A3SOLUTELY HER OWN MISTRESS.

BY L T.J.
Part Two—Matrimeny.

Oumapres XIV.

Tt is the little rift within the lute,
hich by and by will make the musie mute.”
TENNYSON.

There was quite & sensation in the neigh-
barhood when, after an absence of six )y
Mr. Feversham and his wife returned from
their tour and took up their abode in Mr.
Feversham's stone house, where the masons
had just completed their work. A letter
awaited the newly married man, and not s
ploasant one, It came from England and was
written in the plainest English, and assured
him beyond & doubt that he wenld re-
esive mo more monsy il he could
Jogally claim it, and what he had
borrowed had nearly all melted away. He
did not mention this matter to his wife ; in-
deed, could not, as she was spoken of as the
@use of his punishment, and salluded to as &
« low creature.” He locked the letter into
his desk, and d to the drawing-room,

Clara met him with a radiant face.

« That is a beautifal piano,” she said, “the
tene is much finer than mine at kome.”

“This is yours and you are athome, I
hope,” he replied with a smile.

« 1 won't take is as a gift; I will pay you
for it,” said Olara, shyly turning up her face
to his.

He was by no means indifferent to the kiss,
but wondered at heart how the deuce he
should pay for it, and for the firet time in his
life the Honorable John Horace Franocis
Augustus felt something like care, and this
because he was honorable, and like Brutus of
old would utterly have scorned *to wriag
from the hard hands of peasants their vile
trash by any indirection.” This was his
first touch of want ; till now it was only to
ask and to have; if he ook credit he knew
he could meet all claims exactly at the right
time; but now that was impossible, unless
he mottgaged his farm, or borrowed money at
enormous interest. Better that than live on
his wife's bounty, or be forced into an explan-
otion that would hurt her feelings. Love

and pride, both just now at a monstrous alti-
tude, combined to make him push through
his tronbles silently and alone. He _ltmllod
about the garden and thought about it, long
after his wife was sleeping quietly in her new
home, and being decided enough in character,
soon made up his mind as to what he would
do. ?

« Aw—Clara,” he said the next morning at
breakfast, ** do you knowI have a great mind
to give up this building for the present, the
carpenters make a deuce of a row and it
would destroy the privacy which is 8o sweet
tous both. The masonry could be well
covered with pla—nks to keep it from the
weathah. What do you say !’ -

« T don't care one bit about it,” ske replied.
«Ten rooms finished and furnished are
surely spacions enough to contain two poor
little finite beings with a moderate train, but
if you think 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. Feversham 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. Feversham borrowed « 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 courss everybody called on them, and
after a week or $wo Mrs. Jackson gave a party
in their henor, whigh Mrs. Fevorsham at-
tended looking very stately and handsome,
and much happier than on her -wedding day :
and about & fortnight later Mrs., Montgomery
gave a monster party, over one hundred people
being present,

This 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
omoe 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 flowers. A monstrous
laxuriant grape vine, which has never known
the pruning knife, covers the house at the
back, windows and all to the very roof, and g0
shades the rooms within that they are as
dark as London during a November fog. To
make matters worse, the stone walls of the
house are four feet thick and the windows
shaded within with heavy crimson drapery.
It's tha gloomist housein all Canada, ard you
could no more be cheeriul within its walls
than you could in the catacembs of Rome.
There is nothing bright within or without,
but everything combines to ohill and damp
you, and suggests a pain'ul history. The
very flowers in the garden seem to grow as if
upon graves. I have been there on aglorious
apring day, but the dreary influence of the
nouse got the better of joound nature and my
spirits went down like lead. It was not
surprising that Clara shuddered slightly on
entering thoae gloomy walls, or that she was
not 8o cheerful as at Mrs. Jackson's party.
Mrs. Montgomery took her off before supper
and had half ap hour's private conference with
her in her own boudoir, & smell room without
any window, lighted night and day by one
dim lamp, suspended from the ceiling b* a
chain, The room conteined a sofa and easy
ohair, & small iron safe and a number of
stands supporting glass cases filled with trite
ouriosities, which you were in danger of dam-
aging if you did not move carefally,the spaces
being so limited between each article of fur-
niture. As the room had been originally in-
tended for a clothes clos *, it wasornamented
with a great number ef large iron hooks,
placed on all sides, at equal distances.

This is what Mrs. Montgomery had to say
and though a private conversation we take
the author's privilege and repeat it.

* QOlara, you peor foolish girl, you have
made a wretched match, by reiusing to take
your old aunt's advice and give that man
%o.U
p“ Be ocareful what you say,” replied her
miece with epiri, ** remember that man as you
oall him, is my husband.”

I am sorry for your sake that heis. De-
pend upon it, he 18 not worth a farthing ; he
paid for your wedding tour with borrowed
money. He borrowed it from Gus Browne,
his mother unlocked his drawer, when he was
away one day—as she had a perfect right to—
and found a note of hand from Mr. Fever
sham, drawn for & month and toen renewed
to make it nine months. If ever Gus gets
that money it willbe out of your interest,
most likely the interest from Dickson’s mort-
gage, which falls due in March—your father
$old me g0. You watch him when that’s due
and you'll see he'll borrow it on some pretext
and pay that note.”

+ Aunt, I would rather die than gain infor-
mation by dishonorable means as Mre. Browne
has ; I must fall low indeed, before Istoop to
watch my husband or pry into his private
affairs. What he wishes me to know, he
will tell me, and that is all I ought to
kaow.”

“ Then I suppose he has told you why he
stopped the building ; he was at one time
e mnliou to get it finished before the win-

1

“You have no right to ask me that ques.
tion. Inmy father's life time you knew
better than to pump me about his affairs.”

““Bus I stand in the of your father
mow, and you may d:ipend upon it, if thut
building is ever finished it will be with your
money.”

“JItis very wrong for you to say these
things,” exclaimed Clara, her hands shaking
with nervons indignation, “andI will not
listen to them, understand that, aunt, for the
the future. I —"

But at that instant there was a tap at the
door which gently opened and admitted Mr.
Feversham.

“Ah | I have found you at last—may I be
pardoned for intruding? A delightful littie
apartment this, Mrs. Montgomery, quite
olassical, reminds one of a cell in the tower
of London. Have you seen the towah? No
thumbscrews or anything of that sort, I sup-
pose?” and he lifted his eye-glass to inspect
the cases with his usual ease.

“ I wished to see my miece alone for a few
minutes,” said Mrs. Montgomery, with em-
phuia.I

8o I perceive, but ev:
you, and Mr. Jack: wil P
you for whist, so the conference must be pre-
served for another day. My dear, you seem
chilly, you should have a shawl,” and he
opend the door into the broad lighted room,
and ekillfully prevented all further privacy by
exolaiming, "ﬁm i¥thelady, Mrs. Jackson, I
have found her for you.”

. Olara, though relieved, felt sorry for the
interraption, it spemed so much as if he
knew ! they were talliog atent,
and done it on fpurpose;

that evening she took such & gracious,
kindly leave-of Gussy Browne, that the young
fellow blushed with delight and pleasure, and
made an enemy of his mother by the frigid
weivility of her bow as shessid good-bye to that

body is asking for
shes to li

# very suggestive of dark deeds, and that
listle cell with the iron hooks to hang up &
dozen fellahs at & time is quite the perfeo-
i ison architecture, If it was the
tury instead of the nineteenth,
T should feel it rawther risky to venture in
L@Mn.l 'nlom,' she might string a fellah up sud-
y.
Olara conld not help laughing, it was
that kind of laugh which is valgarly said to
come on the wrong side of the mouth ; 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
aunt’s.
Mrs. Montgomery had proposed as soon as
they returned from tour that Olara
should let her father's house and not keep up
$wo establishments. ** Brigas is lonely,” she
said, “eince you took Sally away, and it's
perfectly ridiculous to have her living alone
there with Billy Puddle;.she is frightened
when :he dog howls, and then the uselese ex-
pense of the thing.”
“0Oh! I would not let the place for the
world, aunt, I love the place,” exclaimed
Clara. *I could not give it up to strangers.”
The elder lIady appealed to Mr. Feversham.
“That is just as Clara plcases,” he
drawled; **if she pleases herself she aw—
pleases me.”

