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MoON FOLK.* The well-known firm of Dawson
Brothers, of this city, while it is always amply
supplied with the choicest of new publications,
as soon as they are.published, mnakes it a rule toincrease and diversify its stock on the approachof the holiday season of Christnas and New
Year. At that timue, as we shall have occasion toshow later, its shelves are brilliant with all the
p>leaksanxt books which can please the fancy of theyounxg and imaginative. As a foretaste of the
good things coming, we announce to day theappearance of Moox FcaK a dainty volume by
Jane Austen, which contains a true account of the
home of the fairy tales. Al the familiaroldlegends
of our childhood are found rehearsed therein, fron
" The Man in the Moon " to "Sinbad the Sailor,"
and fromd "Sir Lancelot du Lac " to "RobinsonCrusoe." Cinderella's crystal slipper glistens
once more, the "Sleeping Beauty " dispass her
charns in the glade, the " Beauty an theBeast " present their grotesque contrasts and the
towers of Camelot peer dimly in the misty dis-
tance. All these stories are connected by a thread
of dialogue which preserves their unity and en-
bances their interest. The pencil of Linton has
caught the charm of the legends and his profuse
illustrations constitute one half the value of the
book which we heartily commend to our young
friends of both sexes.

ATILLERY RETRosPEc'r.† We are indebted to
the author for a copy of this useful pamphlet.
He is known for his efforts to nprove and so-
Iiify our volunteer or nization, especially in
the artillery arm, wbic is his own specialty,
anud the present work, the substance of two lec-
tures dehivered before the Literary and'Historical
Society ofQuebec, isanother step in the sanie direc-
tion. ColonelStrangegoes throughthe whole Artil-
lery history of the Franco-German warand the se-
cond siege of Paris. He illustrates his matter by
copions diagrams and tables. In the second part,
lie has a nunber of very useful suggestions to the
Militia of the Dominion which testify both to
his knowledge and to -his patriotismn. With re-
gard more espxecially to the training of the scien-
tific Corps, Engineers and Artillery, he says:
"To acquire a practical knowledge ofthe mount-
"ed branch of the latter, the most difficult arm
"of the service, a permanent instructional Field-
"Battery is necessary for each Provincial Gunnery
"School, as well as for the Military Colle;
"while the General Order of 20th October, 1871,
" providinxg for a Gunnery School at New
" Brunswick, might well be put in force, as well" as the conversion of the permanent battery at
"Winnipeg, Manitoba, into a Field-Battery of
"Instruction, available for active service in the
"event of the police ceasing to perform artillery
"duty, or being more than five or sixt hundred
" milcs distant from the point where their servi-
"ces might be required. As Canada swarms with
"skilled riflemen, who, in emergency, under
"trained officers, would soon aeugre all they
"want to make them excellent mnfantry-viz.,
"discipline,-it is manifest that the largest pro-

portion of these permanent nuclei shoulc be
"Artillery (Field and Garrison), with a smaller
"proportion of Cavalry, as well as a amall corps
"of Engineers and Artificers at each fortress to
"execute petty repairs, on the " stitch-in-time "
" principle. We want no military "loafers"
" arounu our cities. The Prussian army is a na-
" tional school, such as we are not likely to have
" in Canada; but, in these days, a soldier who is"&not kept burnished by instructing others is apt
" to rust. The officers and non-commissioned
" officers of these corps must be permanent ins-
"tructors of their own men, of the Militia, and
"of such lads not necessarily belonging to the
" Militia, who might advantageously be ad-
"mitted (especially during the winter season) for
"short courses of drill, duty and discipline,
"tduring that period between leaving schoo and
"entering business."

