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COACHING IN MONTANA. ont a vaut amount of air from its pores, mak-
*“1 ^ . _ ing the water for a few seoonds like newly

The Malle Muet Go Anyhow A Terrible opened champagne, a peculiarity which
Experience. agrees with Thunberg'e description of the

rooitoe liver, even Bnake etone I could not rightly imp,rt *o my 
a, and » ferrj-boat own epeoimeii.proUbljlor winloi plU 
BiRht like a flash. I found, however, that by rendering lb<

There were people ou both aide, ol the river. <•» "*» » ««• “4 «'f™?4

one èndTl^r«ine»..tieï aldto '.ht bin* It with poll,bed Bteel. Even into.
a line, to the line a «tout cable. The miginal objecte the pohsh 1. not umrerej,

cahtowefl made lut with stake, driven into ‘be pl-ne aide being rnuuh rongher than the
the cionnd a basket elnng to the cable, a line ten™ , . ... . ,M&ngh a pulley8 made laet to the , The mvml.clnr. ol theM .lone, le a 

iii Line ready a «taie driver took lucrative trade, carried on by toe monke ol i mallJ a^Mot into to? totoet Both Mf-lta. who .nppl, th. mereh^ta ol India, 
a man nag anaJ tcamater,, traveler. Thunberg, in 1772, ... .hown the .tone.
and «migrant, watching the ..périment. The ™?d ‘b« ^‘b« B«=".
bosket wee over the middle ol the «ream; “ from toe Indue, «pieiaHy Irom MaUber, 
toe eater, were seething end boiling; the “ “ high a pnoe that few ol the larmer. 
lJket tipned.it tamed; the driver .od toe could afford to pee,, one. He deeerlbe.
mail bag ariuck toe waler. Prom that mo- “'em aa being oonve., black and
ment they were never eeen more—auokedinto eUB- 
the maelstrom. Tbe poor fellow never knew l
what hurt him, and some people missed their AN ENGLISH VIEW OF AMERICAN 
letters | LITERATURE.
BL±rVSX.*Sy Prom the 8t =_? Guett..

driver was drowned the waters subsided The German professor in Mr. Henry 
slightly. The proprietor of the bridge was James’s last batch of novollettes passes a
losing money, the crowds on the banks were criticism upon literary Boston which admira-
growing, and all travel was stopped. A abort bly Bums up its present curious final phase of 
distance below a rope ferry was rigged. The complete decadence. He pronounces upon it 
delayed stage passengers must be the first to in tbe particular embodiment of Mr. Louis 
cross. It was risky for everybody, but the Leverett as having reached “ the period of 
ferryman had made a trial trip in safety. I culture in which the faculty of appreciation 
was not a stage passenger, but I managed to preponderates over the faculty of creation.” 
smuggle in with the first boat load. There ln this judgment, which its brilliant author 

tion." was one woman in the party, the mother of carefully places in the mouth of a specially
•- Good gracious how do we know what ^ infant—a child perhaps a year old. A unpleasant character—in order doubtless to

you promised when we were nearly all faint- gentleman volunteered to hold the child in blunt tbe edge of its sting for his fell
ing from fright,” said Miss Drayton. the passage across, and seated himself in the zens in the hub of the universe—Mr. James

“ You are entirely mistaken, dear Mr. boat behind the mother, both being seated has put his finger with his usual analytic 
Feversbam,” said Mrs. Jackson, suavely, next the gunwale. When the boat reached subtlety on the exact weak point of Boston 
-none of us doubt that your intention is the middle of the stream, and the passengers dilettan ism. Quite recently the novelist's 
right and kind, but you want what we have, ;e fced up the river add saw the water rushing, brother, Dr. William James—who displays as 
experience." tumbling down almost like a cataract, and a metaphysician and piyolologist all the

11 Aw-Well that ie a thing that makes *ith a roar as great, the scene was grand,but acuteness, originality and vigor which are
foole wise I-have heard, bo in time I may terxible enough to move the stoutest nerves, hereditary in his father's family, with all the
hope to improve, aa Mrs. Jaokron says." The woman clutched nervously at the boat ; undercurrent of mysticism as well—has

“ The horses are impatient, mother," cried the ferryman| made frantic gestures pointed cut in the Atlantic Monthly that the
Jack Montgomery lrom the hall door. " Good to her with his hand, as if to say “ you will intellect of Boston is now fast ripening to de-
night, Feversbam,love to Clara, hope she will ,jrowQ us all.” The least move out et 0ay. There are, he says, just as many able
soon be better " the way meant death, and the wo- and intelligent men in the city as ever ; there

Mr. Feversbam gave one arm te Mrs. man’s clutching rooked the boat. She was ig just aa much culture, just as much literary 
Browne and the other to Mrs. Jackson and powerless to resist the impulse, spite of the ferment, just as much philosophical leaning i 
conducted those unwilling ladies down the ferryman's pleading gestures, and the nudg- but there is no productiveness. Nothing 
steps carefully. ings of her follow passengers. The gentleman comes of it at all. ‘ .

“ Dont forget that problem, Feversbam,” wh0 was holding the child took in the situa- In England people generally imagine that 
cried Mr. Jackson as he offered his arm to tj0Di Bnj reaching his lips to the woman's American literature and Boston literature are 
Mrs. Montgomery, “ if a train forty rods ear screamed—and she heard hie voice above one and the same thing. Not that many 
long "—here he slipped and but for that the roar of the waters, “ If you touch that people would consciously assert anything of
lady's assistance would have fallen on his boat again I will throw your child overboard, the tort, because when they hear of an
back. Mrs. Montgomery said not one word We will all go together, but the child shall American writer they never think of inquiring 
as Mr. Feversbam tucked the buffalo robes gQ first." Her frame quivered, bu ishe whether he is a Bostonian or not : but if they 
round her portly person, but Miss Browne closed her hands tightly and crossed tl • n in were asked to mention the chief American 
cried out “You're a horrid man, I have a her lap. A moment afterward tbe bottom of authors, they would ot once mention such 
great mind never to waltz with you again,” the boat grazed the sand ou the other shore, names as Longfellow, Hawthorne, Prescott, 
and Miss Drayton said, “ I believe he's a blue \ gentleman extended his hand to help the Motley and Lowell—New Englanders all of 

has killed poor Clara." weman out. Bhe stepped on the bow of the them—with perhaps Washington Irving, who
" A hop pillow is of the greatest import- boat, and fell face forward on the sands— was a Bostonesque New Yorker. To the 

ance," cried Mrs. Jackson as the belle began ainted. When we opened her hands the average English mind Boston litterateurs 
to jingle, but Jack cracked hie whip,the greys blood gushed from tbe palms from where she form the acknowledged specimens of the 
started with a bound, and tbe rest was lost jug the nails into them with her fists American author, just as the cultivated New 
in a ohours of good nights. clenched. Almost at the moment of her Englander of the old Puritan families is uni-

Mr. Feversbam went at once to his wife's return to consciousness she commenced! !a vereally figured in England as “ the best type 
apartments, a suite of rooms opening into tirade of abuse on the man who had threat of American gentleman," Both are in fact 
each other, three in number, the inner one ened to throw her child overboard. "Never very much what we are accustomed to at 
the bed-room. There he found her asleep, yoa mjnd her blather, Mister,” said the home ; and both are equally alien to the 
as he had said she was ; the night light shin- boatman ; “ you saved all our lives." Bhe general tone of thought and feeling in America 
ing on her face, for Clara, who used to tear looked at the ferryman, then at the object of as a whole, 
nothing, could not sleep without a light now, her abuse, burst into tears, and said : “ For- The truth 
from pure nervousness. Her face looked g,ve m6| Bjr.” 
peaceful but very sad; marriage had not 
brought her happiness as he had promised it

kissed the palm. “ There they ere knocking “ Of coarse, of course," struck in Mr. Jsck- 
—confound them—shall I take the key? eon, who had by this lime recovered his 
These women are so intrusive and pressing, breath, “don't forget the little problem in 
thev might pay yon a visit in spite of my pro- arithmetic, and now 1 think of it, I'll give 
hilitione." * you another. You should think of these

“ Ob. jc3 do. Look me in," pleaded Clara, things now you are a farmer,Feveisham, and 
toeling gratefully, that if he was a rascal, he practice up ; if you are a Utile stupid 
was a well bred one, possessed of tact and at first, you’ll get over it in time with Clara 
kindness. to help you ; you’ll improve. Break your

“ If you want anything, just ring. I'll tell glass, which you want no 
Bally to come to meif you ring, and I'll answer leg to walk on, and fill your min 
the b. 11 myself." ares ; they exercise the brain and keep off

The parlor where they eat opened into the idle thoughts. Now brace up your mind and 
hall, and now there were voices in the hall, tell me the cost of wheat, at eighty eight 
laughter and exclamations. He rose, hastily cents per bushel, which will be required to sow 
kissed hie wife, left the room quickly, and a field sixty rods l^ng and forty rode wide, if 
softly closing tho door behind him, tamed » quarter of an ounce be sown to every square 
the key and deliberately pat it in his pocket, yard ?"

