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TO MY POLAND ROOSTER.
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-0 thow; whatever tile please thine car.
He-Chicken, Rovster, Cock, or Chanticleer ;
Whether on France's flag you Sap and flare,
Or roost and drowss in Sheltow's ellow charr ;
Or rouse the drones, or please the female Jand,
And cluck and strut with all your hens behind 5
As symbol, teacher, time-picee, spouse, 10 you
Our praise is doubtless, Cock-a-dondie, due.

Oviparous Sultan, Pharaoh, Cavsar, Czar,
Slecp-shautering songster, feather'd morning stur,
Many-wived Mormon, cock-pit Spartacus,
Winner alike of coin and hearty curse ;

Sir Harem Scarum, knight by crest and spar,
Greay, glorious, gallinaceons Airon Burr.

How proud  am—how proud yon corn-field Hik
OF cuckling tiouris are—of thee, old Cock.

HMlustrious Exile! tor thy kindred crow

When Warsaw's owers with monung  glories
glow,

Shanghai and Chintlagong may have their day,

And even Bruhima pootra fade away ’;

But thou shalt live, imimmortal Polack, thou,

Though Russin’s cagle clip the pitons now,

‘To flap thy wings and crow with oll thy sou,

When (reedom speads her light from Pole to Pole.

———— P

THREE MAIDENS MARRIED.
[CONTINCED,]

‘Poor Caroline!’ sighed Mrs. Leicestor,
with more truth than eaution, ¢ T wish she
had lived.’

‘She is better off,’ was the veply of the
housekeeper. ¢ There is nothing hut crosses
and caves for us who are left. I¢hope, ma’
am , you and Mr. Leicester will come often
now, You can haveno conception of the
effect it has had upon my mistress to-night :
she is & thousand ponds nearer heing well’

Mirs. Leicester turned to her, ¢Do you
think Mr. Castonel makes her a good hus-
band? You and I, Mrs. Muff,” she added,
in & tove which seemed bespeak apology
for herself. ‘knew each other years before
this stranger ever came near the place, and
I speak to you as I would not to others. He
seems affectionate, kind hut—what do you
think ?'

‘I cannot answer you ma’am,’ replied
Mrs, Muff, + I wish I could. Before us he
is all kindness to her ¢ and yet—I don’t know
why it should be, but X have my doubts of
its being sincere, I force the feeling down.
and say to myself that I was set against Mr.
Castonel at the first’ through the izjury he
did my old master, I had my doubts in the
same way of his sincerity to his first wife.

And yet, I don’t notice it in-his manners to
other people.’

¢Does he go to see that—person now ??
asked Mrs. Leicester, lowering her tone.

¢Well, ma'am, I can’t say. All I know
is, that the other—servant, or whatever she
may be—who lives with her, was at our
house lately.’

6Tadeed I’

¢ 1t was a night or two before my mistress
was takenill. There came a quiet knock at
the door. John was out and Haunah was
up-stairs, turning down the beds; so I ans-
wered it myself. She asked for Mr. Cast-
onel, I didnot know her in the dusk, and
was about to show her into the study, where
master sees his patients, but it flashed over
me who it was; and I said Mr- Castonel
wag not at liberty, and shut the door in her
face.’

¢ Was Mr. Castonel at home?’

‘He was in the drawing-room with my
mistress. And I believe must have seen
her from the windows, for he came down
stairs almost directly, and weat out.’

‘Did Ellen—did Mrs. Castonel see her?’
breathlessly inquired Mrs. Leicester.

¢ Ma’am, T have doubtsshe did- No soon.
er was Mr, Castonel gone, than the drawing
room bell rang, and I went up. It was for
the lamp. While T was lighting it, my
mistress said, ¢ Muft; who was at the door ¢!

¢That put we in a {luiter, but I gathered
my wits together, and answered tnat it was
a “person from the new pork-shop—for of
course I would not tell her the truth.’

‘What &id they want ? asked my mis-
tress.

¢Brought the hill ma'am, said 1. For,
luckily the new pork people had seal in
there bill that day. And'[ took it out of
my pocket, and laid it on the table by
her.

¢ What could the person want walkin p -
fore the house afterwards and looking n > ¢
the windows ?' then questioned my mw t.
ress. .

