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'ROOMS AND BOARD..

Excellent Board and Rooms may be ob-
tained in agood and central locality and at
reagonable rates. Apply at 88 Carlton, near
sorner of York ssreet. nvZl

McPHILLIPS & WILKES,.

Barristers, Attornevs, Solicitors, &¢c.
Hargrave Block, 826 Main 8ty
k. G, MCPHILLIPS. . A. B WILKES

. . DR. DUFRESNE,
Physician, Sargeon and Obstetrician®
COR. MAIN AND MARKET ST8.

Opposite City Hall. ‘Winnipeg, Man.

IN. D. BECK,'

(Successor to Royal & Prud’homme)
Barrister. Attorney, &c,
Solicitor for the Credit Foncier Franco-
. Canadien.

OFFICE NEXT BANK OF MONTREAL.

McPHILLIPSABROS.,

Deminion Land Saurveyors. and Cirll
Engineers,

G. McPhillips, Frank McPhillips and R. C.
McPhillips. '

ROOM 10 B1@GGS BLOCK, WINNIPEG.

MUNSON & ALLAN,
RBarristers, Attorneys, Solicitors, &c.

Oﬂoes MclIntyre Block, Main Street, Winni-
peg, Manitoba.

4+ H. D« MUNSON. G. W, ALLAN

EDWARD KELLY,

STEAM AND HOT WATER HEATING,

PLUMBING AND GASFITTING,

93 Portage Av ;= Winntpeg.
Plans, Specifications and Estimates fur-
nished on appliéation. P. 0. Box 471,
D. HEALLEN

FIRST - CLASS TAILOR AND CUTTER.

Bep U "“;.sr ._l.
Prices Most{Reasonable,

48 McDermott, St, Winnipeg

F. MARIAGGI, Chef de Cuisine.,

RESTAURANT FRANCAIS,

A LA CARTE, .
316 Main Ntreet, - - Winnipeg.

DINNER ¥ROM 12 TO 2,235 CENIS.

£ CATERING FOR PRIVATE PARTIES. "SR}
MAROTTA & MARIAGGIL,.Prop’s

ALEX. 'SMITH & CO.,

Bookers and Commission Merchants.

1at Floor, Mclutyre Block, Main St.
Liberal advances made on all kindsof
goods, merchandise, or other collaterals.

Notes discounted, &c., &C. .
All transactions strictly confidential.

ALEX. SMI1TH & CO.

FOR CHOICE CUT MEATS

GAME IN SEASON

. ATRONIZ
PENROSE & ROCAN!
289 :Main Street.

Where you will find the largest supply in the
- eity and secure prompt delivery.

CONNOLLY BROS.

BUTICHERS,

have resumed business with & large
- ana choice stock of

MEATS, GANE, POULTRY,
342 MAIN 51;;;;. WINNIPEG,‘

&% A call respectfully solicited and satis
faction guaranteed.

M.} CONWAY

'

| General Auctioneer and Vahiat-ur

lloonu‘ Cor Main & Peortage Ave.

Sales of Furniture, Horses Imptements
&c., every Friday at 2 p.m. Country Sales of
¥arm Stock, &c., promptly attended to. Cash
advanced on consignments of goods, Terms
liberal and all business sirictly confidentia.

.

.. MOTHEE AND SON.

Good By, then you're going, my darling,

Away from the home of your youth,
Far away from innocent gladness.

Away from its faith and its truth,
Alas! they are iighter than foam;

Yet these are the troubles that draw you
Away from your mother and home.

Ah? well 1t 18 but the rame old story,
The tendrils which cling to our lite,
Must ever be breaking and bieeding,
And tangled and torn in the strife.
Good-by, then, dear boy, and believe me,
Wherever your footsteps may roam,
My loveia still watching, forgiving,
And waiting to welcome youhome.