“ Aw—delighted, I'm su ah," he drawled. Mr. Feversbam lifted the obnoxious eye 
“ This is—aw—a pleasure indeed ; which gists with a determined click, and stared so 
shall I shake hands with first ? Mrs. Fever- long at tho old gentleman that he was de
sham ? Not very well, tha-anks ; bad a lighted, and said. “ Hard brain work, eh ? 
toothache and didn’t sleep last night. You Found it out, eh?"
must excuse her 1er the present as she is— The problem had scared the ladies away to 
aw—asleep. This way, ladies and he con- put on their wraps, and abuse Mr. Feversbam 
ducted them into the great drawing-room, and in the bed room, and Jack Montgomery had 
poked a blazing fire, which he had ordered stirred up 8am,the man (who was asleep in the 
Sally to light to day and every day, as there kitchen with hie head on the table) to go for 
in future all visitors were to be shown, and the horses, while he put on hie great ooat. 
not into Mrs. Fevers ham’s parlor. “ If you send me away without seeing my

“ Toothache I nonsense," cried Mrs. Mont- neioe," said Mrs. Montgomery, on her return 
gomery in her imperative way ; “ it’s mere to the drawing room, one large unwieldy 
nervousness ; a little cheerful company would bundle of clothes, “ I shall take it as an 
do her all the good in tbe world.” suit, and aH these ladies feel as I do."

“ I must tee her, for I want to know who “ Sorry to make such fair enemies ; I shall 
made her last bonnet," cried little Miss be obliged to weab chain armor as a protee- 
Browne gayly. tion ; but I believe I am doing my duty, and

“ See her, of course we all shall," said Jack, that supports me under such a weight of
** as soon as she wakes." ’ disapprobation, and if you will excuse me for

“ Well, I should hope so," chimed in Mrs. saying so, I believe I know what my duty is. It
Jaekson, “ we though; a liitle surprise party s not so long since promised to love 
would cheer her up aud do her good, but if and cherish that I should forget the obliga- 
ahe does nut foel equal to society we’ll see her 
for a little while in her bedroom. A hop 
pillow is an excellent thing for restlessness at 
night, Mr. Feversbam."

" Bee

n going to advise her to make her will to- 
v ; it's as well to be prepared, and she'll 
d die a day sooner."
“ Well, if she does go, poor lamb," said 

ting into sadden wrath, her pent 
exploding in an instant like a fire 
we may all say as they did about 

ck robin as we’ve every one 'ad a 'and in it. 
id you the wust as might be aafc 1 
lureelf to frighten her about wills, as if her 
oney was better nor horeelf — I've no 
itienoewith you, nor him either, as skates 

on pond every 1 
believe he'd go 
skates. An* to

Malabar.

The mail must 
though there was 
would be swished out of

go aoros! 
no bridge

thirdmore th
d with fig-

day no matter who's 
to her funeral on 
hire a diokeneed

stranger to nues her, and not them as she's 
knowed all her life, as if ha wanted to kill
her."

•* Go home, you impudent woman,"
Mrs. Montgomery in a tone betweèd anger and 
astonishment, and drove on in high dudgeon 
to see her niece.

Mr. Feversbam never drove or roda abroad 
when Bis wife was averse to turn out but took 
his exercise by skating on a pond between his 
own house and Clara's. Coming into tbe 
lobby suddenly on this afte 
heard a remark made by the sharp voice of 
Mrs. Montgomery to his wife, which startled 
and shocked him more than Malrooney'e bal
let, or the thunder storm that preceded it. It 
was the key note to the slight, unspoken 
misunderstanding which bad crept in between 
him and hie wife.

oon, he over-

S

“ It is your duty to make your will, Clara, 
and you will not die a day tbe sooner. Your 
life is in more than ordinary danger, for re
member your mother died in childbirth, and 
if you should die, and year child too, your 
husband can claim all your property."

“ Well, let him," was the reply, “ he ha# 
claimel better things, and I have given 
them."

To Mrs. Montgomery this was a mere 
high flown foolish speech, words without 
meaning, for nothing in her opinion 
wait worth more than money, houses 
and land, but there was a tinge of 
bitterness in it that went straight to her hus
band's heart. He ran lightly down sUirsjind 
called Sally.

citi-

her in her bed room, that's hardly 
fair," exclaimed Mr. Jackson, “ unless she 
holds a levee and eeea us all. I wanted to 
ask her a question in arithmetic that has 
puzzled me for a long time ; but you can 
put it for me, Feversbam, when the tooth-

“ DeHgktiied, I'm suah." was the reply.
“ Yon just ask her this," said Mr Jackson, 

now fairly mounted oil his hobby and off. 
" If a train forty rods long overtakes a man 
walking three miles an hour, and passes him 
in three seoonds, how many miles an hour is 
the train running ? It's a simple thing, very 
simple, bat the fact ie I am growing old and 
stupid. You put it to Clara, she'll do it in a

“ Look hers, my girl," he said, “ if Mrs. 
Montgomery comes again while I am on the 
pond, hoist a red handkerchief as a signal 
and I'll come home at once."

“ Very well, sir ; but if ahe pokes her nose 
in before you come. I can’t help it, and I 
know she makes the mistress awful low- 
spirited whenever she sees her.”

“ Well, lock the door of the apartment and 
tell her aunt she's asleep, and keep the key 
till I come."

“ That would be a cracker, sir," said Bally.
" Aw—well, I suppose so, bot for all that 

you'll find it a rung in the ladder to heaven. 
All English servants tell such * crackers.’ and 
I believe it will be counted to them for right
eousness. A man’s house is not his castle if 
he can't keep out the bores. Do as I tell 
Sally."

Sally thought her master a queer fellow, 
but promised to obey, remembering how ofteu 

had saddled the pony for Miss Clara to 
ay from her «lint.

Mr. Feversbam did not seek hie wife’s 
apartment till Mrs. Montgomery had cone, 
aud when he did he found her in tears. She 
thought he was still on the pond, and his 
coming was unexpected. There was a great 
deal of concern in his dark eyes as he took 
her ban

“ Why, you are cold," he said, " and the 
fire is low. I should not have left yon so 
long."

Clara was eitt 
footboard to it, 
it nearer the fire and poked 
wood into a blaze.

“ I have not been alone," 
ing to command herself, “ 
here.”

“ Cheerful company, 
shrug and a smile.

“ Oh, Horace," she begin,ani then stopped

“ Well, dear ?"
“ I do not want to see aunt again just now. 

She does not mean it, I know, but she makes 
miserable whenever I see her, and I feel 

than I can bear." 
see her again till you wish 
o one could have doubted 

point, but though he 
and warmed it against 

farther confidence was offered, 
w how to comfort you," he said

second.”
“ Ob ! certainlysaid Mr. Feversbam. 

“ I’m not very clever at fractions, but I'll try 
and remembah."

Clara," said 
a receipt fer t 
wanted it to-night, 
little Thompson, what is 
late ?"

“ Dickey, dear," said Miss Browne, coax- 
ingly, “ won't you give me a kiss ?"

“ Nolshant. I want to see Miss Clara, 
ahe was bi-vino like anvthinc. and now Mr. 
Feversbam

disappointed not to see dear 
Mrs. Browne. “ she promised me 
that delicious jelly cake, and I 

Why, this is s 
is he doing he

beard and

crying like anything, and now Mr. 
rersnam has locked her into the room,” 
s the startling reply.

run aw

*EEyes were opene i at this statement and 
glances exchanged that expressed more than

“PWby Clara must be very bid to cry," said 
Mrs. Montgomery, fussily. " I will go to herid”
room at once.”

“ Bhe is asleep now," drawled Mr. Fever 
sham never at a loss, * I locked the door to 
keep Dickey 

“ Give me the key, and I’ll be very cau
tious," said Mrs. Montgomery, “ I’ll go 
in on tiptoe and not make the least noise."-.

wore a gown made of a kind of s^k 
that rattled like sheets of tin when she 
moved.

is, Boston culture has always 
been an exotip on American soil. It went 
over to England with such theological think
ers as the Mathers and Winthrops, whose 
whole feelings and interests were those of an 
old civilization and a somewhat pedantic 
style of learning. It lived on and lived down 
the natural impulses c-f a new country only 
by the aid of that stern theocracy which the 
imported Puritan spirit kept alive in the 
Government of Massachusetts for a hundred 
and fifty years. As Presbyterianism passed 
into Unitarianism, it woke up, at the begin
ning of the present oentry, into a first flush 
of literary activity. But Boston had all 
along been in such close connection with Eng
lish thought and English culture that this 
activity was wholly of the imitative sort. All 
that was written there was just an outlaying 
part of English Literature. Longfellow and 
Prescott are aa English as Tennyepn and 
Fronde—a great deal more English than 
Swineburn * flÉHft u----- *

in an invalid chair with a 
in an instant he wheeled 

the smouldering

she cried, try- 
aunt has been

' ho replied with a

THE SNAKE-STONES OF CEYLON,

CHAPTER XVII. The following notes are taken principally 
from Sir Emerson Tcnnent’a work on Ceylon,

" Beauty and anguish walking hand in hand, 
The downward slope to death."

