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Well wife, I've found the mode! church! I
worshipped there to-day !

It made me think of good old times, beforo my
hairs were gray;

The meetin’-house was fixed up more than
they were years ago,

Bat then I felt when X went in, it wasn’t built
for show,

-

MODEL

THE OLD \IAlN THE

The sexton didn't scat me away back by the

door ;

He knew that I.was old and doaf as wellasold.

and poor ;

He must have been & Christan, for he led me
Doldly throagh

The long aisle of that crowded ¢hurch to finda
pleasant pew.

X wish you heard the singin’ ; it had the old.
time ring,

Tho preacher said, with trumpet voice, *“Tet
all the people sing ;”

The tunc was ‘“Coronation,”
upward rolled,

Till I thought I heard the angels striking all
their harps of gold.

and the music

My deafness seemed to mclt away ; my spivit
caunght the fire:

1 joined my feeble, trembling voice with that
melodious choir,

And sxmg as in my youthful days, ¢ Let angels
- prostrate fall ;

Bring forth the royal diadem, and ¢crown H:m
Lord of all.”

I tell you, wife, it did me good to sing that
~hymn once more ;

1 felt like some wrecked mariner, who getsa
glimpse of shore ;

I almost wanted to lay down this w eather-
beaten form,

And anchor in the blessed port forever from
the storm.

The preachin’? Well I can't just tell all that
the preacher said ;
I xnow it wasn't written ; I know it wasn't :
He badn’t time to read it, for the lightnin’ of
his eye
Went flashing ’long from pew to pew, nor
~ passed a ginner by.

The sermon wasn't flowery; ’twas simple
gospel truth ;
It fitted poor old men like me ;
. ful youth;
'Twas full of consolation for weary hearts that
“bleed ;
"Twas ‘full of invitations to Christ, and not to
. creed.

it fitted hope-

The preacher made sin hideous, in Gentiles
‘and in Jews ;

He shot the golden sentences down in the
finest pews, .

And—thongb I can’t see very well—I saw the |

- fallin’ tear,
That tcld me holl was some ways off, and
" heaven very near.

" How swift the golden moments fled, within
that holy place!
How brightly beamed thelight of heaven from

: every happy face!

Again I longed for that sweet tlme, when
friend shall meet with friend,

“\When congregations ne’er break up, and
Sabbath Las no end.”

I hope to meet that minister—thatcongregation
too—

In the dear home beyond the stars that shine
from heaveu’s blue ;

1 doubt not I'll remember, beyond life's aven-
ing gray,

The lappy Lour of worship in that model
church to-day.

Dear wife, the fight will acon be fought —the
" victory be won; '

The shinin’ goal is just ahead; the raece is
nearly run ; '

Q’er the river we are nearin', they are throng-
in’ to the shore, '

To shout our safe arrival where the weary
weep no mora.

Tates wnd Shetehes,
BLANCHE DE NOUVILLE.

An the officer turned his head to reply, a
deafening volley filled the atmosphere, a wild
cry burst from his lips, he leaped madly into

- the air, and rolled dead at the feet of the mar-
quiss, Ir. the same moment, on every side,
front, flank and rcar, from bush and tree,
rank gross and tangled thicket, out from be-
hind rock, mouldering trunk, and mossy bil-
lock, sprang, with whoops and yells, countless
troops of maddened savages. The broad sa-
vannas literally swarmed with the infuriated

" Senecas. Even veterun officers were for the

- moment infected, with the' universal panic.
The first charge had been fatully effective,
.and the ranks were confused and broken,
Orders were given and countermanded in the
gsme breath, but both wero unheeded in the

. wild, uproar. .

