Avgust 28, 1879.

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

128

.mother, and as 1 np!)eured in the door they Loth
greeted me with a piacid smile. | was consoled
and comforted at the sight, Something told me
that ull was well ;' that Ory had softened her
own and my mather’s heart in telling the tragic
story, anl [ only Collgrutulutcd wmyself: on
having left the delicate mission to Ler.

When { reached the middle of the room, my
mamning rose, folded her arms uronnd my neck
and kissed me fervently on both cheeks., She
aaid nothing, but her tears spoke for her.

“ 1t is nothing, mamma,” 1 whispered ; “or,
rather, it i everything, for Ory siuved me.”

* Yes, Curey, she saved you, and in return |
am going to make her n present which shall be
a menorinl of this signal service and of this
precious visit.  Come up stairs with us.”

We followed into ‘my mother’s chamber.
Preceding us, she threw up the heavy purple
curtains so ag Lo light the room; then ‘yroceed-
ing to open the Jower drawer of the bureau,
she drew forth a small resewood box. Care.
fully unlocking this box, she produced a little
object daiutily wrapped in pink-colored tissue

wr,

‘¢ Now, Ory,"" she said, © prepare yoursell for
an emotion. It you are the gir) that 1 take you
1o be, your heart will bound to see this.”

Reverently undoing the paper, which spread
a vagui vdour of rosemary, Jm held up o large
medallion framed in bright gold.

“ Look, my child,” she suid, handing it to
Ory. .
The girl crose and went to the window.

My mamma remained seated, with her eyes
fixed on the tissue paper in her hund. 1 stepped
backward a little in the shindow of the bureau,

Ory gazed long at the picture.

My mother " sbe exclaimed, at length,
fallitg on ler knees and pressing the medallion
ta her lips snd heart.

“ Aye, Ory, vour mother. How did you know
her 1" wurmured my mammna,

** ] could not be mistaken. She is only a
child bere, but they are the sume eyes that look
down so lovingly on wme from the grand oil
painting in our parlour, where she i3 dressed in
wedding robes, crowned with erange biroms and
encireled in the splendour of bridal joys.™

**The same, my durling, the same and yet
how ditlerent ! 1 rewemsbier well the picture voun
speak of.  There yeur mother appeared in the
full flowerof her womunbood, mdiant with hopes
and in the consciowsness of all her charmws. Bat
here she s only a girl, just stepping into adel-
escenne amd after having performed the first
solewn roligions act of her life.  You see the
simple white drese, the blue sash, the lily wreath
and especinily the silver meidal hanging from
her neck.  Dow’t you recognize the costume ¥

“ It is that of the firat communion.”

o Just so.  This medallion was painted in the
week af her first commiunion. Five-and-twenty-
vears, O my child, fiveand-twenty long sad
years have passed winee then and the shadows
they linve cast hover darkling about usx sull
God grant this may prove an omen of the dawn.
1 have kept the medailion nearly all that time, for
your mather gave it to me a little after 3t was
painted. 1 treasured it for you, Ory, and wonid
have sent it to you on the day of your o.an first
comunion, but circumstances forbade {t. You
undderstand what 1 mean, my dear ——-.""

* Alas ! yes, Marraine, only too well,”

*PBatonow  that such impediments are re-
maved, | hope ferever, 1 hasten to eoffer it to
vou, feeling that it more properly belongs to you
than ta we.”

*Thunk you, thank you, dearest Marraine, |
aceept it #s a sacred relie. 1 will place it in my
pri\‘aw oratory and it shall never leave me.
Though there are many momentoes of my poor
mamma st hotre, we have nothing like this.”

‘1 know you have not. This was n single
copy. Take it with you, and 1 particularly re-
quent you {o khow it to your {ather with the ex.
planation that it represents your mother on ber
first communion day."'

“ e never saw nier thus, and I pray it may
touch him.”

] believe . it will  Vour futher adored your
mother. and if she bad not diedd so early T am
confident none of the sad events of which we
have spoken together to-day would have hap-
pened.. The sight of this medallion will go far
towand softening his heart.”