— Tknetson.
As the clock struck the midnight hour on 

tho night c-f Mrs. Fevereham's surprise party, 
I, the author of this narrative, was seated in 
a oomfortable dining-room in the city of Ham
ilton, discussing an oyster supper with the 
celebrated Dr. Blank, a man as all the world 

kable for his skill in 
of politics, and hie 
est and most thor

ough Conservative in Canada, 
taken his place prefeseionally for a 
week or two while he was absent 
on a political tour, and tonight, my 
duties were at an end, as he had returned by 
the last train, in rude health and high feather, 
full of the exploits of John A. Macdonald and 
wanting only a good listener. As Mrs. Blank 
had a headache she speedily retired to bed, 
leaving me to sup with her husband, and be 
the victim of a double doee ef politics. We 
were in the tqiddle of our repast, and the doc 
tor was empyting his budget of news, while L| 
filled his platter and refreshed hie body, when 
we were disturbed by a peal at the night bell. 
As the servants were in bed I answered it. A 
man with a note for Dr. Bttmk from the tele
graph office. A summons to attend Mrs. 
Feversbam at once. In *n instant politics 
were forgotten, the sick lady eclipsed John A. 
Macdonald and as for Mr. tyaokenzio, Lord 
Dufferin. aud “those scoundrelly clear 
th y fled before the pew interest likenhi 
at the break of day. The cry was 
and have ont the cutter ; Yarmy 
ter go with me, I may need your help if the 
case is difficult, I take a great interest in this 
lady.”

The supper was left unfinished, and in 
seven minutes, from the arrival of tho tele
gram we were on the road. I also took a 
great interest in Mrs. Feversbam, havinf 
known her from a child. Her husband I hat 
not yet eeen, but it by no means follows that 
I had not heard of him ; both Blank and I 
shared the common prejudice that beautiful 
Clara had been carried off by a fortune hun-

partly also from Wood's Natural History.
The use of the Pamboo kaloo, or suake- 

stone, as a remedy in case of wounds by veno
mous eei pente, has probably been communi
cated to the Cinghaleso by the itinerant 
snake-charmers who resort to the island fr 
the coast of Coromandel ; and mo 
well authenticated instance of iti 
ajp'ication has been told to Sir E. Tonnent 
by eye-witnesses. Ou one occasion, in March, 
1854, some civil officers of the government 
were riding along a jungle path in the vicinity 
of Bientenne, when they saw one of two 
Tamils, who were approaching them, sud
denly dart into the forest and return, holding 
in both hands a cobra de capello, which he 
had seized by the head and tail. He called 
to his companion for assistance to place it in 
their covered basket, but, in doing this, he 
handled it ao inexpertly, that it seized hi 
by the finger, and retained its hold for a f< 
seconds, as if unable to retract its fangs. The 
blood flowed, and intense pain appeared to 
follow almost immediately ; hut, with all ex
pedition, the friend of the sufferer undid 
his waistcloth and took from it two 
anake stones, each of the size of a 
small almond, intensely black, aud highly 
polished, though of an extremely light sub- 
stance. These he applied, one to each wound 
inflicted by the teeth of the serpent. The 
stones attached themselves closely, the blood 
oozing from the bitea being rapidly 

. by the porous texture of the article 
They adhered tenaciously for three or four 
minutes, the wounded man's companion in 
the meanwhile rubbing his arm downward 
from tire shoulder toward the fingers. At 
length the snake stones dropped off of their 

accord, tho suffering of the man appeared 
to have subsided, he twisted hie finger until 
the joints cracked (whether as part of the 
cure or in bravado Tennent does not say) and 
went on his way without concern. While this 
had been going on, another Indian of the 
party who bad come up took from hie bag a 
email piece of white wood, resembling a root 
and passed it gently near tbe head of the 
oobra, which the latter immediately inclined 
close to tho ground ; he then lifted the snake 
without hesitation, and coiled it into a circle 
at the bottom of the basket. The root by 
which he prefeseed to be enabled to perform 
this operation with safety he called tho Naza- 
thalee Kalinga, protected by which he pro
fessed his ability to approach any reptile 
with impunity.

In another instance, in 1853,Mr. Lavallière, 
district judge of Kandy, saw an equally 

convincing demonstration of the efficacy of 
this singular remedy. Sir E. T. Tennent 
secured the snake stones and pieces of wood 
need en both these occasions. The root or 
stick of one appeared to be a bit of the stem 
of an Aristolochia, and the other was so dry 
that it was impossible to identify it with cer
tainty. but it resembled tbe quadrangular 
stem of a jangle vine. It is, however, proba
ble that the use of any particular plant is a 
pretense or delusion ; the reptile being over
powered by the resolute action of the ebarmt 
and not by any influence in the 
confidence inspired by tbe supposed charm 
enables its possessor to address himself:fear- 
lessly to his task, thus effecting, by determi- 
nation and will, what is popularly believed to 
be the result of charms and stupefaction. At 
the same time, it is curious that the natives 
of northern Africa, wlip handle the persetus 
without fear, ascribe their impunity to the use 
of a plant with which they anoint themselves 
before touching the reptile ; and Bruce says 
of the people of Bennaar that they acquire 
exemption from the fatal oonsfcquènoes of the 
bite by chewing a particular root and washing 
themselves with an infusion of certain plants. 
He adds that a portion of the root was given 
to him with a View of tehting its efficacy in 

bad not sufficient

“ Certainly, as soon as she wakes, 
tha-anks,” said Mr. Feversbam. “Shall 
we have whist, or a round game or what ? 
You ladies will decide while you are taking off 
your wraps. Mrs. Montgomery knows the 
way to the spare bed room—and aw—if you 
will excuse me a moment, I’ll see what Bally

u

ro than 
s succèssfu*r.”can give us for suppe

The ladies did not spare him while remov
ing their bonnets and, Jack, left alone with 
Mr. Jackson aud Dickey, looked thoughtful 
and failed to solve an arithmetical problem 
propeunded by the elder gentleman. Mrs. 
Montgomery had planned the'surprise party, 
and come with a purpose unknown to those 
who accompanied her, except Mrs. Browne, 
who quite approved. Gosny was to bave 
been one of the party, but his mother, drop
ping a hint of the object of it, he recoiled 
with something like borrorfrom the proposed

o/if you like, mother," he said, " but I 
will not ; it’s a cold blooded proceeding," and 
he made up bis mind to tell Jack Montgom
ery the first opportunity he got. That practi 
cal little lady’s object was, of course, Clara's 
will, She had spoken to Mr. Martineau, 
bnt he declined to help her, and plainly ad
vised her not to meddle in the matter, but 
rather set about looking up another rich wife 
for Mr. Jack. He knew Mr. Feversham's 
difficulties were but temporary, aud had no 
desire to give further offense to a man, who 
might yet give him a good deal of business, if 
be fergot tbe old grudge ; he admired Clara 
and hoped she would not die, 
a button who got her property 
he listened to all Mrs. Montgoi 
civility, and advised her to

“ I will not let her aloue," replied his rebel
lious client, “ if the girl dies, she can’t take 
her property with her, aud that man shall 
not have it, if I can prevent it."

Hence the surprise party, planned with a 
settled purpose, by tbis irate and determined 
little woman. “ I will see Clara to night," 

igry confidence, or rather defi- 
her ladies as they were return

ing to tho drawing room. Their host return
ing also, was oloso behind them, and over 
hearing the remark mentally answered “ 
won’t." He inducted his fair guests into the 
most comfortable seats, and said,” Dickey you, 
ought to go home.”

“ I know l ought,” replied the little man, 
«• but it’s getting dark and I’m afraid."

•• Aw—I’m gird of that, I hope you'll 
see a goblin," said Mr. Feversbam looking 
at his small enemy through his glass.

“ I hate you," replied Dickey frankly, “and 
I won’t go. I'll stay and sleep with Miss 
Clara, I’ve done it before."

" That you won’t, all that sort of thing is 
over forever."

“ Then I’ll s'eep with Sally Briggs."
“ Aw— well, go and ask her, and 

dome back be-ah, understand, or I’ll 
on the fi-ah for a back log."

