
SEPTEMBER 30, 1871.

ft as well as the true men. If I had ever so
little of the same gift myself, I suppose I
could tell; but they say no one bas till lie
beieves-so they may be all humbugs for
anything I can possibly telli; or they may be
all tifuemen and yet I may fancy them all
humbugs, and can't help it."

I was quite as much astonished to hear
Charley talk in this style, as some readers
will bu doubiful wh1ether a boy could have
talked such good sense. I said nothing, and
a silence followed.

"Would you like me to read to you, then ?"
he asked.

Yes, I should; for, do you know, after all,
I don't think there's anything like the New
Testament.:

Anything like itI" lie repeated. "I
should think noti Only I wish I did know
what it all meant. I wish I could talk to my
father as I would to Jesus Christ if I saw hm.
But if I could talk to my father, he would'nt
urjderstand me. He would speak to me as if
I wure the.very scumn of the universe for dar-
ing to have a doubt of what he told me."

"IBut lie doesn't mean himself" I said.
" Well, vho told him ?"
'The Bible."
"And who told the Bible?"

God, of course."
But how an I toknow that? Ionilyknow

they say so. Do you know, Wilfrid-I don't
beiuve ny father is quite sure himself, and
that is what makes him i such a rage with
anybody who dousn't think as he does. Hu's
afraid it iiayrn't be truc after all."

I had nuver hîad a father to talk to, but I
thought somîetiîng must be. wrong when a
boy couldn't taik to his father. My uncle
was a butter father than that came to.

Another pause followed, during which
Charley searched for a chapter to fit the mood.
I will not say what chapter lie found, for,
after ail, I doubt if we had any real notion of
whdat it neant. I know, however, that there
werc words in it vhich found their way to my
conscience; and, let men of science or philo-
sophy .say what they wiilI, the rousing of a
man's con.sience is the greatest event in bis
existence.. l such a matter, the conscious-
uess of the man hiimself is the sole witness
A Chinesu ean expose mary of theabsurdities
and inconsistencies of the English; it is their
own Shakespeare who mîust bear witness to
their sins and faults, as well as their truths
and characteristics.

After this we had nany conversations about
such things, one of which I shall attempt to
report by-and-by. Of course in any such
attuipt, all that can bu done is to put the
effect into freslh conversational form. What
I have just written must at Iast bu more
ordurly that what passed between us; but the
spirit is muich the same ; and mere fact is of
conscquence only as it affects truth.

CHAPTER XX.

A DREAt.

Tua best inniediate result of my illuess
was, that I learned to love Charley Osborne
more dearly. We renewed an affection re-
sembling from afar that of Shakesperu for his
namelusa friend; we anticipated that inform-
ing Il Iemoriam. Lest I be accused of in-
finite arrogance, let me remind my reader
that the sun is refltected in a dewdrop as in
the ocean.

One night I hiad a strange dreain, which is
perhaps worth telling for the involution of
its conscioutsness.

I thought I was awake in mny bed, and
Charley asleep in his. I lay looking into the
room. It began to waver and change.
The night-light enlarged and receded; and
the walls trembled and waved about. The
light had got behind them, and shone through
them.

" Charley! Charley l" I cried; for I was
frightened.

I heard him move; but before he reached
me, I was lying on a lawn, surrounded by
treus, with the moon shining thîrough them.
The next moment Charley was by my side.

"Isn't it prime?I" he said I lt's all over 1'
"What do you mean, Charley ?" I aiked.
"I mean that we're both dead now. It's nol

so very bad-is it?"
"CNonsense, Charley 11" I returned; I'm no

dead. l'n as vide alive as ever I vas. Look
here."

So saying, I sprung to .my feet, lend dre w
myself up beforu him.

tt Wlhîereis your worst pain?1" said uharley,
with a curious expression in his tone.

Hure,' I answered. " No ; it's fnot; it's in
my baek. No, it isn't. It's nowhere. I
haven't got any pain."

Charluy laughed a low laugh, which sound-
ed as sweet as strange. It was te the laughter
oif the vorld "as inooiilight is te sunlight,'
but not 'as water is to wine," for what itl ad
lost in. sound it had gained in smlile.

t Tell me now you're not dead!" ie ex-
claimed trimnphantly.

