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BENITTING.

Knitting gaily in the sunshine,
Whilo the fragrant roses blow,
And tha Hight wind stirg the petals
TH they fall ke Hakor of xnow ;
Langhing glaaly, glanetng shiyly,
At the lover by her wida---
Sagey dhinples, coy confeasions,
A tha waiden's love and pride;
Weaving in with skfiful fingers
OYs Hah fancles, pure desires,
While the brightnens of the future
Flasheathroueh the Iwinkiing wires:
And a young heart’s fond nmbftions,
Tewder hopes and gotden dreams,
Deapesas the sunlaht docpens,
With its thousund darts and gleams,

Ruitituy silent to the shatows,
With & droeping, weary head,

Gazing ont into the twilluht,
Whenes the s and Haht have fled

Movhing necveless, lamenid fingers,
Striving to be bright {n vain,

Al to still the hoart's wild Hutter,
Throbbing tu its mighty pain;

Warking throush the aitky texture
Alla woman’s shgatsbed fears,

Looking ont on past and futnre
Througli s st of burning tears.

Knttting patient in the twilight,
Quted bearing wll her woe,

Wihile the roses shind thoir petals
Ten frayrant ammmer snow,

Knittine tiercely, tu the angulsh
Of o buruing, NDery strife
Or yaletly i the sunitght
Of a calm henrt's happy life
Knitting heavily anid sinwly,
Tre difets fant fitful Lonrs
oy sktifaily and gayly,
Ay the suarmer flawers,
Weaving in n glorious fatare,
Ve aeonlw dunib aching patn,
With the mewmary of pleasiares
That will nevercome agaln,

Thos w woman's HI is bounded
By the homtle datly task,
Meckiy taking ap her bueden,
Pausing not o sirive ar ask,
Al how many hearte hesida us,
Ware we not &o worlidiy wise,
Wizht we wee in gentie pioments,
Jooking gut from wisthal eyes;
Aired how often, did we lvten,
Neathoa gay and lnughing tone,
fantd we hear the bitter vearnming
Of a stringg besart'a restiess woan ¢

THE MISERERE.

LEGEND, FROM THE
BECQUER.

A SPANISH FRENCH oF G,
A short tme ago 1 left the city of Seville ta
vistt the celebrated monastery of Caserta. |
wis teaeding in the old Hbrary, when my atten.
tion was drawn to a number of sheets of musie
teet Jay inoa corner of the room.  Evidently
the M3, was excerdingly old, Tor it was covercd
with dust and diseolored apd worn by the
etferts of dampness.  On looking st it [ dis
eevered iU was a Missrere, T oam prosionately
tond of waste, and, therefore, [ examined the
prges with great eave. What especially struck
neewas the last page and the Latiu word Finiv
wr tien thervon, althongh the Miserere was not
tuished, My curiosity was still nore excited
troom the strungoe foet that the Italian words
whirh are always used to deseribe the waouer in
which a plese onght to be playved, such ax
it stinginy dileqro, forte, ritardands, ete., were
not to be fouud, but in their stead strange an-
notations were  placed, reading tlus: " The
Vastnes rattied |7 40 ories of distress seemed to come
aut of the air'" * the strings shricked withont
diseord 2 7 Chrass trumpets sonnded without
Aeatening me " the instruments all !'1‘.(_\‘%1
withent  confounding  each other ;" was |
humanity weeping.” And siringer stil} were
the toltowing haes: ¢ The specties were bones
vovercd  with flesh-—terrible flanes —the har-
muony of heaven—strength and sweetuess”

CWhat duies this mean 17 1 asked asmall old

iy wiio was sccompanying me, as [ finished
reading the Hues which had evideutly teen
wiitten by amadman, - The old man then told
mie the follpwing story

Manuy veurs ago, on a dark and rainy night, o

pilerim came tothe doors of this monastery,
nsking to be allowed 1o dry his clothes by the
fire and far a pieee of bread to atill his hunuer,
and sume place of shelter. where he might swait
the down aed then vontinne his way, A monk
wave Lis poor bed and modest repast 1o the -
veiter, amst then asked him whither he was
Bound and whe he was,

<1 au o masiclan,” replid the pilgrim. ¢ ]
was bote i from here and "1 have enjoyed a
grent renvwn Doy vouth 1 made of my art
a powerfnl arm of tuscination it gave hirth to
passions whivh linally led me to crime. T uwow
wish, in my obl age, to conseerate to gaod
things the talents 1 have hitherto used for evil,
and thus obiain pardon.”

