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HOME DREAM.

Weary and fororn 'neath this ancient gable 4
I ait me down to wi.e my brow and rest, 1

While in the aitant West1
Light vapours of alternate white and sable
Wav. lumelike o'er the veil which shrouds 4

The sun in golden clouds.1

I tire now of Alpine dale ad mountain,
And roaing over foreign borea fields

Where Nature aterniy yields
Her hadiest fruits ; this classic fountain-
These mid woeods--even the beautiful seo

-Jave lost their charma for me.

1 fWe, as nover I fait, the griovous burden
Of I*eliness press upon My soul,

I see the intangible goal
Vanish into apace, and no opes of guerdon
For manly strivings in my solitude, now rise

Before my straiuing oyos.

But on this summer ove, a new sensation
Throbs through my spirit like a vital apark,-- 1

A beacon in the dark
0f woary, weary years,-a strango pulsation
Wakng sweetmusic upon rusted strings

In oracular murmurings.

Myeyes with tsars of joy are streaming,
And an infantile jubilation leaps

Freon unsuspected deops
Of my drained heart-the boon before me gleam-

[ing
I gras at with both bands and cry

lu hankfulost ocstasy.

Ah! Home to the wanderer when his day iuended,
Home to the orphan in the lanes of life,

Exhausted with the strife
Of one against the many,-Home I whereail joys

[areblended,
Joys of the present, the future and the past,

Sole joys of earth which lut.

Joys never tasted1 I close my eyes and listen
To distant echoes fron the vale-the muffied

[sounds0fbu ty household rounds, ,, , u ,, ,
Ths swsot low tonns of wives whose soft oyes

[glisten
With love upon their offspring, and the grave

Of benison at the board. word

I seeothrough the inner gloom the light of faces
Illumined by the hearth--the innocent smilen

0f maions without guile,-
The father's kindling look-the thousand graces
Of childhood in the crib, and, holy as angels'

[prayer,
The mother's infinite care.•

Would that a country home wre mine -and
[sobbing,

I think of quiet farminand winding streams,
And yellow, feound gleam .

0f sunuhine on the corn,-the warm air throbbing
Wth the simmer of beech leaves-sud the. simple

Of rustic families.•

Oh1 I1 will take my pilgrim staff to-morrow
And turn away fron these bleak Norther cImes

To where the silver chimes
0f my porisi bellu invite me Ail the. sorrow,
All te cark of solitary trave then willo eus,

And I ahall dwellin peace.

YesI will rest among the few who love me,
Or wil croate new loves where none remain,

And mingîs ln the train
Of thqse who ive and hope. An angel above me
Beokons me onward to the purple shore,

My Home for ever more.

(Written for the Canadianllutrated New.)

T H IE

MYSTERY OF SAINTED GROVE.

BY DION.

CONCLUSION.

Such was the tale implicitly believed by
Antoine, but inquiry as to the character of
the man who told lt disclosed the following
facts :-

Some years before, there had come to the
village in the capacity of school-master, one
of those stray waifs Of fortune who are to be
found li almost every hamlet in America.
Nothing was known of hie previous career
save what dropped from his own lips. His
real or ssumed name was Henry Daubrey,
and he admitted that he was a native of the
Island of Jersey. Beyond this, bis hietory
seemed shrouded In mystery ; but It was evi-
dent to those who were competent to judge
that h. muet have received a fine classical
education. Possessing a perfect knowledge cf
the French language, he was very successful
as a teacher, and hie popularity in that caps-
city was great lu ail quartere ; but as a set-
off to hie usefulness, he was unfortunately a
drunkard of the. worst description. The fees
received for the task cf lçkng the ideas of
the village children into shape were barely
sufficient te keep his " seul the tody's guest,"
but his small income was augmented by the,
quarterly allowance granted by the Govern-
ment for educational purposes. Amidst the
circumsteances in which he was placed, .e
neyer in hie sober state lost those charao-
teristics which are so visibly impressed ou the
mon who has been accustomed te good so-
ciety, and always, save in hie cupe, retained
thie deportment cf a gentleman. From the.
hour, however, he received hie salary until ltb
was spent, and ail othier sources of credit stop-
ped, he lived lu a chironic #Mte cf drunken-

