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IRZPAII.

Il. SAMUEX. i.10.

IT ÎS growiilg lark.
At such a sunset 1 have been witb Saul,
But saw it net. 1 enly saw bis eyes.
And the wid beauty ef bis reaming Ioaks;
And, oh! there neyer was a man liko Saul 1
Streng ami and gentie heart, and tender ways,
To win a weman's very seul, were bis!

Hew lie would take my baud and leok on me
Asl If I were a child, and whispcr 1 Rizpah!"

Why sheuld 1 weep? Was 1 net leved by Saisi!
A&nd Saul was king of &Ul the Land of God.

"Qed ave the king !" But bush! what neise was
that?

0 Heaven! te thtnk a mothr's eyes should loek
On such a sigbt! Away! vile carrion-beast!
ThSe are the seno of Saul! peor Rizpah's sons!

O my deaddarlings! Omyonlyjoy!
O sweet twin treasure of my lenely life,
Since that most meuruful day on Gilboa,
Tomn frein me thus!

I have no tears to ohed.
0 Qed! my heart isbroken; let me die!

Gilboa! David wrote a seng on it,
And had it put laJasher. "Weep fer Sul!"

Armeni used te sing it te bis harp.
Poor blackened lips

1 wender if they cream,
My pretty cbildren. .....

Corne, Mepbuboehoth.
Here is yeur father; sayIl God sae tbe king!";

The Gibeonites! ah! that was long ago.
Why should tboy die for what they neyer did?
No, David neyer would consent te that!1

* Whose sou is be, this yeutb?
Deat knew bim, Abner? . . .

* 1a, lia! tbey shout again IlQed save the bing."p

Was I asleep? 1 came net bore te sleep.
O puer old eyes! sorrew bas macle yen weak!
My sens! Ne, nongbt bas touched thern. Oh! how

coidl
Cold, cold! O stars of God, baye pity on me,
Peor lonely wernan! O0rny sons, Saul's sens!
Kind stars, watch witli me, let ne evil basat
Rend that dear flash. O Qed ef Israal, -
P>ardlon n'y ina!-My baart la broken!

J. R.
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CEAPTER v.-E<3ÂPED.

Ma. DuPLEssîs rode liomeward blrougli the
warm May evening, slewly and musingiy. H1e
'iad doue a geod day's work, aad was dispesed te
lie satisfied with himseif and ail the world. lu
was a short three miles frem Belair te Liiac
Lodgc, if you took the straiglit road througli
Nermnanford ; but Mr. Duplessis chese, this baimy
evening, te take a longer route, bliat led him
through unfrequented country ways, and quiet
lanes, made sliady by the iel foliage of ever-
liangiag trees. A genuine spick-and-span cava-
lier of the modemn school, lie would have looked
far more at home ia Pali Mail or the Park, than
be did on those leneiy Monkshire roads, where
there were few signa of life, save bore and tbere
a cluster of iime..burners' liovels, or a batoli of
tired labeurers returniug frem work.

Scarcely twenty menths lad eiapsed siace Mr
Henri Duplessis was firat seen at Normanford,
but during that short space of tirne, lie >ad con-
trived te put himseif on the footing of a weicome
guest at more than baîf the best bouses in tbe
county. The Spencelaughs bad brouglit him
with them ou their retura frem a continental
totur, and it was soon known tbreughout the
u,.igiîbourliood that lie lad been instrumental
in saving the baronet's life at the risk of bis own.
H1e had cerne te stay a month at Belair ; but
before the terni of is visit was at an end, he