•• My pa will be frightened if I don’t go 
home,” said Dickey .undecided end.inclined to 
whimper, “ Miss Clara used to go a piece with 
me. I wish she had martied my pa," and he

“ My hen Isid to-day, Miaa Olara," be »n- ”7“ l° ‘b« *i,h ,“™ ^
announced with a gasp, and I bronght toe M; Fevct,l,„m whecU4
egg np lor yon.” ....... and llley yj with one eaoeplion, begen

•' I did not eee you mining, Dickey, ee d Their hoet, il not nor-
Clara with en eHort.ee she took the little while ji.1. was polite, though once he lcltthem lor 
egg in her hand. ... a minutes at a myeterione eummona lrom

Mr. Fevereham bad never before teen pm- gy, jjriggB. The enpper, when it came, wae 
ent during e nut ol Diokey a. “Why don I Mcel|ent ,„d Buppcr „„r y,, j^je, made a 
you eay «re. fevereham ?” he asked eyeing ^ 6gh, ^ M„ Fevereham. 
the new eomer calmly #nd critically. .. Ho„ oould „e 16»,e in such anliely 7"

“ Beoanae I bale bar being »,chimed Mile Browne.gnehingly. ■' Do let
eham," returned the little gentleman prompt dear 0I„B] ee.n no, , wold
ly "She ought to have married my pa. and oile her. Don’t te-eo'orqil ae to send m away

without kissing her. It would comfort her.”
“Do you—aw—really think it would pure 

toothache?" said Mr. Feversbam, raising his 
glass and regarding the speaker curiously. 
“ Well, in that case, I will deliver them faith- 

Ii will be the same thing. A man and 
know."

pndent of men."said 
but not altogether

knows, not only remarki 
physic, but for his love 
pride in being the sound

sometimes that she is more 
" You shall not i 

it," he said, and no 
his sincerity on this 
chafed her cold hand, 
hia cheek, no 
“ I wisblkne 
after a pause.

I had

Carlyle.
strong and subtle originality ; but it ie an 
originality purely personal, further removed 
in many points from the ordinary feelings of 
America than from the ordinary feelings of 
England. Most of these men find their 
themes in *Ve Old, Wqrld transplanted, with 
all its beliefs and prejudices, into the midst 
of the new. Miles Blandish in Puritan Masa- 
chusBotts, Evangeline in old French Acadia, 
tbe Cinque Ports, the Rhine castles, the Flem
ish towns—these are Longfellow’s pet themes 

*• The Scarlet Letter ” shows the same turn, 
ing to the essentially English past in Haw
thorne. Many of the Englieh-Ammcan 
writers were European in all their tastes and 
habits. Washington Irving lived in Spain, 
and was most at home among the Moorish 
legends of the Alhambra. Motley took bis 
subject from the Holland where he spent the 
best years of his life. Hawthorne was Amer
ican Consul at Liverpool. The whole Boston 
school is from first to last essentially Europ- 

Such literatures based upon ‘l the Lest 
models," and without any national roet of 
sentiment or feeling, always die down at last 
into au era of Claudians, 8u the Boston 

t has died down in its turn into a 
mere universal diffusion of literary and 
philosophic taste, mixed with general disposi
tion to criticise everything intelligently, and 
to rest satisfied fur the most part with nega
tive results. The crude but prtgnaut sug- 
gestiveness of Emerson has naturally given 
nlaco to a habit of reading Hartmann and 

and Herbert Bpr noer, 
eal to be 

Of tbe

“ï promise is a comfort," she replied, 
niggling with her tears, “because Ia smile st

know you will keep it.”
“ Have you anything more to say to 

h» asked gently at laet, “ any wish I < 
gratify ? Or shall I read you *>ye 
this trouble of your peace?” "

“ Oh I read to me pleine," she said, but to
night he oould not beguile her. Bhe thought 
wholly of the reader and not at all of hie 
Bubjeot, with a puzzled feeling between plea
sure and pain. “ He must love me a little," 
she thought, “ if I die he will surely miss me, 
but oh ! if I oould go back a year I would net 
he his wife, not if ho pleaded on bis knees, 
my answer should be no a thousand times

; e
fewme,"

grits," 
antoma 
up 
had bet-

imbibed
applied.

over."
f. DickCHAPTER XVI. and oared not 

if she did ; so 
tgomery said with 
let Mrs. Feversbam

h°e“" An Eaglishman’s house is his castle,"
-PoPDLan British Pbovxbb.

" 1 11 buckler thee against a million."
—TAMINO O# THE 8HBHW.

The next'iay 
and Clara’s spin 
ever been siüto 
coffin. A sort of aching, longing for tne old 
father’s company had taken possession of her, 
and she wandered restlessly from room to 
room all the morning, absorbed in old memo
ries, while her husband skated on the pond. 
After dinner he came into tho parlor book in 
hand, as if he meant to stay. Clara sat very 
still, and oould scarcely keep from tears ; if 
he had not been present she wculd have wept 
freely. He offered to read to her but she <La- 
olinvd, homing he would soon leave the room 
She eat with her face to the window, and oc
casionally looked out over fields of enow, 
where all nature was buned for the time be
neath the universal white mantle ; hillocks, 
tushes and fences had disappeared and all 
was a uniform level. There was no sun
shine abroad to-day, and the tall and naked 
elms in tbe valley were fiercely blown, the 
hrobes bent like reeds before the March wind. 
The pond which Mr. Fevereham bad cleaned 
with his wooden shovel in the morni 
again covered by tbe drifting snow, 
living enlivened the landscape. T 
passed, the lady knitting quietly, the g 
reading, or pretending to read. With Clara 
longing to be alçne bad grown almost intoler 
able, when t e denr suddenly opened, and 
in rushed Dicky Thomson, red and breathless 
from the March wind.

iry dreary and bleak, 
lower than they had 

her father in hiee she saw

movemen

she said in an 
auee to tne ot Schopennauer Renan anc. 

and deciding that there is r 
said against every point of 
purely objective, critical and au 
point thus produced Mr. Henry 
himself a singularly favorable outcome.

But behind and beyond this wholly Ei 
Bostonian literature, there has always been 
little surface-seething here and there of 
native literature, racy of tbe soil, which 
—ely tentative ns yet, and mostly very 
formless, but which truly represents some 
tendencies at least of the American mind. 
Of course this underlying and narcent Ameri
can literature ie anything but “ cultured," 
though sometimes, aa in tho case of Poe. 
it makes great pretenses to extraordin 

d. lion—a common trick of half educated 
It wholly despises precedent 

It is demo

tes

alytic stand- 
James is

Tbe doctor's pony, a famous bay gelding of 
Lower Canadian breed, called the Major, 
which had won many a trotting me.tch, and 
will long be remembered in that part of the 

,country, sped over the snow at the rate of ten 
miles an hour. The distance was seven miles 
andin three-quarters of an hour after the 

ge came we were at Mr. Feversham’s 
house. Dr. Blanks first proceeding was to 
expel Brutus, who had followed the fortunes 
of his mistress when she deserted the old 
house, and had now taken up his post beneath 
her window and was howling moat dolefully, 
knowing, I suppose, by an instinct peculiar to 
dogs that something wae the matter with her. 
But when Bally Briggs 8am dragged him off, 
he saw his mistake, and hie howl sank to a 
pitiful whine, and he showed by abjectcroocu- 
ing. and many wage of the tail, that lie was a 
penitent dog, and would offend no one if al
lowed to stay in the kitchen. Here he was 
silent, and though he walked about restlessly 
for many hottrs, his ear on the cock, he made 
no more noise, and did nol attempt to get out 

toh at the doors.
All our services wëré needed, and it was not 

till four o'clock in the tootaing that Mr. 
Fevershamrs "ship panto hope apd brongnt 
him a son, and we medical nien "bad doubts 
almoet amounting te certainty that the gift 
had come in exchange for his wife. Not that 
we thought or cared about him, an I the lusty 
cry of the baby, not so easily silenced as that 
Brutus, cheered both him and BsJly Briggs, 
who poor little iunoramus, burst into tears 
and said, “ Now-it’s allrtfeht. I'm so thank

a R 
of

[lish

tho

mg, wae 
Nothing

ary
teddon’t 

patyou cleverness, 
and artistic rules.

the oratio, rude, but truly native. It appeals to 
tbe feelings of the ordinary half taught Amer- 
ican mind. Among the New Englanders, 
Lowell and Hawthorne have, each in different 

email touches of the real Ameri
can spirit, though it ie in the West and tbe 
Middle Stales that one sees it most strongly. 
It comes out in Mark Twain on one side, and 
It struggles through Bret Horte's falsetto 
pathos on the other. There is more than a 
tinge ol it in Mr.' Leland ; tbi«re ie itdl tuorfl 
in the ' queer rubbish of the Josh ‘Billing* 
order, which somehow strikes a chord in the 
American heart wholly wanting in the Eng
lish vascular system. Bnt it is noticeable 
above all in tbe rhapsodies of Walt Whitman, 
in whose best work one cannot help finding a 
sort of ro^h-hewn elementary poetry, with
out form and void, yet etrani ely original ; 
while in his worst; one stands aghast at the 
alter wordiness and meanlingness of t-be 
man’s chaotic concatenations. Now that thiq 
protoplasmic gohool has crept pven info Bos: 
ton qnd firmly established itself there, one 
feris that perhaps a real American literature 
may be actually preparing itself to begin to 
be. It is is still in the jelly-fish stage of de
velopment, no doubt, and somewhat slimy at 
times ; but it is the starting-point for a possi
ble fresh evolution—not a mere pretty echo 
of alien Europe.