ness. When in this condition, the habits of
the man were altogether changed, no subter-
fuge was too low to descend to, If by It he
could gratify his appetite for drink, and clever
and shrewd were the schemes to which he
would resort to accomplish his purpose. His
constitution, greatly undermined by the rock-
less life which It was evident he had led pre-
vious to his arrival inthe settlement, at
length succumbed to a spree which had been
unusually protracted, and without a hand to
close hie eyes, or a lip to breathe a prayer,
this clever but misguided man hadresigned
his soul to His Maker In the midet of a de-
bauch about a year before my residence In the
village. As soon as I learned the character of
Daubrey, I concluded that the parchment
document and its accompanying story had
been employed as the means to borrow money
from my friend, by playing on hie peculiar
ideas on the subject of buried money. Indeed
the parchment when closely examined carried
self-contained evidence which proved it a
fabrication. On the back could be seen the
marks where writing had beenerased by scrap-
ing, but this had not escaped the notice of
Antoine, and Daubrey had accounted for It by
telling him tohat originally on the back there
had been written a complete inventory of the
treasures, and that one of his ancestors for
some reason had removed it. A minute ex-
amination revealed to me the outline of cer-
tain words.of legal phraseology which bore a
suspicIous appearance, and could not be
erased without destroying the sheet, on ac-
count of the ink having penetrated further
than In those parte which had disappeared.
It needed no efforts of the imagination to dis-
tinctly trace "Victoria by the Grace of God,"
I whereas," together with other words that al-
ways find their wayinto those pleasant fictions
of law called " The Common Courts," and I
concluded that the sheet had originally been
used in what is called a "Nisi Prius Record,"
and perhaps after furthering one scheme of
extortion had fulfilled Its mission, and I
lamented with Jack Cade "that the skin of an
innocent lamb should be made parchment,
and parchment being scribbled o'er should
undo a man." Knowing how delicate a mat-
ter It ls to Impeach the integrity of a dead
man to a friend who bore the highest respect
for his memory, I kept my discovery to my-
self. The knowledge of human nature pos-
sessed by Daubrey would at once suggest the
idea of wresting the current superstitions of
the place to his plan, and making the grove
the centre of attraction. The employment of
parchment, a substance completely unknown
to Antoine, Instead of paper, was a bright
thought of this clever but unscrupulous man,
whilst theI introduction of the black cat was a
brilliant stroke of genius, which indefnitely
postponed the search, as poor Antoine mourn-
fully assured me, that a cat" able to MlI the
requirements was not to be found lu any
house for miles along the coast." Only In
one place had he seen a cat that seemed to
possess the peculiar requisites desired by the
Prince of Darkness. It was lu a hotel at
Bathurst, kept by one Baldwin, as jolly and
warm-hearted an Irishman as ever enveloped
a glass of whiskey, and whose stories had kept
me in rars of laughter during the few days I
lived in hie house before proceeding down the
coast. As I had to visit this place before
leaving Caraquette, 1 promised Antoine that I
would procure the cat If itwas at aIl possible,
and kept my promise by bringing it with me
on my return, my jolly landlord being glad to
be rid of It. No words can express the joy of
Antoine, when he found the animal was all
that could be desired every hair being of the
deepest sable. Al tlhat we now required was
such a night as that on which Tam O'Shian-
ter set out on hie homeward trip. I do not
know whether Antoine followed the formula
laid down in " The Book of Common Prayer,"
and prayed for rain in the set phrases directed
to be used when we desire Providence, for one
especial benefit, to change those Immutable
laws by which the Universe I governed
but day passed after day without a clo ud
appearing In the sky, and I commenced
to congratulate myself that I would be
able to avoid th, foollsh adventure In
which I promised to play a part.' Dur-
Ing the few remaining days that I Intended
to stay In the village, I amused myself by
visiting my favourite spots around tue nelih-
bourhood, accompanied by the. truest friend
that [ had lu tue place. This companion lnu
my pedestria.n boure was a large sud siiaggy
dcg of the Newfoundland breed, owned by the
people lu whose house I boarded, sud who re-.
ciprocated the. notice I extended to hlm by all
thoese outward signs cf affection peculiar toe
hie species. Hie fondness for me at lst b.-
came a source cf annoyance, as ho was con-
tinually quarrelling with ail the. doge h. met
lu our rambles, and lb at last became s neces-
slty, when I did not desire hie company, toe
confine hlm lu au outhouse lu whih cattle
were kept during tue winter season. So saga-
clous, however, was u Boule," that on being
release after my departure from tiie bouse,
he would St once proceed to my favourite re-
treats, the. tret one visited being " Sainted
Grove." His intimate knowledge of my
habits at iast led to the, ludicrous scene I om
about to rebats. On the. last evening that I
was to spend lu the. village, the. cloude, for