You speak of the great and the noble,
The tempter that tempts yon in Fame;
You would climb up its mystical ladder,
And would gild with itstinsel your name.
‘Wake, my darling beloved, you’re dream-

ng, .
You need not a wanderer be,
In our cottage we're peaceful and havpy,
Stay at home,dear, and share Jt with me.

You cannot? you will not? farewell, then,
Your visions must fade, and must die;
Be honest, and upright and fearless—
Sometimes thiuk of me,—Good by!
When the world’s hopes and tireasures
deceive you
‘When you've proved them to be like
the foam, .
Then comels?ck to the haunts of your
c

Come back to yom" motherand home?
—--Major William A. Huntlev.

THE POOR GENTLEMAN.

CHAPTER L.

Near ghe end of July, 1842, an open
“caleche” might have been seen rolling
along one of the three highways that
lead from the frontiers of Holland toward
Antwery. Although the yehicle had evie
dently been cleaned with the utmost
care, everything about it betokened de-
cay. Its jonts were open, discolored,
westher-beaten, and it swung from side
to side on :ts springs like a rickety skel
eton. . Its patched leathers shone in the
sunshine with the oil that had been used
to treshen them, but the borrowed lustre
could not hide the cracks and repairs
with which they were defaced. The
door-handles and other parts of the ve-
hicle that were made of copper had been
carefully polished, and the vestiges of
silver-plating, still visible in the creases
of the ornaments, denoted a former
richness which had been almost entirely
worn out by time and use* )

The “caleche” was drawn up by &
stout, heavy horse, whose short and lum-
bering gait intimated very clearly that
he was oftener employed in the plough
and cart than in carrying his owner .to
ward the capital. . :

A peasant-hoy of seventeen or eigh~
teen wa pserched on the driver's seat.
He was in livery; a tarnished gold band
adorned his hat, and brass buttons glis-
tened on his coat; but the hat fell over
his ears, and the coat was 50 large that
the driver seemed lost in it as in & bag.
Tha garments had been worn by many
of the lackey’s prédecessors on the box,
and, in a long series of years, had doubt-
less passed from coachman to coachman
till they decended to their present pos=
86880%, - :

The only person in the vehicle was 8
man about fifty years old. He was un-
questionably the master of both servant
and cabriolet, for his look and deport:
ment commanded respect and considér-
ation. With head depressed and moody
air, he sat motionless and dreamy in his
geat till he heard the approach of oth-
er vehicles, when, suddnly lifting his
eyeé, he would salute the strangers gra-
ciously and then instantly relapse into
his former attitude. A moment’s glance
at this person was sufficent to exciteian
interest in him. His face, though hard
aiid wrinkled, was so regular -snil noble
in its contour, his look so mild and yel
so earnest and penetrating, kis- broad
brow g0 clear and lofty, that the most
careless observer could mot doubt that
he was endowed with the best qualities
of humsan nature. ~Besides this, there
were u\iqueqﬁonable indications that he
had been & sufferer. If a simple glance
of his features did niot impress one Wwith
a convictien of this fact, it was confirmed
by the-tringe of silvery_hair that strag-
gled over his temples, and the sombre,
meloncholy fire that glimmered in his
eyes like the last rays of expiring hope.

His dress was in perfect keeping with
his physiognomy. It was of that neat
and simple style which always charac-
terizes a man of the world who is gov-

| erned by refined and elegant tastes. His

Jinen was spotlessly white, his cloth xe-
tremely fine, and, his. well-brushed hat

shone smartly in the sunshine. Occa-

sionally, as some one passed on the road

he might be seen to draw forth a hand-
some gold snuff-box and inhale a pinch
with so graceful an air that an observer
would be convinced he belonged to the
highest classes of society. A malicious
eye, it is true, might have discovered by
close ingpection that the brush had been
too familiar with his coat and worn it
threadbare,that his silk hat had been doc-
tored to preserve its lustre and smooth-
ness, and that his gloves were elaborat:
eiy darned. If an inquisite critic could
have pried into the bottom of the vehi-
he would have detected a large crack in
the side of the left boot, beneath which
a gray stocking had béen ocarefully
masked with ink. Still, al] these signs
of poverty were 80 artfully concealed,

- | and his dress worn with so ecareless an

air of opulence and ease, that everybody

not put on better clothes only because
he haa & whim for bad ones.

