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CANADA.

Land of fertile valleys, and mounntains high—
Whose rugged summnits pierce the azure sky ;
Laud of Howery prairies sprending wide,”
‘Through which the gentle streamlets rmoothly gl.ifle—-
Where the wild buflalos in herds are found

O'er the noble red nun’s huuting ground.

Land of broud rivers, and miglty falls!

Whose roar exch solemun theught recalls—

Land of fairy lakes. and inland seas,

‘Midst boundless forests of giaut trees—

Where the pioneer's uxe is never still—

A land indebted to his strength and skill!

Where men of many nations are united,

Lo which the bond and free: re all invited—

For yet there's room enough for millious more ;
Bath rich and pour are welcome to her shore:
Where every Christiun virtue is regarded,

And every hunest effort is rewarded :

Where the old may rest and the young way roam
Coutentedly within a peaceful home,
Watching the little lambs in merry play,

Where ouce the cruel bear in ambush lay.

And where the nimble hare, the buck and doe
‘T'he suvage wolf had for their bitter fue !

Where buros are yeurly filled with hay and grain.
‘Midst clear and fertile fields to till agaiu. ’
Where the tenant aud the squire are one—
Where the door to affluence is clos’d tonone;
Land of clear blue sky and balmv breezes !

Land where the drifted snow so keen.y freezes !
Where joyous travellers glide over hidden dells,
Charned by the music of the nerry bells.

Where cowards. traitors are not heard or seen ;
Where all are loyal to our noble Queen :

Long may she live, of mouarchs reign the chiet—
Queen of the lund of ** Beaver and Maple leaf.”

A. MACFIR.

Brucebridge.
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~ A TALE,
wy
RHODA BROUGHTON,

* Cometh up as @ Flower.” ** Red as a Rote is she,” etc.

PART L

CHAPTER 1V.

. ‘T'he little dogs and all,
Tray. Blanche, and Sweetheart, see they bark at me ! *’

It is not guite easy to make out the nameata
glance, from the fact that, through lack of a
renewal of paint, the I’ has nearly disappeared.
Still, enough of it remains to prove that it once
was there ; enough to make Joan’s sunk spirits
rise again with a leap.

1t is right, then ! It is Portland Villa, at last.
The landlord’s instructions were correct, She
puts out her hand to unlatch the gate ; only to
discover that it is oft' its hinges, and—to remedy
this defect-—1is tightly tied up with string. She
sets down her dressing-case in the road, while
her fingers struggle to untie the manifold hard
knots which guard the entrance to Mrs. Mober-
ley’s hower.

While she is thus employed she hears the
seampering of many little feet on the graveled
drive, and from the house rushes forth a volley
of dogs, one after another. There seem to be
twenty, at least ; but subsequent counting re-
duces them to six ; all smallish ; all apparently
deeply, warmly hostile : all barking with a deaf-
ening volubility ; all breathing wrath and in-
dignation against the profane intruder who is
tampering with their entrance-gates at ten
o’clock at night. Their harmony accompanies
her all the time that she is struggling with the
knots. They also make it doubtful to her
whether the bell which she has pulled on reach-
ing the door has really rung. They bark them-
selves nearly off their own legs; and, if there
were any dead in the neighbourhood, would in-
fallibly wake them.

But Their conversation has changed in tone.
It no longer means enmity so much as excite-
ment, agitation, half-welcome. Havingsmelt her
clothes to be good and genteel, they have convine-
ed themselves that in such a gown she cannot be
come begging.  Anyhow, theirs is the only wel-
come she seems likely to get ; for, whether the
bell rang or no, it is certain that nobody an-
swers it. She rings again, and again waits.
Nothing happens. Can it be the wrong day ?
Is it possible that they are all out—even the
servants ; and that this army of little dogs is
keeping house alone ¢

She pulls ogt her aunt’s letter from her
pocket, and tries to decipher it by the starlight.
‘‘ Monday, April 12th,” as plain as Charles
Wain above her head. If there be a mistake it
is not hers. Emboldened by this fact, she rings
athird time. After a considerable interval (not of
silence, for the six dogs do not permit that, but
of patient, dispirited waiting) she hears a slow
and solid foot coming along the passage inside.
A bolt is withdrawn ; the door opens; a flood
of light flows out from a lit hall,’and a person
—a female person-—--appears in the aperture.