JOUBERT AND

Thestick.
ways, some

forward the card

ful."
she would have been happy and never 

got tick, and I should’nt hare to climb 
this hill to come and play with 
bricks."

“ Aw—then you don't like me ?
Mr. Feversbam.

" No, I hate you,” 
does my pa."

“ Really—why ? "
“ Because you married Mies Clara for her 

money ; my pa eays so, and everybody, so 
it's no use saying you didn't. And yon make 
her unhappy—see ehe’e crying. I think 
you might be ashamed of yourself."

That ruthless little tongue had 
wound and thg long pent tears 
Fevereham rose and taking Di

[to p* continued.) to him with a View < 
his owp person, but that bê bad not si 
resolution to undprgp the experiment- 

Qne of tfrese stones was sent for analysis 
Professor Farpday, whq pronounced it to

the Utile A SPOILED BQMANÇB
" drawled The days of romance are nqt past. ▲ 

Cuban planter visiting New York saw a 
charming woman on a Brooklyn ferry boat, 
and fell in love with her. He traced her to 

d leai ned that she was a widow 
respectably oonnectid. He was called 
ba, and wrote her a letter fuU of affec

tion, and giving references. Her friends 
inquired and found that he was a desirable 
match. They replied to the letter. He 
responded. She wrote until there was an 
offer of marriage and an acceptance, and the 
wedding day wae fixed. Bhe prepared her 
bridal robe and returned to New York. They 
met at the bouse of one of her friends, she 
wondering how he looked, he anticipating a 
second vision of beeuty. Bhe eaw a hand
some mfcn ; b? looked and screamed , M Yon 
are thti wrong tfomiin J" And ao it was. 
They had neglected to exchange photo
graphs. She remains a widow and be 
haunts tbe Brooklyn ferry boats for another

—The YateiUnd, an ultramontane journal 
of Bavaria, celebrated the tenth anniversary 
of the proclamation of the consolidated Ger 

empire by appearing with a heavy border 
and column rules of black, the typographical 
garb of mourning-

—The London Timet save $ “ It canscsree- 
ly be doubted that aU London, along its main 
thoroughfares, will discard gas tor the electric 
light within the p re seat century. The really 
cautious and hesitating progress of tbe in
vention moat remind not a few of the equally 
cautions and hesitating progress of gas.”

—The Bev. John Jasper’
“ the sun do move " has 
profitable. He is in demand as a lecturer on 
tbe subject and has from that source obtained 
money to pey a debt of 1800 on his Rich
mond church.

to Professor Farpday.whq pronounced it to 
be made of pharred bone, apd in qll probabili
ty to have been filleff with blood, and again 
charred. “ Evidence of this is afforded, as 
well by the apertures of cells or tubes on its 
surface, as by the fact tbit it yields and breaks 
under pressure, and exhibits an organic struc
ture within. When heated slightly water rises 
from it, and also a little ammonia, and if 
heated still more highly in the air, carbon 
burns away, and a bulky white ash is left, 
retaining the shape and s'ze of the stone." 
This ash is comp -Fed of phosphate of lime, 
and Sir E. Tennent observes w th much jadg 
ment, that the blood discovered by Professer 
Farad-y was probaby "that of tbe native to

fully.
his wife are one, you une 

“ You are tbe most im 
Miss Browne, blushing 
displeased.

beautiful large room," sighed stout 
yton, “ if Clara had been here to 

play ; and she keefs such beautiful time, we 
might have had a galop. Yon are a hard 
hearted roan, Mr. Feversbam."’

“ Have one a a it is and I'll tnne for you," 
exclaimed Mr. Jackson, and he struck up 
with great spirit, “ Tri r-r-r rumptv tumpty 
tiddlete too, hi ti ri li r-r r ri ree," and Jack 
Montgomery took Miss Drayton in hie arms 
Saratoga fashion, and whirled round the

said Dickey, “ and so

her home, an 

to Cu
Miss Dra

NAPOLEON.

The success of Gen. Joubert in command 
of the Boers naturally recalls tbe memory of 
bis distinguished relative, the rival at one 
time of Napoleon. Military genius seems to 
be in the blood of this distinguished Hugue
not family. In Scott’s Napoleon the fate of 
the first Gen. Joubert at the battle of Novi is 
thus told : ■

“ Bieyes cast hia eyes upon Joubert, an 
officer of high reputation, and one'ofthe moot 
distinguished amongst Bonaparte’s Gênerais'. 
He was named by the Directors to the 
mand of the Department of Paris, but shortly 
after was sent to Italy, with hopes that, àç-

I,cm theceppe, the iiqy bed teen u.ed ,„to rhl! whro Sie5e, looked
• bleck noce (Alter oipo.o,e to the fije for L bti ...ietatc,, Joobeil lcel me lifo. how- 
en boor end * ball), eeeily brokeo, and force- ever, st lbe Rrr.t belUe ol Meyi. fought be- 
mg.eomple e ceil ol lbe born, «bleb fell UlI't hlm ,nKd ,; lm]soopporlucely 
out hkeentimond lromita .bell On com- ^ big dMlb room for toe pretension! 
paring toe ehmred bom ”i‘h toe rentable Brmep„,le i!,«l i: Le-been rumored, cer- 
cnake etone, ii we. foond to boidentiael, ee- teinly wilhout the ,ell .„b»bUity, toot h. 
cept in the polish, lbe Irootore ol both wee ,id /, | U b lbe a„ lh, Aoilrien«,bntby 
toe «erne, end when exceed to « whtfo beet b , bire,l b, tbe lemily ol Nepo-
,n the BIT, Mr. Wood e ipse,men burned , to tol, ,b,i, . powtrfol com-
•wey, leering a white eeh precisely like thet ™,itor 0f tbeir brother. Thi. would here 
ol toe reel epeoimen. although Mr. Wood's £ecn a „at„j,oos crime, since they could 
own menutaoture bed en eeh ol a purer white lher „llb certainty on lbe arri,al
than thateammed by Proleeeor Faraday, . lk)nlDarte oor utKin bjl bemg adopted be

probed the
fell. Mr.
okey under

the arms, put him outside the door, “ Go 
and ask Sally Briggs for a cake," he said.

Dicky felt rebellions, but the cake was 
lempting ; he went. Mr. Feversbam moved 
his chair to Clara’s side. Bhe sat near a win
dow, commanding, as I nave said, a wide view 
of tbe country beneath, the house where she 
was bom crowning the opposite eminence, 
and Mr. Fevereham, glancing out, eaw a large 
pleasure sleigh flying along the old plank 
road, and recognized Jack Montg omery's grey 
Irorses. As they tamed from the main road 
and dashed into the fields, he had no donbt of 
their destination. “The dayvil," was his 
inward exclamation, but that was only an un
expressed thought, and aloud Clara heard bil 
voice saying very gently, My love, I see a 
sleigh load of people coming, I suppose to 
■pend the evening”—jou do not wish to eee 
them?"

“ Ob, no. I really could not," she sobbed 
in reply.

whom tii» make-stone was applied.
Another light has been thrown on the sub

ject by Mr. W. H. Hardy, who state a that 
the snake-stone is in in Mexico, and that 
it is formed by catting a piece ot stag’s hom 
into the proper shape, wrapping it lightly in 
grass or hay, folding it in sheet copper so as 
to exclude thé air, and calcining it in a char-

room to the old gentleman’s music, and Mr. 
Feversbam, knowing that his eye glass would 
be useless in repressing what was evidently 
irrepressible, drawled oat, " will you -aw— 
do me the honah. Miss Browne?" and the 
young lady, patting her hand on his shoulder, 
they whirled round the room Éoo, till coming 
in contact with lbe stouter couple, they 
bumped them on te a sofa with the force of 
the collision.

Mrs. Browne, who disapprovi 
promptu dance, frowned at her 
looked at her watch, 
that it wae

ed of this im- 
danghter, and 
as she did soremarki

getting very late ; “ do you really 
to turn us ont without seeing Clara, Mr.

Feversbam ?"
“ I shall be very angry if yon do," said 

Mrs. Montgomery, beginning to feel in her 
heart that he would. “ Bhe can't be asleep 
all this time."

He tamed his glass en 
side by side on a sofa, and

•• I'll manage all that —I’ll excuse you. I'll 
say you're asleep, but it they stay, it will be 
a long and lonely evening for you."

“ I was longing to be alone when Dicky
eon.a T am vnrv liait ftnmnonv n--------11

the ladies who eat 
said, after a long s firm belief that 

been pecuniarilycame. I am very bad company, Horace, 
was the sobbing confession and apology, as 

her hand and laid it careesrogly

panse and stare, “ aw."
“I shall not be angry," said Mrs. Jackson, 

“but I shall be grieved. I think you are 
very wrong to keep her such a prisoner, a 
little cheerful society would do her good.”

he lifted
against his cheek.