¢ Quict impossible for me to tell, ma’am,’

I suid; and I won,t deny that the question
took me aback. ¢Perhaps they wanted a
little fresh air, asit’s a warmish nizght, and
the street is open just here

¢Was that all that passed?’ demauded
Mrs, Leicester,

CThat was atl. Me. Castonel was not in
for two hours afterwards, aud I heard him
tell my mistress he had Hheen out 1o a most
difficalt case. I'll he whipped il I helieved
him.”

¢ I3 he out much in an evening ¥

¢ Very often, he used to be, hefure my
mistress was taken ill, He is always ready
with an excuse—it's this patient, or it's that
patient, that wants him and keeps him.
But I never remember Mr. Winninton to
have had these evening ealls upon his time,?

They reached the parsonage, and enlered
it, The housekeeper was to iake back
the receipt for some  particularly
nourishing jelly, whichk Mrs. Lzicester had
heen recommending for Kllen, 1t was uot
immediately fonnd, an Mrs. Mull' sat with
her in the parlor, talking still, The rector
came in from the vestery meeting, and she
rose to leave.

Concious that she had remaincd longer
than was absoulntly needful, Mrs. Muff
walked bnskly home. She had gained the
door, and was feeling in her pocket lor the
latch-key, sho possessing one, and Mr. Cast-
onel the other, when the door was flung
violently opea, and the tiger sprang out, for
all the world like a tiger, very nearly up-
setting Mrs. Muff, and sending her back-
wards down the stepse

+You audacious, good.for-nothing monk-
ey !’ she exelaimed, giving him a smart hox
on the ears.  “You saw me standing there,
1 suppose, and did it for the purpose.’

‘Did Ido it for the purpose? retorted
John. ¢You just goin and see weather 1
did it for the purpose. I'm a-going to get
the horse, and tear off without saddie or
bridle for the first doctor I ean feteh. It's
like ag if Mr. Rice had took his two days’

- holiday just now, a purpose not to he in the

town I’

He rushed round towards the stables, and
Mrs, mulf entered. Hannah met her witha
shriek, and face as white as ashes. , Mrse
Castonel 1—Oh! Mrs. Castonel? was all
she cried,

‘What isit ' asked
Muff,

¢Itis spasms, or convulsiorns, or some-
thieg of the sort,” sobbed Hunnah, ‘but I'm
sure she’s dying

Once more, 8s connected with this history
rang out the passing-bell of the Ebury.
And when the startled inhabitants, those
who were late sitters-up, opened their
doors, and strove to learn who had gone to
their reckoning, they shrank from the an-
swer with horror and dismay.

‘The young, the beautiful, the second
Mrs, Castounel.’

the terrified Mrs.

And again 2’ funeral started from the
house of the surgeon to take its way to the
church. But this time it was a stranger
who cecupied the clergyman's chariot, M.
Leicester’s task was a more painfuf one ; he
followed assecond mourner. Muny people
were in the churchyard, aud their cuciosity
was intensely gratified at witnessing the vio.
lent grief' of Mv. Castonel. The rector's
emotion wa3 less conspicuous, hut his feeble
form was bowed, his steps tottered, and his
grey haic streamed in the wind. On the
conclusion of the ceremony, Mr. Castonel
stepped into the,mourning conch,solemaly to
be conveyed home again at & mourning
pace ; but the rector passed aside, and enter-
ed the parsonage. The sexton, aspure man
ina brown wig, was shoveliug in the carth
upon the coffin and shedding tears, He had
carried Ellen many a time over the same
spot when she wag a little child.

CHAPTER XI),

ANOTHER STRANGER COMES TO EDBURY, AXND
SEEMS TO BE OY TITE LOOK—OUT FoR 1NFOR-
MATION.

A weex after the funernl of the scvond
Mrs. Castonel (Blien Leicester, that had
been), Ebury had & visitor. Visitors were
never plenty in the place and the advent of
a stranger broke the monotony of villinge
life, and gave rise in a deal of comment. In
this case, however, there was more than or-
dinary canse for the tangues of the gossips
to wag actively, and from Mrs. Major Acre,
down, they all had employment.