8o saying, my mother bronght forward from
the same drawer a heavy gold chain which she

“attached to the portrait, and then passed it
arouud the neck of Ory.

“ Everything will turn out for the best, after
all,” she ‘said. ¢ God chooses His own time.
The patience which He makes us exercise i3 the
‘best preparntion for the gladness we experience
when the day of trial in over and the blessed
hout of fruition comes, Mark my worls. You
will Jive to remember this day as a memaerable
one in your lifo. - Sowill Carey. T hope 1T may
be there to see when all comes right in the end,
but if 1 am gone;-[ knew that you will not for.

et me."”

& The day passed rapidly and agreeably. Ory
was shown over the house and garilen, and sive-

al times on the way my mamma manazed tog

take her aside for a few moments of private con-
ference. - After so wany years, she had so much
to tell the girl, and Ory seemed rager to hear.
During enach of these conversations I noticed
that though she might remain grave for a fow
momonts, her countenance always retained its
serenity. - Ah ! sho wus in good hands. - My
mamma -would lot her kuow: the tn}th apd
uothing but the truth, but so swectly, in such
a thoroughly Christian srmt. that even the bit-
tor loasons of truth would becowne agreeable.

We had wished to retain Ory till evening,
but it way impossible to do so, ‘She had left her
father far from well, notwithstanding his assur-
ances, ‘und, besidey; her litte trip being entirely
unpremeditated, there were duties to be done at
howe which could not be neglected. 1-own that
I'was more easily ‘mrb\mdod by her reasons than
was my foster-mother. I longed to have her all
to myself ngain, to sit close to her side, speak
to her without restraint, and hear her speak to
e, and me alone.  The delights of that morn.
ing drive were still present to iny memory. No
wonder that T was desirons of repenting them ny
800D a5 possible,

Ory parted from mamma with the promise of
n speedy return,

\7
IN THE NARROW LaNE,

It was three o’clock, but light clouds inter.
cepted the heat of the sun, and 4 cool wind, u
straggler from last night’s storm, further con.
tributed to rewder the afternoou pleasant for
driving.  Woe had not been gone more than a
few innutes, therefore, when | thought of alter.
tng our course. I asked Ury whether she would
object to w little roundabout turn instead of the
short cut to The Quarries,  She looied.al we
with u smile which showed perfectly that she
understood my objeet, and answered that we
st not be too long on the way, but that she
saw no particular reason for returning exaetly
along the xame route by which we cume, i
thus suthorized, 1 whipped up s
cleared the eity and fell into the shady
rowls,

Theu 1lrt down the buggy top, dropped the
reing uver the dashboard, nnd allowed the horse
to have hisown way.  What passed during the
next hour 1 do not now remember, except that |
was very happy and that Ory, tos, seemed
huppy. [ rather think that neither of us spoke
much, heing absorbed in thie contemplation of
the beautiful seenery, and of the strange destiny
by which we found vurselves drawn together.

Atiength T drewont my wateh. It was four
o'clock.

“Where are we 1 asked Ory.

“Let me see,’ said 1, stopping the horse and
tockitig sbout.  ** Ah ! | declare; how much
ground we ean go aver dniug an hour in this
Jogeteot, sle~py fashion. Here we are on the edge
of Carondelet Heights. A splendid view, is it
nott” ‘

1 never was here before that I remuember,
The view is very fine, certuinly, but ! recognize
nothing, except the river and the distaut eity.”

* Dy you see the white roeks youder an the
river side ¥ said 1, pointing with my whip.

“ Yes, they look almost resy from the sun-
light.”

CWell, a ittle to the left of the rocks, do you
obaerve a large grove of furest troes ©°

“ldo: yes”

“Aml inthe centre of the grove dent you
see i bit of yellow roof and the augle of a high
budeany 1

I see thew distinetdy.”

““ And don’t you recognize them !V

Ory paused o moment 3 then, without turning
her head, exelaimed :

1t is not The Quarries, is 1w 17

“ But it is The Quarries, Ory.""