*“1 suppose that Mrs. Mob—"" begins Joan,
then stops, for some lightning-quick intuition
tells her that-—wildly improbable as it seems—
this is Mrs. Moberley.

*“ Why, £ am Mrs. Moberley, my dear,” says
that Jady, putting out both hands'and drawing
the girl in with them. ¢¢I did not think it
could be you, because I did not hear any wheels ;
to tell you the truth, I think I must have been
having forty winks—Hold your tongues, dogs !
get away, Regy! get away, Algy ! get away,
Charlie ! get away, Mr. Brown I

During this speech Miss Dering is regarding
her aunt with an intensity of gaze hardly eom-
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patible with her usual good manners ; but, in-
deed, it is difficult to lovk at Mrs. Moberley on
a first introduction in any other way than in-
tensely.

Mrs. Moberley is certainly startlingly fat ; but
80 you may say are many ladies, who, having
ontlived the thinning excitements of girlhood,

take life easily, relish their food, and lapse with- |

out much difficulty into slumber. But Mus.
Moberley’s is not that tight, compact, well-
busked fat which, to one class of minds, is not
without its attractiveness. Hers is of the un-
steady order that destroys all landmarks and
laughs at boundary-lines. Mirs. Moberley is
absolutely without any shape at all.

““1 do not know what Sarah can be thinking
of not to have answered the bell " she goes on,
as she recloses the door and fastens the belt;
““but I suspect the fact is, that she is at her
supper ; and as I always say to the girls, it is
my belief that, if the last trump were to sound
while she was at her supper, she would wait till
she had finished before she would attend to it—-
ha! ha!” Her very laugh is fat. If your eyes
were. shut you could swear that it had not
proceeded from a slight person.

Joan is speechless. She is thinking that she
no longer wonders at Wolferstan’s wish that she
could see her aunt. Certainly she is well worth
seeing.

‘“ But where are your things, child ¢ what
have you done with your luggage ¥’ continues
Mrs. Moberley, recovering from her mirth, and
preparing to reopen the door; ‘‘are they out-
side 7

¢1 had to leave them at the station ; I could
not get a fly—there was not one.”

“No fly I" repeata her aunt, in high and
staccatoaccents of astonishment ; *‘ why, what
had become of the fly from the Railway Inn?
they have a very aFOOd fly there—quite a smart
one; the girls always say that you could not
tell it from a private carriage at a little dis-
tance.”

‘It was out.”

¢ And—you—walked—all-—the—way ¢ Three
miles and a half if it is a step ” (opening her
eyes ag widely as the encroachments of her
cheeks will let her).

““No, 1 did not,” replies Joan, with an hys-
terical laugh, for she has eaten but one bun all
day, is faint and most weary, and it is so much
worse than, she had expected. “‘1 came ina
butcher's cart as far as the Cancer Hospital.””

“In a butcher’s cart!” (lifting up hands and
eyes). *“This will be a fine story for the girls;
1 am afraid they will never let you hear the
last of it. I wonder’—in a tone of quickened
interest—*‘ was it our butcher? You did not
happen to notioe -the name on the cart, did

on?’

I never thought of looking,” replies Joan,
still struggling with a most painful inclination
to laugh violently and cry violently at the same
moment. ‘I do not think that he could have
been yours, though ; he did not seem to know
you when I mentioned your name.”

“In a butcher’s cart !” repeats Mrs. Mober-
ley, still chuckling with fat relish ; ‘‘it was
lucky it was night, was not it ? people would
have stared to see a stylish girl like you perched
up in a.butcher’s cart, would not they !”

All this time they have been in the passage ;
bat now Mrs. Moberley puts. her arm round
her niece—first giving her sey¢ral hearty kisses
—and begins to lead her toward the iuterior of
the bower. But the passage is narrow ; and,
on the peril of becoming wedged between the
walls, they have to part company and enter the
drawing-room in single file. .