In the early days of their marriage they
lunched there every day after a long drive or
ride, but after a time she gave up these visits
suddenly withous assigning any reason for
doing so, and avoided the old place, the fact
being that Dickey had repeated some remarks
made by Briggs in confidence to her daughter
Sally when he was present. They were very

pli 'y to Mr. F and the
sight of Briggs’ face, round and smirking, at
once became distasteful to Claa.

Soon after the party at her house, Mre.
Montgomery called upon her niece, and enter-
ing the bright drawing-room, cried out
imperiously as she crossed the threshold :

* Pus down them blinds this minute, Ulara.
You know how weak my sight ia, and living
in this glare is enough to make you as blind
a8 L am.”

Clara was not in the room, and Mr. Fover-
sham, who could always be blind at will, now
chose to be a little deaf. He advanced lan-
guidly and gave the little lady two lingers,
and conduoting her to a seat where the light
shone the brightest, said, aw—it was too
but Clara was from home, gone to call on
Mrs. Danton or Mrs. Drayton, upon his sonl
he couldn’t remember which— (they lived in
opposite directions)—it was really quite na-
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
with ber, but Mrs. Montgomery said
no, nothing but the strongest sense of duty
made her come under the roof of that man.
Clara waited for no more, but made a litile
bow, pulled down her veil and walked on.

* Why, my love, what brought you back ?"
exclaimed Mr. Feversham in surprise. ** Were
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 corner, and pulled down & blind.

“ You are not sorry to see we, 1 hope.”

“Iam glad; the 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 'very welcome elsc-

where, since my marriage. The Danton’s
did not seem very glad to see me. I fancy
nobody is as fiiendly as formerly, or is it
that your society, Horace, has spoiled me for
any other ?”

« I hope it is that,” said Mr, Feversham,
with a fond fouch in passing to get her a
footstool.

This is the true explanation of the Danton
coolness, the postmaster—although it is
against the law to reveal such secrets—had
in the dead of night, confidentially told his
wife that Mr. Feversham did not receive so
many post office orders as formerly, in fact
had nothad a money order since May, an
Mrs. Postmaster told a friend, who confi-
dentially told a friend, who confidentially
told Mrs. Browne, who told Mra. Dauton, in
fact the two ladies were just talking it over
when Olara called, and natarally felt a listle
confused and consirained at her arrival, and
forgot to ask her if she was weary, orif she
would not take tea, till she was half way
home again ; then Mrs. Danton's conscience
smote her,

+ The poer thing will be quite fagged out,”
she said

« And serve her right for marrying that

As the months passed Clara saw less and
less of her neighbors, and by the time winter
oame she visited nowhere, and the only per-
son who came to see her as of old was
Dickey Thompson, who would have been
better away. Mrs. Montgomery, though
beaten again aud again, hud returned to the
obarge, and took so many people into her
confidence, that there began 1o be a general
and fixed impression in the neighborhood that
Mr. Feversham was & worthless fortune-
hunter, whom Clara had taken in to keep ;
there were hints abroad that even his farm
had been paid fer with her money ; people
remembered his uncle's speech about the
Spanish galleon and repeated it with vari-
ations, and many ugly ramors came baock to
her through Dickey T 's clacki
little tongue. He and Mrs. Montgomery were
the only two who had the impertinence to
epeak to Clara on the subject, and she snub-
bed them constantly and never repeated their
remarks to her husband, yet by a sort of
instinet he began to divine that there was a
false impreseion about him got abroad some-
how, and that he was unpopular, began even
dimly to recognize that this chill unfriendly
atmospbere was extending to his wife herself
as the 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 exactly as Mrs.
Montgomery  had predicted. Clara,
of course, said yes, she did not
need it. If her husband could have gneesed
the truth he would have set her doubts at
rest in three minutes, but he thought the
gossips only pojnted to his age—or rather
youth—and knowing he had deceived her on
this peint avoided any word thagt might lead
to explanation or reproach.

Poor Gussy Browne, who had led a dreadful
life for many months owing to his mother's
persistent reproaches, was glad to get the
money back, and though he refused the inter-
est, told his mother that Mr. Feversham had
paid him ten per cent., being driven tohypoe-
risy by sheer cowardice and dread of a ** strife
of tongues.”

OHAPTER XV.

“ Sweet bells jangled cut of tune,

And harsh—" —BHAKESPEBARE,

Between vulgar couples estrangment and
doubt generally finds vent in bitter invective
and recrimination, and a quarrel is certainly
in the ease of husband and wife sometimes a
step towards a better understandiog; but re-
fined and conscientious natures shrink from

young tufs hunter,” said Mrs. Browne severe- | o

told her of the note to
hinted that the want of means had stepped
his building. She now knew by gift hooks
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.

was well provisioned when “She
there had been no necessity to buy snything
of consequence since bus flour and meat, Mr.
Feversham offered to the household ac-
counts, and his wife acquiesced, remembering
her father's old axiom that it was a man’s
dnsy to relieve his wife of all care ia 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 d d ts,

The house | and you the wust as :
came, and | rourself to frighten her about
nor
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up feelings
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lkuno-nd all her life, as it he w% kill
r.”

« Go home, yon impudent

Mrs. M y ina tone beb

he hated money matters, and, though he
certainly had better business facultica than
Frederick, Duke of York, who never knew &
shilling from a sixpence, yet his financial
abilities were of a very Jow order, and he hated
the sight of the account book, and thought
Clara must have the same feeling only that
with her sweet patience she would not admit
it. He wonld save her from this drudgery.
80 he faithfally recorded the 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 i ted ts, and 8

astonishment, and drove o in

to see her niecé.

Mr. Feversham never drove or rodo abroad
when Ris wife was averse to tarn ont but took
his exercise by skating on & pond between his
own house and Clara’s. Coming into the
lobby suddenly on this afternoon, he over-
heard a remark mula‘\:{y‘ tlul!u;'l‘uht of
Mrs. Montgomery to wife, which startled
and shocked him more than M 's bul-
let, or the thunder storm that
was the key note to the slight, unspoken

rothy ding whi

resolute determination not to let bis wife eee
that this self imposed task was & dayvil of a
bore,” to him.

Mr. Feversham was not so entirely past

hich had erept in between
him and his wife. °

+ It is your duty to make your will, Glara,
and you will not die a day the sooner, Your
life is in more than ordinary danger, for re-

ber your mother died in childbirth, and

the age of boyhuod, as to havequit q

& feeling which he utterly despised and would
not have admitted to any haman being, least
of all his wife ; s feeling of shyness, (and let
no one confound shy and mod: for
they are as far apart as the poles.) Only oec-
casionally did he feel it, and never but when
in her presemce. As the winter advanced

it you should die, and yeur child too, your
husband can claim all your property.”

“ “Well, let him,” was the reply, ** he hag
claimel better things, snd I have given
them.”