ELECTRIC TREATMENT OF DIssE.4 Without
asserting that electricity will cure each and every
disease, the author of the present treatise, who
has sent us a copy of his work, believes it to be
capable of brixmging a greater number of diseases
to a favorable issue than any other single renedy
external or internal, which practice and science
combined have yet made known to medical men.
He cites a number of renowned pyactitioners who
have used electricity in the cure of diseases-suchaLs Sir Robert Christison, Pereira, Golding Bird,
and Lionel Beale. Dr. Hayward believes further
that medical electricity would be much
more extensively employed had some special
instrument been earlier devised for administering
it continuously and effectively. More than one

btlie apparatus has been constructed with
tbese ends xm view. He states he tried them all
anîd with no p)roportionate degree of ,success,
wbexn circumstances induced hixm to ixmagine,
and after muchi consideration enxabled him Wo
construct, an electric belt of sudch increased
power and diversified functions, that in mnost
cases of application it responded to his highieat
hiopes. ThelDoctor gives an interesting historical
survey of electrical discovery, witb a general
sketch of vital electricity, while the bulk of hise
work is devoted to special electrical therapeutics.

L oot n"ÏFolk, byJane (.Austn Illusraned bWB. J.
thers Montreal. 12mo. cloth. pp. 208.

t Artillery Retrospect of the lat G4reat War, 1870;.
with its lessons for CJanadians, by Lieut. -Col. T. Bland
Stn nge, Donion Inspeetor of Artillery. Middleton &-

Flae treio heapeneral exposition of Mcdio-ietric
Science, &c. By J. R. 8. Hayward, M. R. C. S., &c., &o.i mo. Paper. Pp. 90. The C ty Publshiug CJo., London.

'4 WuDOWED ERE WEDDED,"

She looked for his comning with grief-laden sighs.She waited and watched through the long Mnmmner
day;

But onlyd'uli vacaner greeted her eyes_
The one whonm she longed for still lingered away.

The roses that grew by .her window hîxug low,
The dewdrops lay heavy axong their sweet leaves:

The air had no sound save the river's sweet flow,
And the young swallows' twittering under the eaves.

And still as she waited she saw the red run
Call in his bright glory and sink to his rest;

She heard voices murmiur and feet swiftly run.
Auda pain like a sword-thrust struek sharp throingh

her breast.

Then u the white path of the garden they bore
The formu of the one whom she waited for-.dead!

She saw the red wound that the bright curls hung 'er.
And knew the sad truth ere a word had been said.

Cnt off in he tine of his manhooda fresh prime,
In the bloom of hie vigour and beauty laid low.

He resta; but for her is that desolate pain
Such as only the heart of a woman may know. -

SUSANNA J.

[For the CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWs.]
IN PACE*..

A LEGEND OF THE CATACOMBS.

By JOHN LESPERANCE.

"mGood norrow, Quintus; thon art up be-

6Aye, 'tis a great hèliday,. remember, and I
have risen, like a loyal Rotan, to take my stand
beside the capitol and sec the imprial pageant.
The Emperor angi his train halte for the night
in the plain yonder. fis triumph will be mag-
nificent."

"Yes, Quintus, and well deserved. Io tri-
umphe. But what have we here ? " And the two
friends looked up to 'la-ge scroll hung on one
of the pillars of te imperial edifice.

"Divus Marcus Aistoiui»s Aîurelius Impera.-
tor / Why, a new decree against the Chi-istians,
I declare."

" The Emperor wishes to grace his triunp1xi hyother captives than those taken in Illyria and
Thrace,I ween."

"«An aureus is awarded for every Christian,
man, woman, or child, who will be seized and
duly convicted. Merry sport this, eh, my Lein-
tulus? What say you to a hunt after Christian
flesh till the trumpet herald the steep ascent of
the Capitoline?"

" Agreed, Quintus. An aureus is no small
matter, I tell thee, in these war times, and mayserve a poor fellow like me a good turn in quaffing
draughts of Chio or native Falernian. 'O Bucch",
quo me rapis'"

The two friends locked arns and saunterel
along the street.

Il-
The morninghight was just tipping the crests

of the SevenHils. Imperial me was yet
aslcep. Silence reigned iu her gardens and pub-
lic places. Her thoroughfares were deserted.

Lentulus and Quintus ivalked along the square,
when suddenly across their path a hooded figure
passed and entered a by-street.,

" Look, Quintus, at the slender girl! Did'st
thon see her face?

"No, Lentulus, it is veiled."
"What a lovely form and queenly carriage!