Thex“caleche” had roolled alongrapid-
ly for about two bours, when the driver
suddenly drew up at a small inn on the
dike out side of the city of Antwerp. The
landlady and groom instantly sallied
forth, and by their profound salutations
and civility exhibited their marked re-
spect for a well-known stranger.

«y's a fine day, Monsieur Vlierbeck,
isn't it?” said the dame; “yetit's a trifle
warm, however. Don't you ‘think it
would be well for the hign rounds if we
had a sprinkle more of rain, Monsieur
Vlierbeck? * Shall we give the horse some
hay, Monsieur Viierbeck? But stay: I
see, now, your coachman has brought
his bay with him. Will you take any-
thing, Monsieur Vlierbeck?”

While the hostess was pouring forth
this totrent of gtiestions, Monsieur De
Viierbeck got out of the vehicle; and. en-
tering’ the house, addressed the most
flattering compliments to the dame
about her good looks, inguired as to the
health ot each of her - chtlrén, and fin-
ished by apprizing her that he was
'obliged 1o be in town instantly. There-
upon, shaking her cordially by the hand,
yeot with a condescending air that marked
ana preserved the distance between
them, he.gave his orders to_ his lackey,
and, with a farewsll bow, walked toward
the bridge leading into the city.

At & solitary spot’on the outer ram-
part Monsieur De Vlierbeck stopped,
looked round as if to see if anyone was
observing him, dusted his garments,
brushed his hat with a handkerchief,
and then passed on through the Porte
Rouge into the city of Antwerp.

* Ashe entered a town where he was
likely to find himself constantly an ob-
jeet of notice, he assumed a "lofty car-
tiage and selfsatisfied air, which might
have deceived anyone into the belief
that he was the happiest man on earth.
And yet—alas, poor gbntleman!— he was
a prey to the profoundest agony! He
was, perhaps, about to suffer «humilia-
tion,"—a humiliation that would cut
hint to the very heart! But there was 2
being in the world whom he loved bet-
ter than his life or honor,-his only child,
his daughter! For her—how frequently
had he already sacrificed his pride, how
frequently had he suffered the paugs of
martyrdom! _Still, so great slave was he
to this passionate love that every new
endurance, every new trial, raised him
in his own estimation and exalted his
pain into something that ennobled and
sanotified his very nature!

His heart beat violently as he entered
deeper and deeper into the heart of the
city and approached the house he was
about to visit. Soon after he stopped at
a door, ahd, as he pulled the bell, his
hand trombled violentlyin apite of extra-
ordinary self-control,but as soon as aser
vant answered the summons he became
master ot himself again.

“Is the notary in?, inquired the old
gontleman. The servant replied affirm-
atively,and, showing the visitor into a
small room, went to apprize his master.

As 860n as Mousieur De Viierbeck was
-alone, he put his right foot over the left
to hide the rent in his boot, drew forth
the gold snuff-box, and made ready to
take a pinch. i

The notary came in. He was a spate,
business looking man, and was preparing

: i

to salute his guest graciously, but.no

/

might have supposed the traveller did|

bad I been in your place, 1 would not

| golden snuff box as’ it he would have

.| 1y four months, and then——oh, God!” -

gooner did he perceive who it ‘was than

served air with which a cautious man
arms himself when he expects a request
which he is predetermined to refuse.
Instead, therefore, of lavishing on Mon-
sieur De Vlierbeck the compliments with
which he habitually welcomed his visit-
ors,the notary- confined himseif to a few
cold words of recognition and then sat
down silently 1n front of him.