the tirst time ln many weeke, began to gatheri
in dark and rolling masses, and the sea to ex-
hibit those unmistakeable signe which, to an
experienced eye, foretell a heavy storm Thei
9shing boats had stood in for the land earlyi
ln the aftefnoon and were safely moored
under lee of the shore, the earliest to arrive
being my friend's boat, his practised eye fore-
seeing that the night about to follow would bei
such as was necessary for our adventure. For
the tirst time since our acquaintance had com-
menced, I felt annoyed at his inquiry for me,
but his kindness had been so unremitting that
I felt it would be the basest of ingratitude if
I refused to fulfil my portion of the agreement.
The people with whom I boarded gave me
more credit for common sense than I perhaps
deserved, and wheu I left the house ln com-
pany with Antoine, they had little idea that I
was starting out to locate the spot at which
the pirate of the Sainted Grove had deposited
hie blood-stained wealth. The ashtree, whichi
I had discovered in a previous visit, was ln
no way remarkable, those swelling rings being
frequently observed ln that species. With a
tape line Antoine had borrowed from a land
surveyor in the village, we soon located the
spot we were to dig, marking it with a small
stake, which Antoine carefully covered with
the dried leaves found scattered around. We
then separated at the Grove, our roade lying
ln diferent directions, after agreeing that in
case of a thunder-storm we should set out to
meet each other about half-past twelve, and
that Antoine was to bring the gift-offering to
Satan enclosed ln a small brass studded valise
that I had left in his boat on my last Iishing
excursion, together with a pick and spade.
Long before I reached my dwelling the play
of the lightning could be distinctly seen ln
the west, but on account of the distance no
thunder could b. heard. Gradually, however,
the storm approached the village, and long
ere the appointed hour the heavens vomited
forth in rapid succession the most vivid flashes
of lightning I ever witnessed, whilst peal after
peal of terrific thunder reverberated inces-
santly along the shores of the bay. In the
midst of this storma I set out for the Grove. I
confees that long before I arrived at the spot I
was heartily slckened of the projected enter-
prise, and fervently hoped that Antoine was
affected in the like manner, but in thisihope
I was doomed to disoappointment, as he arrived
almost at the same moment as myself. We
then took our path through the wood, and
such was the vividness of the lightning that
it penetrated the dense foliage, and at times
afforded me glimpses of the pallid features of
my friend with fear written on every line, and
which was only kept ln check by his deter-
mined character. Arriving at the stake, we
commenced to dig, Antoine turning the iret
sod. Not a word was spoken, yet I muet
admît that I was excited with alarm, not by
any superstitious feeling, but from the awful
character of the storm. Close by the spot
where we were digging was a emall hillock,
about the size of au infant's grave, and on
this Antoine rested wlhilst I took my turn
with the spade. Prom where we stood we could
see through the trees thebay beneath as when
Its waters were illuminated by the lightning.
We had thus worked on for some time, when
Antoine suddenly seized my arm and point-
ed down to the shore,and there during a flash
that followed, I plainly perceived a emall
black vessel îunning in beneath the point.
The scene was closed for a moment by dark-
ness, and when the thunder for an interval
ceased, I could distinctly hear the clanking
of a chain cable being rapidly payed out at
the base of the grove. Fear, like small-pox,
le eminently contagious, and I am free to
cofess that my philosophy at this stage had
nearly disappeared, and nothing but a feeling
of bravado, which was anything but courage,
kept me fren at once leaving.the place. Our
utter silence, the fearful nature of the storm,
the "sudden appearance of the vessel, -the
clanling of the cable, and the novelty of the
enterprise, all combined to produce a state of
mind which was the opposite of calm and col-
lected. We had now scooped out a hole to
the depth of nearly three feet, when Antoine,
who was digging, struck his spade on some-
thing which gave out a hard metallic sound.
Motioning me to take hie place, he hurriedly
opened the valise and took out our feline
surety, strokIng i with eue hsud, whilst vith
the, other he held lb pressed to his side. Suchi
vas the. fear that hiad gained possession of me,
that even tue ludicrous nature cf thie scene
did. net restore me to my senses. At this
moment, directly lu front of where we steod
could b. heard at a distance the, ruetling of
feet amidst the. laves, then after a short
interval I could distinctly hean the. snapping
of a duied twig. Nearer snd nearer approached
the footsteps, sounding te our overstrung eass
like the tramp cf an ehephaont,,wvhilst every
Saah of lightning revealed tue figure of
AntoIne dancing round the. spot uneasly, sud
holding wilth outstrebched hands the. sable
wretch that vas doomed to the. Plutoenann
shades. By this time, I hiad altogethier
ceased digging, Sud stood breathlesasuad
motioniess, epade lu hand, lu the. hole we
had excavated. To sud fro vent the stepse
with an awful regularity cf tread, and thien
stopped ; suddenly almoqt beside us a loud
sud unearthly sunrt could b. heard. Tiie