The wonk, having  his curiosity exeited,
aske i him several questions, and the musieian
continned thns:

] wept in the hottom of ‘my heart over the
erime | had committed. 1 eould find no words
worthy to < xpress my repentance of in which t»
im;ﬂn;'u tid's nierey. when one day, as 1 was
turiing over o hinly boak, oy eyes were hebsd
by that sublime ¢y of contrition-—the psalm of
David  beginuing Mesorers el Dews, From
that wament nvosole thisnght was to discovera
msiend sompasitivn which 1 desired shonhd be
wr magnificent il sablime thar it alone. would
Be uble rightly to interpret the grand aud
raajestic by the sorrow of the prophet k-p-‘.:.

T have not been - able ta compose L yet, 1‘"!“‘\" 1
ever stieeeed i oxpressing the feelingsy frmy
Feart, the ideas that consume iy brain, Lodm
aure | owill write so. marvelloud w Misrrere, so
heartbreaking o wriet that its like: has never
boen heard xiuee the world began, and that the
arehnugels will ery awith me, their eves filled
with tears, * Have morvey onome, my Ciond, have
merey on me ;

The |-ilp,ri|nf, reninad  thoughtful for sone
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have never yet heard o Miscrere capable of in-

rere of the mountain.”

with wn air of wystery, ““that is only heard by
shepherds who wander day and night over the
mwanntainy and vadleys with their

seen the tuins of o manastery that was very
colebritmd
seignear disinberites] his son on account of his
<

was as wicked as the arch-fiend, if, imdeed, he
in the haods uf wonks, and bis castle trans-

bead of s troop of bandits,
day night, ot the very bour when the monks

RIS

tinued- his story. The old man and two or
three shepherds belonging to the monks' farm
listened silently, gathered around the fire-light,

CAfter having travelled,” continued he,
“ through Germany and [taly and n great part
of this eountry of classienl religions musice, |

sparing me, nnd | o almost sure that | have
heard all that exists,”

CANT inmterrapted a shepherd ;) ¢ that i
bitposaible, for vou have never heard the Mise

P Miscrere of the mountain,” exelaimed
the astonished musician,  ** What is that ?°

“The Miserars,” comtinued  the shepherd,

flocks anid
which has a history as frus as it is astonishing.
At the extramity of this valley, whaose horizon
» . ¥
is bound by 4 chain of mountains, may still be
many  lonwe years ago. A greal
sritntes, and had the editice butle from the pro-
ceedanf the sale of his lands,  The son, whn

was not the demon himself, seeng his Tortune
formd into o churh,

Maced himself at the
One Holy Thurs-

were clistving the Wesercre, the bandits pene.
trated it the churel, pilaged the monastery
awd set it on fire. The monks were all massa-
ered o thrown fiom the voeky heizht.  After
this horrible exploit the bandits disappeured.
The ruins of the church still exist in the hollow
of the rock wheve the waterfall has its source,
which, falling from reck to rock, finally forms
the litthe river that runs beneath the walls of
this monastery,”

“Bat tell me about the Misorers,”
vupted the impatient musician,

“Listen, 1 owill seon have finished,” the
shepliend said, and Le continued thus: “The
erinie territied wll the peoaple ahout, they re-
peated the tude of the tragedy, which hag coma
down 1o us by tradition. OLl men tell the
stary over in the long winter nights, But what
preserves its osouvenic mere vividly, i that
every vear o the night of the anniversary of
the crime, Tights are seen glimering through
the broken wisdows of the chareh ; and a
strange sort of mysterions musie is heared, like
ireadful funeral vhants mingled with the wind's
maaning.  Noodonht it is the nassaered monks
come from purzatery to implore Divine merey,
and they sing e Wiserere,”

* Daes this micele still ocenr 77 asked the
travellor.

