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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

A collection of oighty boauti-
ful engravingson wood. By John Everett Millafe,
R.A. "1 vol, large 4to. London: Straban & Co.
£6.00. I, Worthington, Montreal,

Tho Shepherd aud His Flock; or. Tho Kecper of
Isracl and tho Sheep of his Pasture. By J IR
Mcluf, D.D. 12mo. £100. Moutrcal: It. Wore
tnsgdton, 30 Gt. 5t James Strect.

Tho 1 arables of our Lord, read fn tho I.lﬁht of tho
Iresent Dgy. By ‘Thomas Guthrle, D D. 1 vol,

. Izmo. Gilt top. With lltustrations by Millais.
81.50. It. Worthgton, Montreal,

Theolugy and Lifo _Sermuus chiely on
sions.” By E. . Plumtro, M.A ,” Lon
$1.60. Montreal: R. Worthington,

Bushacdl, The Vicarivus Sacntics, Grounded in
Lrinciples of Universal Obligation. 1y tiorace
Buthuell, DD  12mo. A now English Edition.
£1.00. K. Worthington, Montreal.

Tho Augels’ Sung. By 1hwmas Gathrie, D.D., author
of ““Gospel in Fzekicl,” £c. Rmo. 40c. K. Wor-
thington, Montreai.

Goodl ords for Junuary. R. Worthington, Mont-
e

eal

Sunday Magazine for January. R. Worthington,
Montreal.

Tho Magic Mirror. A round of Tales for Old snd
lvuug. By Wiiiam Gubert, authior ot ** Lo ¥ro-
fuudis,” &¢., with cl;.'ihty fout llustrations. By W.
8. Glibert. R Wort :Inqu, Montreal.

Wordswortl’s Poems for tho Young, with fifty INius-
trativns, By John MacVhirter and John Foettie.
A new edition. London: Alex. Straban & Co.
§5c. R. Worthington, Montreal,

Downing on Landscapo Gardening and Rural Archis
tecture. A now cditon. Edited by Henry Win-
throp Sargent. 8vo. Beautifully Mlustrated, 1.
‘Worthington, Montreal

Thoe North-west Passago by Land. Being thenarmative
ofan Expedition from tho Atlanug to_the L’scific.
By Viscount Milton, ML.P., F.R.G.S., F.G.S., &c..
aond W, B, Cheadle, 21 A., M D., Cantab, F.R.G *
London. Cassell, Petter and Galpin. 8vo. Beauti-
fully Illustrated. 80.50. 1. Worthington, Aou-

treal.

Good Words for 1565. In ono handsomo octavo
volume, with nwmerous Ilustrations. R. \Worthing
ton, Montreal,

The Sunda Magazino for 1865, Ono largo octavo
volumo with nuwmerous Ilustrations. R. Worthing-
ton, Montreal.

Jamiesun. Tho Completo Works of Mrs. Jamieson in
ten neat 16mo. vols. A new edition, just published.
'll“lho ttmly’ uniform one published. 1. Worthington,

ontreal,

Undcertoues. By Robert Bochanaa, Sccond edition,
cnlarged andrevised. Que vol.  10mo. $1.00. R.
Worthington, Montreal

The Lito of Lord Palmerston. With an account of
hia Death sud kuneral. London. Routicdges.
1865, R. Worthingtun, Montreal.

Tho Student’s English Dictionary. Ono vol. 814
l:é%es.somustmwd. Loundon : Blackic & Son.

2.63.

War Lyrics and other Poems, By Henry Howard
Brownell. 12mo. IR Worthingion, Montreal.

Child. The Frcedman's i3ook. By L. Maria Child.
12mo. I. Worthington, Montreal,

Just {mblls!lcd , by R. Worthington, tho Advocate,
aNovel by Chins, Heavysege, author of Saul, a Drama;
Jephthah’s Daughter, &c.$S1.25; full [ﬁll, 81-60.
Hespers and other Foems. By Charles Sangster,

Author of New 5t. Lawrenco and Saguecuay, &c.

R. Worthington, Montreal.

Robertson. Sermons and Bx})osltions. By the lato
John Nobertson, D.D., of Glasgow Catbedral.
Yfith Memoir of tho Author. By the Rev. J. G.
Young, Monifieth. 12mo. $1.00. R. Worthington,

Montreg)
Duatineil, _Thoe Vicarious Sacrifice, grounded in Prin-
oraco Bushnell.

ciples of Universal ubligation, By
. \Vo&hingwn. Montreal.

s I'rescription. By Charles Dickens.
R. Worthington, Montresl.

Millafs’s INustrations

cial ocea-
on. 1Gmo.

Dr. Marigold!

