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With Fennef Wreuthed & Crowned.
BY MARZYhNNA.

IN TWO P'ARTS.

PART II.

Inta Our lives soute rain muet til,
Sante days mnu t be dark and dreary.

-Titz ItàiNy DAY.

T is six o'clock an the lovely evening in May,
S1845, when Mr. Joseph Dasli signais ta bis

men to cease their work in the fields of the
'I Black Arch learm. on the Little River Road.
it is only the third day since the birthday
of the fair yetung Queen, but the Eeaqon is
advanced and the work on the farm je pushing
the farmer more than it nsually does in the
Province of Quebec at that season. As the
farmer walked through the turnip fields bis
eyes are liftcd ta the blue, misty range of the
Laurentian bis, far in the distance, suggesting
ta bis reverent mind thougbts of the Celestial City
and the his of Amethyst. Hia meditations arc
interrupted by a girlisbi voice, saying, "cFather,
don't Vou see me ?" and a rnerry laugb directs bis
eyes ta wherc bis only daugbiter, Annie, stands, bier
curie depending around a sonsy blue-cyed Scotch
face, and a neck: "like the ewan", whose whitencsB
le weii shown by the fashion of the buif sprigged
gawn, madle low in the sbouldera and short in tbe
steeves, according ta, tbe fashion of the time.

IlWby, Annie, my dear lues, is it tbon? " and
the farmer's face lightened up. 1'Riglit giad amn I
ta eee thee. And bow didst thiou leave aur fricnd?"

Annie took bier father's arm as ebe answered,
"Not very well, father, and I tbink ma ougbit ta

go in to-marraw ta sec ber."
«IThat she shall, Anmie, and we eau geL ane of

tbc Cameron girls ta, help tbee. Let us has' en aur
stepe; tby mother wiil be ivaiting for us." And
stili taiking, they reacbed the *old-fasbioued, two-
leaved door of the farrn bouse. The leaves, studded
with brus nails and curiaus brû es binges and bands,
stoad apen, revcaling the tea table set, and the
buey bausewife hurrying about bier task.

" 1Corne awa', Joseph, ye sureiy mauin ha weary.
Annie, çià inta the table; it is good ta sec ye haine
auce mair"

After the blessing and the portion of ecripture,
"waied wvith judicious care," Annie answvered the

q1uestions asked ber, and wve hear once mare the
naine of Mrs. Bouitau. It is evident shue is iii
again, and Mi\rs. Dash decides ta go in next day ta
sec her.

"Jacques Laricux wiil stop far thce, Jean,"
NMr. Dasiî says. "«I would like ta go in witb thee
inyseif, but the wark in the soîutb ineadow is press-
ing me, and I cannot."

Next marning, about nine o'ciock, neiglibor
Larieux caiied for Mrs. Dash, and she taok ber
littie basket, ivith bier cape and aprons, ta stay for
it few days. As tbcy wvent aiong, the polite French
habitant conver8ed affabiy in his broken Engiisb,
and the littie Scotchwvaman responded in her broad
Ârgyie dialect, wbicb is so liard ta spell.

Il1He ces a fine nman, celle Monsieur Hainbly ; bis
tsnnery je eînployment for many paor men," said
lie, as tbey drove througb the St. Rociîs suburb,
11p Cote L'Abrani (Cote le Brai, as commonly pro-
nounced), indlcating a large building comînoniy
lnown as " Hambly's Tannery."» Mrs. Dasb re-
sponded, looklng, as sbe afterwards remcmbered,
at the buildings and yard so full of ivorinen and
leather.

She decended at Mre. Bouitan's door, and wae
received by the upper maid, Mary O'Shea, a .Young
Frencli-Irisli girl, whose mother had not spokien for
seven yeare, owing ta a vow made in a fit cf
passion. Mrs 1)asb was a favorite witb Mary,
whonx sho had known from. childbood, and Mary
led bier giadiy in, tcihing bier of Mrs. Boultan's
weak state, and " haw 8wate " the childrcn were,
and then announccd her ta Mrs. Baultan, wbo bad
l)een forced ta keep ber bed for several days..

ier. Dasb was 8tartied abthéi deiicacy of lier
appearance, and the buret of tears wbich greetcd
ber. Margaret's beauty bas become intensified by
lier siekness, anhd Mre. Dasb's oves.are fulil of tears,
too, ns slie took the loveiy form in bier motherly
arms, saying: " There, there, my lamb, dinna fret;
cheer up, dearie.

" Oh, Mrs. Dash, I feel so sad ta think I sat siek
sud pa noever ta know of it. He used ta be sa kind
ta me. I believe I would bie well if I couid sec bim
aud hiear iîim eay lia fargave me."

«"WeeI, wecl, ye mauna fret; bie w'l1 forgie ye,
never doot, and Richard will feel bad if hae thinke
ye arc gricving."

c"Y es, I know, and sa I do not let hlm sec me,.
and I feel it sa mucli worse then. But get Oliver

and Hortense and let Mrs. Dasb see them, Mary,"
and ehe dried lier tcars and smiled at the effusive
welcome the eildren gave Mrs. Dash. Oliver'e
curly head lay 0on lier breast, and Hartense's darker
loct s werc mingled with hier dear " «ganma's " cap-
strings as she kissed ber again and again.

After the lit.tie once had recomînenccd their
sports, Mrs. Dash drew bier chair ta, the bedside
and soan found that Mre. Bouitan's case was very
seriaus indeed. Shie rose to get same medicine,
when Mary O'Shea buret inta the room, eBlioiting,
"Oh, Mrs. Dash, get the missus up, the fire bas
begun."

"Husb, bush, Mary," said Mrs. Dash, "1you
have frightened Mrs. l3oultan and the chidren.
XVhat do you meanC"

" The fire! the fire! It started in Harnbiy'a Tan-
nery, and the whole street ie on fire! " returned
Mary earnestiy.

"lHambly's Tanuery! Nonsense, I came past it
fifteen minutes since, and there wus no sign o' fire,"
said Mý%rs. Dash, running te the window, as a about
reacbed hier. To ber borror, not four bundred
yards away, rose a sheet of flanie, while paet the
bouse wcrc crowds burrying, and sbouting.

Mary bad helped Mre. Boultan, and tbey got