Joan had thought that her heart was already
s0 low down that it would be impossible to
abase it any farther, but the sight of the draw-
ing-room undeceives her. It is not that it is
shabby, though it is that tooin a very high de-
gree, but there are many worse things than
shabbiness. It is the air of slipshod finery
about it which so utterly capsizes the poor rem-
nant of Joan's spirits. A white paper, freely

starred with large (once gold) heavenly bodies ;.

many ornaments of a shelly, sparry nature, in-
expensively florid ; an impression of much
cheap pink ribbon and gobble-stitch lace ; and
—though the month is wealthy April—not a
flower, with the exception of a giant bunch of
artificial ones under a glass shade.

““This is the drawing-room !” says Mrs. Mob-
erly, introducing it with an air of pleased pro-
prietorship ; “ we have not laid ont much money
upon 1t, for the excellent reason that we have
not had much to lay—ha! ha! but the girls
have managed to make it look pretty simart too,
have not they ¥’

*“ They have indeed,” replies Joan, emphati-
cally, looking round with rather a moonstruck
air, and taking in many details of wool, of
beads, of vred Bohemian glass, which at the first
coup-d’ @il had escaped her notice

““In a butcher'’s cart,” repeats Mrs. Mober-
ley, again resuming her chuckle, and sinking
down into & chair in order the more luxuriously
to enjoy it; ‘it really is the richest thing I
ever heard ! The girls meant to have gone and
met you to-day—they had put their hats on, on

urpose—~when—who should come in but
§Iicky—-Mi('ky Brand, you know : or, rather,
of course you do not know, and whisked them
off to tea at the Barracks !”

“Yes ?”

Her eyes strayed to the dogs, who, now silent,
and consenting to her adoption intogthe family,
are sitting all six in row, very closely before the
low fire, and, occasionally overcome by sleep,
falling against each other.

“He—would- - not — take ‘mo,””” continues

Mrs. Moberley, slowly; ““he is so droll, is
Micky ; « vast deal of dry humor about him !
T am sure that you and he will get on like a
house on fire; 1 can see that you are just the
sort of girl he will take to at once.”

“Am 1?2 (with a sickly smile).

Joan is angry with herself for being so mono-
syllabic, but her tongue refuses to frame any
words longer than ‘“yes’ or *‘no.” There is
one monosyllabic word. indeed, which her
whole soul is crying aloud, but her lips do not
venture to utter it, and that word is ““tea '”

“He is in the 170th, you know,” pursues
Mrs. Moberley, warming with her theme. 1
did not mention to you in my letter that
Helmsley was a garrison town ; 1 thought it
would be a little surprise for you!” She is
looking at her with such an air of good-natured
expectancy, as she makes this exciting revela-
tion, that Joan is really and honestly sorry that
she cannot look more exhilarated by it. <A
regiment is the making of a country place, is
it net?’ continues her aunt complacently ;
‘“and these are a very dashing set of fellows,
they keep us all alive!”

Joan is saved from the necessity of answering
a question to which she feels so incapable of
making a satisfactory response, by the behavior
of the dogs, who in a moment are all awake
and on their legs, barking again with hard-
ly less violent unanimity than that with which
tfley }greeted Miss Dering.

‘Hold your tongues, dogs!” cries Mrs.
Moberley ; ‘“hold your tongue, Mr. Brown!
you are always the ringleader!” But small
heed pays Mr. Brown. ith one fiying leap
he is out of the window, followed by his five
brothers and sisters ; and all are barking their
heartsout at their ease in the starlight. <1t
is the girls!” explains Mrs. Moberley; 1
think I hear a man’s voice too, do not you? I
believe it is Micky; he said he should ve
likely come to make his bow to you, but I tool
it for a joke.”

By this time the dogs’ clamor is hushed.
Tllx(ey are evidently apologizing for their mis-
take.

““ Do not go yet!” cries a high young voice
outside ; ¢‘it is quite early ! come in and have
some brandy and soda-water !”