The stranger was a man 1o set conjecture
at defiance, He was a very welldressed
personage, indeed, with quite and refiped
manners, and an aiv of euse and self-poss-
ession which betoken an assured position.
On the other hand, it was to be noticed that

he lodged at-a little villiage inn, that he
brought letters tono  oune in the place, was
attended hy no hody-servsnt, aud his Ing.
gage consisted of a dressing-cuse, & port
manteau, and an umbrella, As for his name,
that was his own property, which heseemed
ready to surrender to no one 3 and his busi-
uess seemed to he his own also, which he
kept in his exelusive possession.  lihury
was in that part of Bagland kuown in old
times ag Meriea, wore the law had been cen.
turies before, that every stranger in coming
was obliged to blow o horn and proclaim
his business, on pain of being considered a
thief’; and though the people of Hbury did
nat carry out the custom of’ their {orefrthers
to the harsh letter, they considered the re-
serve to be very suspicious, sl least.  There
was one comfort—he had an ample store of
money  for  his  presenl  purposes.
The landlord of the fmne was convineed of that
by actual demoustration and the conviction
partly satistied the publican, thongh he
would fuin have known mare of his myste-
rious guest. ’

But i’ the stranger was reticent in regurd
to his own aftuira, he wus eurious enough
about those ol other people. At first, he
asked no questions, and sat dreamily enouh,
either in his own chamber or the tap-room,
where occasionaly he discendid 1o smoke o
curious looking red pipe, with o ved stem,
and to read the news-paper. The second day
after his arrival he chanced to look through
the window, us Mr. Castonel emerged fromn
the recesses of u cab, andentered the door
of a house on the oppsite side of the way.

The stranger sunumond the landlord.

¢ Mc Jenks™ said he, ¢ does the owner of
that eabh live in the house yonder ?°

¢The owaner of that cab, sir? vh, uo, sir.
That is Mr, Castohel, sir, the surgeon of
these parts, sit.  1e has gone there {o see
a paticut, sir.’

¢ Mr. Castonel.

¢ Yes, sir.

“Dose his wile live with him ?”

“0h, no, sic! She died a week ago.
You see he is in mourning. She was a
very fine woman, sir.”

‘Dead 1?

The lone of the strangor had in it so mueh
of horror and despair, that the landlord
looked at him in surprise. I'he other threw
off the feeling, if any such existed, by an
effort, and in an indifferent way put another
question,

$OF what desease did she die?

I don't quite kuow, sir, The other wife
died in the same way. Jt wag a sort of
convalsions, as I heavd, sir.’

tPhe other wife! Then he was warried
n second time ?°

¢ Yes, sit—t{o the reclor's daughter. [t
was a runaway match, siv. Miss Loicoster,
a very pretty young lady, indeed.’

*And the first wife died the
way ”’

¢Yes, sir, s0 it is said. She was Miss,
Hall, Mr. Winninton’s neice.  Mr. Winnin-
ton was our apotheeary wheun Mr. Castonel
came here to setile. Me. Castonel first took
his practice, and then he took his neice. Tt
(uiet broke the old man’s heart, siv, and he
never held his iead up afierwards, sir.?

¢ Mr. Castonel was a widower then, when
he came heve ?

¢ snre 1 dont know, and not knowing,
can't say, sir.  Nobody knows mmch about
him heve,  May-be his cousin conld tell, sir;
but she never sees anyhody to say any thing
to.?

¢ His cousin??

* Yos, sir, il she is his consin,  Some say
she's o sister-in-law.  She lives at Beech
Lodge, just out of town. She iz «uiet the
Indy, sir; every one says that who ever saw
hir. " 1o be sure, when she first came here
people used to talk harshelike about her and
him; but she is so much the lady, and heys
such a proper gantelman, thfxl. it all died
away——anynow, pretty much.

¢ Aud he’s a proper gentehman, ¢h?”

£ Oh, quite, sir, quite. A little gay among
the ladies, perhaps.  They dGo say 1bat-
Maiy Shiply—hut that is gossip. Wouan
will talk, sic; they've nothing else to do,
some of 'em. There's my wife, siv’(here the
cantious landlord’s voice sank 1o a whisper),
she never could abide Me. Castonel, and
says that Mary Shiply is not the onely ouve;
but T never saw auny thing myselt) never.’

Cand that cousin lives alone, you suy ??