Kingsley. Hdreward, tho last of tho Enxlisb. By
Cliarles Iiingslc;, authorof ** Two YearsAgo,” eto.
120, pp. iv., 397. Boston : Ticknor § Fields, Cl. $2.

R. Worthingtoa, Montreal.

Ruskin. Yrecious Thoughts, Moral and Religions.
Gatlicred from tho Works of John Ruskin. By Mrs.
L. C. Tuthill, 12mo. K. Worthington, Montreal.
Misioryofthiolato Y'rovincoof Lower Canada, Parlia-

mentary and Political, from tho commencement to tho

closootits existonce as a separato Proninco, by tholato

Robert Christic, Esq., M. P. P, with Ilustrations of

Qucbeo and Montreal,  As thero are only about 100

cupres of this vaiuablo History on hand, it will soon bo

a scarco book—tho publisher bas #old moro than 400

copics fu tho United States. Insix volumes, Cloth

biading, £6,00; in half Calf Extra, $9.00.

Artcmus Ward, * ilis Book.” Just publishoed, this

day, by R. \Worthington, Artemus Ward, «* His Book,”

with 19 Comio illustrations, by Muillen. Elegan,lk

g\ri:tgg ori, best mé)er. Yaper covers, uniform with his
£ o

rico 2¢.

This day published, by . Worthington, The Harp
of Canaan, by tho Revd, J. Dougiss Borthwick, in ong
vol,octavo. Frinted on best paper, 800 pages, 81.00, in
oxtre binding, £1.50.

Wil bo pubilshed this week, by R Worthington, tho
Biglow Papers, comploto in ond vol. Paper Covers,
uniform with Artemus Ward. Dlustrated and pﬁnw&
on fino paper, price 250,

. 'rh% abovo pricts inclade postageito any part of
Canads.

B. WORTHINGTON,

als and Retail Album Depol.
30 Grost St. James Street, MOXTRRAL.

THE FAMILY HONOUR.

' BY MRS. C. L. BALFOUR,
Continued from page 35%5.

CHAPTER XXNI. LIGUT ANO SUADE.

“Tho vory star that shines from far,
Shines trembling ne'erthicless.”
E. B. BROWNING.

It is the experienco of mapy, perbaps of most
in tins perplexing world, to find that overy joy
comes with somo bitter quahficaton. In the
Hope household this bad been so constantly the
caso that they were subdued to humble expec-
tations. The bour of risiog was not early on
the tempestuous morniog that followed the mght
we havo described. Troublesomo dreams had
visited Mysio's innocent slumbers, and twice
during the night sbo had awoko herself crying.
Marian bad written o letter of expostulation to
Norry, over night, and her sieep was late in con-
sequence, While Mr, Hope, accustomed to
wakefuloess, as s consequenco of nervous de-
pression, bad lain listeming to the rising wind as
it first moaned, then surged, and at last raved
over tho open gardens aud vegetable grounds that
surrounded tho bouse. Towards morning the
shaking windows, rumbling chimneys, and
creaking doors of the old cottage, had made a
continuous clamour that bad the effect some-
times attained by a shouting, overpowering lal-
laby which drives & child to sleep by wearying
it, and he dozed sv that the bell, which usually
summoned the young folks to rise, did not call
them at tho usual time, and tho-reveille was
sounded by the postman’s knock, to the slarm
and confusion of both girls. Marian, indeed,
bastened to her father’s room, fearing he might
be worse, and then descended to gecure the let-
ters.
Noticing tbat the bolts were undone, she
camo to the conclusion that Norry, who was
geaerally the first up, had gone out. Busy
housewives, if any guch read this narrative, know
that morning time is precious; so precious that,
until Marian and Mysio bad prepared the break-
fast, and the little tray with Mr. Hope's cup of
coffco was ready, a note by post, directed to
“ Miss Hope,” was not opened. It servedasa
breakfast dainty--one thcy twere by no means
accustomed to, for as Marian’s eye ram it over,
sho at first gave & little quivering cry of
astonishment, and then said—

¢ Ob, dear! if I could but undertake it—if 1
only could! Ob1 it would bo too delightfull”

“ What i3 it, Marian, dear?” said Mysie, her
cheek flushing, and her brown eyes opening wido
and glittering with expectation—~¢ whatever is
it so dclightful 2°

“Miss Gertrude Austwicke, my father's fa-
vourito pupil, wants me to go to her, as papa is
unablo. I was wishing all day yesterday, cven
moro than ever, that I cuuld get some teaching.
It would be such a help to us.”

“It would, indeed; and papa Hope soill. It
would, indeed, bs delightfult”

Not that teaching exactly was delightful, but
both these poor things felt enough of the darkness
in the dismal shadow of poverty, to rejoico in tho
ray of light that penetrated the gloom.