‘“ Do not offer what you have not got,” cries
Mrs. Moberley, raising her voice, and laughing-
ly calling through the window ; ‘‘there is no
soda-water in the house !’ ,

‘1 modify my invitation, then,” replies the
young voice ; ‘‘come in and have some brandy
without the soda-water I” (laughing also).

But this Bacchanalian offer is apparently de-
clined ; for, after a few seconds o? further par.
ley, carried on in too low a key to be overheard,
the Miss Moberleys enter the house and the
room alone.

““What have you done with Micky ? cries
their mother, eagerly. ‘Why did vou not
bring him iun .

‘“He would not come,” replies one of the
girls; ““lie said he had not time ; but we think
that it was because he had his mess-jacket on ;
he knows that it is not becoming !”’

‘¢ Evidently anxious to make a good impres-

| sion at first sight !” suys Mrs. Moberley, and

they all langh—all but Joan.

Mirth is indeed far from Miss Dering’s
thoughts. At the present momeut she is on-
cupied iu guzing at her two first-cousins with
hardly less intensity than that which marked
her first view of their mother. And yet they
are of no uncommon type. Had she seen them
officiating in the Helmsley refreshment-room,
or behind the eounter at the fancy repository in
the little town near Dering, she would have
passed them without an observation. Itis as
Jirst-cousins—her first cousins—that they strike
her as so astounding. First-cousing! in such
hats ! such jackets! such ear-rings ! such beads !
and-with such a trolloping length of uncurled
eurls down their backs! Had you told her
that Mr. Brown and Algy were lier first cousins,
it would have scemed to her less surprising.

] dure suy you do not know which is
which!” says Mrs. Moberley, following the di-
rection of her niece’s cyes, and regarding her
progeny with a contained pride. 1 dare say
you are trying to make out which is Bell, and
which is DI, without “wy telling you. Do you
sec much likeness between them 7 she goes on
a momeunt later, as Joan still maintains a stupe-
fied silence ; **some suy they might be twins,
others do not see it. I suppose”—with a good-
natured glance round the room, comprehensively
inclusive—*‘1 suppose there is a family look
amouyg us all.”

““ We are not at all alike really,” cries the
younger, least headed, least vivid-looking of
the two girls, in an anxious voice; *‘if we
seem so at fizst it goes off after a while.”

‘“ 1 am sorry we were not back in time to re-
ceive you,” says the other, sitting down and
taking off her bat. ““ Diana aud I meant to
have gone to meet you; we were just setting
off, when—mother has told you 2—he came on
purpose—he gave us no peace !’

1 dare say you were very glad,” says
Diana, bluntly. “ We should have crowded
you up; I dare say that there was not more
than enough room for you and vour boxes in
the fly 7’

¢ The fly, indeed I” cries Mm, Moberley, be-
ginning to laugh again, ““a fine fly I-—It is
evident that they are not in the secret. 1Is not
it, Joan ?” .

At the sound of her own Christian name (and
after all what else is her own aunt likely to eall
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hert Joan gives o slight and involuntary
shudder, but it passes harmless and unobserved
amid the fire of guestion, answer, ¢jaculution,
and retort, that now ensues,

““You must have passed us on the road,”
says Bell, presently. ¢ Did you notice ¥ we
were walking two and two; Diana and Micky
in front, and I and another officer behind : we
did not see you, but then "—laughing affectedly
—“you were in the very last place where we
should ever have thought ot looking for you.”

“ Did it jolt very badly ¥’ asks Diana, fixing
upon her cousin’s small wan face » pair of
honest and very well-opened eyes, filled with
compassionate inquiry ; ‘‘ worse than a “bus ¢
were you much shaken? you look so tired !”
The genuine, rough pity . of her tone goes
nigher upsetting Miss Dering than all jher
Jformer discomfitures. The tears rush to her
eyes,

v It has béen o long day,” she says, faltering ;
“1I set off early.”