“ The company I love beet," he said, and

V"";: ■. #

when he next saw her. She scolded him for 
it, aud even gave him a little shake, bnt could 
not contradict what he said, for she did not 
know what they lived on, or where the money 
came from that supported them. He had not 
told her of the note to Gussy Browne, or 
hinted that the want of means had stepped 
his building. She now knew by gift books 
presented to him on his birthday, that he was 
not yet twenty-five years of age, and had wil
fully deceived her on that point. The house 
was well provisioned when affie came, and 
there had been no necessity to buy anything 
of consequence since but floor and meat. Mr. 
Feversbam offered to keep the household ac
counts, and his wife aoqmesoed, remembering 
hcv father's o'd axiom that it wae a man's 
duty to relieve hie wife of all care La money 
matters, and the head of the house shoild 
carry the purse, and look after the provisions. 
This was the most unselfish act of Mr. Fever- 
sham’s whole life, for he detested accounts, 

money matters, aud, though he 
had better business faoaltks than 

i, Duke of York, who never knew a 
from a sixpence, yet his financial 

abilities were of a very low order, and he hated 
the sight of the account book, and thought 
Clora must have the same feeling only that 
with her sweet patience she would not admit 
it. He would save her from this drudgery, 
so he faithfully recorded tbe price of washing 
soda and button blue, the cost of beef and mut 
ton, flour and potatoes, with an inward curse 
upon the man who invented accounts, and a 
resolute determination not to let bis wife see 
that this self imposed task was " a dayvil of a 
bore," to him.

Mr. Feversbam was not so entirely part 
the age of boyhood, as tohavequite conquered 
a feeling which he utterly despised and would 
not have admitted to any human being, least 
of all his wife ; a feeling of shyness, (and let 
no one confound shyness and modesty, for 
they are as far apart as the poles.) Only 
casionally did he feel it, and never but when 
in ber presence. As the winter advanced 
there were times when he was absolutely awed 
by the sight of bis wife's grave handsome face, 
and he often felt that he did not entirely 
understand her. He attributed the change 
partly to ill health, and so far vas right in his 
judgment, for Clara had never in her life been 
an invalid till now, and people who have al
ways been strong and healthy are apt to exag
gerate their ailments end think themselves 
worse than they are. Being unused to pain 
tbe first interview with the universal teacher 
flightens them. Even the great Bacon al
lowed that an unoommunicated trouble is the 
most wearing kind of grief, and Clara’s doubt 
of her husband added greatly to the ill health. 
A touch of coarseness or a spurt of ill temper, 
attentions with which some lords favor their 
ladies, especially when in an interesting oon 
dition, would at this time have made her 
lute him, just as his unfailing delicacy and 
kindness, would sometimes swell her heart 
with a thrill of love, that had more of pain 
than pleasure in it when combined with a 
doubt of bis character. If put upon oath, 
Clara could not honestly have declared that 
she knew more of her husband, than 
she did a year ago. He was a
very neutlemanly young man, capable 
ol keeping his owu counsel ; he had 
personal courage, tact, and eelf-pofceeseion ; 
he had made an immense profession of love, 
but never given her his coofidence, though 
his constant aim appeared to be to please her. 
This she knew, and no more, except that he 
was her husband, and the father of 
born child, and that any ill word about him 
gave her acute pain. She could not bear tbe 
sight of Briggs for wagging her tongue 
against him, and would rather have frozen 
when out for a drive, 
her old home Driving out on a cold sun 
shiny day, she said somewhat ruidenly, 
“ Will vou turn,Horace, please, my hands are

Id."
They were near the old home, and Mr. 

Feversbam said, “You hid better go in bore 
and get warm, I eee Briggs
P,“No

go there."
Mr. Fevereham drove as fast as potsible, 

but Clara’s hands were aching, and tbe tears 
rolled dowu her cheeks with the pain she 
buffered, when seated by the warm fire. Her 
husband tenderly removed her wraps, brushed 
c l tbe tears with bis own handkerchief, 

uafed her hands in bis own, and nked as be 
8ang tbe bell for Sally to bring w.-rm water, 

1 Why were you se wilful, my dear, and why 
do you avoid tbe old bouse r"

She answered with her usual direotnes 
” Because Briggs has an
by----- ’’ but here, meet
eves, her tongue faltered, and she left the 
sentence unfinished.
know/ Do

h very suggestive of dark deeds, and that
le cell with the iron hooks to hang up a 

dozen fellahs at a time is qnile the perf * 
tion of prison architecture. If it was the 
thirteenth century instead of the nineteenth, 
I «honld feel it rawther risky to venture in 
ithere alone, she might string a fellah up sud
denly."

Clara could not help laughing, vt 
that kind of laugh which is vulgarly 
come on the wrong side of the month ; the 
suspicion and enmity on one side and the 
contempt en the other troubled her, and 
though often invited she went no more to her
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Chaptsb XIV.

It is the little rift within the late,
Which by and by will make tbe m^™K
There wae quite a sensation in the neigh

borhood when, after an absence of six weeks, 
Mr. Feversbam and his wife returned from 
their tour and took np their abode in Mr. 
Feversham’s stone house, where the masons 
had just completed their work. A letter 
•waited the newly married man, and not a 
pleasant one. It came from England and was 
written in the plainest English, and assured 
him beyond a donbt that he wenld re
ceive no more money till he conld 
legally claim it, and what he had 
borrowed had nearly all melted away. He 
did not mention this matter to hie wife ; in
deed, oould not, as she wae spoken of 
e tuse of his punishment, and alluded to ae a 
“ low creature.” He looked the letter into 
bis desk, and returned to the drawing-room, 
where Clara met him with a radiant face.

“ That ie a beautiful piano," she said, “the 
tene is much finer than mine at home."

“ Tbis ie yours and you are at home, I 
hope," he replied with a smile.

" I won't take

et it was 
1 said to

Mrs. Montgomery had proposed as 
they returned from their tour tha 
should let her father’s house and net keep np 
two establishments. “ Briggs ie lonely," she 
said, “ since you look Sally away, and it’s 
perfectly ridiculous to have her living alone 
there with Billy Paddle ; she is frightened 
when tbe dog howls, and then the useless ex
pense of the thing."

“Ohl I would not let the place 
vro-.ld, aunt, I love the place,” exclaimed 
Clara. “ I could not give it up to strangers." 

The elder lady appealed to Mr. Feversbam.
“ That is just as Clara pleases,” he 

drawled ; " if she pleases herself she aw— 
pleases me.”

In the early daya of their marriage they 
lunched there every day after a long drive or 

gift ; I will pay yon ride, but after a time she gave up these visits 
for it," said Clara, shyly turning np her face BUddenly without assigning any reason for 
to his. doing so, and avoided the old place, the fact

He was by no means indifferent to the kies, being that Diokey had repeated some remarks 
but wondered at heart how the deuce he mode by Briggs in confidence to her daughter 
should pay for it, and for the first time in his Sally when be wae present. They were very 
life the Honorable John Horace Francis uncomplimentary to Mr. Feversbam, and tbe 
Augustus felt something like care, and this eight of Briggs’ face, round and smirking, at 
because be was honorable, and like Bratus of once became distasteful to Claia. 
old would utterly have scorned “ to wring goon after the party at her house, Mrs. 
from tbe hard bands of peasants their vile Montgomery called upon her niece, and enter- 
trash by any indirection.’’ This was his iQg tbe bright drawing-room, cried out 
first touch of want ; till now it was only to imperiously as she crossed the threshold : 
ask and to have ; if he took credit he knew .. pal down them blinds this minute, Clara, 
he oould meet all claims exactly at the right you know how weak my sight is, and living 
time; bat now that was impossible, unless m this glare is enough to make yon as blind 
he mortgaged his farm, or borrowed money at M £ am."
enormous interest. Better that than live on Clara wae not in the room, aud Mr. Fover- 
his wife’s bounty, or be forced into an explan- Bham, who oould always be blind at will, now 

ould hurt her feelings. Love chose to be a little deaf. He advanced lan- 
and pride, both just now at a monstrous alti- gaidly and gave the little lady two fingers, 
tude, combined to make him pash through aQd conducting her te a seat where the light 

silently and alone. He strolled Bhone the brightest, said, aw—it was too bad 
about the garden and thought about it, long but Clara was from home, gone to call on 
after his wife was sleeping quietly in her new Mrs. Danton or Mrs. Drayton, upon his soul 
home, and being decided enough in character, be couldn't remember which—(they lived in 

made up his mind as to what he would opposite directions)—it wae really quite un
fortunate ; would she stay and take tea with 
him ; he would be delighted ? But Mrs. 
Montgomery bounced out of her chair, and 
made an abrupt leave-taking, and on 
her way out met her niece re
turning. She asked her to come back 

ber, but Mrs. Montgomery said 
othing but the strongest sense of 

made her come under the roof of that 
Clara waited 
bow, pulled down her 

•• Why. my love, what brought you b 
exclaimed Mr. Feversbam in surprise. “ 
they from home ?—even if they were you 
should have waited till I came and not walked 
both ways."