To Mrs. Montgomery this wasa mere
high flown foolish speech, words without

i for i in her opinion

there were times when he was lutely awed
by the sight of his wife's grave handsome face,
and he often felt that he did not entirely
understand her. He attributed the chaoge
partly to ill health, and 80 far was right in his
judgment, for Clarahad 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 and think themselves
worse than they are. Being unused to pain
the first interview with the universal teacher
frightens them. Even the great Bacon al-
lowed that an unecommunicated trouble is the
most wearing kind of grief, and Clara’s doubs
of her husband added greatly to the ill health.
A touch of coarsences or a spurt of ill temper,
attentions with which some lords favor their
Iadies, especially when in an interesting con

dition, would at this time have wade her
hate him, just as his unfailing delicacy and
kindness, would sometimes swell her heart
with a thrill of leve, that had more of pain
than pleasure in it when combined with &
doubt of his character.  If put upon oath,
Clara could not honestly have declared that
sha knew more of her husband, than
she did a year sago. He was a
very wentlemanly young man, capable
ot keeping his own counsel; he had
personal courage, tact, and self-possession ;
e had made an immense profession of lave,
but never given her his confidence, thongh
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 her un-
born child, and that apy ill word about him
gave her acute pain. She could not bear the
sight of Briggs for wagging her tongue
against him, and would rather have frozen
when out for a drive, than warmed herself in
her old home. Driving outon a cold sun
shiny day, she said somewhat euidenly,
* Will you turn,Horace, please, my hands are
80 cold.”

They were near the old home, and Mr.
Feversham said, ** You had better go in kFere
and get warm, I see Briggs has a fire in the
parlor.”

*No, no,” she replied, with a petulance
nnlike her nsual gelf, ** drive home, I willnot
go there.’

Mr. Feversham drovo as fast as possible,
but Clara’s hands were aching, and the tears
rolled down her ocheeks wiith the pain she
suffered, when seated by the warm fire. Her
husband tenderly removed her wraps, brushed
cY the tears with his own handkerchief,

hafed her hends in bis own, and rsked as he
eng the bell for Sally to bring w.rm water,
* Why were you ge willul, my dear, and why
do you avoid the old house

She answered with her usual directness,
+ Because Briggs has annoyed me very much
by ——" but here, meeting thesearching dark
eyes, her tongue faltered, and she left the
tence unfinished.

“ By what? Somsthing I am not o
know. Do you know I sometimes think I
have annoyed you, though I don’t know how,
and you look as if you would punish me by
avoidance like poor Brigge, as if you would
like to go to Kamtohatka to get away from me
and leave me desolate ; as if you wished me
at the aw—dayvil.”

Not without a struggle with a sudden fit of
shyness had the words been brought out, and
they left him red in the face as Sally entered
with the warm water. She had heard the
last word, and putting that and that together
as she looked at her mistress's face, ehe felt
there was something wrong between them.
Briggs had seen them pass with bitter disap
pointment ; not for the first time had she
lighted a fire in the parlor, brewed the best
of tea, and make Clara’s favorite cake in the
hope that she would come in. Pricks of con-
scienca and affection combined, forced the
tears to the eyes of Mrs. Briggs, when Sally
to d her that Mrs. Feversham had cried with
the cold when she reached home. 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 there; for
she always told Sally to make her mother
a cup of tea, and asked after Clatie and
D’xie.

« It's all along o’ that long-tongned hatefnl
" e Dickey, I know it is,” theught poor
Briggs, in bitternesg of heart, * but
shouldn't a said 1t, and then he couldn't a
told it, and I should’ng & thought it either ; if
ever I ees Miss Clarg Il tell her.as I was
wrong, but I'd die before I owned np to
dally.”

With these thoughts in her 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 woman,
who brushed the snow from her shoes and
explained that she was *‘the nurse,” and
Sally, who was swegping up-staira, would be
down in a minute. For once Briggs' feelings

wan worth more than money, houses
and land, but thers was & tinge of
bitterness in it that went ltrdﬁ:‘mhr has-
band's heart. He ran lightly

called Sally. —

“Look hers, my girl,” he said, **if Mra.
Montgomery comes again while Iam on the
pond, hoist a red handkerchief as & signal
and I'll come home at once.”

* Very well, sir; but if she pokes her noss
in before you come. I ean't help if, and I
know she makes the mistress awful low-
spirited whenever she sees her.” -

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

+ That would be a cracker, gir,”” said Sally.

« Aw—well, I suppose 80, but for all that

you'll find it & rung in the ladder to heaven.
All English servants tell such ¢ erackers,’ 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 ont the bores. Do as I tell you,
Sally.”
Sally thought her master a queer follow,
but p ised to obey, bering how often
she had saddled the pony for Miss Clara to
run away from her aunt.

Mr. Feversham did not seek his wile's
apartment till Mrs. Montgomery had gone,
and when he did he found her in tears. She
thought he was still on the pond, and his
coming was unexpected. There was 8 great
deal of concern in his dark eyes ss he took
her hand.

« Why, you are cold,” he said, ‘' and the
fire is low. I should not have left yon so
long.”

Clara was sitting in an invalid chair with a
footboard to it, and in an instant he wheeled
it nearer the firc and poked the smouldering
wood mto & blaze.

« I have not been alone,” she cried, try-
ing to command herself, ‘‘aunt has been
here.”

 Cheerfal company,’ he-seplied with a
shrog and a smile.

“ Oh, Horace," sha began,and then stopped
short.

+ Well, dear ?""

« I do not want to see aunt again just now.
She does not mean it, I know, but she makes
ma miserable whenever I see her,and I feel
sometimes that ehe is more than I can bear.”

 You shall not see her again till you wish
it,” he said, and no one could have doubled
his sincerity on this point, but though he
chafed her cold hand, and warmed it against
his cheek, no farther confidence was offered.
« I wish I knew how to comfort you,” he said
after & pause.

“ Your promise is a comfort,” she replied,
a smile struggling with her tears, ** because I
know you will keep it.”

* Have you anything
ha asked gently

Pplease,” she said, but to-
night he could not beguile her. She thought
wholly of the reader and not at all of hi
subject, with a puzzled feeling between plea-
sure and pain. * He must love mea little,”
she thought, ** if I die he will surely miss me,
but oh ! if I could go back & year I would net
e his wife, not if he pleaded on his knees,

odit. It |-

o
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m. *‘There they are knocking
0 d —shall I take the key?
Phese women aré so intrusive and preswiog,
Wbtm you a visit in #pite of my pro-
D6

| “0h, yea do. Look ms in,” pleaded Clara,
2 gratefully, that if he was a rascal, he

a well bred one, possessed of tact and

“ llyo;l want anything, just ring.

1l myself.”
The parlor where they st opened into the
hall, and now there were voices in the hall,
Isughter and exclamations. He rose, hastily
kissed bie wife, left the room quickly, and

the key and deliberately put it in his pocket.
“ Aw—delighted, I'm su.ah,” he drawled.
- is—aw--a pleasure indeed; w
ohﬂlml, shake hande with first?  Mrs. Fever-
8
toathache and didn't sleep last night. You
must oxeuse her for the present as she is—
aw—asleep. This , ladies ;" and he eon-
daeted them into the great drawing-room, and
3 a blazing fire, which he had ordered
y to light to day and every day, as there
in future all visitors were to be shown, and
not into , Feversham’s parlor.
* Toethache | nonsense,” cried Mrs, Mont.
gomery in her impcl"lﬁ'ﬂ way ; *it’s mere

ner ; a little would
do, her all the good in the world.”
1 must eee her, for I want to know who
made her last bonnet,” eried little Miss
Browne gayly.