had decided on taking up bis residence ia the
neighbourbood for some lime to corne. The
Monkshirs streams were famous for their tront ;
there was capital hunting in the neit county,
only a dozen miles away ; there was no scarcity
of people w orth knowing, at whose tables, thanke
to the barone.t's introductions, lie was a coveted
guest ; and last, though net least, perhaps, in
the estimation of the Canadian, witbin tbe circle
of has Monkshire acquaintance there revolved
some baîf-dozen young ladies, ail ricli, and al
charming-cembined attractions, which act as
the lamp does te the moth on the. susceptible
hearts of gay young bachelors (gay and young
stili at eight-and-thirty) of Iimited income and
expensive tastes. But did the income of Mr. Du-
plessis corne within the meauing of such a term ?
Nobody about Normanford could exactly tell.
Ail that was known respecting him was, that lie
was of good family-ou that point we rnay pre-
sume that Sir Philip Spencelaugli had satisfled
himself ; that lie had taken, furnisbed, for a terrn
of tlireo years, that elegaut cottage ornée cern-
monly knowa as Lilac Lodge ; that bis establiish-
ment comprised a. couple of wemen-servanta; aa
groom, and a valet ; that lie kept twe horses, a
liunter and a ceb ; that lie was eminently good-
looking; that lis clothes were of the newest
fashien; that lie attended churcli regularly, and
was liberal with lis money for charitable pur-
poses ; and that, llnally, lie was declared by
young and old te be the moat delightflcompany
in ail Moakshire.

Mr. Duplessis, ia bis moth-like eagerness to
incinerate himself at the sbrine of beautv (with
riclies combined,) had 8elected for that purpose
the brigbtest lamp of ail those which lighted up
the Moukahire firmament. Wliat bis fortune liad
been, 8e far, we have already seen ; and se long
as there remaiued the slightest prospect that he
miglit ultirnateiy succeed in bis purpose, the
fervency of bis devotion would doubtless remain
unimpaired. And in this lie was net, perliaps,
altegether selfish ; for putting aside the fact that
Miss Spencelaugh was the greateat lieiress in the
county, Mr. Duplessis was quite capable of appre-
ciating lier geodness and beauty, and of estimat-
ing them at their full value ; and, for my own
part, 1 believe, tbat bis affection for Frederica
was as deep and sincere as it was in bis nature
to feel for any one, or anything, except liusself
and bis own interests. Should circumstances,
bowever, go utterly against bin at Belair, I
think he was quite capable, without too mucli of
a heartache, of turniug bis attentions to seme
other quarter, wbere they miglit, perbaps, be
looked upon with more kindiy eyes-say, in the
direction of Miss Cumnworth of Cumworth Manor;
-or towards the sole daughter and lieiress of old
Antony Tiplady, the great manufacturer of East..
ringbam.

Mr. Duplessis ceming after a time withia sigbt
of Lilac Lodge, while yet some distance away,
could see Antoine standing, napkin in biand,
gazing earnestly up thie rond. It was n siga
that dianer was waiting ; se Mr. Duplessis sliook
bis horse's rein, and cantered up to the gate.
Jock, the groom, was in attendance, and Antoine
proceeded at once to serve up dinner.

Lilac Lodge was a amail, low, *bite, two-
storied building, with a broad verandali running
round three sides of it, and with a stable, pad-
dock, and servants' entrance at the back. From
tlie verandali, a lawn of smoothest turf swept
gently down, interspersed with flower-beds of
various shapes and sizes, to wbere a sheitering
hedge of laurel and holly shut in the little pre-
cinct from the vuigar gaze. The main entrance
was througb an iron gate, from which a sinueus
gravel-path ran up to the front of the cottage ;
but there was a side-wicket wbich was more
commonly used.

Mr. Dupleusis ate bis dinner in solitary state in
bis pleasant littie dining-room, waited upon by
the assiduous Antoine, Who rarely ailowed any
otber servant to approacli bis master. But then
Antoine was more than a servant-be was M.
Heuri's foster-brotlier and humble friend ; and an-
other friend equally stancli, true, and devoted to
lis interests, the Canadian would net bave found,
bad lie souglit the round world ever. Re was the
faithful depositary of all bis Inaster's secrets ; he