Wounded and humbled by this ungra-
cious reception, poor De Vlierbeck was
seized with a chill and becama slightly
pale; still, he managed to rally his
nerves, and he remarked, affably,—

“Pray excuse me, sir; but, pressed
by imperious necessity, I have come
once more to appeal to your kindness
for a small service. .

“What is it you wish of me?” answered
the notary, tartly. ' ]

«] wish you to find another loan of a
thousand “francs” for me,—or even less,
—secured by a mortgage on my proper-
ty. I'do not want all the money at
once, but I have especial need of two
hundred “francs,” which I must ask the
favor of you to lend me to-day—1 trust
you willnot deny me this trifling loan,
which will extricate me from the deep-
est embarrassment. .

#A thousand “francs,” on mortgage?”
growled the notary; “and who, pray, will
guarantee the interest? Your property
is already mortgaged for more than it is
worth.” ’

"40)] youare mistaken, sir,” exclaimed
Monsieur De Vlierbeck, anxiously.
“Not the least in the world! By order
of the persons who had already accom-
modated you with money, 1 caused your
property to be appraised - at the very
highest rates; and the consequence .is
that your creditors will not get bhek
their loans unless. it shall sell for an ex-
traordinary price. Permit me to say,
sir, that you have acted very foolishly:

hold eacred. 1have reason to beheve
thatGod 1s about granting the earnestpra -
yer I have daily offered for ten years.My
daughter is beloved by a rich gentleman
whose character I think I may confide -
in, and his family sppears to sympathize
in all his views. “Four months!” it is
but a short time, alas! yet, ought I, by
anticipating the legal period of a sale, to
destroy all my Yond hopes? OughtI in-
stantly to welcome misery for myselfand
my child when I see the chances of sure
relief from all we have suffered?”

. “Then you want to “deceive” these
people, whosoever lhey may be? Do
you not suppose that by such a ocourse
of conduct you may make your daugh-
ter still more wretched?” - .

At the word “deceive’, the ’poor gen—
tleman winced as if stung by an adder,
while a nervous® thrill ran through his
limbs and suffused his face with a blush
of shame. :

“Deceive!” echoed he, bitterly; *‘oh, .
no! but I dare not, by & rash avowal of
my want, trifle the dove that is growing
up mutually. Whenever it becomes
necessary to be decided, I will make &
loyal disclosure of my condition. If the -
declaration ruin my hopes I will follow
your advice. I will sellall I have; I will .
quit the country and seek in some for-
eignland to maintain myself and. my
beloved child by teaching.” He
stopped for a moment, as if swallowing
bis grief, and then continned,in a lower
tone, half speaking to himsslf, “And
yet, did I not promise my dear wifeon
her deaah-bed—did I not promise it on
the holy cross—that our child should
pot undergo such a fate? Ten years of
suffering—ten abject years—have not
sufficed to realize my promise; and now,
at last, a feeble ray of hope struggles in-
to my sombre  future *  He
grasped the notary's hand, looked wild-
ly but earnestly into his eyes, and add-
ed, in snppliant tones, “Oh, my friend, ‘
help mel! help me in this last and' irying.
effort, do not prolong my torture; grant
my prayer, snd as long as I live I’ will )
bless my benefactor, the savior of my o
child!”
The notary withdrew his hand as he
answered, with some embarrassment,
#Yet, Monsieur De Vliierbeck, I cannot
comprehend what all this has o do with
the loan of a thousand francs!”
De Vherbeck thrust his rejected hand
into his pocket as he replied, ““Yes, sir,
it is ridiculous, is it not, to fall so low
. v % | and to see one's happiness or misery de-
::I:Y‘;&:ﬁgxﬂl be forced to surrender pend on things about which other per-
. De Vlierbeck riveted a look of doubt ,’;l? s may laugh? Aund yet, alas! a0 v ie!
o young gentleman of whom I spoke
and agony on the notary as the latter to you 18 to dine with us to-mOrTow in
continued:— : company with his uncle, —the uncle ‘in-