“ Bee her, of course weall shall,” said Jack,
“ ag soon as she wakes.” ~
 Well, I should hope 80,” chimed in Mrs.
Jaekson, ** we thought a little prise party
would chicer her up and do her good, but if
she does not feel equal to society we'll see her
for a little while in her bedroom. A hop
pillow is an len$ thing for at

“ Of course, of course,”

son, who had this time recovered his
breath, **don't
arithmetic, and
you another. Y

things now you | 3 , and
up; if you are a

at first, you'll get over it in time with Olara
to help you ; you'llimprove. Break your eye

T'll tell | glass, which you want no more than a third % f i i
duw to come to meif youriog, and I'llanswer | leg to walk on, and fill your mind with fig- ;;:l,: m‘;ohu‘l. ::‘b:m..‘xlg:. l;?gh.g ?i.v.gl:

ures ; they the brain and keep off
idle thoughts. Now brace up your mind and
tell me the cost of wheat.at eighty eight
cents per bushel, which wiil be required to sow
» field sixty rods lgng snd forty rods wide, if

closing the door behind him, turned | & q;n,r:ar of an outioe be sown to every 8quare | ghe ground, & basket slung to the cable, a line

£ 3 :

yar
Mr. lifted the ob eye
ﬂui with a determined click, and stared so
ng at the old gentleman that he was de-

Not very woll, tha-anks; bad a | lighted, and said, *“ Hard brain work, eh? | 9,3

Found it out, eh ?"

The problem had scared the ladies away to
ut on their wrape, and abose Mr. Feversham
n the bed room, and Jack llonwomn? had
stirred up Sam,the man (who wasasleep in the
kitchen with his head on the table) to go for
the horses, while he put on his great coat.

« If you send me away without seeing my
neioe,” said Mrs. Montgomery, on her return
to the drawing room, one large unwieldy
bundle of clothes, ** I shall take it a8 an in-
sult, and al these ladies feel as I do.”

+ Sorry to make such fair enemies ; I shall
be obliged to weah chain arwmor as a profee-
tion; but I believe I am doing my duty, and
that supports me under sucha weight of
disapprobation, and if you will exouse me for
saying so, I believe I know what my dutyis. It

s not so long sinoe to love
and cherish that I should forget the obliga-
tion."

« Good gracious how do we know what
d when we were nearly all faint-

night, Mr. Feversham.”

“ e her in her bed room, that's hardly
fair,” exclaimed Mr, Jackson, * unless she
holds a levee and sees us all. I wanted to
ask ber a-question in arithmetic that has
puzzled me for a long time; but you can
pln't' for me, Feversham, when the tooth

Domd. T'm suah,” was the reply.

+ You just ask her this,” said llt“.?lohan.
now fairly mounted o his hobby and off.
+ If a train forty rods long overtakes a man
walking three miles an'hour, and passes him
in thres seconds, how many miles an hour is
the train running ? It's a simple thing, very
simple, but the fact is I am growing old .nnd
stupid. Youput it to Clara, she'lldo it in &

second.”

«Oh! ocertainly,” said Mr. Feversham.

“ I'm not very olever at fractions, but I'll try
and remembah.”

«I'm 8o disappointed not to see dear

Olara,” said Mrs. Browne, ** she promised me

a receipt for that delicious jelly cake, and I
wanted it to-night. Why, this is suiely
little Thompson, what is he doing here so
late "’

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

*'No I shant, I want to see Miss Clara,
she was erying like anything, and now Mr.
Feversham has locked her into the room,”
was the startling reply.

Eyes were openel at this statement and
glavces exohanged that expressed more than
gurprise.

 Why Olara must be very bad to ory,” said
Mrs. Montgomery, fussily. ** I will go to her
room at once.”

+¢ She is asleep now,” drawled Mr. Fever
sham never at a loss, * I locked the door to
keep Dickey out.”

“ 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.”

She wore a gown made of a kind of 8]
that rattled like sheets of tin when she
moved.

« Certainly, as soon as she wakes,
tha —anks,” said Mr. Feversham. * Shall
we have whist, or a round game or what ?
You ladies will decide while you are takiog off
your wraps. Mrs. Montgomery knows the
way to the spare bed room—and aw—if you
will exense me a moment, I'll see what Sally
can give us for supper.”

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

ith something like horror from the proposed

if you like, mother,” he said, ** but I
will not ; it’s a cold blooded proceeding,” and
he made up his mind to tell Jack Montgom-
the first oPpormnity he got. That practi-
little lady's object was, of course, Clara’s
, Bhe had spoken to Mr. Martinean,
but he declined to help her, and plainly ad-
viced her not to meddle in the matter, but
rather set about looking up another rich wife
for Mr. Jack. He knew Mr. F ham’s

ol
will,

ou p
i’ng from fright,” said Mies Drayton.

4 You are entirely mistaken, dear Mr.
Feversbam,” said Mrs. Jackson, suavely,
“ none of us donbf that your intention 1s
right and kind, but you want what we have,
experience.”

- Aw~ Well that is a thing that makes
fools wise I-have heard, so i time I may
hope to improve, as Mrs. Jackeon says.”

* The horses are impatient, mother,"” eried
Jack Montgomery from the hall deor. ** Good
unight, Fevershamlove to Clara, hope she will
soon be better "

Mr. Feversham gave onc arm. te Mrs.
Browne and the other to Mrs. Jackson and
conducted those unwilling ladies down the
steps carefully.

« Dons forget that probletn, Feversham,"”
cried Mr. Jackson as he offered his arm to
Mrs. Montgomery, ‘it a train -forty rods
long " —here he slipped and but for that
lady’s assistance would have fallen on his
back. Mrs. Montgomery said not one word
as Mr. Feversham tucked the buffalo robes
round her portly person, but Miss Browne
cried out “You'rs a horrid man, I have a
great mind never to waltz_with you again,”
and Miss Drayton said, ** I believe he's a blue
beard ard has killed poor Clara.”

“ A hop pillow is of the .greatest import-
ance,” cried Mrs. Jackson as the bells began
to jingle, but Jack oracked his whip,the greys
started with a bound, and the rest was lost
in a chours of good nights.

Mr. Feversham went at once to his wife's
apartments, & suite of rooms opening into
each other, three in number, the imner one
the bed-room. There he found her asleep,
a8 he had said she was ; the night light shin-
ing on her face, for Olara, who used to fear
nothing, could not sleep without a light now,
from pure nervousvess. Her face looked
peaceful but very sad; marriage had not
brought her happiness as he had promised it
would,

CHAPTER XVIL

“ Beauty and anguigh walking hand in hand,
The downward slope to death.”
— TENNYSON,

As the clock struck the midnight hour on
the night of Mrs, Feversham’s surprise party,
I, the author of this narrative, was seated in
a comfortable dining-room in the city of Ham-
ilton, discussing an oyster supper with the
celebrated Dr. Blank, & man as all the world
knows, not only remarkable for his skill in
physic, but for his love of politics, and his
pride in being the soundest and most thor-
ough Conservative in Canada. I had
taken his place prefessionally for &
week or two while he was absent
on a political tour, and to.night, 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 s good listener, As Mrs. Blank
had a headache she l&ﬂﬂ’ retired to bed,
leaving me to sup with her husband, and be
the victim of & double dose ef politics. We
were in the middle of our re, d the doe-
tor was empyting his budget of news, while Lg
filled his platter and refreshed his body, when
we were disturbed by a peal at the night bell,
As the servants were in bed I gnswered it. A
man with a note for Dr. Blank from the tele-
graph office. A summons to attend Mrs.
Feversham at once.  In gn instant politics

COACHING IN MONTANA.
The Mails Must Go Anyhow—A Terrible
Experience.