He wheeled the easy chair to the coolest, 
shadiest comer, and pulled down a blind.

•• You are not sorry to see me, I hope."
“ I am glad ; tbe house seemed dreary 

without you ; but not glad that you walked. I 
have finished my sketch ?’’

“ It is a good thing I am welcome to you, 
for I don’t think I am >ery welcome else- 
where, since my marriage. The Danton's 

cry glad to see me. I fancy 
friendly as formerly, or is it 

a, has spoiled me for

said Mr. Feversbam, 
passing to get her a

t Clara

he hated 
certainly 
Frederick 
shilling _

etion that w

hia troubles

d°‘"‘ Aw—Clara,” he said the next morning at 
breakfast, “ do you knowl have a great mind 
to give np this building for the present, the 
carpenters make a deuce of a row and it 
would destroy the privacy which is 
to aa both. Tbe masonry could

so sweet 
be well 

it from the dutycovered with pla—nks to 
weathah.

“ I don’t care one 
" Ten rooms finished and furnished are

;p'Whet do
Rule

but ?" 
1 Were

bh about it," sbe replied. ore, but made a 
veil and walked o

for no m

surely spacious enough to contain two poor
i'/yoa^bink there is net room enough, I could 
live at the other house, and I will, too, if you 
talk to me about the weathah."

Mr. Feversbam was willing enough to an
swer this arch challenge, and enjoy a little 
loving banter and forget care for the momeat, 
but the masonry was covered with planks and 
the worked checked.

Mr. Feversbam borrowed a sum of money 
in Toronto, at twenty per cent, per annum, 
and settled with the masons, and paid for the 
piano. He did not settle with Mr. Gustavus 
Adolphus Browne at present, that little gen
tleman being willing to wait his leisure.

Of course everybody called on them, and 
after a week or two Mrs. Jackson gave a party 
in their honor, wbieh Mrs. Feversbam at
tended looking very stately and handsome, 
and much happier than on her wedding day : 
and about a fortnight later Mrs. Montgomery 
gave a monster party, over .one hundred people

did not seem ve 
nobody is as 
that your society, Horace, 
aay other ?"

“ I hope it is that,” 
sith a fond touch in 
footstool.

This is the true explanation of the Danton 
coolness, tbe postmaster—although it is 
against the law to reveal each secrets—had 
in the dead of night, confidentially told hie 
wife that Mr. Feversbam did not receive so 
many post office orders as formerly, in fact 
bad not had a money order since May, and 
Mrs. Postmaster told a friend, who confi
dentially told a friend, who confidentially 
told Mrs. Browne, who told Mrs. Danton, in 
fact the two ladies were just talking it over 
when Clara called, and naturally felt a little 
confused and constrained at her arrival, and 
forgot to ask her if she was weary, or if she 
would not take tea, till she was half way 
home again ; then Mrs. Danton’s conscience 
emote her.

“ The poor thing will be quite fagged oat," 
she said

'• And s<-rve ber right for marrying that 
voung tuft hunter," said Mrs. Browne severe-
ly.

As the months passed Clara saw less and 
less of her neighbors, and by the time winter 
came she visited nowhere, and the only per
son who came to see her as of old was 
Diokey Thompson, who would have bee 
better away. Mrs. Montgomery, though 
beaten again and again, had returned to the 
charge, and took so many people 
confidence, that there began to be a gen 
and fixed impression in the neighborhood 1 
Mr. Feversbam was a worthless fortune- 
hunter, whom Clara had taken in to keep ; 
there were bints abroad that even hie farm 
had been paid fer with her money ; people 
remembered his uncle's speech about I 
Spanish galleon and repeated it with vari
ations, and many ugly rumors came back to 
her through Diokey Thompson's clacking 
little tongae. He and Mrs. Montgomery were 
tho only two who had tbe impertinence to 

ak to Clara on the subject, aud she snub- 
them constantly and never repeated their 

remarks to ber husband, yet by a sort of 
instinct be began to divine that tbe 
false impression about him got abroad some
how, and that he wae unpopular, began even 
dimly to recognize that this chill unfriendly 
atmosphere was extending to hie wife herself 
as tbe winter advanced. Many times he had 
collected small sums of interest for her, to 
save her trouble, but he always gave her the 
money till Dickson’s fell due, when he asked 
if he might borrow this sum of money for 
a month or two 
Montgomery 
of course 
need it. __

than warmed herself in

go

, no," sbe replied, with a petulance 
her asuil self, “ drive home, I will not

gav
ing present,
Thin lady’s house, which yet stands and is 

likely to stand is worthy of a description. To 
look at it from the outside, you would 
suppose it a story and a half, but 
once within, you find the basement is 
more than half under ground, and looking 
through a window your nose is on a level with 
the earth and the Powers. A monstrous 
luxuriant grape vine, which has never known 
the pruning knife, covers tbe house at the 
back, windows and all to tbe very roof, and ao 
shades the rooms within that they are as 
dark aa London during a November fog. To 
make matters worse, the stone walls of the 

feet thick and
. heavy crimson drapery. 

It’s the gloomist house in all Canada, ard yon 
oould no more be cheerîul within its walls 
than you oould in the oataoembs of Rome. 
There is nothing bright within or without, 
but everything combines to obill and damp 
you, and suggests a paio'ul history. The 
very flowers in the garden seem to grow as if 
upon graves I have been there on a glorious 
spring day, but the dreary influence of the 

got the better of jocund nature and my 
spirits went down like lead. It wae not 
surprising that Clara shuddered slightly on 
entering those gloomy walls, or that she was 
not ao cheerful as at Mrs. Jackson's party. 
Mrs. Montgomery took her off before supper 
and had half an hour's private conference with

ho the windowsare four 
within with

noyed me very much 
ing tbe searching darkshaded

Something I am not to 
yon know I sometimes think I 

have annoyed you, though I don’t know how, 
aud you look ae it yon would punish me by 
avoidance like poor Briggs, ns if you would 
like to go to Kamtchatka to get away from me 
and leave me desolate ; as if you wished me 
at the aw—dayvil."

without a struggle with a sudden fit of 
the words been brought out, and 

ice as Bally entered 
Bhe had heard the

into her 

that

Not
shyness had 
thev left him red in the fa 

the warm water.irito
last word, and patting that and that together 
as she looked at her mistress's face, she felt 
there was somethiug wrong between them. 
Briggs had seen them pass with bitter disap 
pointaient ; not for the tiret time bad she 
lighted a fire in the parlor, brewed the beet 
of tea, and make Clara’s favorite cake in tbe 
hope that she would come in. Pricks of con
science and affection combined, forced the 

yes of Mrs. Briggs, when Sally 
Mrs. Feversbam had cried with

m without 
ay by one 

the ceiling b • a 
a sofa and easy 

a number of 
filled with

her in her own boudoir, a smell roo 
any window, lighted night and ds 
dim lamp, suspended from 
chain. Tbe room contained 
chair, a small iron safe and 
stands supporting glass cases 
cariosities, which you were in danger 
aging if you did nol move carefully,the spaces 
being so limited between each article of fur
niture. As tbe room had been originally in
tended for a clothes clos \ it was ornamented 
with a great number ef large 
placed on all sides, at equal diet 

Tbis is what Mrs. Montgomery 
lonversati

trite

tears to the v 
to d ber that 
the cold when she reached homo. For six 
months her mistress had not crossed that 
threshold or spoken to Briggs. She never 
came into the kitchen when Briggs went to 
see Sally, though she knew she was tbe 
sbe alw

bed

lo wns a
iron hooka,

on we ta...
say

rays told Bally to make ber mother 
of tea, and asked after Clntie and

It's all alo

end though a private oonver 
the author’s privilege and repeat it.

“ Clara, you poor foolish girl, you have 
made a wretched match, by reliving to take 

advice and give tha

Dx'eP
o' that long tongned hateful 

v ,le Dickey, I know it is," thought poor 
Briggs, in bitterness of heart, “ but I 
shouldn't a said it, and then be couldn’t a 

it, and I shoul.i'ut a thought it either ; it 
Miss Clar* Pll tell her as I was 

but I'd die before I owned np to

your old
P“ Be careful what 

niece with spirit, “ reme 
call him, is my husband."

“ I am sorry for your sake that he is. De
pend upon it, he is not worth a farthing -, he 
paid for your wedding tour with borrowed 
money. He borrowed it from

let unlocked hie drawer, when be was 
e day—as she had a perfect right to— 

from Mr. Fev

you say," replied her 
unher that man as you

exactly as 
had predicted, 

ie, said yes, she 
If her husband oould ha

Mrs.
Clara, 

did not 
ve guessed

tbe truth he would have set her doubts at 
rest in three minutes, but he thought tbe 
gossips only pointed to his age—or rather 
youth—and knowing b» bad deceived her on 
tbis peint avoided any word that might lead 
to explanation or reproach.