“I must tell you frankly the condition | ;o4 pimeelf, —and we have absolutely
of your aftairs. Monsieur de,Hoogebaen nothing to give him! Besides this, my

died during his journey in Germany; his | o114 1oads pome trifles to appear de-
heirs found your bonfi for four thousand cently 'before'the.guests, and it is proba-
‘ffmncs,.” and have .dlracted me nob w ble that the civility will be returned by
renevtv .lt' dIlfxi}si (;m?xeu: I::lgeb:e: w:;s an invitation from them. - Our isolation
your frien heirs certainly are nob.} .., Jong conceal our want. Sacrifices
During ten years you have failed to can- »z? all kin dfha ve already been m: ade to
ce! this debt, fmd hdve paid two thou prevent our’ being overwhelmed - with
sand “f{{a{xc?: n.ltel:.”t; szht ha.:. fsrac’;;?:; mortification.” As he uttered these last
own sake, it is time the trans . nis
should be closed. Four months are still :3;3: :‘ :i(:;e:b:zr:l:wl:sfr}al: :g li;oxr:m all
left,‘.Mfznsieu; De Vlierbeck, before the change, which b held ‘expols:d on::; .
expiration 0f—-— - | palm before the notary. ‘‘And now be-

#QOnly four months!” interrupted th ﬁold,” continued he, with a bitter smile,
poor gentleman, ma distresed tone; “on-| __upehold every. cent 1 have in the
world; and to morrow rich people are to
dine at my house. It my poverty is be-
trayed by unything,fa.xjewell to my child’s .
prospeots. For God’s sake, my good
friend, be generous, and help me.”

«4 thousand trancs.” muttered the
notary, shaking his head; “I can’t de-
ceive my clients, sir, What pledge can
you give me to secure the Joan! You
possess nothing which js not already
mortgaged beyond its value.”

“A thousand! five hundred! two hun-
dredl” cried De Vlierbeck. “Lend me
at least, “something” to relieve me from
this cruel difficulty!” , '

] have no disposable funds,’ re.
phied the notary, coldly. “1n a fortnight
perhaps I may have some; but even then-

I could promise nothing positively.”’

“Then, for the sake of friendship, 1
béseech you, lend me some money your
self!” ‘ S ‘ ' &

have sacrificed all my fortune, and my
wife’s too, to save a worthless fellow,
even though he had been my brother!”
De Viserbeck frowned, as a painful
recollection shot through his mind, but
said nothing,though his hand grasped the

crushed it.

“By that imprudent act,” continued
the notary, “you have plunged yourself
and your child into- absolute want, for
you can no longer disguise it. For ten
years—and God knows at what cost-you
have been able to keep the secret of
your ruin; but the invitable hour is ap-
proaching, Monsieur De Vlierbeck,

Then your property will he sold ac—
cording tolaw,” eaid the notary,dryly,
finishing the sentence. “1 can well un-
derstand, sir, that is a painful prospect;
but, as is it is a decree of fate that no
one can control, you have nothing to do
but prepare to receive the blow. Let
me offer to sell your estate a3 if you
‘were leaving the country. . By that
means you will escape the mortification
of a forced sale”’ :

For several moments Monsier De Vlier-
peck remained silent: his face buried in
his hands, a8 1f crushed by the notary’s
advice and callousness. At ‘length ‘he
replied, calmly but humbly,—

‘“Your counsel is, perhaps, wise and
generpus; yet I will not follow it. You
know that all my sacrifices, my painful
life, my consiant agony, have been pa-
‘tiently endured for the sake of my only
child. You alone know that all T do has

his face grew dark and assumed that re-

but one purpose,—8& Purpose which I (TO BE CONTINUED,) ' ;




