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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.'

Zsop. The Fables of Asop, with a Lifo of the An-
thor. llusirated with 111 g:n ravln% from Original
Dosigne lg Herrick., Cr. 8vo. 8256 K. Wor-
thington, Montreal.

Atlantio Tales. A Collegtion of Stories from the
‘¢ Atlantio Montb'y.”” 12mo. &2.00. &&. Worthing.
ton, Montreal.

Brownipg, Lyrics of Lifo. By Robert Brownln]g.
With Illustrations by 8, Eytinge, Jr. 40cts, K.
\Vorth(nqtnn, Moatreal.

Bulwer, Tho Applo of Life. By Owen Merediths (E.
R. Bulwer), author of * Lucile.” S2wo. 20cts. I.
Worthiugton, Montreal.

Good Com ’“"},’ for Every Day in tho Year. 12mo.
Plates éz: . IR, Worthiogton, Montreal.

Saadi., Tho Gulistan, or Rose Garden, B{ Musle
Huddeen Shetk Saadi, of Shiraz. Translafed from
the Original, by Francls Galdwin. With an Essay
on Saadls Lifo and Genius, by James Ross.aud a
Prefaco b?' R. W. Emerson. 16mo. €1.76. R.
Waorthingion, Montreal,

Smith, Tho Bavker's Secret; or, Sowing and Reap.
fug. By J. F.omith. 8vo. 6cts. R. \Worthing-
ton, Montreal.

Swinburue, Arslanta in Calydon A Tragzedy. By
Algernon Charles Swinburve. 16mo. £140. XK.

Worttungton, Montreal,
Arteme s Ward, lus Fravels, Part 1 Miscoltancous

Part 2 Among the Mormons. Ilustrativns., 60
cents, R, Worthington, Montreal.
Botta.  Danto a3 a Philosopher, Patriot, and Poet.

€175. R Worthington, Montreal.

Carleton. Fifty Drawings on
Wood. €1.00. K. Worthington, Montreal.

Epictetus. The Works of Eprctotus. 81,76, R Wor
thington, Mantreal,

Lifo of Michact Angelo. By Herman Grirnm, 2 vols,

30, 2320. I Worthington, Montreal,

Johnston.  Speeches of Audrew Jobnston, €175, It.
Worthington, Montrea).

Mackenzie ™ The use of the Laryngoscope in Diseases
of tho Throat, 8110 R Worthiugton, Montreal.

Physician's Visiting List, Diary, and Book of Engages
nionts Jor 1566. 25 Yatients. CL. 60 cts; tucks 81.00,
o Patients. €l €1, tucks $1.00. 100 Pauents,
‘Tucks $1.60. R. Worthington. Montreal.

Schilier's Lay of the Bell. T'runstated by tho Rt. Hon
SirE B. Lytion. 85.40. R, Worthington, Montreal.

Wraxall. The Backwoodsman. 8100, 1. Worth-
ington, Montreal.

The Niad of Homer, By the Earl of Derby. In 2 vols.
<S320. R. Worthington, dMontreal,

Froude's History of Engiand. Vols. 1, 2, 3,and 4.
S1.00 per vol. R, Worthington, Montreal,

Forsyth's Lifo of Cicero. fu2vols. $320. R. Wor-
thington, dontreal,

Thomos, The Bushmnﬁgr's Advontures during o
Second ‘]’Lszt to Australla, 31.25. R. Worthington,

« _ Montreal.
Ix:;lulry into tho Philosophy of Sir. W. Hamilton. By
M.Stgz;tl Al In 2 voss. 82.00. B Worthington,
on

Bishop’s Criminal Law. New Edition. £10.00. R.
‘Worthington, Montreal.
Now Edition. R. Worth-

Story's Conflict of Laws.
tngton, Montreal.

Tho Pioncers of France jn the New World. S1.75.
R. Worthington, Montreal.

Wundcriniover Biblo Land end Seas. By the Author
of tho Schonberg-Cotta Family, 90 cents. R.
Worthington, Montreal.

Recollestions of Seventy Years. By Mrs. John Farrar,
autlior of *“ Tho Young Lady’s Frieud.” R. Worth-
ington, Montreal.

Tho Practico of 3edicino and Surgery applied to tho
Diseases and Accldents incidept to Women. By
Wm. . Ryford, M.D., &c. pp. 566. R. Worthing-
ton, Montreal.

Materia Medica for tho use of Students. By John B.
Biddle, M.D., 8vo. 859. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Can You ¥orgivo ller? A Novel by Anthon(.'l‘rol-
}op% 1llug-oted by H. X. Browne. 8vo, R. Worth-

ngton, .

