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LIST OF NEW BOOKS,

Gazetteer of the World. Revised edition, 1866. Just
published.  Lippincott’s Complete FPronouncin,
Gazetteer, or Geographical Dictionary of the World,
Edited by J. Thomas, M.D., and T. Baldwin, assisted

by several others. One thick 8vo. 2317 pages. R.
orthington, Montreal.

Marray. The History of Usury from the earliest period
to the present time, togethér with a brief statement
of several principles concerning the conflict of the
laws in different States and Countries, &c., &c. B

- B. C. Murray, 8vo. $150. R. Worthington,
Great St. James Street, Montreal.

On Cholera. A new Treatise on Asiatic Cholera. By
F. A. Burrall, M.D. 16mo. Price $120. R. Worth-
ington, Montreal.

Hubback, May and December: A Tale of Wedded
Life. By Mrs. Hubback. Author of *“ The Wity's
Sister: or the Forbidden Marriage,” &c., &c. R.

orthington, 80 Great-St. James Street, Montreal,

Diarrhaea and Cholera : Their Origin, Proximate Cause
and Cure. By John Chapman, M.D., M.R.C.P.]
M.R.C.8. Reprinted, with additions, from the * Me
dical Times and Gazette” of July 29th, 1865, Price

cents. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Annandale. The Malformations, Diseases and Injuries
of the Fingers and Toes, and their Surgical Treat~
ment, B{ 'homas Annandale, ¥.R.C.S., Edin, &c.,

T &c. R, Vorthington, Montreal,
burston. Mosnics of Jluman Life. By Elizabeth A.
Thurston.  R. Worthington, Montreal.

Plumer, Jehovah Jireh; A Treatise on Providence.
B‘y William 8. Plumer, D.D., L.LD. $1 2. K.
W orthington, Montreal.

“ I would assert cternal Providence
And justify the ways of God to men.”

The Story of Gisli, tho Outlaw, from the Tcelandic.
By George Webbe Dasent, D.C.L., with Illustrations.
a{al‘hs. St. John Mildmay. R, Worthington, Mon-
H istoryofthe late Province of Lower Canada, g’arlia-
entary‘and Political, from the commencement to the

close of its existence as a eegamte Province, by the late
oObert Christie, Esq., M. P. P., with lllustrations of

Quebec and Montreal. As there are only about 100

Copies of this valuable History on hand, it will soon be

a scarce book—the publisher has sold more than 400

gopies in the United States. Insix volumes. Cloth

binding, $6,00; in half calf extra, $9.00.

Artemus Ward. “ His Book,” with 19 comic illustra-
tions. By Mullen. Reprinted from the American
copyright edition. 1'ublished by R. Worthington,

Great St. James Street, Montreal. Price 25 cents,
liberal discount to the Trade.

Artemus Ward.  + His Travels,” with 13 comic illus-
tl)‘il_tlons. By Mullen. Uniform with * His Book.”
Price 50 cents. R. Worthington, Montreal.

“ Harp of Canaan.” By the Rev. J. Douglas Borth-
wick. $100. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Principles of Education, drawn from Nature and
Revelation, and applied to Female Education in the
Upper Classes. By the author of « Amy Herbert
?l!‘leal other Stories,’” &c., &c. R. Worthington, Mon-

Household Recipes, or Domestic Cookery, by & Mon.
treal Lady. Price 25c. R. Worthington, Montreal.
Mill. The Positive Philosophy of Auguste Comte, b
gan Stuart Mill, in onc 12mo. vol. uniform with
tns lnqmrgvmto the Philosophy of Sir Wm. Hamil-
on. R, orthington, 30 Great St. James Street,
Montreal,
War of the Rebellion, or Scylla and Charybdis, con*
Sisting of observations upon the causes, course and
.g(t)::ecqueli‘ces Io{f the Iéaui Ci&"ﬂ Warin the United
8. y Ienr . Foo i it. .
Worthington, Mon{real. ».With portrait. It
Across the Continent. A Summop’
Rocky Mountains, tho Mormons, and the Pacitic
hyta.tes, with speaker Colfax, By Samuel Bowles.
Colourcd maps. R. Worthington, Montreal.