spade dropped from my hands through terror,
and when aflash of llghting for a moment lit
up the spot, there on the mound before me
stood a huge black figure with two great eyes
fixed steadfastly on mine. I sprang from the
place and ln my eagerness to escape tripped
on the edge of the hole I had been digging.
Urged by the law of self-preservation I in-
stinctively seized the leg of my friend; he
uttered two shrieks that muet have been
heard above the peal of thunder that followed
the flash, and in his nervousness must have
clutched the cat rather violently as she drop-
ped on my back when I slipped ln my haste
in getting from the haunted spot. What
direction my friend took, I know not, but as
fast as fear could lend speed to my feet, I
lied with a soul filled with terror along the
pathway leading from the grove, still pursued
by the horrible figure, and not until I had
gained the road, nearly dead from fright
and the superhuman exertions I hod made in
my fiight, did I discover that the friend by
whom I had so persistently been pursued and
whose eyes had so terrinfied me when gazing
down from the knoll was my old friend,
Boule, who, missing me from my room, had
concluded I was to be found at my avourite
retreat ln Sainted Grove, and had by his un-
expected appearance robbed me of the only
opportunity that ever presented itself by
which I might have been placed in the ranks
of the millionaires, those mighty nabobs of
the world.

Next morning at the break of day I
sauntered down to the scene of our last
night's exploit, in order to hide the pick and
spade, and remove my valise, when I dis-
covered Antoine coming along the road with
hasty strides. The joy of the poor fellow at
seeing me seemed almost as great as if we
had discovered the strong box which we had
been lu search of during the previous night,
as he informed me afterwards that he was
sure I had been seized by the horrible figure
with the glistening eyes, that presented itself
on the emall mound before our frightened
gaze, and which our heated imaginations
invested with huge and horrible proportions.
When I told him the story of "Boule," he
seemed thunderstruck at the discovery, but,
at last roared out ln almost convulsive
laughter. Hie hands were terribly bitten by
the black wretch, on which we relied to save
us from demoniacal vengeance. Iustead of
taking the path from the highway, we walked
down to the beach, where a small biack
schooner with a low huil sat like a duck on
the water in safe anchorage. A part of the crew
had come ashore to fill a water cask from a
small spring that trickled down the face of
the bank.

"Good morning, Skipper," said I, addres-
sing myself generally to the company. "You
muet have arrived pretty late during the
night."

" Well, yes," answered a man who seemed
to command the party, "1between one and
two, we just grazed the point there, and If it
had not been for the lightning which lit up
considerable, I assure you, we would have
been ashore. We had just time to slip the
anchor and snub her."

"Fishing, I suppose," sald I.
"Yes, we belong te the IdLizzie A Tarr,"

Gloucester, after mackerel, but I say, Kurnel,
who lives up in the woods there."

" No person that I know of," I answered,
"at least, I know of no one, and I am about
here almost every fine day."

" A nice quiet neighbourhood to live ln, I
fancy, if a person was inclined to be narvous,"
he queried, with an ironical smile playing on
hie lips.

" Oh, I don't know," saId I carelessly, "ithe
property, I believe, le owned by the Church."

t Wel," slaid the Captain slowly, "If I am
any judge of property, and there was any way
of settling the question, I'd bet the drinks
that the devil holdo a irst mortgage on it.
Why, lat night, stranger, after we anchored,
we heard two screeches up i the bush there,
that beat all the noises I ever heard before,-
I heard a fellow scream as .he was washed
from the deck of the "Amabel Lee" ln Casco
Bay, one dark night, and I heard an old
gentleman yell, after ho broke through the
fall ice' opposite Bangor,-but, Lord! their
screams vas music to what I heard last
nighit."

" The people around here dc say," saId I,
carelessly, " that the. place 1s hauuted, but I
have neyer seen or heard anything myself
that vouhd lead me te suppose se."

" Kurnel," replied the. skipper, impres-
sively, " I neyer vas a ghost believing man,
sud don't p ut muchi faitu in what the. people
say, but I guesa, this time, I'il take their
word for it, unless some eue con trot eut o
living human that con make tue same
infernal noise I heard last night,.-any
chance te buy macokerel round here, Kurnel ?"

I gave hlm all thelinformtion I possessed on
that subject, sud with Antoine teck my way
to the. Grove. W. bcth laughed heartuily at
the Captain's stery, wich ie afterwards
repeated at tue village, tins adding the.
testimony cf a etranger to the. truth cf the,
superstition,

We soon reached tue spot freom which we

See page 62.