“How lovely ! T never thought the old place
eonld look so well,  Bat we are a good way from
i

“ Notvery fur.  Thereis the turnpike beiore
ux As soon as we get into tha, 1 ocan mattle
you home in half an hour.  See, your pony is
suite fresh

“ T yon please, then,” said Ory, ““let us drive
home. . 1 tear papa will be waiting.”

| hesitated.  The horse, however, heard the
summons, amd more disposed te obedicnee,
raised his hend and shook his harness, 1 picked
up the ribbons mechanieally, the wheels began
to-turn and we soon found ourselves in a quiet,
solitary lane, which led down to the high-road.

Field smells lay heavy on the air, with the
odours from apple-trees ju the orchards around
us and of berry clesters that luved the road-side
or preped throngh the openings of tho fences.
The bees  hwmmed Janguidly in the gandeus.
Great gusts of hot wind passed down the narrow
lane. The large bushes drooped low nudertheir
covering of white dust. The clink of seythes
came feebly up from the slapes, while at inter-
valslond shonts were heard from the eoal-heavers
on the-distant hills.  Tu the still wonds to the
leit soumlded -the monotonous tap-tap of the
waodpecker. 1 grew faint; my heald began to
swim; | felt as if my heart were swelling. Gra-
dually 1 became unconseious ef allthat was going
on aronnd me, save that my horse had stopped
anid was catching at wisps of hay which were
hanging from the lowest hranches of the over-
spreading trees.  Admiration for his coolness
and impudence was mixed up in my mind with
all sorts of wild phantasies, visions of fiying
dragons and horned beasts s of black giants and
vellow dwarfs ; of Jurid fires and gleaming blades;
of white-plumed angels and snowy doves ; of a
storm-tossed sky with whirling clouds ; a moon
in eclipse ; a siuake gliding in the grass; agrin.
ning skeleton representing death.  Suddenly
sensation of iey colduess shot through ma; wmy
legs stretehed out convulsively sgaiust the dash.
board and § sat vpright in my - seat. 1 tuened,
The two adorable eves were looking up at me.

#Oh{ Carey, what is the matter 2 You have
frightoned me alinast to death.”

“ [t is vothing, Ory.” 1 answetad, and beud-

rily
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lay at my feet, the bright, red blood flowed. out
of mysleeve on the white dress of the girl, She
ghirank back and screamed. 1 smiled, *

“Don’t be frightened, Ory,” [ said. *“1 know
what it meang now. The wound on my shoulder
has ve-opened. . That brought on a slight faint-
ing. Itisall over now.” ’

“No, it is not over. . We must stop the
blood. ' 1 will run up to the farm-house yonder
and ask for help.”

““No need, Ory. There is water trickling
down into the trough a few steps behind us.
Please bring me a hutful.”’ .

She seized my straw hat, sprang out of the
buggy, ran to the trough amd fmmediately re-
turned with the water. In the meantime, | had
slipped my arm out of the coat-sleeve and laid
bare the wound,  Ory insisted upon dressing it.
She washed it thoroughly.  The contact of the
cold water refreshed and invigorated me like a
cordiul, while it speedily staunched the blood.
Then Ory, wing her own handkerchief and
mine, handaged the shoulder tightly. The touch
of her delicate fingers was as thrilling and ex-
hilurating as shocks of galvanisin.  When wmy
sleeve was replaced 1 felt quite renovated.

* Are you better 1" asked Ory, before resum-
ing her seat.

“Iam well, thank you.”

Then seating herself, she wurmured with ill-
disguised anxiety,

*“ Let us drive home as fast as possible.”