The Pilgrim’s Wallet, or Scraps of Travel gathered in
England, France, and Germany. By Gilbert Haven,
S mo. New York : Hurdand Houghton. Montreal -
- Worthington.

he Ficld and Garden Vegetables of America, con-
Aining fyj| descriptions of nearly eleven hundred
2Pccles and varieties; with directions for propoga-
];0'1, culture, and use. lllustrated. By Fearing
Tili it A new edition on toned paper. Boston:

ilton & Co.” K. Worthington, Montreal.
o Art of Confectionary, with various methods of
g;:zetl;‘fmlrlx fruits and juices, &c. &c. A new cdition
u i S ing-
o, Montie’;'ifnmd ou toned paper. R. Worthing

The Adventures of B :

A ur aron Munchausen. A new and
revised cdition, with gn Inltlroduction by T. Teign-
Jouth Shore, M.A.  Ilustraeq by Gustave Doré,
Une 4to vol.” London ; Cassells ; Montreal: k.

A Vorthington, Great St. Jamer Street
r 08 f . ) . y N
lﬁon}; reoali .Apnl Trice 16 cents, R, ‘Worthington,

8 Journey to the

Good Words for A ril. Price12 i
B, Moptreor P }cenh_a. R. Worthing-

Uday Magazine for April. Price 1
“'hmglona,gMontreal. P b cents. R. Wor-

g{ge;sb sent daily to the United States,
Canage Ove prices include postage to any part of
R. WORTHINGTON,
Wholesale and Retail Album Depot.
80 Great St. James Street, MONTREAL.

THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY MRS. 0. L. BALFOUR.
Continued from page 165.

CHAPTER LIV. NIGHT WATCHES.

“ The owlet hoots near the crumiblings walls,
The dank dew from the yew-treo falls,
The quiet graves lie heaped around ;
Ol that I'lay beneath the ground!” .

Perplexed, if not convinced, Ruth heaved a
weary sigh, and, resting against an old tombstone,
let her companion talk on. Burke grew more
and more plausible as he continued to dwell
alternately on threats, and on expediency. The
faint glimmer of the light of truth that had shone
for o moment into Ruth’s darkened soul, was
obscured by his words. She felt the weight of
her guilty burden, yet ceased to think resolutely
of laying it down. She must bear it till the end.
With an envious eye she looked on the quiet
mounds around her, and longed for her lowly
bed ; yet, somehow, she wanted to repent ; she
shrank appalled from the scaffold and the gaol ;
she had the memory of a far-off childhood that
had been consecrated by a dying mother’s
prayers. Some vague bewildered hope had
dwelt like a dim ray in the gloomy solitudes of
her soul, that she might meet that mother again.
“ How ?” was a dreary question she had never
carefully paused to answer, though the words
heard to-day, ¢ Make a clean breast,” seemed the
rightresponse. Then there was the dread of in-
juring the lovely and innocent Gertrude, whose
sweetness of disposition had penetrated even
that hard heart, and won it to tenderness. Alto-
gether, when she at length left Burke, she was
as much his bond-slave as ever, carrying a
weight of misery in her spirit that was fast
becoming too heavy to bear. Unable to eat any
food, or to rest, she walked about, scarcely
knowing where, until, late in the afternoon,
weary, tearless, chilled, she returned by the
train, and caught a van for market people that
went from the station to the Chace.

Considering how she had been agitated during
the day, it was not wonderful that the shock of
the evening brought on the severe attack, which,
as we have secn, rendered her insensible, and
hurled her to the brink of the grave,

Nor must it be supposed that Burke was easy
in his mind. He dreaded the mood to which the
death of the man in the infirmary, wlio was indeed
her husband, had reduced Ruth. He had schemed
to prevent her sceing him at all, fearing that he
might entreat her to confess all. Indeed Burke
had destroyed the few almost-illegible scrawls
given him for ler by the dying man. While
Burke congratulated himself that no actual com-
munication had taken place, he felt as if Ruth's
remorse was as a spark that would fire the mine
under his feet., He complimented himself that
he had behaved magnanimously to Miss Aust-
wicke, in that he had by no means obtained from
her the amount of money that some ruffians
would have cxacted. He knew enough of
crooked ways and evil-doers to know that parti-
cipation in a guilty secret was often a source of
largo gain to rapacious scoundrels. He was
not, after all, he argued, so bad ags others—nay,
rather a respectable, considerdte sort of man,
for he had been moderate in his demands. The
fact being, that he knew tolerably well how
much he could obtain, without driving Miss
Austwicke to desperate means.