“Tll go and tell my father,” said Marian,

“ And I'll call Norry: he's lazy this morning,”
cried Mysie, rising as she spoke, for Marian had
not thought Norry's going out beforo breakfast
of_gnoug consequence to name it, but now she
SQI(J e
“Finish your breakfast, dear. Norry’s not up-
stairs. Ob, you shall put this letter for him in
his room, though I've bardly tho heart to give it
to him, now this good news bas come; but——-"
She drew the letter from her pocket a8 she spoke,
and gave it to Mysie, who took up her words as
sho besitated.

“But it will do him good, you mean. You
don't scold without & cause; and ho'll take more
from you than from any one.”

“Tvo not scolded him, poor boy—only reason-
ed with him. It's natural, perhaps-—at least it is
for Aim—to feel restless and impatient, But I
must go to my father® And she mounted to his
room,gnysie following more leisurely, to pat tho

noto in her brother’s chamber, carrying it pretty
much as she would a doso of wholesomo but
bitter medicine, that must bo taken; for Mysio
had been pretty much of a reader, and biography
had been to her what novels are to some girls:
her love for her brother mado her ambitious for
him, and she had a sort of theory, young as sho
wag, that tonics in the way of reproof, or tho
milder form of advice, wero especially needed by
—boys. Girls might be excused: they might
have sweets without harm, but it would do Norry
good to have Marian talking liko & mamma to
him, and though thero was but some six years
hetween them, she was the ouly maternal friend
they cither of them had since Mrs. Hope's death,
and Mysie, at all .vents, would uphold her au-
thority. So she cntered her brother’s room and
crossed it, beforo she noticed that his bed had
not been slept in. This, wuea gho saw it, ar-
rested ber steps, Wonderingly sho looked round.
There was his box-lid lying open, his ordinary
clothes scattered about, and his best suit gone.
Whilo her startled survey told her theso parti-
culars, and sho was instantly racking her brain
to supply a rcason for what sho saw, her eyes
fell on tho slip of pencilled paper on the table.
Tn 2 moment she had read its contents, her mind
refusing to comprehend what was presented to
ber cyes. Two or three times sho scanned it
over, then sho understood that her brother was
gono, and, turning very pale and still—for Mysie,
under great excitement, differed from most girls
by her quictude—went down-stairg, holding her
breath.  Mr. Hope's door was open, and Marian
was scen standing witain, having just finished
rcading her welcome letter. Mysie, entering,
stared at them wildly, and with stifling sob held
out the scrap of paper, The smilodied on Marian’s
face liko a light suddeqly blown out, and Mr.
Hope raise. himself up on his elbow and hastily
inquired—

“YWhat has terrified you, child? Give mo

that,” reaching towards tho paper Which had
dropped from Mysie's hand on the coverlet of the
bed. “What is it?” he kept saying, as he
scarched among his pillows fur bis glasses.
His daughter interposing, and taking the
paper frora his hand, read it in apesturbed voico
that sounded a great way off; and then, after
the pauso of eilenco that followed, she continued,
in & questioning tonc—

¢ Norry never can have gone 7?

“ Gono I* echoed Ar. Hope, * where should hoe
go to??

¢ (one !-~right away. No, no!” gasped
Mysie. But though ecach of them spoke thus, a
conviction full of dismal certainty not the less
rested on them all that it was indeed true.

Tho girls mounted to his xcom to make far-
ther investigation, Mr, Hope tossing on his pi-
low in bodily pain and mental vexation. Ho
loved the wayward boy, and had got to asso-
ciate the idea of bim with all his own prospects
of the futnre—such as those prospects were——
even to the desire that Norry might be with him
when death came, to closo his ayes, and bo a
comforting, sustaining brother to Marian, a3 well
a3 to Mysie. Something of belief and trust in
tho boy's loving naturo and active spirit had-
fostered these thoughts—had involuntarily made
the struggling man, whoso barque was so ghat-
tered in many storms, cling to tho lad as likely
to prove a sheet anchor yet, while drifting along
lifs rugged const. The way, too, in which ho
bad left was most distressing; and to think,
that only last night Mr. Hope had decisively re-
jected the boy’s being sent to sea, Hisown un-
willingness to part with the lad being at least
a3 strong &9 any disinclination on Norry’s part.

¢ Rash boyl Wilful! Enowing nothing of
the world—absolutely nothing. No money—
none. Ob, bell come back, theobstinate rascall
What does he mean 2 dear foolish fellow? In
this way he talked as he dragged his pain-wrung
limbs from tho bed, and awaited the arrival of 8
humble barber in the neighbourhood, who sinca
bis illncsg had come every morning to help him
torise, Daring the hour that it took before he
was laid in his dressing-gownon the sofa for the
day, Marian and Mysio had made thelr scarch,
and also some ount-of-door inquiries,

He was surely gone, By tho time thay could