She imut be beautiful."
" Who can she be?"
" And what doing?"
" Alonie, too, at such an early hour."
" A daughter of the people, belike, on some

household errand,"
" No plebeian she, Lentulus, for look at the

jewelled sandal half hidden under lier stole."
"Perhaps a waif of the Suburra."
"Nay, too modest for that."

Who then i-let us follow."
'Ha, ha! I have it-'tis Euphrosyné, the

pride of Consular Vossius, a Christian and hieing
to Christian rites. .The aureu is mine," hid
Quintus to his friend, and, darting from his side,
lie hurried down the street. The hooded figure
disa peared around an angle and lie followed.
As for Lentulus, he seemed stupefied at what lie
had heard, and walked away in another direc-
tion, shaking his head mournfully.

The sunset was gilding the tops of the Sevein
Hills. Rome was awaking froum lier slumbers.
Her avenues were filling with the plebs, and
out on the Campagna resounded the bray of
trumpets froi the camps of the Divine Empero.e

The tapera on tbe altar were lighted, and a
few vases of flowers set about the tabernacle of
worship A troo >of virgins kxnelt around the
hioly tabhe. Thedoor of the cbancel opened, and
the venerable Pacificus entered, accompanied by
white-robed acolytes. He pexformed the sacreal
mysteries, blessed bis little flock, and when
about partaking withi themn of tlie encharist,
spoke tins in a low but impressive voice:-

" Let us thiank our Master, my daughters,
that once more He lias streunthened us with Hissacraxments. The day of tribulation is at hand,
tic decr-ee of persecution bas been lauînched, and
tItis may be the last time we shall meet on earth.

Eat ye, therefore, tic bread of the strong anîd
drinxk of tic cupx of salvationi. Put your trust f
in the crfed e po1se ot' your earts, and whxat- i

'a pace seri'abitis amimas veatra.s.' " He said
these woxrds amnd adxministered the sa,-red rites.

The lighxts on the altar were extinguished, the
flowers removed front their vases, the incense
had nmelted away, and the troop of virgins had
glided out of the holy house. Only the venerable
Pacifieus remained, howed hfore the shrine.
Suddenly lhe felt the hem o lhis garminent gently
touhebd, <and a hooded figure stood beside hxim'x.
The old inan smiled paternally as lie recognised
one of- his little flock who had just partaken of
the xmysteries.

" What wouldst thon have, my daughter?"
" h would mnake an offering to my Spouse be-

fore I go, father, for I feel that I am about to
depart hence, never to return."

The pastor looked up to heaven, as though
he understood the meaning of the girl's preseuti-
ment.

" See in the picture yonder," said she, " how
my Saviour sits by the well, weary and footsore.
I would give him these jewelled sandals where-
withal to go hie ways more ligbtly."

And stooping, she slipped thein from her feet,
and set them before the picture.

" God blesa thee, daughter," whispered the
priest benignly ;" and added, "go 'in peace.
• Fade in pace.'

A loud knock at the door, a sluffling of feet
in the vestibule, a violent crash, and throughi
the broken portal rushed forward a stalwart
man.

"Aye,aye, 'tis she. I recogiise those saidals,"
he cried, and darted up the aisle into the chai-
cel. "Down with thee, old dotard," he exclaini-
ed, as lie gra ed the aged pricat by hie long
white beard and dragged Min W the pave. Tiexi
laying hie hand on the shoulder of the girl,
"Come with me, pretty Christian. Coie, Eu-
phroyné," said lie, with a look of sensual tri-

impi. And Quintus led forth Euphrosyné out
into tic city, barefoot on the stony s trets.

IV.
Euphrosyné, the daughter of Vossius, stood

alone in her high prison cell.
Leaning her white arma on the iron bars, she

looked down upon the great city, arrayed in
holiday dress. She saw its marble colonnades
and decorated fountains, the palaces of the Sena-
tors and the temples of the gods; the triumphal
arches wreathed with flowers, and the wide
streets lined with emblematic bays in honour of
the Emperor.