rejoiced in bis successes, and sorrowed ever bis
misfertunes, with a sincerity that bad ne tinge
of selfishness in it. Thougli of the sarne age as
bis master lie loeked balf-a-dozen years eider.
He liad a round, goed-humoured, but somewbat
sardonie visage, crowned with a mop of short,
black, stubbly hair, which stuck out in every
direction, and which had furtlier burst out on
bis upper lip in the sbape of a stiff moustache.
His cheeks and chia were blue-black, front the
frequent use of the razor ; and bis large flabby
ears were ornamented witli emaîl circlets of
gold. H1e was very supple and active, and
moved about the littie bouse with a stealtby,
cat-like pit-pat which was particularly distaste-
fnl te the two English women-servants, and ad-
ded flot a little to tbe dread with wbich tliey
habitually regarded him ; but advancing years
were bringing corpulence with tlier, and
Antoiue's mind was troubled thereby. Round
bis neck lie wore a black rilben over a broad
turn-dowa collar, and always carried a large,
old-fashioned silver watcb, wora in an old-fash-
ioned fob, with an oid-fashioned riblion and
seals. This watcb, with its appendages, was
Antoine's fetish of respectablity-a word which
lie beld in great veneration. He talked both
Englisb and French indifferently well, but the
latter better than the former ; and it was in the
French language that lie and bis master gene-
rally conversed wben alone. Finally, the leisure
heurs of M. Antoine were devoted te the manu-
facture and censumption of innumerabie ciga-
rettes of a mild nature, and te, the perusal of
Frenchi newspapers of ancient date.

As soon as Mr. Duplessis had flaished bis din-
ner, bhe ieunged out inte the verandali, where
the attentive Antoine bad already placed an
easy-chair, and a amail table with wine and
cigars. lu was a clear starlit eveaiag, cool and
refreshing after the bot day.

"S it!1" said Mr. Duplessis with a wave of bis
liand, as lie proceeded te light a cheroot ; and
Antoine, ia obedience te bis maeter's wish, seated
himself semte distance away on the edge of the
verandali, which went dowa by twe stops into
the garden.

1Smoke 1" said Mr. Duplessis ; and Antoine
manufactured and lit a cigarette. The twe
smoked in silence for a fcw minutes, and then
Mr. Duplessis speke.

1'Thou must write te Clotilde to-night, my
child," lie said ; IlI promised ber that thon
shouldst de se. The girl is breaking ber heart
at tliy negleet."1

' Yes, Monsieur Henri, 1 will write, if yen
wish me te do se," repiied Antoine wiuh a gri-
mace. "lAh, bah 1 what a fool the girl ia 1 5h.
knows I care nething fer her ; wby tlien, cannot
she let me alone, and try te forget me VI

'But, Antoine thon must try te love ber.'
'Love ber, my faith! She lias the temper of

a tiger-cat. She wouid put a kuife inte m
befere we liad been six mentlis married.'

4'1 tell tbee, pig that tlieu art, that tbon must
make love te ber. She is useful te me, and 1
cannet afferd te spare ber just yet. As te
marrying lier, or net, afterwards, that is thy
business.'

'LIt shalbe as yeu wisb, Monsieur Houri.I
eajl write lier to-niglit, and tel lier that 1 adore
ber, tbat I am ber slave for evermere. But thore
is a littie Englisb mees, a miloer's daughter,
wbem'-

' Silence babbler!'l said Mr. Duplessis. 1 What
are tby miserabie love-affairs te me. Listen
while I speak te tbee of sernething far more im-
portant.'

'Yes, Monsieur Henri; I attend.'
'Before six months are ever, I shal lie married

te, tbe ricbest and most beautiful yeung lady la
ail Monkshire.'

' Ah, Monsieur Henri, that is indeed geed
news I' exclaimod the emetienai Antoine, as lie
flung. away the end of bis cigarette, and rushing
up te bis master, seized huxu by the hand, and
kissed it several times with fervour. ' It is news
tliat makes giad the beart of féolish Antoine.
Wlien Monsieur began te grew melanchely, and
te lose faith in bis planet, did I net cry :
' Courage 1 The day of good fortune will coe
at last.' And new it lias cerne; but Monsieur,
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