Y s, will besin without  the slightest
disbt fu thees hours from now, for this is Holy
Tuurst v nighr, and 8 o'clock has just struck
on the monastery ook,

 How Far away are the ruins 77

An hene and a half oot here. - But what
are vou abant 7 Whereoare you going on sach
a night as thix?” eried they ally secing the pil-
wrim rise, take his st and go towards the
Jdaar,

“ Whers am | oseing? To hear this myster:
jars and aarvellons musie, the oreand, the true

- those wha return to saith after
B Rnow whishidt bs to die in sin”
Say he disappearsd) to the great
suppaise of the miank amd shepherds.
The wind howled and shook the  doors, as
though o s~trong band was teving ¢ wreneh
them fron their hinges. The sae a1 in tor-
rerits, beating against e windows, and from
time to e aostreak of lightning Huminated
the sdavkness.  The first monent of surprise
passed, the wonks exelaimed ¢ He o js wmad ¢
©He da surely mad ! echacd  the shephernds,
Jrawing nearer to the five.
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After walking an hoste or twe, the mysterious
pilurim, following the rviver's course, reached
the apot where « the imposing and sombre
ruins of themenastery, The rain had eeased,
clouds oated over the hoeavens, amd athwart
their binken vutlines a fugitive ray of pale and
trembling light shone @ the wind beating against
massive pillars, woaned sadly as it Jost itself in
the desevted elaistars. However, nothing super-
human oy unnatural troubled the mind of him,
whe haviug lnin many a night for shelter in the
ruins of some deserted tower or solitary eastle,
was familiar with sneh sounds. Drops of water
filtering throngh the erevices of the arches, fell
on the large squnre stones heneath, sounding like
the ticking of a clock.  An owl that had taken
refuge inou dilopidated niche, began to hont,
and vepiiles, whom the tempest had awakened
fram their tong Jethorgy, thrust their hideous
Jeads oat from the rocks, or ghided amid the
stunted shrabs that grew at the foot of the altar,
aml disappenred inthe broken tombs. The pil-
arim Hstenmd to atl the mysterious and strage
winrirs of the selitndeand of night, and seated
on the mutilated statae of a tomb, awaited with
foverishnuxicty for the hourof mystery to arrive.

Tume sped ou and he heard nothing save the
contnsed and mingled mnrmes of the night,
ahich repenitial themselves, thongh ina ditferent
manner, from minute ta minute,

Savd Tomade aomistake 37 the muasician
askead himself.  Buat just then he heatd a now
naige, aninexplicable one for the place, 1t was
like that which a lnrge elock makes a fow secomds
Bietore 11 strik-s the hour—a noise of wheels tur.
ning, #f ropes lenghtoning, of 8 niehine begin-

g\

moments, then theaving o profound sigh, -con-

ning to wark slowly. A bell rang once, twiee,

|
|
\,

thrice, and there was neither n bell, nor clock,
nor even a helfry in the rnined church.  The
last stroke of the bell, whose echoes grew fain.
ter and fainter, had not died away, its ultimate
vibirations conld stilf be heard, when the granite
dais, covered with carvings, the marble steps of
the altar; the senlptured stones, the black col-
umns, the walls, ‘the wreath of trefoil on the
cornices, the pavement, the arches, the entire
shureh  was suddenly illuminated withont a
torch or lnmp being visible to produce the strange
light.  Everything became animated, but with
a sudden movement, like the muscular contrae-
tions which electricity applied to a dead
bady produces—movements which imitate life,
but which are far more horrible than the still-
ness of a corpse,  Stones joined themselves to
other stones ; the altars arose intact from their
broken fragme ts strewn around, and at the
same time the demolished chapels and the im-
uiense number of arches interlaced themselves,
forming with their columng a veritable fabyrinth.

The chureh being reconstructed, a distant
harmony which might have been taken for the
maaning of the wind was heard, but it was in
reality @« mingling of distant voices, solemnn and
sad, that seemed to rise from the hosam of the
earth, and which became more and more distinet
fittle by little.