. forest, and. fired at shadows or at eich-othier;

: Anything. like unity of purpose was im-

pounble—s separnto - tragedy was: effected in
every -groip.’ .Here' a wily Canadian crept

* - silently. towdrds the lair of -a:hidden: Iroquois,
E and struck hin down  just. as-his gréedy eye

glhbnid .t-nght of hu pnyx

. The French troops fled to the:

THE ONTARIO WORKMAN. ‘

-+ =

¢ eir trained skill
A Lrawny ssvage,
De n his attempt to
restore any’ er, bad plunged, with

& small fragmen of his batallion, into the
‘thickest of the fight, and contended success.
fully with the heaving human mass, till, look-
ing abont him in the midst of the confused
melange, he discovered that he was unsupport-
ed by a single soldier of his troops. He, how-
evor, brandished his keen Damascus, hoping
yet te hew a path through the crowd of yell-
ing savages that surrounded him like so many
starved bloodhounds. Never did trusty blade
do better service, for eviry btow had despera-
tion in it. At last the crowd was cleared, the
woods were close at hand, and the imminent
dangor scemed passed.

At this moment a powerful savage bounded
forward, bradishing his témahawk;-and in-
stantly the Fremch commander “closed with
him. XKnee pressed against knce, foot against
foot, and arm wreathed in arm, they stood,
with every nerve distended, and every muscle
thrown info o position to maintain its utmost
force—the fierce passion working visibly in
the naked limbs of the savage, seeming to find
an answering passion to oppose it, hidden be-
neath the garb of the courtly nobleman. Just
at this crisis, when the chances of both com-
batants seemed so equally bslanced that a
breath would bave turned theseale. De Nou-
ville caught a glimpse of glittering steel in the
air above him. There was no time even for a
prayer. So to die¢! But the I'renchman
breathed again. The uplifted arm bad been
shattered. The slight distraction had, how-
cver, given his adversary au advantage. The
marquis, aiming a blow with his liberated
hand, struck the air, reeled, slipped on the
blood-wet grass and fell, dragging down his
cnemy with him. For a moment he was stun-
ned, but in the next he was relaased from the
mass of the slain by the stronghand of a youth
in the garb of a ranger.

“ Fight, if you ean, Monsieur le Marqms,
#aid the Canadian, adding to his precept the
weight of a goodly example,

*If X can !’ exclaimed the nearly-bewilder-
ed marquis, raising an arm that showed no
sign of flagging ; and, without another word,
side by side, the twain cus their way through
the newly-gathered crowd of Iroquois, and
finally gained the covert of.the woods.

“J owe you s life, my brave fellow !” ex-
claimed De Nouville, grasping the hand of the
youth with grateful warmth. * Come to the
fort as soon as we are at Montreal again, and
tell me what I shall do for yon.

‘*To be refused tho boon I ask !’ answered
the Canadian bluutly:

“Nay, my good fellow, your service has
been a trifle too important for that. Upon the
honor of a soldier and & gentleman, you shall
name your own reward. I perceive you know
me.”

“Ay ! who does not know Monsieur le
Marquis,”

*“ Then take that,” and the marquis drew
from his bosom a jewelled crucifix, *‘ and, by
all the saints in the calendar, you have but to
present it to insure you any boon within my.
sif ”

The Canadian bent his head in acknowledg-
ment, and accepted the pledge with a covert
emile ; and the marquis hurried away to the
combat, muttering between his teeth, ‘A
surly jchurl ! but, nevertholess, he saved my
life.”

Well did Blanche de N ouvxlle falfil her de-

termination, and train both heart and lip, til
it would have required a keen eye indeed to
bave discovered the ‘‘ worm i’ the bud.” Her
brow had never been smoother, nor her eye
clearer than when she met her father on his
return from his disgraceful discomfiture ; but
he missed the childish caress, and instead of
the warm, earnest delight dimpling the whole
face, a smile, that might have been born under
the chisel of a scalptor, just curved the beau-
tiful lip, and sent a chill to bis heart.
*‘ Forgive me, my Blanche,” he said, ser-
rowfully ; ‘I left thee in anger, and without
oue parting word ; but my earnest benedic-
tions were sent back to thee, my darling. Not
a breeze visited thy bright eheek but bore with
it a blessing from the lips of thy father. For-
give me, dear one, if I have seemed harsh—the
wrong was made greater by love —it was all
for thee.”

¢ And it was well, my father ; I thapk thee
for thy care.”

The voice of the Lady Blanche was gentle,
and winning, and earnest, but the words were
measured. It lacked the warm heart gush
that hiad kept dewy the one spot of greem in
the bosom of the man of the world.