““And bave you had nothing to eat ?’ cries
Diana, turning her quick eyes round the room,
in search of those signs of conviviality which
are conspicuous by their absence; ““no tea?
nothing?’ Then, as Joan observes an embar-
rassed silence, she goes on—her healthy checks
flushing a little—** There is pever much to eat
or drink in this house, and what there is is
not at all ap;)etizing, but at least we can give
you some tea.’

So saying, she hastily leaves the room. It
is some time—to Joan it seems a very long
time—before she returns. At length, however,
she reappears, bearing in her hands a tray, and
with a face so very heightened and deepened
in tint as sufficiently proves that she herself
has heen the cook.

‘“The servants had gone to bed,’”” she says
apologetically ; *“the fire was nearly out, and
the kettle would not beil. Come, Joan”—
eyeing rather ruefully the sorry fare—‘1[ am
sorry that there is nothing more inviting, but
it is the best we have.”

Joan obeys, nothing loath.  The tea is very
weak and rather smoky, and it is clear that one
need go no farther than an English hedge for
its original home; the bread is very stale, amd
the butter very salt, but, to a person who
within the last twenty-four hours has refreshed
 herself with but one cup of coffes and one bun,
few drinks do not seem to be nectar, few viands
do not taste succulently.

It is u long, long while after Miss Dering
has come to the end of her meagre refreshment,
before the idea of going to bed presents itself to
the minds of Mrs. Moberley or her daughters.
At last, at last—a very long last—and when
Joan can no longer hinder her tired head from
sinking forward on her breast in uncomfortable
jerky slumber, there comes a lull—a talk of
going tobed, a dawdling, chattering prepavation
for carrying the idea into execution, and lastly
a lighting of candles.

“*Good-night, Joan,” says her aunt, holding
both her hands and looking at her with good-
natured eyes, which evidently once were large,
but which now, through the dishonest usurpa-
tion of her cheeks of territory not belonging to
them, are decidedly small.  **I hope we shall
see more red in these cheeks to-morrow. Your
mother used to have such a fine color, quite as
high as Bell's, if not higher ; often and often
people have asked me if she were not painted.’”’
A moment later: “ Do not trouble to get ap
to bhreakfast to-morrow, child—we often do not:
we never have any particular breakfast hour—
only just as any of us Yeel inclined. This is
Liberty Hall, my dear, Liberty Hall.” 8o
saying, she looses her niece’s little chill hands,
and nodding her head several times disappears
into her bower, while Joan, escorted Ly her two
cousins, drags her weary legsup the narrow deal
staircase of ‘¢ Liberty Hall.”

““This i¢ your room,” says ldana, thvowing
open a door and waving her flut candlestick
about, so as to exhibit its dimensions, ¢ the
guest-chamber of Liberty Hall,” with a Jittle
sarcastic mimicking of her mother’s tone. <1
will not say that I hope yon will find it com-
fortable, because 1 know you will not.”

¢ There is a bed,”” answers Joan, with a small
smile of utter weariness ; ““that seems to me
the only thing of the least importance just
now.”

But, if she imagines that this broad hint will
rid her of the company of her relatives, she is
greatly mistaken. Diana sets down the candle,
and Arabella seats herself upon a cane-battomed
chair. To hide her disappointment Joan walks
to the window.

“You have the best view in the house,”
says Arabella, complacently ;' “‘you can see
everything that goes alonyg the road hetter even
than from the drawing-room.”’

But it is air, not view, that Miss Dering
craves. The room feels close and contined. She
throws up the sash, which instantly aud clamor-
ously falls down again.

“Jt always does that,” says Arabella, com-
posedly ; ““there has been something odd about
it for months. It kceps open pretty well with
a bit of wood ; there generally is a bit of wood,
but of course Sarah has lost it.”

She sets the candlestick on the floor as she
speaks, and all three girls grovel on all-fours on
the carpet in search of the missing wedge. By-
and-by Joan finds it under the washhand-stand,
and with it the decrepit window is propped open
to adwit the gentle April winds.

‘“1 know you are longing for us to go,” says
Diana, brusquely, wheun this feat is accom-
plished. —¢ Come along, Bell, come, it is