How's Golden Leaves from the British and American
Dramatic Poots. 176. R. Worthjngton, Montreal.
Sherman’s Great March through Georgin, &¢. New

Ednion. 81.25. R. Worthington, Montreal,

The S8ilver Cup. _Animpressive nsrrative. £1,00. R.
Worthington, Montrcal. B

Hours withi my Picturo Book. Beautifully illustrated.
90 cents. R, Worthington, Moatreal,

Tho Lig&t of tho Forge, or counscl drawn from the
siok bed. 50 cents.” R. Worthington, Montrea'.

Piotures and Stories for Young Eyes and Hearts. 50¢.
R. Wortbington, Montreal.

Homo in Humblo Lifo. Illustrated. 7 cents. R.
Worthipgton, Montreal.

Essays on Shakspeare, by his Eminence Candinal Wise-
man. 40 cents. R. Worthington, Montreal,

Lyrics of Life, and other Pooms, by It. Browning. 40
conts. 1. Worthington, Montreal,

Our Artist in Cubu,

PORTHCONING NEW BOOKS.

Artomus Ward. ¢ IIis Book,” swith 17 Nlustrations.

Harp of Canada. By tho Hev. J. Dovglas Borthwick.
in 1vol motpaﬁeo

Work by Privato Miles O'Riclly. Now Cheap Edition,
which is cxpected to havo uncommon success.

The Advocato. A Novel. By Alr. Heavysege. In 1
vol, ln November. ® 1

0.

Chiristio’s History of Canada. In 6 vols,
e ubova pHves. esinde mestago o tt of
0 above prices inoludo &3 any paré o.
e postago p
R. WORTEINGTON,
80 Great St. James Street, MONTREAL, ©

JOW I LOST MY LEG.

A RAILWAY ADVENTURB.

——

OME years since, at a time when Ireland was
greatly distuibed by political agitation, it
was my fortune to bo called a3 a witness agaiust
two men who had been charged with an agrarian
outrage, and whoso cunviction my ovidence bad
helped to securo.  As I left the court, I noticed
that | wag clogely-watched by threo or four
savage-looking men, who, 1 was afterwards in-
formed, wero relatives and friends of the conviat,
and whom I might most certainly took upon as
wy future enemies,

A few months afterwards, T missed the last
train from the same town, and as the distance to
my home was not more than six or seven miles,
I resolved to walk. Soon, to my extreme ag-
noyance, I discovered that I was followed by the
men I have referred to, and 1 had little doubt
that somo outrage was inteuded.

1f T could conceal myself ull they pagsed by, I
fclt that T might be eaved. 1 feared to move on-
wards, lest they should hear iy footfail, as I had
hieard theirs. Ilooked eagerly around. Through
the dim light I saw & mass of brambles almost
beside me.  There wasa gap in them. Without
a moment's hesitation I plunged in. There was
a terrible cracking of dry branches, a rending of
clothes, and a tearing of flesh, and the next in-
stant I lay sprawling in the dirt and slime of a
half-dry ditch.

In two minutes my pursuers, for I could not
belp regarding them s such, were opposite the
spot where I Iay cnsconced. They passed on. I
began to breathe more freely. Suddenly they
stopped, apparently to listen.

«T don't bear his footsteps now,” I heard a
voice say.

4X thought I heard a crackling among the
branches this minute,” said another. ‘ Let uslook
about, Ah, these hedges!t”

They examined them for 8 moment, but ap-
peared to be ignorant of the ditch that Iay
bebind.

% Oh, he’s not there! There’s s lano gaould be
above—that's whero le's gone,” said a gruff
voice,

Adopting this idea, they rapidly retraced their
steps.

I ecmerged from my hiding-place. I knew they
would soon discover their error, and be again on
the righbt track. My safety now depended on my
speed.  Little more than a mile further on there
was o rosd-side inn; if I could rcach that I
thought I should be in safety. .

In an incredibly short space of time I was there,
breathless and exbausted. Thedoorwas shut, but
a light gleamed throngh the shutters.

With a prayer of thanksgiving in my heart, I
knocked loudly for admission.

My summops was answered ty a man's voice
demanding to know who was there.

#A traveller,” I replied, faintly.

1t is too late to open to-night; [ am going to
bed,” was the reply.

«For heaven’s sake open the door!” I implor-
ed; “there is life and death upon it. I will pay
you bandsomely for inconveniencing you.”