Uncle Sam's mails must ?v shead, in spite
of bad 10ads, oollisions of reilroads, snow
storms, blizzards, or bridges carried away.
The mail must go across the iiver, even
though there wag no bridge, and & ferry-boat

A stone was to the end of a ball of twine
and thrown from one bank to the other; to
one end of the twine was tied a cord, to the
oord a line, to the line a stout eable. The
cable wes made fast with stakes d:iven into

E::;ed through a pulley made fast to the
ch. All being ready, a stage-driver took
a mail-bag and got into the hnht Both

- ———

out a vast amount of air from its

ing .tgo:hm for a few seconds
opens am a  peculiarit;
agrees with 'qul'n dmﬂpthl’
snake siones used at the Cape,
lmea from Malabar.
high pol of the Cinghalese
snake stone I could not rignhtly imoiunto-y
bably for want ti.

own speci p P
1 found, however, that by rendering the sur-
hn‘; very smooth with a file, ?:;ld afterward
with emery paper, before exposing it to the
fire, it could be burnished Afpumrd by rub-
bing it with polished steel. Even in the
original objects the polish is not universal,
the plane side being much rougher than
convex."”
The meanufacture of these stones is a
luerative trade, carried on by the monks of
Manils, who supply the merchants of India.
Thunb: in 1772, was shown the stohes

banks were lined with
! hing the exp The

basket was over the middle of the stream;
the waters were seething and boiling ; the
basket tipped, it tarned; the driver and the
mail bag struck the waler. From that mo-
ment they were never seen more—sucked into
the maelsirom. The poor fellow never knew
what hurt him, and some people missed their
lettera.

I witnessed another thrilling rcene on |
Snake river. A fow days after the stage

used at the Cape by the im

“ from the Indielr.upwhlly from mﬁ

at so high a price thnt[awo{ﬂuhm

could afford to possess one. He desoribes

them as being convex, black and very por-

ous.

AN ENGLISH VIEW OF AMERICAN
LITERATURE.

From the Bt. James' Gazette.

driver was - drowned the waters
slightly. The proprietor of the bridge was
losing money, the crowds on the banks were
wing, and sll travel was stopped. A ahort
istance below a rope ferry was rigged. The
delayed stage passengers must be the first to
oross. It was risky for everybody, but the
ferryman had wmade & trial trip in uloty.) 1
b to

The G in Mr., Henry
James's last bateh of novellettes passes a
criticism upon literary Boston which admira-
bly sums up its present curious final phase of

plete decad; He upon it
in the partioular embodimens of Mr. Louis
Leverett as having reached ** the period of
culture in which the faculty of appreciation
d over the faoulty of creation.”

was not a stage p but I !

smuggle in with the first boat load. There
was one woman in the party, the mother of
an infant—a child perhaps a year old. A
gentleman volunteered to hold the ehild in
the passage across, and seated himself in the
boat behind the mother, both being = seated
next the ganwale. When the boat reached
the middle of the stream, and the passengers
le:ked up the river add saw the water rushing

In this judgment, which 1ts brilliant author
carefully places in the mouth of a specially
pl —in order dout
blunt the edge of its sting for his fellow oiti-
zens in the hub of the universe—Mr. James
has put his finger with his usual analytie
subtlety on the exact weak point of Bosten
cilettan-iem. Quite recently the novelist's
brother, Dr. Wulu.m James—who displays as

y
tumbling down almost like & and
with & roar as great, the scene was grand, but
terrible enough to move the stoutest nerves.
The woman olutched nervously at the boat ;
the f ml made fraatic  gestures
to her with his band, as if to say * you will
drown us all,” The least move out of
the way meant death, and the wo-
man's clutohing rocked the boat, She was
powerless to resist the impulse, spite of the
ferryman’s pleading gestares, and - the nudg-
ings of her follow passengers. The gentleman
who was holding the child took in the situs-
tion, and reaching his lips to the woman’s
oar sereamed—and she heard his voice above
the roar of the waters, ** If you touch that
boat again I will throw your child overboard,
We will all go together, but the child shall
go first.” Her frame quivered, bu ishe
closed her hands tightly and erossed tl@n in
her lap. A moment afterward the bottom of
the boat grazed the sand on the other shore.
A gentlemau extended his hand to help the
weman out. She stepped on the bow of the
boat, and fell face forward on the sands—
ainted. When we opened ber hands the
blood gushed from the palms from where she
dug the nails into them with her fists
clenched. Almos: at the moment of her
return to i she djia
tirade of abuse on the' man who had threal
ened to throw her child overboard. * Never
you mind her blatber, Mister,” paid the
boatman ; * you saved all our lives,” Bhe
looked at the ferryman, then at the object of
her abuse, burst into tesrs; and said ; ** For-
give me, gir.”
—_——————

THE SNAKRE-STONES OF CEYLON,

The following notes are taken principally
from Sir Emerson Tennent’s work on Ceylon,
partly also from Wood’s Natural History.

The use of the Pamboo kaloo, or snake-
stone, as a remedy in case of wounds by veno-
mous seirpents, has probably been communi-
cated to the Cinghalese by the itinerant
snake-charmers who resort to the island from
the coast of Coromandel ; and more than one
well. authenticated instance of ita successful
application hae been told to Sir E. Tennent
by eye-witnesses. Ou one oceasion, 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
i 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 so inexpertly, that it seized him
by the finger, and retained ite hold for a few
seconds, as it unable to retract ite fangs. The
blood flowed, and intense pain appeared to
follow almost immediately ; but, with all ex-
Eedition. the friend of the sufferer undid

tis  waisteloth and took from it two
snake.stones, each of the size of &
small almond, intensely black, and highly
polished, though of an extremely light sub-
stance. These he applied, one to each wound

Ities were but y, and had no

my answer should be no a th d times
over.”

CHAPTER XVL.

“ An Englishman's house is his castle,”
~PoPULAR BRITISH PROVERB,

“ I'll buckler thee against a million,”
—TAMING OF THN SHREW,

The next day was very dreary and bleak,
and Clara’s spints were iower than they had
ever been eiffce she saw her father in his
coftin. A sort of aching, longing for the old
father's compauy kad taken possession of her,
and she wandered restlessly from room to
room all the morning, absorbed in old meme.
ries, while her husband skated on the pond.
After dinner he came into the parlor book in
hand, as if he meant to stay. Clara sat very
still, and could searcely keep from tears; if
he had not been present she weuld have wept
frecly. He offered to read to her but she
elined, horing he would soon leave the rool
She sat with her face to the window, and oc.
casionally looked out over fields of suow,
whera all natare was buried for the time be-
neath the universal white mantle; hillocks,
tushes and fences had disappeared and all
was & uniform level. There was no sun-
shine abroad to-day, and the tall and naked
elms in the valley were fiercely blown, the
larches bent like reeds before the March wind.
The pond which Mr. Feversham had cleaned
with his wooden shovel in the morning, was
again covered by the drifting snow. Nolhing
living enlivened the landscape. Two hours
passed, the lady knitting quietly, the gentleman

were too deep for speech, as sbe y
tadk the offered chair, for she had looked for-
ward to the birth of the baby as a time of
reconciliation, and felt sure her mistress
would want her then, and now behold in her
place, a stranger, who said ' it is very cold,
ma'am, without, as I kngw, for I've just come
from Hamilton,” and weleomed her and made
up the fire, with the air of one who had &
right thers.