Blanche listened with total indifference to
the mortifying details of the battle, secming
to feel no regret at the near demeolition of the
carefully laid plank that were to atrike terror
to the heart of the Iroquois natious ; but,
when told of hor father’s danger and narrow
oscape, the ice upon her heart melted, And
wreathing her arms” about his neck, she whs
for a fow moments the fond child to whose
caresses-he had looked for the dissipation of
the heavy clouds lowering over higAfortunes.
It was but a moment, however, and.-then the
lip became fixed as before, the moist eye grew
cold and cloar, and the avm, still resting on|
bis neck, seemed to .have lost the maguetic
touch \\lm,h always thrilled to his heart.
With a dcep -drawn mgh the maiguis arose,
and’ carrying his’ hpe to_the "amobdth brow of
hig ehild, tuened” a’w»y m :mgtmh of spitit,

’I“hoxfe, hand to

| I“oralnttle tune hér paco_d up nnd .mwn tho B

sl e
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apartwont ;
ber and whispered—* It shall' be done, !
Blanche. It will be thsulting the king's favor-

my honors—~my lifée may be forfeited ; yet it
sball e done. Thou :shalt have thine own
choice. 'Wo may go far back into the willer-
ness, pertaps, where txtles and: honors were
aever known, and there Wc may be happy yet.
Giva me back my child as.she was, and I con
do #mything, endure anything, sacrifice all

the good that a long lifc has brought 1e, Ob !

it shall Le as thou wouldst have it, Blanche.”

Was it not enough that the heurt of Blanche
was bending bencath' the weight of her own
SOTTOW, lfut must it have yet. more to bear—
the shiame attendant wpon & consciousness of
error? Who was this stranger, Philippe, that
ho should make her unjust to all others, that
he ‘zllqu]d steal her hicartin a few short weeks
from one who had made her his idel, the star

of his life, wvho had loved and cherished her-

in her helplessness, and would have sacrificed
his own being but to contribute to her happi-
ness ? )

“TI would have it as it is, my father,” was
the gentle reply, as Blanche threw herself
into the arms that had ever sheltered her. 1
have crred, but it was blindly, thoughtlessly
—take me back to thy trust, and thou shals
find thercis a spirit in thy child which will
never shame thee.”

Tt was 2 moment of unreserved confidence ;
and Blanche, in hurried, tremulous tones, pro,
ceeded to offer her heart to the inspection of
the eye of love. She detailed her meeting
with the stranger youth on the banks of the
little lake by her father’s chateau; of their
mutual recognition in the forest at Hochelaga
and their intercourse afterwards, with careful
minuteness ; extenuating nothing, and con-
cealing nothing, save, perhaps, what is always
concealed, the depth and changelessness of
her own affection. She said they had parted
on the evening of his seizure voluntarily ; and
yeot (Blanche trembled asthe confession passed
her lips) sbe had strangely enough received
a token from him since. She did not hesitate
to say it was strange and inconsistent—bhe
had counselled her to abide by her duty, and
yet what could lLave influenced- him in this
but a desite to keep himself still in her
memory.

** But he shall be safe, my father! he shall
not be endangered by my reyelations ! and
Blanche left the room ; presently she entered
holding fast between her palme a tiny parcel.
““Ay ; he shall be safe.” 1Vith trembling
fingers she undid the silken cord, and unfolded
the paper. A crucifix, the very one he had
given as a pledge of faith to the ramger, drop-
ped from it into the hamds of the marquis.
He started, and dsashed it down with a sur.
prised and angry flush. '

¢“‘There is something written on the paper
in his opn-hand. Read it, my father,”

The marqiiis took the scroll and read :—
‘¢ Present the jewel enclosed to - the governor,
and ask a boon in my name, whatever thou
wilt, dear Blanche. He dare not refuse—it
wouldfbe at the peril of his soul 1

“It is even 20,” murmured the marquis,
I dare not refuse.” )

“Itistrue, then, true !” exclaimed Blanche,
clapping her hande together, joyously ; it
was Philippe who saved thee from the knife
of the savage.”