He had haunted the docks in London, and the
ports of different parts of the kingdom, while he
was able to carry his pack, in search of the lost
youth. And though he had not told Miss Aust-
wicke the lad was wholly out of his reach, he
had said he was gone abroad, and drawn sums
of money on his account, which served to gwell
his private hoard. He now turned over in his
mind whether it would not be better to make
one great effort at qbtaining a final sum of good
amount, and take himself off to Australia, The
boy seemed got rid of altogether, The gecret in
his possession was surely worth a costly sum.
If, indeed, Burke could have found the lad, after
he had exhausted Miss Austwicke's resources,
he might have traded in reinstating him in his
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rights as heir of Austwicke; but that seemed
now hopeless, Fate worked against him. A
youth of fifteen or sixteen when lost, would so
alter in a fow years as not to be recognised,
especially by one who had but & casual know-
ledge of his features and manner.

These cogitations occupied him as he lingered
at Winchester to superinted the funeral, which
was to take place on Monday. Early on that
morning there came to him a letter from Miss
Austwicke, enclosing a cheque, and saying that,
‘“as the young person's (Miss Grant's) term of
articles was now up, and Miss Austwicke had
understood she was for the future to be employed
in teaching, Miss A. supposed all had been done
that was required, and, therefore, would Mr.
Burke state wlat final expenses there were ?”

The word final was underlined, and he leered
as be repeated it, adding—

“ Not yet—not quite final, my good, honour-
able madam. You've not done with Sandy
Burke quite, I must let you know what I know,
and you know. The marriage ! Miss Austwicke
~—you'll buy the marriage-lines of me, doubtless,
for a nice little sum.” He rubbed his hard hands
and chuckled as he spoke, adding, « True, the
heir—fiery fool of a boy that he was—ig lost;
and Miss Mysie has been reared bravely, consij-
dering she's but a soldier's bairn. It's an ill
wind blows nobody good. It was quite as well
that my wife took the bit lassic on board ship
from ber dying mother, aud so mect Johnaton
with two bairns. They matched for twing capi-
tally, better than the real pair, and enabled me
to get the money for two, aye and pay for two.
He was squeamish, John Johnston was, he'd
never had the skill to work the matter as I have.
Well, anyhow, the lassies both ha'e profited
right weel. Nay, but for Mysic, the lad’s kicking
over the traces would a thrown the whole con.
cern out o’ gear.” He paused and re-read the
letter. Then said, “ Well, that idiot got home
all-right. She looked to me deadly ill; but nae
doubt that's over now. I suppose I must e'en go
over there, and watch a bit for her, or the leddy.
I hate going there, for I'm obliged to skulk ; not
but old Gubbins is infirm, and Mrs. Martin
seldom leaves the Hall. She'll be waitin’ in the
kirk-yard.”

Accordingly on that night, the funeral of the
man, whom Burke called Thomas Smith, being
‘over at four o’clock, Old Leathery went his way
to the Chace, taking the rail part of the way,
and walking the seven miles in the dusk of the
gathering night. He avoided the village, and
about ten o'clock entered the churchyard to wait
for Rutl’s coming—as Miss Austwicke had be-
fore so employed her, believing that Ruth could
neither read nor write, and felt safe in her stoljd
stupidity. We need not say that he waited in
vain, He crouched down under the shelter of a
vault until he was chilled to the bone. Then he
walked about until the clock struck twelve.
Every light that he could see was out in the
Hall, save one that faintly glimmered through
the chinks of the blind in Miss Austwicke's
drawing-room. Burke tried the private gate be-
tween the churchyard and the shrubbery, It
was locked. Evidently no one wags coming to
him that night. The air grew chilly, and a
drizzling rain began to fall.  He 'tried to
clamber over the gale, and succeeded. Sud-
denly, the hoarse barking of a watch-dog,
followed by a chorus of other barks, woke the
slumbering cchoes. He saw a window opened
quietly.  Afraid almost to move, lest the dogs
might be unchained, he kept in the shadow. A
tall form wrapped in a long cloak emerged from
the window, crossed the lawn with gliding step,
and came into the shrubbery towards the gate,
He knew it was Miss Austwicke, and creeping
along he drew near enough to touch her mantle,
She looked down with a start and shudder, asat
some noisome animal. His dry voice croaked
out, in a whisper—‘Don’t fear, madam.”

“Go,” she said; *“ Go at once. My servant is
ill—I fear dying. Write; don't come——on any
account.” :

A horse’s hoofs sounded on the gravel near,
and the lady shrank behind the bole of & large
tree. It was the doctor come, before he retired

for the night, to seo what chapge had been