Sally gunessed her methe’s feelings, and
timidly asked her mistress to step down to
the kitchen and speak to her. ‘' 8he's bin so
often and you hev’'nt seen her, that I am sure

ly.

daily prayed
as mean and wrong,

on earth is so hard to govern as
thoughts, as Clara found more and meore to
her sorrow. Her husband was kindness and
a itting in tend and

attention, as much so as befere 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

of, and against her
but nothing

she feels hurt like," said Sall
Mrs. after a minute’s though
said she would come and
come and eaid *‘good afternoon, o
g:iu naturally, as if they had parted yester-
, and said she must have a cup of tea and
take some milk back with her as Bossy was
going dry she heard. Were Clutie 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 her, as she spoke. Never

had induced him to hurry on the
and carry it through at once at all hazsrds,
even against her better reason. His coustant
affection before company, and naturalness
when alone with her, were contradictions of
wanner that might imply even more than
two sides to his character. Aware that many
people thought him a fool, his wife well knew
that he was notone. He was fond of reading
and had great taste and discriminatfon in
his choiceof books. He wasfond of poetry and
read delightfully ; * Like an actor” said
M dery in great admirati

** He is an actor,” said his mother,

Clara thought uncomfortably of this re-
mark when her husbaad next offered to read
to her, but in five minutes sue bad forgotten
all disagreeables, forgotten herself in the
i“ of .'lhh and lré" ham knew

is power in respect and enjoyed it. She
never refused to play when he asked MBr, but
sometimes ered it he really liked her
musie, or asked her o play because he knew
she liked to . _Bix months age she would
have looked saucily in his face and gsked the
question, bat now she could not. - His coun-
tenance seemed open enough, and always
brightened when he looked at her, yet she
could not open and probe the subject that
gave herso much pain, for if these doubts
and suspicions, she was half ashamed to own
even to herself, proved true, she felt existence

had her well-f d face looked so calm, so
cool, s0 utterly unapproachable. If Mr. Fever-
sham was awed at $he sight of it, what wonder
that poor, flattering Briggs felt chilled and
tongue tied, as in the presgnce of an ice birg.
She conld not break that idce or
tell her little tale of penitence, and
presently her mistress placed her
plump, warm hand in hers, and said, ** Good
bye, Briggs. I shall not feeyon again to day.
a3 I am going to liedown,” and sailed away
again to hey o#n apartments. ¢

“ No, nor any day,” shought poor Briggs,
with a lump in her & t, **and I shan't see
your face, till I see’s it in the coflin, for that
dog don’t howl for uothin’.” did not
stay long, or enjoy her iea, and on her way
home she met . Montgomery driving her-
self in a cutter. Now di i is akin

reading, or toread. With Clara the

longing to be algne bad grown almost intoler

able, when t ‘e deor lndderx;lg ogened. and
and broathik

desire to give further offense to a man, who
might yet give him a good deal of business, if
he fergot the old grudge ; he admired Olara
and hoped she would not die, and cared not
a button who got her property if she did ; so
he listened to all Mrs. Montgomery said with
civility, and advised her to let Mrs. Feversham
alone,

« 1 will not let her alone,”” replied his rebel-
lious client, * if the girl dies, she can't take
her property with her, and that man shall
not have it, if I can prevent it.”

Hence the surprise party, plauned with a
settled purpose, by this irate and determined
little woman. “ I will see Clara to-nighs,”
she said in angry confidence, or rather defi-
ance to the other ladies as they were return-
ing to the drawing room. Their host return-
ing also, was closa behind them, and over
hearing the remark mentally answered ‘* you
won't.” Heinducted his fair guests into the
most comfortable seats, and eaid," Dickey you,
ought to go home.”

« I know I ought,” replied the little man,
* but it's getting dark and I'm afraid.”

“ Aw—I'm gird of that, I hope you'll
seo a goblin,” eaid Mr. Feversham looking
at his small enemy through his glass.

« I hate you,” replied Dickey frankly, “and
Iwon’t go. Il stay and sleep with Miss
Clara, I've done it before.”

“ Thet 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 don’t
come back he-ah, understand, or I'll put you
on the fi-ah for a back log.”

“ My pa will be frightened if I don’t go
home,” said Dickey,undecided #nd inclined to

hi , * Miss Clara used togo'a piece with

in rushed Dicky Th
from the March wind,

* My hen laid to-day, Miss Olara,” he an-
announced with a gasp, ** and I brought the
egg up for you.”

w1 did not see you comiag, Dickey,"” said
Olara with an effort, as she took the little white
qz%‘in her hand.

r. Feversham had never before been pres-
ent during a visit of Dickey’s. ** Why don't
you say Mzrs, Fe 7" he asked ¢

new m! iy
x. s Shno::’:twhn married my pa, and

she w have been happy never
got sick, and I should’nt have to elimb
this hill to come and play with the little
bricks.”

"

a at 8

mﬂul. The supper, when it came,

| last
ould we léave '

us see dear Clara, »‘:’aﬂ say @ word to

cite her, Don't be 80 prael s to send us

without kissing her. It wovld comfort

me. 1 wish she had married my pa,” and he
retreated to thie kitchen with this parting

of,

Mr. Feversham wheeleg forward the card
table, and they all, with one exception, began
to enjoy themselves. Their host, if not cor-
dill._ was polite, though once he left thsn;r for

i om

Was
t, and su, over the ladies made &
to ‘Sx Feversham. b
lot |

away
her.”

wonld - pure
raising his

T

Do !"'}..“.:5‘::"! think it

“ Aw—then you don't like me ? " drawled
Mr. Feversham. i

 No, I hate yon,” said Dickey, * and so
“ Really—why ? ” £

does my ps.”

“ Because you married Miss Clara for he;
money ; my pa says 80, and everybody, 80
it'sno use saying you didn't. And you make
her unhappy—see she's erying. I thiuk
you might be ashamed of yourself,”

That ruthless little tongue had probed the
wound and thg long pent tears fell.  Mr.
Feversham rose and tgking Dickey under
the arms, put him outside the door, * Go
and ask Sally Briggs for a cake,” he said.

wempting ; he went. Mr. Feversham

his chair to Clara’s side. She sat near a win-
dow, commanding, as I bave said, & wide view
of the country bengath, the house where she

glass and regarding the speaker
“ Well, in that case, I will deliver them faith-
fally. It will be the same thing, A man and
his wife are one, you know.”

Dicky felt rebellious, but the cake was
moved

ouriously.

“ You are the most impudent of men,” paid

Miss Browne, blushing but not altogetber

displeased.

“Sach a beautiful large room," sighed stout
Miss Drayton, * if Clara had been here to
play ; and sbe keegs such beautiful time, we
might have had a galop.
hearted man, Mr. Feversham.” .

You ares hard
» Have one aa it is and I'll tune for youn,”
exclaimed Mr. Jackeon, and he struck up
with great spirit, * Tri r-r-r rumpty tumpty
tiddlete too, hi ti ri li r-r-r ri ree,” and Jack
Montgomery took Miss Drayton in his arms
fashion, and whirled rognd the

room to the old gentleman’s musio, and Mr,
F h k i his eye.glass would
be useless in rep what was evidentl
ible, drawled out, * will you —aw—

to anger, and Briggs was at that moment in
& great state of fluster through many con-
tending feelings, Mrs. Montgomery stopped,
and before she could speak, Briggs burst forth,
“ I've been to see the poor young Missus, and
she looks like onme cut in marble, an’ if she
dies, I'll not wosder, with the dog a howlin’
every nigh lar, as if he knowed it,an’ I
always felt sure as no d conld come to
them as is wedded in May.

To this extraordinary specch, Mrs. Mont-
gomery, who looked like a brown bear in her
great fureloak and hood, repligd, "It was June,

"3 gamy ham glancing
snd Mr. Feversham, glancing ont, paw a lar
pl sleigh ﬂyh? along the old plukw
ad, and d Jack M y's
. As they turned from the main ﬂ
and dashed into the fields, be had no doubt of
their destinstion. * The dayvil," was his
inward exclamation, but that was onjy am un-
expressed thougbt, and aloud Olara heard his
voice saying very gently, “,My love, I sce 8
sleigh load of people coming, I . to
viah t0 800

spend the evening”—you do not
them ?” 3
“ Oh, no. I really could not,” she sobbed

reply.
“I'll manage all that —I'll excuse

Montgomery,
i &Mhmﬂ ~

do me the honah, Miss Browne?” and the

young lady, pusting ber hand on his shoulder,
whirled round the room too, till coming

in contact with the stouter couple, they

bumped them on te a sofa with the force of

the eollision.