Ireined in the horse, cracked my whip and
away we went along the flowery lune, When we
reached the broad turnpike, our sperd becams
greaterstil, Whether it was that the pony
scented Lis stable from afar, or that he felt that
I was resolved on making him show «il his
points, he curved lis fine neck, rounded his
shoulders and fell to his work with all the
courage of a thurongh-bired. He fairly flew along
thi: macadam, énveloping the vehicle in a halo
of roseate dust. St of e, too, my jockey
spirits were up. My fear:, my troubles, my
faintness, even my love were forgotten in the
excitement of the drive. To add to the keenness
ofmy enjoyment, I telt that Ory had drawn
nearer to me, leaning upon me as it to prop me
up.  Ounce or twiee I turned toward her to sce
whether she shared my amusement, but her face
was very pale.  She tried to smile, however, in
order to please me, and her eyes were full of
tender sympathy.  “ Ory need fear nothing,” 1
muttered to myself. 1 am all right now,”” but
the thoughts of women, like those of youth,

“are long, long thoughts,” and the female is
not easily diverted from her reflections by the
whirlwinds of pleasure. .

“ Here we are, Ory,” 1 exclaimed, as we
niared The Quarries. ¢ We have made six good

miles in several seconds less than half an hour.
{ ‘That is at the rate of five minutes to the mile.”

Ory looked up at me. .

¢ Capital roadster that, and he scems none the
worse for the race. e is uot blown atall. 1
shonld not wonder that, with proper training,
he could trot his mile in three minutes.”

Do net smile, reader.  Three:minute trotiers
were marvels in - the days of which 1 write, the
backward ages before the Dexters and the Gold-
smith Maids were born.

Ory did not appear 1o appreciate the qualities
of her horse or the wisdom of wy enthusiasm,
for she only smited at w2 livtle without an-
swering anythivg, A mowent afterwards, when
we reached the gate, she spraug out and came
around to assist me in descemding.

“Tat, tat, Ory,” sadd 1, 1 aw quite able o
get down alone. But since you hulid out your
armus to me T eannot refuse the offer.”

And so saying 1 glided gently into her em-
brace. In ¢ne brief, ecstatic moment 1. held
her gently presseid to my heart.  Our eyes met
and our checks burned.  We walked up to the
house armuin arm without exehanging a word
and blushing like children.

(7’0 be omitinued.)
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BRELOQUES FPOCR DAMES.

IT is evident that the earth is feminine from
the persisteney with which she refuses to tell
her age.

De. Braxx met a polite man whose wife he
had been attending, and asked how she was.
“Pend, T thank you,”" he replied.

A GENTLEMAYN in Providence lost a purse, ad-
vertised if, his wife found it in his own house,
rend the advertisement, elaimed the reward and
got it.

AX unsuecessful lover was asked by what
mischanue he lost his Alivinity.,  “ Alas,” said
he, *¢1 flatteved her until she grew toc proud to
speak ta me.”

IT was announced in Paris that on the 10th
of July ladies weunld be allowed to take seats on
the tops of the omnibusses in the boulevards of
the French ecapital.

The regularity aml anxiety with which some
young ladies -inquire for letters at the post
oftfico leads the delivery clerk to coneclude that
they are awaiting sealed proposals.

said Snodgrass, repeat.
ing a paragraph announcement )‘xuju‘.ft read in
the paper, 71 don't helieve in"em. ““Why
not ™ we. asked. *¢Beeause 17 remember what
tronuble Samson got into by letting a woman cut
his hair."* :

CFeaate barbers,”

A Younc man seems to ‘be nearer fulfilling

ing down my loft arm to seize the ribbons which

he ‘street helping. his wife trundle their baby
waggon than when he strolls out in bachelor
freedom grinning at the girls and carrying a dog-
headed- cane under his arm,

* How shall women carry their purses to
frustrate the thieves?" Why, carry them empty.
Nothing' frustrates a thief more than to snatch
a woman’s purse, after following her halfa mile,
and then find it contains nothing but a recipe
for spiced peaches and a faded photograph of
her grandmother.

AMoxc the many things to make a fellow feel
bat in this world, ope is to have a flat-nosed,
freckled little man come in and take your seat
by the side of a nice girl in a horse-car, while
you are making change and putting her fare in
the box. Of course you can take him by the
collar and roll him in the sawdust, bat the com-
fortable feeling has got away from you and will
not return during the trip.