Euphriosyné mused. She, the descendant of a
noble Roman bouse, illustrions for its deeds in
mail and toga; descended, too, by her mother,
of Attic heîroes, of him who, in the ancient days,
lied hurled the tyrant from hie throne-Aristo-
geiton, whose avenging blade a grateful peopletrimmxued with sprigs of myrtle. En murtou
kladi. She, a hopeless captive now, soon to be the
by-word of the populace, the disgrace of her faum-
ily,the victim of the wild beasts. Yes, but even
thus, nobler far, O reader, in ier own eyes and in
ours, than all thei mighty lords and brilliant
damnes who had shed imperishable glory on her
line. She raised her eyes to the heavens, now
radiant with the sunshine, and prayed-prayed
for comfort in lier loneliness, courage in her pains,
aud perseverance in lier final struggle on the
sands of the amphitheatre.

" O Soterion! " she sweetly inoaned, " througli
all let me preserve mxy soul in peace. ' n pace,in idipumt'"Il

The sound of footfalls is heard along the nar-
row corridor. The door of her cell is opened,
and her aged father advances to meet lier. An
antiq.ue Roman lie, but his tall form is bent, hie
proud step falters, and his grand, massive brow
is clouded in sorrow. Thou hast come upon a
hopeless errand, O Conscript Father ! Thy will,
accustomed to obedience, will be gently but
firmly resisted, and not all thy power and con-
sular authority will obtain what this feeble child
cannot and will not grant. Abandon ier faith
-desert the service of lier Lord1 O! not even
for thy venerable white haire or the memory of a
buried mother willshedothat. Renouncethe troth
of lier spiritual bridal? Never. The daughter
wept inl ier father's arme. And when at lengthlie rose to depart, did lie curse her in hie stoic-
ism as a Brutus or a Cato would have done ?
No, but glancing on lier, lie said:

1, too, am a Christian."

One trial never coxmes alone. Scarcely had
Vossius left the cell of hie daughter, than another
visitor intruded himself upon the privacy of the
persecuted girl. He was muffled im a chlamys,but she recognised in him the dastard Roman
wlio had, that moming, seized lier and consigned
hier to the dungeon. She turned ber calm blue
cyes full upon his face, and Quintus could ixot
withstand the look. There was no reproach, no
lhste, xxo revenge ini it, but it smote him as if
these thrceelied been concentrated full ùpon him.
Sic stood in the embrasure of a window;he.
with lis body haif averted, withdrew a little to
the shiadow of the wall.

" Euprosyné," lic said at lenxgthi with hcesita-
tiomn.,-

The chiild dxrooped Item cycesud listened.
"Kxnowcst thon nie ?" -'
"I dlo, O Quintus," sIte xmurmur-ed.

" I amt thy prsecutor." -
" Nay m y nxefactor," w-th a we nle
" Not 0 o o I hav wroxga hee miev-

ously, and I 'ounl repair th e injury."tegrv-
" There is no need, O Quintus." .
" I would rescue thee from thy dooxmy

beatutiful one. There is onie mean Accp my
trothx axnd thou art freec' s cp y

Sic nxxie a mxelan-lxoly smile and said :

" To whoxmx? "
" To God!"

0! She was divinely beautiful, as she stood
there, half turned to the light, ber lovely eyes
fixed brightly on heaven through the prison bairs,
and lier white hands folded prayerfully on lier
boson. A feeling of awe fell upon Quiintus as
ie gazed on the ecstatie, transfigured girl, and
he stole silently froimn the rooni, leavinxg lier iii
ber rapture. As he crept along the corridor,i e
paused a moment, and striking his forehead
with his pahin, he exclaimed

1, too, aum a Christian!

VI.

The sun alid not yet reached his inooi on the
saie eventful day, when Euphrosyné had been
duly interrogated and condemnxued. There is no
need to rehiea-se the dîetails of those scees, t-o-n.

xîn to mot martyrs. Suffice it to say that th-
feeble, timid girl faced her judges with unfluînl-
ing resolution, preferring death to apostavy. The
strength and courage of the Martvr o talivax-,
poured into the hearts of twelve millions of
Christian athletes, ix presence of the wheel and
the faggot, the sword and the auuldron, inspired
Euphrosynié in the supri-em'e hour of her trial,
when spuriing at her feet titles, rank, wealthi,
and happiness, renounig by a heroic effort the
ties of home and fanily, she chose Christ and
Him crucified as lier portion for evermore. Aye,
and thon hast chosen the better part, 0daughter
of Consuls, which shall not he wrested fromî
thee for ever.