, Yes, sir—no, sir. She has a servant,
very quiet. woman—never has o word for
any one,

The stranger pursued his (uestioning until
he had obtained a descriptivnoof the fewale

Is thst his name 2,

same

rvecluse, and then inguived particulariy ah-

out the precise locotion of Beech Lodge.
Having received an accurate description of
the spot, he dismissed the landlord, and qui-
elly finished his pipe alone,

That afternoon, rather late, the stranger
strolled leisurely out of the village. On ar-
riving in {ront of Beceh Lodge, he glancad
around, and seeing no one in view, crossed
the road, and tapped at the door of the cot-
tage.

The servaut givl who came at the sum-
mons, stared at the visitor in surprise,
Without noticing this, he ‘inquired for her
mistress.

¢She is in, sir, but she is not at home to
uny one.’

Without replying, he pushed Ler aside, and
entered the house.
CHAPTER XU,

A MYSTERLIOUS  INTEEVIEW  BETWEEN TWO
MYSTERIONS PERSONS,

The woman, whose nume and position
were 80 much of a mystery to Ebuary, was
seafed at a work-stand, with o tambour-frame
hefore her, busily engaged in erabroidery, as
the stranger entered. She did not hear his
approach, and it was not until she felt a
light touch on her shoulder that she looked
ap.  In an instant she slarted to her feet,
dropping hev work, while her face was co-
vered with an almost deathlike pallor.

‘You here! she exclaimed. ¢ Do you
know that he !

¢Oh, yes,” he interrapted ; ¢I know it,
But it strikes me that he is playing a very
strange game; and for what purpose, or to
what end, is not very clear. Dut, why you
endure it, is o puzzle still morve startling.”

¢ You know my promise, and yours ?'

*Oh, Tam here by the mevest accident.
I only returned from America a siort while
since. By way of rest, I came to what
thought the quietest uarter ot Tngland.
Here I found him, and from the description
I had of a lonely woman, supposéd I should
find you. I learned enough to-day from my
zossipy landlord to sce that our friend’—he
faid o bitter emphasis on the last word—"‘is
~—as they say among the Yankees—cutting
a hroad swathe. L can zee why you make
no nudible demur to his proceedings ; but,
why remuin heve atall '

¢I dare not do otherwise,
if he should mect you

‘Liet hin meet, It is possible that he
may meet me, hefore I leave Bogland.’

* Avoid him, Richard fov yonr own sake
-—well, then—for mine !’

¢ Lavinia, that is an adjuration I cannot
well resist.’

‘ Yes, for my sake, go P

‘I will; but if his tyranuy becomes so iu-
sapportable that yoa can bear it no farther,
let me know it. I will give you my address,
and you can write to me by the first packet.’

The woman wrung her hands in agony.

¢Idave not.  Goatonce. Hemay come
al any moment. It he be provoked, you do
not know him as well as I, he would stop at
nothing. I have tried in every way—have
offered every thing; but I eannot bend him,
or alter his purpose. Ah! you don’t know
how inilexible he is !

¢ But what js it Thear about these women
—these  wives ol his —their mysterions
deaths

¢ Don’t agk me—-it is too fearful ; and yet
it i3 only suspicion. Would you destroy me ?
Is that the veturn for all [ have suffered—all
[ suffer? e hag those letters——I am in his
power. [t would not lwrt you, hut

¢Tunderstand your reproach. I will go,
Lavinia. J leave England in a week; but ]
shall return again to remain here indefiance
of him. I will see then if there be no means
to rescue you, without risk to yourself. Good-
by.!

IIe hent over her, and belore she econld
divine ov resist his purpose, kissed hef fore.
head. e then went out.

The woman stood there, vooted as it were,
to the spot.  The blood,which had receded
from her {ace, now rushed back in a full
tide, covering face, neek, and arms, with a
deep erimson flush,  She pussed to the win-
dow, and looked ont at the stranger, who
sirode on without turning. A hend in the
road hid him trom sightand then the woman
toticred to n chair into which she sank, sob-
hing passionately.

But go—gi—

CIAPTER XIV,

THE COMING 03 FHE NEW CURATE, AND HIS
PRIVATE BNGAGEMENT,

A young and somew hat shy-locking man
was making his way down the strect of a
country village.  He appeared to he a
steanger, and his clevieal cozt and white



