY ves, | know, in the exhibition.”

* Have you heard of the exhibition '

“There are gentlemen painters heve who work
for the axhibition, as they say, but they never
took my portrait.” )

Daylight was fading gently ; Maurice found,
as on the preceding Sevening, the exgnisite- soft
tints which hadso ehiarmed him, and his work
advanead a hundred cubits toward posterity,

He saw ber aguin several times beneath the
cheekered daylight of his improvised stadio, and
he took pleasure in making this “work his best
one. “Already celebrated, he” had no veed to
make himself a name, and yet he was sure” that
thix picture would put the seal to his renown,
By the time he wasguite satisfied with Uit
winter had come,. and Maurice Joved: his little
wodel. 1o loved her too much to tell her o,
too much 1o sully this field flower. of whiom he
could not make his wife; but enough to sutler at
the thought of ‘leaving her. ~ She: had none of
those qualitivs which secure the happiness ‘of a
life ; neither depth of feeling nor’ the “Jdevotion

“ Will vou

passion which is an- excuse for everything ; she
was n pretty field flower, a little vaiu, a little
coquettish, with no- great. faults ‘nov yet great
Maurice knew that she was not for
hiny, and yet ho loved the graceful lives of hier
figure, as yet searcely developed aud which her
homa-spun gown chastoly enfolded withsut dis
guising.  He loved the deep eyes, the lavghing
mouth, the fair hair that was always in disorder,
the little handkerehiel tied aovoss her Breast-—he

loved it all; aud it was with veluetanee that he

and most helpful have yet, acknowledged or un-
acknowledged to themselves, moments of hungry
soul yearnings for compauionship and sympathy:
For the want of this, what wrecks .of humanity
lie strewn about us—youth-wasteéd for the mock-
ing semblance of friendship, adrift at the merey
of chance, without the grasp of a true lirm hand,
without a kindly loving heart 1o eounsel !

NATURAL AFFECTION.~—Natural affection of-
fersa fine foundationn on which to erect the eli-
fice of a firm and enduriny friendship, but it will
not rise up of itself. We must build it, stone by
stone, if we would possessit. I we havea valued
and. respected friend, what pains we take to
cherish his friendship ;  how carefully we en-
deavour to prune away from ourselves that
which would displease him, and cultivate those
qualities which he admires; how ‘we strive to
gratify him by pleasant surprises and to avofd
all tnat could wound or trouble him {- Yet let
the fawiliar house door shut us in, - and hew
many of us take the same pains !

Love axp JeALGUsY.~~The love that harboers
jealousy is not love ac all.’ Jealousy is far too
mean and petty a feeling to find a resting-place
in the vaat abode where love sits enthrouned,
Love i3 trusting and unseltish, with the trust of
an unsuspecting, unquestioning faith in its idol,
and nnselfishness carried 1o the extent, if neces.
sury, of even giving uway the beloved, though
the music of life for ever after remain wute.
This is true love, and the only love which wins
in the end, and brings the winged hoy back a
captive and a slave to the feet of his mistress,

And, if he is not brought back thus, then
uothing will ever bring him back agata: so of
what use are wild regrets, dishievelled locks, and

swollen eves 7 They but hasten his flight by
disgusting his nature ; they alienate, and donot
endear,

MibbLe LIFE. —** 1t is a solemn thought and
feeling connected with middle life,”” says the
late eloquent F. W. Kobertson, ‘“that life’s last
business is begun iu carnest”; and itis theu, mid-
way between the eradle aud the grave, that a
wan begins to marvel that he let the days ot his
yvouth go by so half enjoyed. It is the pensive
antumn feeling, it is the sensation of half sad.
ness that we experience when the longest Jday of
the year is passed, and every day that follows is
shorter, and the Hghter und feedder shadows tedl
that nature is hastening with gigantic foutsteps
to her winter grave.  So does man look back
upon his youth.  When the first gray bairs be-
come visible, when the unwelcome truth fustens
itself upon the miund that 4 man is no longer ga-
ing up hill, but down, and the sun is always
westering, he looks buck on things behind, when
‘we were children,  But now there lies before us
manlicod, with its earnest work, and then oid
age, aud then the grave, and then home. There
isasecond vouth for man better and holier than
his first, if he will Isok forward and noet bazk.
ward.”

TR S, S A S —

On seeing Mauricee they stopped,  confused
and surprised.

O And it was for that,” thought he, ¢ that |
vespeetnd this fower 7

Aund he was thinking with contemptuouns pity
ot bis fully when the voung girl addressed bhim:

“They will uot ler us marry, sir,” said she,
her voive broken with sebs, 1 am poar ; he
has "some property, and his mother will not
have me for a danghter-in<law. She talks of dis-
inherviting him 't .- - - i

SreAnd you oo do not awish him to be disin-.
herited, do you " said Maurice, ironically. .