HOMOROUS.

“THAT'S too thin,”” said the bny when he
tasted the eircus lemonade.

Tur man who finds a pocket-book with eash
in it doesn’t ook at a paper for three weeks.

REPENTENCE is like a married woman rush-
ing for an excursion train. [t usually arrives
too late.

Tue climax of absent-mindedness—To sup-
pose that you have left your watch at home,
and pull it out of your pocket to see if you have
time to get back and get ir.

“Jurries, why didn’t you oblong yvour stay
at the Springs " ¢ Kase, Mr. Suow, dey charge
tao much.” ““ How so, Julius " ¢ Why, de
landlord  charged dis colored individual wid
stealing de spoons.”

Turre is a village in New Hampshire which
has produced 28 editors. 1t was in allusion to
this cirenmstanee that a pious deacon remarked :
“Yes, there are 26 of ‘em, butas they've all
lef the town, 1 reckon the Lord woun't lay it
up agin ws.”’

AT a party on Nelson street the other evens
ing the eonversation appeared to be dyring outs
when a bilious mun suddenly observed to a lady
ou his right: “ 1 don’t think they make pills
a3 large a8 they used to."”  After that the con-
versation went out again.

TuERE is no worse occupation for an earnest
phvsician than to listen to the complaints of
people who pretend to be ill. A well-knowu
soctor, who was called upon by one of his pa-
tients for nothing about once a weck, ended by

ingquiring,  * Then  you ear well ¥ 4 Yes”’
“You drink well??  “Yes" “You sleep

well 7 “Certainly.”” - ** Wonderful I suid
the doctor, as he prepared to write a preserip-
fien. ‘L am going to give you something that
will put a stop to all that.”

T Governor-General of the Dominion has a
foatman whose dignity is quite toe awful, When
the Murquis and Prin were iuspecting the
Kingston Penitentinry - this sublime tlanky
asked a prisoner, “ Aw, my man, what aw you
heah faw * The prisoner, remembering u ven.
e1able story, said that he had been arrested for
stealing a saw mill. * Aw, weally, for that ¥
said the surprised servant. *“Yes,” the pri-
soner said, ** but they did net mind that much,
It was because I went back to steal the dum
that they went for me.””  The flunky said it was
extraordinary, and left, an agitated and aston.
ished mau.

the law and the prophets when he walks' along

Lorp BeacoNsFIELD'S Caxapiay Dovsie.
—-8ir John Maedonald,  the Canadian Prme
Minister, who has just arrived in town, islikeiy
to create a good deal of sensation in socivty fur
reasons other than connected with his mission.
The Canadian Premier supplies a likeness to
f.ord Beaconstield which i= almost bewildering
in its exactitude. If Sir John, having nearly
ohserved our Preinier’s dress, were to possess
bhimself of a costume of the same make, and
were to walk into the Housa of Lords, none of
the doorkerpers would think of stopping him,
whilst the Margunis of Salisbury might be expeet.
eid gentiy to press the hand of his dear friend
and fmguire after the gonr.  Consclously or un-
consciously 8ir Johu assist< nature with a few
touches of uri.  He wears his hair precisely as
Lord Beaconstickd wears his, or rather as the
Premier wore his when he was about eight years
younger. His face it closely shaven, and its
whole shape, calor und expression are phenowmen.
ally like Lord Beacensficld. - Nor is the simi-
litude confined to physical features, ~Sir John
Macdonald has many of the social sud political
qualities of Lord Beaconsfield.  He is witty aud
graceful in conversation, epigrammatic in tarlia-
ment and sudacious in politics,— Laudon iForid,

A CARD.

To all who are sutfering from the errors unid
indiscretions of youth, nervous weakness, carly

deeay, loss of manhood, &c:, T'will send a recipe

that will cure you, FREE OF CHARGE. This
rreat remedy was discovered by 2 missionary in

South America.  Send a solf-addressed envelope

to the Rrv. Josrent ToIxMaN, Statton 12, New
Tork City.