Poor Gussy Browne, who had led a dreadful 
any months owing to his mother’s 

persistent reproaches, was glad to 
money back, and though he ref 
eat, told bis mother that Mr. 
paid
risy by sheer 
of tongues."

told 
ever I see
wrong,
Bally."

With these thoughts in ber heart Briggs 
walked up the hill next day, and 
was, to use her own expression, “ taken off 
her feet" when the back door was opened by 
a stranger, a neat, comely, pleasant worn 
who brushed the snow from her shoes 
explained that she was “ the nurse,” and 
Sally, who was sweeping up stairs, would be 
down in a minute. For once Briggs' feelings 
.were too deep for speech, as sue mechanically 
took tbe offered ebair, for she bad looked for
ward to the birth of the baby as 
reconciliation, and felt sure her mistress 
would want her then, and now behold in her 
place, a stranger, who said “it is very 
ma'am, Without, as I know, for I’ve just 
from Hamilton," and welcomed her 
up the fire, with the air of one who 
right there-

Sally guessed her motbai-s feelings, and 
timidly asked her mistress to step down to 
the kitchen and speak to ber. “ She’s bin so 
often and you hev’nt eeen her, that I am sure 
she feels hurt like," said Sally.

Mrs. Fevereham, after a minute’s thought, 
said she would come down, and presently did 
come and said “ good afternoon, Briggs" 
quite naturally, as if they had parted yester
day, and said she must have a cup of tea and 
take some milk back with her as Bossy wae 
going dry she heard. Were Clntie and Dixie 
quite well, and did she get on with Billy 
Tuddle ? Yes, it was very cold weather, the 
kitchen felt like a well, and she drew her 
warm shawl about ber, as she spoke. Never 
had hey well featured face looked so cal

Gue Browne,
hie moth

and found a note of hand 
■ham, drawn for a month aud tuen rene 
to make it nine months. If ever Gas gets
that mo 
most like

life for m
ney it will be out of your interest, 

tely the interest from Dickson’s mort
gage. which falls due in March—your father 
laid me so. Yon watch him when that’s due 
•nd you’ll see he’ll borrow it on some pretext 
•nd pay that note."

“ Aunt, I would rather die than gain infor
mation by dishonorable means as Mrs. Browne 
has ; I must fall low indeed, before I stoop to 
watch my husband or pry into his private 
•flairs. What he wishes me to know, he 
will tell me, and that is all I ought to 
huow."

“ Then I supposi 
■topped the bnildi 
se anxious to get 
ter?"

used the inter- 
Feversham had 

per cent., being driven tohypoe- 
cowardioe and dread of a “ strife

him ten
a time of

CHAPTER XV.

“ 8woet bells jangled out of tune,
And harsh—'' — Bhajkbpbark.

vulgar couples estrangment and 
doubt generally finds vent in bitter invective 
and recrimination, and a quarrel is certainly 
in tbe ease of husband and wife sometimes a 
step towards a better understanding ; but re
fined and conscientious 
open rupture and bear a good deal before 
speaking. Now Clara had nothing tangible 
to eomplain of, and daily prayed against ber 
suspicions as mean and wrong, but nothing 
on earth ie so hard to govern ae 
thoughts, as Clara found more, and more to 
her sorrow. Her husband wae kindness and 
courtesy itself, unremitting in tenderness and 
attention, as much ao as before they were 
married, but the ill-natured gossip she had 
heard made her doubt that he loved her, 
made her fear that some less worthy motive 
had induced him to hurry on the marriage, 
and carry it through at once at all hazards, 
even against her better reason. His constant 
affection before company, and naturaln 
when alone with her, were contradictions 

ner that might imply even more than 
sides to his character. Aware that many 

people thought him a fool, his wife well knew 
that he was not one. He wae fond of reading 
and had great taste and discrimination in 
his choice of books. He was fond of poetry and 
read delightfully ; “ Like an actor” said 
Jack Montgomery in great admiration, 

i an actor," said hie mother, 
thought uncomfortably of 

mark when her husband next offered to read 
to her, but in five minutes sue bad forgotten 
all disagreeables, forgotten herself in the 
pleasure of listening, and Mr. Feversbam knew 
his power in this respect and enjoyed it. She 
never refused to play when he asked l!6r, but 
sometimes wondered if he really liked her 
music, or asked her to play because he knew 
she liked to play. Six months ago she would 
have looked saucily in hie face and asked the 
question, but now she could not. His coun
tenance seemed open enough, and always 
brightened when he looked at her, yet ahe 
could not open and probe the snbjecl thst 
gave her go much pain, for if these doubts 
and suspicions, she was half ashamed to own 
even to herself, proved true, she felt existence 
would be unL arable, for she did love the 
man, there was "the sting of it. 
never spoke of his relations, never 
spoke of his income, er of business 
of any kind, and Mrs. Montgomery declared 
ahe felt morally certain that he was living en
tirely on credit, and this in Dicky Thompson's 
presence, who repeated tbe remark to Clara

cold,

e he has told you why he 
ung ; he wae at one time 
it finished before the win-

“You have no right to ask me that ques
tion. In my father's life time you knew 
better than to pnmp me about hia affairs."

“ But I eland in the place of your father

natures shrink from

now, and you may depend upon it, if that 
building is ever finished it will be with your 
■oney.”

“ It is very wrong for yon to say these 
things," exclaimed Clara, her hands shaking 
with nervous indignation, “ and I will not 
listen to them, understand that, aunt, for the 
the future. I----- "

But at that inetant there was a tap at the 
do» wliioh gently opened and admitted Mr. 
Fevereham.

“ Ah ! I have found yon at last—may I be 
pardoned for intruding ? A delightful little 
•pirtment this, Mrs. Montgomery, quite 
olaseical, reminds one of a cell in the tower 
of London. Have you seen thetowah? No 
thumbscrews or anything of that sort, I sup
pose?" and he lifted his eyc-glasa to inspect 
the cases with his usual ease.

“ I wished to see my niece alone for a few 
minutes," said Mrs. Montgomery, with em-

“ So I perceive, bat everybody Is asking for 
you, and Mr. Jackson wishes to monopolize 
you for whist, so the conference must be pre
served for another day. My dear, yon seem 
chilly, you should have a shawl," and he 
opend the door into the broad lighted room, 
and skillfully prevented all farther privacy by 
exclaiming, “ Here ff the lady, Mrs. Jackson, I 
have found her for you."

Clara, though relieved, felt sorry for the 
interruption, it seemed so mnch as if he

cool, so utterly unapproachable. If Mr. Fever- 
sham was awed at the right of it, what wonder 
that poor, fi uttering Briggs felt chilled and 
tongae tied, as in the presence of an ice berg. 
Bhe could not break that ice or 
tell ber little tale of penitence, and 
presently her mistress placed her 
plump, warm hand in hers, and said, “ Good 
bye, Briggs. I shall not ree you again to dsy. 
as I am going to lie down," and sailed away 
again to hep o*n apartments.

“ No, nor any day," ^bought poor Briggs, 
with a lump in her throat, “ and I shan’t see 
yonr face, till I see’s it in the coffin, for that 
dog don’t howl for nothin'." Bhe did not 
stay long, or enjoy her tea. and on her way 
home she met Mrs. Montgomery driving her
self in a cutter. Now disappointment is akin 
to anger, and Briggs wae at that moment in 
a great state of fluster 
tending feelings. Mrs. Montgomery stopped, 
and before ahe could speak, Briggs burst forth, 
“ I've been to see the poor young Missus, and 

in marble, an* if she 
dite, I’ll not wonder, with the dog a howlin’ 
every night reg'lar, as if he knowed it, an’ I 
always felt sure as no gqod conld 
them as is wedded in May."

extraordinary speech, Mrs. Mont
gomery, who looked like a brown bear in her 
great fur eloak and hood, replied, "It was June, 
you foolish woman."

“It was May oy the old calendar, as is the 
only one wuth a farden, and made in n.y 
great grandfeyher’s day; an’ ilMuek it wus 
too, te weai her hair down her back all among 
like the old ’ooman’e geese, I may say, instead 
o’ filleted up like • Christian. I fear me ahe’ll

“ He ie
this re-

through many con-

ahe looks like one cut
they were talking at eat, 

dene it
what

had oa purpose ; and 
k each a gracions.

and
that evening she too 
kindly leavcof Gussy Browne, that the young 
fellow blushed with delight and pleasure, and 
made an enemy of his motber by the frigid 
civility of her bow as she said good-bye to that

“ I think, Horace, I shall not go and see 
aunty for a long time," she remarked to her 
husband as they were driving home, “ she 
doee not like you." -

“ Aw—well, that need not trouble you, but 
it's net a cheerful house to visit, makes one 
think of old prisons. That little curly stair
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