Ail eyes were fixed u>on the angeli- child, and
a murmur of pity ran tlrough that pagan crowdi
when the sentence of death was pronounced
aeinst her. Ardent as they all were for the
ghastly shows of the circus, and athirst for
Christian blood, they compssionated their tenl-
der victimc, and with the old instinctive Roman
respect for aristocracy, so rife in those imiperial
times, grieved that an ingenua, a high-born
child of fortune, should perish in the indiscrimxi-
nate slaughter of Christian dogs.

They led her forth from the Prxtor's hall to
the amphitheatre, where fifty thousand enlight-
enmed Quirites were to assist at the ganies decreei
as a part of his triiumîph by their Divine Empxiie-o-

vil.

The immense Coloseum was densely filled.
Tier upon tier of patricians, kights, and ple-
beians sat expectant of their favourite spectacle.
Hi iabove them, on his ivory throne with gold-
en , towered their imperial master, Marcus
Autoninus Aurelius. Joy beamed upon everv
countenance, for it was a day of national rejoiv-
ig ; and were not these hated Christians to be
de iveredto the beasts?

Suddenly the trumpet sounds ! Every eye is
turned toward the tent where the victins of the
show are confined. The curtain is drawn and
the games begin. One by one, or in pairs, the
Christian heroes cone, and front the fangs of
lion and tiger meet the blessed death of Christ's
own martyrs. The sight of blood and the ardour
of the combat, instead of satig, only whetted the
morbid curiosity of that ignoble rabble, and
when Euphrosyné appeared, there was a perfect
frenzy of excitement. They shouted, they ap-
plauded; somte rose to their feet, and others bent
forward in their eagerness to lose no part of the
scene.

Calm and beautiful she stood on the sand in
the midst of the arena. Unconscious of the crowd
around her and her eye turned to lcaven, lier
hands crossed upon her ieart, her feet scarce
touching the ground, she seemed, in her seraphic
ardour, about t soar from earth. Strange sen-
sations smote many a pagan heart that day, and
new light poured in upon the darkness of their -
sins at the ravishing spectacle. The cage doors
swing on their hinges, and a wild cow leaps into
the arena. Her jaws are dripping with foam,
her eye is on fire, she switches her tail, paws up
the red sand, and bellows ferociously, till finally,
catching sight of her victim, site bends her head
forward and rushes madly upon her. Lo! a
commotion is heard in an upper tier. A man
sprins forth therefrom, crying:

" Euphrosyné, let me die with thee !11, too,
amt a Christian ! "

The sava brute toses then in ai- with a
furious lurci. They fall heavily-Eplirosynxé
clasped in the arms of Quintus-both dead.

O Master, accept the sacrifice!

VIII.

The day is ended. Darkness falls on the Sevei
Hills. Rome, intoxicated withî pleasure and ex-
citement, has sunk to sleep agam. Sleepoit on )
imperial city, inhuman in thy pride, but tiey
wil watch wi ho fear the not, om t y t1-

bet. Grave and low, mellowed by the dis-
tance, coxmes from subtermanean deeps, tic chaxnt
of htumanx voices, anîd tapera cast thxeir yellow

hilt ou the moist walls of tic iddien tombis.
re white robes·of youthful acolytes flash axltong

tic way, snd tie mectal ceniser-s gleam. The-
venerable Pacificus blesses the nxew-mcade gx-aves,
and kneling, prays to lier whxom lhe had called
his dan ghlter, fliola, as well as to hiun who'hxad
repaire hie treacherxy by Christian mar-tym-dom.
Ant old man kneels beside limi, with a calm, le-
nignant face, hie hiands resting oni the dlamp sodu
anxd hie lips mnoving inarticuhately. It is Voi-
sine, now a Chiristian fathier, who sks of uhis
martyr child to obtain for him the grace of pe-
severance in tic creed. Tic proc-ession retirecs:
tic lights grow diîm-thenx feule. Si lenceu re-ignis

uxi ths oshcrp stylus 11 giavs uxpoi tue tou:

E V P H R t) S V N E