“Tt was a half-civilised Canadian!”

“1t was he ! it was he ! Thy life and mine !
Holy Mother, I thank thee 1"

“ And now he claims the reward. Oh! it
would have been mercy had he left mo to
die.”

““He claims no reward ; think what he
might have asked—is he not noble, my
father?” .

““I would he were lesc ignoble, Blanche ;
I little thought thou couldst make so low a
choice.” )

¢ The brave soldier who saved my father's
life !”

¢“And claimed more than life for & re.
ward !”

“ Nay, returned the pledge to the hand of
one whom he knew never could uso her power
to darken one day of a parent’s life,

‘‘ How wilt thou use it, Blanche ?”

“Thus ! I will not demand of thy justice
what I refused from thy love. Take back the
pledge, my father.”

*“ He will think. me an mgrate ” murmured
Blanche, as she turned away %o conceal the
features that were now eloquent with emotion ;
‘‘ an ingrate, enslaved by a foolish ambition ;
but truth, and tilial love, and common justice
all require the sxcrifice.  Oh ! if thou couldst
know how difficult the struggle, Philippe !”

Great was the sensation occasioned by the
arrival of the Chevalier de Croye. Mario and
Angelique wore on the tip-toe of expectation
—flitting here and there with a busy conse-
quence peculiar to ladies’ naide—wondering,
and doubting, and gueswing to’ each other, and
shaking their wise heads aud’ looking very
knowing at the other.wervants of the house-
hold. But when at last they really did catch:
a glimpse of the barge upon the water, with
ite gay decorations- making it appear for all
the world like a- fioating fairy palace moving
to tho magicnl souhds of music—oh such flut-
tering and chattering ! «A spestator could not
poseibly bave imagined that -there was an in.

 dividual in the fort 80 much .interested in the

expected prrival as these two, demoxselles

"Cettuinly not the cledr- e’od proud-hpped fady

whose tdilet thqy ‘Bud just. comple’ted -
“ Spure thyloﬁ' mv chxld do’ not uttempt

KT LeovEmn a e

-hin,

Jing out.a fortune which would - omble hnn 1o

then roturnmg, he leancd over i this trial to-day,” whxspered the mm-qms, a8

ho was on the point of procecding to the river-

- side to welcome his guest.
ite—bnt 1o matter ; I..aball incur the inlig-
natxoxi ‘of my sovere)gn-—l shall be stripped of !

‘‘Nay, methinks it ascarcc bescems my
father’s daughter to practice guch diseourtesy,”
returned the lady with'a smile ; ¢ I shall do
theo no diseredit. See 1" And Blauche raised

pearls which lay beside the casket npon her
dressing-tablo, ““Sce ! they hang as though
suspended from an arm of iron. My nerves
aro firm, there is no faltering in my pulse, no
fluttering at v heart. Why should I be
exempt from the duties of hoapitality "

There was a strange undelined dread at the

‘heart of the mz\rqms, and he would have

striven yet farther to persnade ; but that cold
calm eye.and firm lip prevented, even while
they slarmed him,  With a foreboding of evil
which clouded his brow, cven in the moment
when he should have been happiest, he turned
away.
* 4“Phere ! the boat is fast now !?  “That
is he-—the one in the—~—"“AMon Dicu ! how
handsome ! ¢ Now he lands ! ¢“What an
air 1 ¢“Mons, le Marquis—ak!” *‘How
graceful 7 ¢ Magmifigue I “Now they are
turning this way ! ¢ They move forward !”
* They will be here in a moment !”

Such were a fow of the many exclamations
which greeted the ears of Blauche from the

two watchers in the window, till she must|

have been the statue she seemed not to have
felt her color rising and her heart quickening
its pulsations. If there had been no suspense,
if ahe could have passed at oncer from the quiet
of her own chamber into the presence which
she had learned to dread, it would have been
different ; but now the emoticus over which
she had at first gained such perfect ascendancy,
began to swell again in her heart and tamper
with the muscles of lher face. There was,
however, but little time for this kind of
dangerous thought. A heavy trampling of
feet in the great hall was succeeded by the |
flinging open of the doors, and Blanche heard :
the courteous tones of her father, and another
voice—could it be a stranger's? Something in

never vibrate again, The rich color receded
from her check, and trembling, shrinking, !
almost fainting, she stood, wnable to move a

finger or raise a lash. She heard her father

pronounce her name coupled with another ; a
manly form bent before her —thore was & clasp
about her hand—a warm lip pressed it, not
with the cold formality of a stranger, and
then a voice. which could not be imitated,
whispered softly, ‘‘Does my maid tremb]e
still ?”