“ludeed ' answered  the Tad, **we must
live.” ’

“That is only tow trne ! 1 pity you, my chil-
dren,™ o

They went away, Muaurice, left alone, with
his head bowed down on his hands, thought for
a long time. . ‘

His lle faney had tlown away-—nothing re-
mained of the slevler young - gird but a peasant
who was still L. we, but very near becoming
an ordinary matron.

Y No it is with our dreams,” said he, vising.
*“The anly sure thing that we can gather from
them is to do a little good with them.”

The same evening he wrate to Paris, and a few
diys later he presented himself at the veuny
«irl's house. )

* 1 have sold your portrait,”” he said to her,
in the presence of her astonished mother; * |
teccived x large swm for it 1 is gquite a fortune.
1 have brought it to you inerder that you muy
marry your lover,” ‘

HEARTH AND HOME.

IneesorrroNe--With the healthy reasonable
mind a promtse invelves its performance ; but
irresolution never considers anything as settled
so long as change is possible, - Every hindiance,
every diffivnity is an argument for & reversal, or
breach of contradt, ¢ither with oneself orothers,

Fokwanrp.—1t iswell to” look both backwand
and forwanl. - They who look only  backward
beconie too conservative.  They who look only
into the fture becomn too rash; and are-ineap.
ahile of trae progress. - Fov progress alwavs ime
plies ‘n past, amdis content to be an advance
upon it. True develapment preserves the old
and earries it forward m an expanded and im-
proved forn inta the new, '

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

Brovsox Howanp's play, ** Wives,” 1 so
successtl that Daly could pot withdraw it when the
lite came.

Lospax Trwtle fiuds that Sothern’s sou has
none uf the father s wansetisms wnd acts withiont feem -
ing 1 avt.

Oue Brey, the violinist, has taken the rési-
dence of James Russell Lawell, en Elmswood Avennes,
Cambridge, for the cominoy winter season.

Miss MexNie Havk aud - Mme, Pappenheim
have meda s reownt siecess fn-Don (Siovaaoond, the former

wx Zertina and the wrther un Donws ganda, " Jai

Epwix Boorn's engngement ar the  New
York - Grand” Opera Houss has heenn viry successful,
erowded Lotses being the rale during the wutire fort
uight.

Tue Theatre Fravedds, which, after the ex-
ample of the Puaris Opera, had either diminished or
wholly suppressed the  claque,” has onee more #stih.
tshed it vy its former footing.

A vonster festival is in contemplation at
tha Trocadeco, where will he invited 1he fifteen amatenr
symphonist societies of Paris, each of which, on an
avemge, i3 composed of forty irsiramentalists, wind and -,
cstringed instruments who do et usaully . appesr’in
pubiie,

Ir is said that ““ Alda,” as now presented at
the New Yurk Academy uf Music by the Mapleson
> pera Cotpany, is The most complete parfermance of
grand opera io Amertea. At no representation bas the
house been lurge enough to hold wil who wished to aee
and henrit,

Eveey hox, and all the seais as fav as the
thind gattery of the Paris tiaiete, bave Yeen enigred
fur the Fehraary representations ot Mae, Pattic. The
[Aive, with Nivolini, has been warmly receivesd in’ the
Traviaty, wt Berlin, where the Emperor. who remained
throngh the entire performance, frequently gave the sig-
nal tor the applause with which the great voealist was
greeted, ’ '

Mu. IS Guatork has written and composed
a national hymao entitled ** Columbin,” which he intends
to dedicate 1o the Amerioan people. | Those whoe bave,
heard it spank in the most enthusinatic terms of both
mnsic and words! ‘Uhe poeny comprises seven verses,
three of which are composed for sola gad chornds, s
trative ot deserpive of the nationitd history, from the:
lanmding of the Pigrims o the elose of the civii war,
from: day to dark” and  dark to day™ New York

Swill Have the opportuaity soon of fmdyging of Mo Gil-

more's wark .

A CARD,

Toall who are suffeving from the errors and
tudiscretions of youth, wervous weakness, smly
decuy, loss of manhood, &, T will send o tearpe
that will eure you, FREE OF CHARGE. -~ This
great remody was discovered by o missionary in

Syaparny e No hitnem being can beisabited
and selt-sustanad,  The stronigest and bravest. ‘

Soutle America, . Send-a self-addressed envelope
teo i Rev Jaseen T Isways, Statien D, New
YVork ("1'.":,‘ : '