Mrs. Browne, who disapproved of this im-

i d at her daugh

dauge, an:
looked at her watoh, remarking as she did so
that it was getting very late; **do you really
mean to turn us out without secing Clara, Mr.
m
“ I shall be very angry if you do,” eaid
beginning to feel in her

were f the sick lady eclipsed John A.
Macdonald and as for Mr. Mackenzie, Lord
Dafferin, and ** those scoundrelly clear grits,”
th-y fled before $he new interest like phantoms
at the break of day. The ory was * up Dick
and have out the cutter ; Yarmy you had bet-
ter go with me, I may need your help if the
case is difficult, I takea great interest in this
lady.”

The supper was left unfinished, and in
seven minutes, from the arrival of the tele-
gram we were on theroad. I also tooka
groat interest in Mrs. Feversham, having
koown her from a child, Her husband I had
not yet seen, but it by no means follows that
I bad not heard of him ; both Blank and I
shared the prejudi at b iful
Clara bad been carried off by a fortune hun-
ter.

The doctor’s pony, a famous bay gelding of
Lower Canadian breed, called the Mujor,
which had won many a hiotting meich, and
will long be remembered in that part of the
country, eped over the snow at the rate of ten
miles an hour. The distance was seven miles
and in three-quaiters of ap hour after the
message came we were at Mr. Feversham's
house. Dr. Blanks first proceeding was to
expel Brutus, who had followed the fortunes
of bis mistress when she deserted the old
house, and had now taken up his post beneath
her window and was howling most dolefully,
knowing, I sappose, by an instinct peculisr to
dogs that something was the matter with her.
But when Bally Briggs Sam dragged him off,
he saw bis mistake, and his howl sank %o a
pitiful whine, and he showed by abject crouen
ing, and many wage of the tail, that he was
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 hotirs, his'ear on the cock, he made

inflicted by the teeth of the serpent. The
stones attached themselves closely, the bloocd
oozing from the bites being rapidly imbibed
by the porous textare of the article applied.
They rdhered tenaciously for three or four
minutes, the waunded man's companion in
the meanwhile rubbing his arm downward
from the shoulder toward the fingers. At
lengtL the snake stones dropped off of their
own aocord, the suffering of the man appeared
to have snbsided, he twisted his finger until
the joints cracked (whether as part of the
oure or in bravado Tennent does not say) and
went on his way without concern. While this
had heen going on, another Indian of the
party who had come up took from his bag a
small piece of white woad, ling & root

® P and piyokologist all the
souteness, and which

originality are
bereditary in his father's family, with all the
underourrent of mysticism 88 well—has
pointed cut in the Atlantic Monthly that the
intellect of Boston is now fast ripening to de-
cay. There are, he says, just as many able
and intelligent men in the city as ever; there
is just as much culture, just as much literary
ferment, just as much philosophical leaning ;
but there is no productiveness. Nothing
comes of it at all. 2

In England people generally imagine that
American literature and Boston literature are
one and the same thing. Not that many
people would consciously assert anything of
the eort, because when they hear of an
American writer they never think of inguiring
whether he is a Bogtonian or not : butf they
were asked to mention the chief American
authors, they would at once mention such
pames as Longfellow, Hawthorne, Prescott,
Motley and Lowell—New Eoglanders all of
them —with porhaps Washington Irving, who
was a Bostonesque New Yorker. To the
average English mind Boston litterateurs
form the acknowledged specimens of the
American author, just as the cultivated New
Englander of the old Puritan families is uni-
versally figured in England as * the best
of American gentleman,” Both are in fach
very much what we are acoustomed to at
bome; and both are equally alien to the
general tone of thought and feeling in America
as & whole.

The truthi is, Boston culture hae always
been an exotip on American soil, It went
over te England with such theological think-
ors as the Mathers and Winthrops, whose
whole feelings and interests were those of an
old civilization and & somewhat pedantio
style of learning. It lived on and lived down
the natural impulses of a new country only
by the aid of that stern theocracy which the
imported Puritan epirit kept alive in the
Government of Massachusetts for a hundred
and fifty years. As Presbyterianiem passed
into Unitarianiem, it woke up, at the begin-
ning of the present centry, into a first flush
of literary activity. But Boston bad 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 outln}ins
part of English Literature. Longfellow an:
Prescott are as English as Tennyson and
Froude—a great deal more Englieh than
Swineburn and Carlyle. Hawthorne hasa
strong and subtle originality; but it is an

iginality purely p I, further d
in many points from the ordinary feelings of
America than from the ordinary leelings of
England. Most of these men find their
themes in #4e Old World traneplanted, with
all its beliefs and prejudices, into the midsh
of the new, Miles Siandish in Puritan Mass.
chussetts, Evanggline in old French Acadia,
the Cinque Ports, the Rhine castles, the Flem-
ieh towns—these are Longfellow's pet themes
** The Bearlct Letter " shows the same turn,
ing to the essentially English past in Haw-
thorne. Many of the English-American
writers were European in all their tastes and
habits, Washington Irvioglived in Spain,
and was most at home among the Moorieh
legends of the Albambra, Motley toek his
subject from the Holland where he rpent the
best years of his life. Hawthorne was Amer.
ican Consul at Liverpool. The whole Boston
school is from first to Jast essentially. Europ.
ean. Buch literatures based upon *f the beat
modals,” and without any national roet of
sentiment oy feeling, always die down at last
into an era of Claudians, So the Boston
movement has died down in ité turn into &
mere universal diffusion of literary and
philosophic taste, mixed with general dieposi-
tion to criticise everything intelligently, and
to rost eatisfied for the most part with nega-
tive results, The crude but pregoant sug-

and passed it gently near the head of the
vobra, which the latter immediately inclined
close to the ground ; he then lifted the snake
without hesitation, and coiled it into a circle
at the bottom of the basket. The rocot by
which he prefeseed to be enabled to perform
this operation with safety Le called the Naza-
thalee Knlinga, protected by which he pro-
fessed his abilily to approach any reptile
with impunity.

In another instance, in 1853,Mr. Lavalliere,
the district judge of Kandy, saw an equally
convincing demonstration of the etheacy of
this singular remedy. Sir E. T. Tennent
secnred the snake stones and pieces of wood
nsed en both these occssions. The root or
stick of one appeared to be & 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 the gquadrangular
stem of a jungle 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 charmer,
and not by any influence in the stick. The

fid ired by the sup d charm

no more noise, and did nos' pt to get out
or serateh at the doors.

All our dervices weré needed, and it was not
till four o'clogk’ in" the fhotning ' that Mr.
Feversham's 'ship gamid home apd brougat
him & son, and we medical gen "'had doubts
almost amounting te certainty that the gift
had come in exchenge for his wife. Not
we thought or cared about him, an] the lusty
ory of the baby, not so easily silenced as

A SPOILED BOMANCE

The days of romanpe are nqk past, A
Cubsn planter visiting New York saw a
charming woman on & Brocklyn ferry boat.
and fell in love with her. He traged her to
her home, aud leained that she was a widow
most respectably connected. He was called
to Cuba, and wrote her a letter full of affes-
tion, and giviog references. Her friends
inguired and found that he was a desirable
mateh. They replied to the letter. He
responded. Bhe wrote until there was an
offer of marnage aud an acceptance, and the
wedding day was fixed. She prepared her
bridal robe and returned to New York. They
met at the honse of one of her friends, she
wondering how he looked, he anticipatiog a
second vision of besuty. She saw & hand-
sonlé wan ; hg lgol and screamed, * Yon
are thé wrong Woi 1" Apd eo it was.
They had neglected to exchange photo-
raphs. Bhe remains a widow and he
haunts the Brooklyn ferry boats for another
vision. :

d —————————
—The Vaterland, an_uljramontane journal
of Bavaria, celebrated the tenth i 7
of the lar of the o d Ger-
man empjre by sppearing with a heavy border
and colnmn rales of black, the typographical
garb of mourning.
—The London Times says ; ** It canscaree-
ly be doubted that all on, along its main
thoroughfares, will discard gas for the electrio
light within the present century. The really
jous and hesitati of the in.