A start—a gush of feeling—a long, deep,
convulsive sob, and Blanche, all quivering with
agitation, nestled on the bosom of Philippe de
Croye, and listened to his soothing voice as in
days long gone by.

THE END,

FAITHFUL.

A soug little cottage nestling down by the
seaside. It stood on the outskirts of a retired

] village, in the very heart of England ; and as

we write of days long gone by, rarely indeed
was it that a stranger was seen in the sleepy
streets ; for men did not then wander aimlessly
over ses and laud, ae in these latter times of
swift and easy locomotion. But one of these
extremely rare visitors it was who now paused
before the gate of the dwelling we have re-
ferred to, ltstemng with rapt attention to the
clear, bird-like tones that foated out from the
open window. .

‘* Beautiful! beautiful ’ he exclaimed.
““Had I but the training of that voioe—who
Lkuows? I will at least make the atterpt.”

A few moments later found the manager
of the great London Opera Troupe in earnest
couversation with the fair singer and her aged
father.

¢¢ No, no, sir,” said the latter, as the visitor
rosc to depart. **No sir. I thank you for
the preise you give my child, but I cannot
consent to have lLer go on the stage, even
though, as you say, she would be liberally re-
paid. I trust she will never need to earn
ber bread, and her voice suits me as it 18.”

So the manager departed, leaving his address,
in hopee, he said, that he should sowme day
have ‘the pleasure of hearing more favorably
from the younyg prima d®dna, as he smilingly
called the blushing maiden before him.

‘‘Here comes your friend. Philip Morgan,”

said M. Leigh, stealing a sly glance at his

duughter. ** You had better go out and meet
1 suppose he has come to join you in
your evening walk, as usual. Ah, Phil, my
boy ! Edith is veady. Be off with you, for it
is getting lute.”

Philip Morgan, unlike the girl by whose side
he walked, was not the child of a man who
could lay claim to being in even moderately
“comfortable circumstances.” On the con-
trary, Plilip’s father wasx poor, hard-working
farmer, whose sterile tract of land scarce
afforded his sinall family 2 decent support.

Philip was the only son—the ouly child, in
fact—although there had onco been two
others ; and- now that he was approaching
manhood, and, moreover, had dared to picture
in the far-away future a home of his own, in

which Edith Leigh; as-its mistress, was'ever

the centre point of his fond:dreanis, ho begun

he knew there was always a chance for an
honest, indystrious man to push his way.

Ho resolved to go at once 6 obtain a situa-
tion as school toacher. That wis' al] hisambi-
tion at present. Ho would hé. nfent to staft
thus huwb)y at first. , '.l‘eachexj were not a8, .

\ . { plentiful’ then as now, and conscqucntly wois .
upon the tip of her taper finger the string of |

moro llbenlly ‘fomunerated,’ Philip , was
thinking of all this, as he wn.lked silently at
1ditl’s sido, w ondering how he ghould tell hor,
 how shewould 1 receivo the news, and wishing
that he liad the courage—which he had not—
to speak to her of his love, and receive from
her in return the precious promise to be his
Wife' . . .- Ry . . e .

Although no words of love had ever fn.ssé.lv
between these two, each had long since read
the other’s heart, and knew, just as though
the lips bad spoken it, that they were all in
all to cach other—that a future apart would
be a living death. - Theirs was o tacit ougege-
meng, o '

‘So thiey parted; and Philip went away to
the great city, and still no word had bound
them to cach other ; but the hond—the chain
was none the less secure that no lock had been.
placed upon it.