The last argument took effect—1 heard o bar
withdrawn. The next moment I was withiu the
house. I sunk on a chair, prostrated by fatigue
aud terror.

% Porhaps,” 1 said, when ¥ bad explained that
I was pursued, “you won't object to my lying
down on the settle hero till daylight?”

Beforo he could reply there was a loud knock-
ing at tho street-door.

“Don’t open, for the love of Heaven!” Iex-
claimed ; it is those men. They bave discover-
¢d me—they will murder me.”

“ All right~—don't be afraid. They shan’t come
in if I can help it,” was the reply.

Tho words hiad scarcely passed his lips when
the men were in tho house.  After admitting me
he had not replaced the bar, 80 the door was on
tho latch. One glance was sufficient—they wero
my pursucrs.

“Come, come, my lads? said the landlord,
“yon must get out of this. It's long past shut-
ting-up time, and I am going to bed ?

., - - -

’

,' “Bring us some whisky, aud hold your jaw,”
said one, surlily.

The land'ord was a big, strong man, but he
quailed befero tho savage glances which wero
cast upon him. Ho evidently feared to provoke
A contest, so thouglt it was better to endeavour
to get rid of them quietly.

“Wed, of T bring it, you must be off the instant
you have drunk it.?

# Wa shall use our own minds about that,” was
the insolent reply.

Hery, then, T wag sitting ®ithin & fow fect of
the men whom, I fult, had vowed my death, ut-
terly helpless, with no chance of eseape. I met
death face to faco at that moment. I logked des-
pairingly at my bost. Y could read no sign of
hopo in him.

To get them the whisk; be passed throngh o
door I had not noticed before. It was beside me.
Ho closed it behind him. Tt opened outwards.
He wag absent several minutes, and I lieard n
rumbling noise. During this time a whispered
conversation was going on between my pursuers,
but, close as 1 was to them, T cculd not distin-
guish a word. What a horror it was to be left
alone with them! [ expected every instant that
they would rush upon me, and murder e on the
spot.

At length the landlord retnrned, with a mea-
sure of whisky in his hand He left the door
partly open. There was no fire on the hearth;
the only light was a single tallow candlo that
burned on the table where the men sat. In put-
ting the whisky on the tabls, he managed to ex-
tinguish it. The place was in total darkness.
Instantly I felt a powerful grasp upon my amn, 1
knew not whether that of friend or foe. 1 was
dragged a few steps, a door slammed, and I was
in the open air, with the landlord beside me. He
rolled some heavy-looking object against the door
—it looked like a mill-stone—and then said, hur-
riedly—

¢ Off with you over the fields,
house a quarter of a mile off.”

“ But yourself 2" I said.

¢ can tako care of myself. But get off—you
have no time to lose.”

I had not, for while he spoke a yell of rage
burst from the house, and kicks and blows rained
upon the door, until the placks cracked and
splintered.

With my feet winged with terror, I sped on
like a bunted deer. Crash! I knew the last frail
barrier between my pursuers and mysclf had
given way. I heard their fierce howl as they burst,
forth. 1was several hundred yards ahead of them,
Now began the race for life or death.

T was always a good runner, but I never ran
as I ran that night, simply because I never ran
for s0 great a stake~~it seemed to me as though
I wercborne onwards by a whirlwind. The ground
flew beneath my feet; ditches and gates wero
overleaped, walls clambered over~-no barrier
checked my speed. My preserver had spoken of
8 house. I looked round, but could discern
nothing through the gloom. I must have passed
over double the distance he had mentioned. I
must have taken a wrong direction. 1 was dis-
tancing my pursuers a little, but this desperato
pace could not be kept up much longer. My
breath was fast failing me, my strength must soon
give way, and then I should drop to the carth
from exhaustion, and every second I ran thLe risk
of being hurled to the ground by some obstaclo
in my path, which the darkpess would prevent
me seeing.

Saddenly I felt myself descending twith fright-
ful rapidity. I could not arrcst my gpeed; I just
had presenco of mind enough left to throw myself
backward—had I not done so I should inevitably
bave been dashed to pieces. A thousand lights
danced before my eyes, but I was not stunned. [
found myself at the bottom of a declivity, an
enormoug apening in tho earth, like a huge cavern,
beforoc me I knew not what it was—1I had not
sufficient sense left to think—it looked like o
shelter. I dragged myself along into its deptbs,
until I fell prostrate in a swoon.

1 know not bow long I remained insensible. I
swoke with o scnsation of the most parching
thirst; my mouth and throat felt as though they
had been goethed with hot fron. This fecling was
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