The couragenns pilgrim bregan to be alarmed,
but his fanaticism for the mysterious warred
agaiust his fear.  Bucoming more caln, he rose
from the tomb en which he hal been resting
and ieaned over the eldge of the aby whenee
the torrent leaping from rock to rock fell at
length with a noise of continuons and dreadful
thunder,  The pilgrim’s hair stoad on end with
horror. * 7 * He saw the skeb-tons of
the niouks half enveloped in the toru frugments
of their gowans, Under the folds of their cowls
the dark cavities of the orbits in their sknlls
contrasted with their fleshiless jows and their
white teeth. The skeletons clambered with
the aid of their long white hands up to the
fissures of the roeks, 11l they reached the sum-
mit of the precipice, murmuring the while in a
low and sepui:firal voice. but with an expres-
sion of heart-rending grief, the first verse of
David’s psadm 5

-

Miserire mei Prus recundwin magnam misericordiam
Lucren,

Have merey on me, my God, aecording to Thy great
uerey,

When the music reached the peristyle of the
chareh they formed themselves iuto procession
aud knelt in the choir, continuing in 2 lowder
and more solemn vaiee to chant the sueceeding
verses of the psalm.  Musie scemed to re.echo
the rhythi of their voices, 1t was the distant
rumble of thunder as it passed away ; the voice
of the night-wind that moaned in the hollows

of the mountains ; the mouutonous sound of
the caseade falling on the rocks; and the droep
of filtering water, the hoot of the hidden owi
and the coiling and uncoiling of the noisome
All this produced the strange nusic,

reptiles.
and something more besides, which one vonle

which s2emed like the echo of a whirlwind

psabmist king, with
tremendous as its wonlds.

The cercmony  continned. - The
who was witnessing it believed in his terre
that he had been traunsported far from this rea

all thing
A terribds shock aroused bim from the stupo

af a lethargy, which had possessed atl the facul

ties of his aninsd.

agitat=d, his tecth chattered and he shiverec

with coll in the marraw of his boges.

rere

In Sndquitafihus conceptus: su
mater men.

I was eonceived in iniquity and in #in did my mother
coneeive me.,

When the echoes of this verse had resounded
from archway to veeiling, = tremendons ery
barst forth, a ery: that seemed torn from entire
humanity in the consciousness of its erimes —a
hweart-breaking ery, composed of all the lamen-
tations of distress: all the groans of despair,
all the blasphemies of impiety ;' the monstrous
ery of those who lve in sin and were coneeived
in iniquity. .
The echant continued,  Sometimes” sad and
déep, sometimes like a ray of sunlight piercing
the solemn darkness of - the storm. The charch
by a sudden transformation became illumined
with a celestial light,
tons clothed themselves again with. flesh.
lnminous  aureole shone around their brows,

spreadd out betore the eves of the jnst,
heavenly hicrarchy, sang this verse in a hyou

w wave of harmony —-like « gigantic spiral o

SONOTOUS iNcense o

Auditus mei dabis gaudium et latitiam et exultabunt ossd
humiliata.

Thou shalt make me hear of jor and gladness; and’ th
bunes thnt were humbled shatl rejoies,

The shining light saddenty Blinded the eye
of the unhappy martal. )
violently, ~His ears mug and be fell liko on
strnek down by lightuning.

The next duy

not explain or even language, a something

thar accompanied the repentant hymn of the
notes and harmonies as

musician
woarld inte that fantastic one of dreams, where
=5 have strange and phenomenal forms.
His -nerves were strongly
The

monks chanted jnat at the moment, iu s thao-
dering voice, these terrible words of the Mise-

m.el 'n peeratis conceprt me

The bones.ol the skele-
A
The enpola of the church was rent asunder,
and heaven appearsd like an ocean. of light
Then
the seraphs, the angelsand archangels; il the

af glory, which arose to the Lont’s throne like

His temples throbbed

at sunrise, the mouks of this
monastery received the mysterions  stranger.

who came pale, trembling ‘and with haggard
eyes.

gt And the Miserere, did you hear it 1 an old
monk asked, smiling irovically.

“ Yes,”" replied the musician.