The months passed on, and threc letters,
telling of his success, werce received by the
dear ones whom Philip had left in the little
bhamlet—Iletters brought to them by couriers
who carried dispatches to a neigbboring lord.

Of course Edith wrote to him—at least,
until, in his third letter, he requested her to
wait until she heard from him again, ashe was
about to go abroad in company with the boy
baronet whose tutor he had become. Ak !had
be but known of the weary days and months
and years that must pass ere thcy should niedt
again.

Scarcely had Philip l:mded in France, when
a terrific tempest arose and swept over the
island of Great Britaim, from north to south,

lenvmg ruin and desolation in its path. Many
‘ere the families left homeless and penniless

‘on the world by this fearful visitation, and
i among these unfortunates was Edith Leigh's

+ father.
it touched a chord which she had hoped would |

Poor old man! He was with ditlienlty
borne from his life-Jong home, only to 1ok on
and mean, in helpless agony, as the relentless
stremn wrested it from its foundation, and
bore it away on its swift course to the ocean—
not his house only, Lut all bis worldly goods,
his sheep, his cattle, his horses—the rivér bore
them all away. Prosperous ac all his former
life had been, fickle Fortune was still unsatis-
fied with the advorsity sho had breught upon
him—she had not yet filled his cup to the brim,
80 she added another drop. o

" It chanced that he had lately incurred a
small debt to a man who bore him no love;
and now, when he knew the old man would be
unable to pay it at once, he made an imperious -
demand for its settlement. The result was
such as he had intended, and ere long Leigh
lay languishing in prison, hopeless of release, .
unless by some miracle the ineans should ariso -
to satiefy his creditor’s claim.

 His horror-stricken daughter was received
into the kindly home of a friend, (Philip’s
friends had removed from the village,) but the
chief portion of her time was spent in the
gloomy prison of the neighboring town. Her
busy brain was ever at work to devise some
means by which ber father’s rclease might be
effected ; and at length a brilliant idea dawned
upon her. Her proud parent at first opposed,
but finanly consented to her plan—which was
no other than to seek the opera manager, whose
address she still remembered, and to accept
the standing offer he had madoe her. But one
thing the sensitive old man insistcd upon, she
must pot confide her attentions to any one,
and she nust appear before the public under
an assumed name.

Wlhen she had obtained the rcqmred sum
she was to remit it to his creditor, and then
he would join her, a free man once more,

Aund go, in sileuce and secresy, Iidith Leigh -
stole away from the village—not without a
pang—and after a weary journey, found her-
self in'the presence of the London manager.
He was unfeignedly pleased to soc her, and at
once took her under his own protection, and
gave her a home in his own family. More—
when she related the events which bad led to
her accepting his long-time offer, he advanced
the full smouut of her father’s indebtedness,
and g0 sho was speedily Jomed by him to part .
10 more on earth.

All went well with the young singer ; with
her debut on the stage hégam her triumph,
Woealth poured in upon her, and she might,
ore very long, have retired from the scene of
ber successful labors possessed of, an ample: -
independaunce. Once:she wpuld f'ladly have .
availed herself of the oppertunity ; but now .
the yonng *‘ primn donys” hore abont with
her a heart hea.\'y with care and '(ha:.ppowt-
ment. '
Her father had left/{hen‘ Lomlou address .
with a friend in the)rl{af'"e \'lna[,e, tlmt when
Philip retmrned h7ﬁught follow them, But
he had ot come/and as the yeurs rolled by,

‘Edith sometimg/uet the baronet, whose tutor -

sut stxll no. news of him:whose

h the time drew near v,hen tha

heavy urden was to be lifkeyl from her heart

'bho ‘00d before the curtam, one uxg,ht, gmce- T
to feel the necessity of goiny to work and carv- |

ncknbwlodg,nw the x\pplauso vn u wlnch o

realize his vmons

i\
; was greeted at the'close of the'cpera, whan
e

r heart gave onesgivat leap, for there before

T here was 1o opeuiug f fot Ium in tlmt quig ‘her; wag: ‘Philip: Morgan—oldcr, graver than’

sleepy ullal,e He mus, lcuve it, _md_
the erowded hnunts of*mexg—the eity. ..
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