4 Tid

enables its possessor to address himeelf'fear-
lessly to this $ask, thus effecting, by determi-
nation and will, what is popularly believed to
be the resalt of charms and stupefaction. A
the game time, it is curious that tle natives
of nbrthern' ' Afpics, whe hgndle the perastes
without fear, aséribe their impunity to the use
of a plant with whigh they anoint themselyes
before touching the reptile ; and Bruce says

that
S| i g i, o ol

bite by chowing a particular root

themeelves with an infusion of certain plants.
He adds that a portion of the root was given
t0 him with & view of testing its &fficacy in
his oWn persox, but that he had not i

g of Emerson hes naturally given
place to a habit of reading Hartmann and
Schopennaver Renan and Herbert Spencer,
and deciding that there is a great deal to be
said against every point of view. Of the
purely objective, critical and aualytic stand-
pomnt thus produced Mr. Heury James is
himsell & singularly favorable cutcome.

But behind and beyond this wholly English
Bostonian literature, there has always been 8
little surface-seething here and there of a
native literature, racy of the soil, which is
purely tentative as yet, and mostly very
formless, but which truly represents some
tendencies at least of the American mind.
Of course this underlying and nascent Ameri-
can literature is anything but ‘' cultured,”
though sometimes, as in the case of Poe,
it makes great pretenses to extraordinary
erudilion—a common trick of half educated
cleverness, It wholly despises precedent
and artistic  rules. It is demo-
oratic, rude, but truly native. It sppeals to
the feelings of the ordinary balf taught Amer.
ican mind. Among the New Eunglanders,
Lowell and Hawthorne have, each'in different
ways, some small touches of the real Aweri-
oan spirit, though it is in the West and the
Middle States that one sees it most strongly.
It comes out in Mark Twain on one side; and
it stroggles through Bret Harte's falsetto
pathos on the other, There is more thau g
tinge of it in Mr:j.eland 3 there is atll ‘morg
in the' gueer rubbish of the Josh 'Billingh
order, which somehow strikes a chord in the

wholly wantiog in the Eng-
ﬁmm:; penting

nt it is neticeable
above all in the rl ios of Walt Whitman,
in whose best work one eannot help findihg &
sort of rongh-hewn elementary poetry, with-
out form and void, yet etran;ely original’;
while in his worst, one standé aghast at the

regolution to undergo the experiment.

Qne of thege stonep was senf for analysis
to Profesgor Farpday, whg pronounced it to
be made of gharred bong, and in gll probabili-
ty to have been filied with blood, and again
charred. ** Hvidence of this is afforded, as
well by the apertures of cells or tubes on its
surface, as by the fact that it yields and breaks
under pressure, and exbibitsan organio struc-
ture within, When hented 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 composed of phosphate of lime,
and Bir E. Tennent observes w th much judg

ment, that the blood discovered by Professer
Farady was probaby that of the native to
whom tha snake-stone was applied.

Another light has been: thrown on the sub-
jeet by Mr, §: W. H. Hardy, who states that
the anake.stone'is in use in Megico, and that
itis formed by cutting & piege of stag's horn
inte the proper shape, wrapping it lightly in
grass or hay, folding it in sheet copper so as
to exclude the air, and caleining it in a char.
coal fire.

Mr. Wood, wishing to tost this, tried the
experiment.  (n removing the piece of horn
from the cepper, the bgy had heen fused into
8 black mass (alter oxposure to the fiye for
an hour and a half), easily broken, and form-
ing a complete ocast of the horn, which fell
out like an almond from its shell. On com-
paring the charred horn with the veritable
#nake stone, it was found to be identical, ex-
cept in the polish. The fracture of both was

atter and of the
man’s ghaotio concalenationg. Now that thig
protoplasmie gobool has crept even info Bog:
ton gnd firmly egtablished itself there, onp
fezls that perhaps a real Al li

may ke actually preparing iteelf to begin ta
be. It is is still in the jelly-fish stage of de-
velopment, no doubt, and somewhst 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 NAPOLEON.,

The success of Gen. Joubert in command
of the Boers paturally recalls the memory of
his distinguished relative, the rival at one
time of Napoleon. Military genius eeems o
be in the blood of this distinguished Hugue-
not family.  In Boott’s Napoleon the fate of
the first Gen. Joubert at the baitle of Novi is
thus told : ,

* Bieyes cast his eyes upon Joubert, an
officer of high reputation, and one'ofthe most
distingnisked anohgst k parte's G t
He was named by the Direotors'to the edéin:
mand of the Department of Paris, but shortly
after was sent to Italy, with hopes that, ae-
quiring a new fund of glory by checking the
progress of Suwarrow, he might be yet more
fitted to fill the public ¢ye and influence ths
general mind in the prisis when Sieyes looke
for his assistarce, Joubert lest his life, how-
ever, at the great bastle of Nevi, fought be-
twixt him and Suwarrow; and o opportunely
did his death make room for the pretensions
of Bonaparie thas it bas been rumored, cer-
tainly withous the leasi | robability, that he

did not fall by the fire o! the Austriane,butby
that of assassins hired by the family of Napo-
leon to take out of their way a powerful com-
petitor of their brotber. This would have
been a gratnitous crime, since they could
nerther reckon with oaruintgaon‘the arrival
of Bonaparte nor upon his being adopted by
Bieyes in place of Joubert.”

would be unb._arable, for she did love the
man, therr was the sting of it. He
never spoke of his relations, never
30&0 of his income, er of lusiness
does not like you.” - ma’l kind, and Mrs. l‘lg:‘l%omaqudulund

« Aw—well, that need not trouble yos, but | he felt morally he was living en-
it's not a cheerful house to visit, nn’koelom tirely on credit, and this 1n Dicky Thompson'
$hink of old prisons. That little ourly staiz | Presence, who

the ;ame. and whewxolaoaad toa white heat
7 % in the air, Mr. Wood's specimen burned
% &Th'-‘ B;'- John J"“m.b::: belief that | away, leaving a white ash precisely like that
ﬁn‘:l:. oni:'il.: o Pl::“mlﬂl! of thereal specimen, although Mr. Wood's
like the old 'ooman’s I mayeay, insf be lifted her hand and laid it » but I be ¢ ed, I think r‘:: subject “"; has oo u"‘" @ 0! od :h" m::u:l.‘mulumml:;d;n .l:;ho? ok pm;r 'g o
i geese, A o ] “ shall v ink you are from sourceobtained | than thaf i y essor Faraday,
Wﬂlﬁciﬁbﬂnﬁp&l”momu q?nl\hum e . i 3 %o keep her such s prisoner, 8 M“’*“’KY‘M‘ of $800 on his Bioh- | possibly owing to the absence of any blood
. # The eompany Ilove best,” he said, and do her t ”“"’ , in the former. On throwing it into water

you foolish woman.” youe

say you're asleep, but it they sta;
*‘It was May oy the old calendar, as is the | & hzg and lonely evening l‘:;’m’"' » 'Il)l
oniy one wuth & farden, and made in ny “ I was longing to be alone when
great grandfeyher's day; an’ill-luck it wus | eame. Iam very bad company,
too, to wear her hair jown her backall am ‘was the sobbing confession and r

A Bhe can’t be asleep | vention must remind not & few of the equally
@ turned his glaes on the ladies who eat o kg,
wide by side on a sofa, and ssid, after a long

pause and stare, ** aw.”
"] ghall not be gngry,” said Mrs. Jackson,

dowager.
“1 think, Horace, I shall not go and see
aunty for a long time,” she remarked to her

husband as they were driving home, * she

bl
it gave
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