* How did you like it ¥’ s

I am going to write it. Give me,” said he,
addressing the superior, *‘shelter and bread for
a few months, and I will leave you an iinmortal
chef d'wuvre of my art—a Miserere that will
¢fface my crimes before God's eyes, and which
will render my name a .id that of the monastery
immortal.””
The superior, thinking him mad, consented,
and the musician was installed in acell and
hegan his task.
He worked day and night with an extraor-
dinary anxiety. He would stop sometimes as
though he were listening to sounds coming
from invisible objects. His eyes would dilate

"

and he would ery out: “Thatis it * * ' *
thus * * = * no longer any doubt * *
»

this, this is well ;" and he would enntinue
writing musical notes with a feverish rapidity.
He wrote the firt verses and the following
ones, but when he came to the last verse he had
heard he could zo no further. He wrote for
twn, three, perhaps a hundred minntes : but all
wus nseless,  He could not repeat the marvel-
lous heavenly music ; and so sleep flecd from his
eyes, he lost all appetite, fever took possession
of his brain an: he hecame mad.

At fast he expired without Deing able to finish
the Miszrers, which the monks kept after his
death, and which still exists in the archives of
tlie monastery, as yvou have seen to-day.

LITERARY.

Tur historian, Francis Parkman, is on his
wiy to Cape Breton to study the Louisbuig
ruins. He is gathering materials for a life of
Montealm.

M. RExax, the author, ig not remarkable in
appearance, exeept that he has a kind, g:mial
smile, britliant and sharp eyes, and an unaifrcred
eourtesy.

A Russ1ax physician, M. Malarevsky, struck
by the prevalence of shortsightedness amang
literary men, proposes that books should be
printed in white ink on blick paper, aad he
has made experiments with 50 persons, which
tend to confirm his view,

BonrkrT Braxs, grandson of the poet Burns,
died in Moorhead’s Hospital, Dumfries, recently.
He resembled the poet in fuee and fimure, and,
curiously enough, was married to a Mary Cunp-
hell, the name of the poet’s ©* Highland Mary.”
For many years he taught an humble school in
Dumfries, and in the latter portion of his life
was in the most straitenw} circumstaness.

Wiraex Longfellow visited Quesn Vietoria at
Windsor Castle, the servants eyowded on the
stairways and in the lolibies to geta view of
him.  Oun the Quesn asking them, next day,
why this compliment was pud to the poet, she
was told that they used to'iisten to Prines Al-
bert reading *¢ Evangeline’” to the children, and

i
]
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knowing the lines nearly by heart, thev longed
to see the man who wrote them. The Queen is
fond of telling this storv.

b

ROUND THE DOMINION.

1x point of paid-up capital and reserve fand
the Bank of Montreal is the third largest bank
in the world.

Mu. Forn, of the Canadian Geolagical Sur-
vey, is in Windser, N.8.,, prospecting lime-
stone quarries, and has secured some very fine
spreimens.

A J0iNT stock company bas just been formed
at Liverpool, N.8,, to engnge in the boot, shoe
and rubber business extensively, wholesale and
retail, with & capital stock of $10,000 '

Messies.: R, H. Havy & Co., the celebrated
furniture manufacturers, have just completed s
magnificent dining-room suite for Mr. M. T.
Bass, M., of Burton.on-Trent, England,

PauTiks are nctively at work on the Galena
goll lead near Mill Village, Queen’s County,
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N.8. Tt is said a quantity of ore hus been
tested und yielded au equivalent to §12.65 per
tou. ) : . a

Tur Licutenant-Governor of  Quebec .took
possession of Spencer Woodd on the 1st Septem-
ber. Up to then he remained at the St Louis
Hotel, where he gave a series of dinners to the
members of both Houses and the press.

TuE inhabitants. of Quebec have just had ‘an
opportunity of beholling a sight which has not
been ‘seen since the conquest’ of  Canada—a
Freuch and British flagship and their attend-
ant frigates in the harbour. At the epoch of
the siege, the respective fleets were arrayed in
hostile view.  Now they meet onthe river St.
Tawrence as friends. Lo »

Tue Philadelphio Presbuterian says :—* From
Torounto to Moutreal is the most interesting
water-course on -the continent. . We hear the
beauties of our -own Hudson torever dilated
upon ; but ‘they are tame compared "to- the
decorated  Loundary line between us and our
neighbours of the Dominion.” - ‘

I'®E present evop in Ontario is said to be the
largest that has ever been reaped there, without
any exception. In most cases the yield per
acre is found to be between 80 and 40 bushels
per acre, while in other cases it is even higher.
!'An instance is given in & Hamilton paperin
- which the enormous yield of 47 bushels to the
| acre is reported,
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