"But," I insisted, " don't yoi ouC e' U live ?
You may bu dead, for anything I know, but 1~

amn noi.-Iknow thiat."
SYou're just as dead as I amî," be said

" Look hiere "

A little wvay ofY, in an open ploL by, itself
stood a little w'hiite robe-true, h4lf nmingled~

with the moonligh Charley went up to it,
stepped on the topmost twig, and stood : the
bush did not even bend under him.

IlVery well," I answered. "You are dead,
I confess. But now, look you ere."

I vent toa red rose-bush which stood at
sone distance, blanched in-the mon, set ny
foot on the top of it, ànd made as if I would
ascond, expecting to crush it, roses and all,
to the ground. But behold!1 1 was standing
on my red rose opposite Clharley on his white.

"I told you so," he cried, across the moon-
liglit, and his voice sounded as if it canie from
the moon far away

" Oh, Charley! " I cried. "'m se frighten-
ed " l

" What are you frightened at?"
'"At you. You'ro dead, you know."

"It is a good thing, Wilfrid," ho rejoined,
in a tone of some reproach, etthat I am not
frightened at you for the sane reasoi; fort
what would happen thenI"1

"I don't know. I suppose you would go
away aid leave me alone in this ghostly
light."

Il"If I wem'frightened at you as you are at
une, we should not be able to see each other
at all. If you take courage, the light will
grow."

" Don'I leave me, Charley," I cried, and
flung myself fron my tree towards his. I
found myself floating, half reclined on the air.
We met midway each in the other's arms.

"I don It know where I am, Charley."
"That is my father's rectory."
He pointed to the house, which I had not

yet observed. It lay quite dark in the moo-
lighît, for not a windowv shono from within.

" Don't leave me, Charley."
l Leave you1 I should think not, Wilfrid.

I have been long enough without you
already. ,

"Have you been long dead, thon, Charley."1
"Not very long. Yes, a long time. But

indeed I don'l know. We don't count time as
we used to count it. I want to go and see
ny father. It is long since I saw mhi, a.ny-
how. Will you come?"

"If you think I miglt-if you wish it," I
said, for I had io great desire to sue Mr. Os-
borne. "Perhîaps ho won't care to sou me."

I Perhaps not," said Charley, with another
low silvery laugh. "Come along."

We glided over the grass. A window stood
a little open on the second floor. We foated
up, enterud, and stood by the bedside of
Charley's father. He lay in a sound sleep.

t Fathmer! father I " said Charley, whisper-
ing in his ear as lie lay--" it's all right. Ynou
need inot be troubled about me any mnore"

Mr. Osborne turned on his pillow.
" He's dreaming about us now ," said

Chîarley. e le ses us both standing by his
bed."

But tue nuxt, momuent. Mr. Osborne sat up ,
stretched out his aris towards us with the
open palmîs outwards, as if puslinmg ns away
froin hini, and cried.

I-Depart froin ie, ail evil-dcers. O Lord!
do I not hate then that hate thee?"

He followed with other yet more awful
words which I never could recall. I only re-
menber the feeling of hiorror and aumazement

- they luft behind. I turned to .Charley. He
had disappeared, and I found myself Iying in
the bed beside Mr. Osborne. I gave a great
cry of dismay-when there was Charley again
beside me, saying:

" What's the matter, Wilfrid ? Wake up.
My father's not here."

I did wake, but until I bad felt in the bed
could not satisfy miyself that Mr. Osborne was
indeed not there.

"You've been talking iin your sleep. I
uouild hardly get you vaked," said Charley,
Who stood there in his shirt."

"Oh Charley!" I cried, "IPve had such a
<ruam. 1

ciWhat iras iL, Wilfrid'"
Oh!1 I can't talk ahaut ityuc," I axswrud.

1 neyer did toll:]imin thuit dreuini; fer evun
tIenl I was eften uueasy about him-.-he ias
se sensitive. Tho affections cf my frieud
were as; hoops of.steel; bis feelings a breath
irould ripple. Oh îny Charley! if ever ive

t memot in that land se vaguehy shadowed in my.
dreani, will iyeunont kaow tht Iý loved yeni

tbeantily ivol? Shah I 1net hastexi te lay haro

sional? ,Oh.(ihàricyl when the truth las
kaown, th 1 false îill fiy asuinder as tticatmmn
leavoes 'iù thie winjd; but the trime, whatievcr.
tlin faumts,.will only draîv tegethýer the moe
tenderly thiat thoy bave sinnod agaliit each

.ter

A NaVEL CARAG.-On thec uighit cf tlîC
1 all given by the Drichoas cf Argyll at In-'

verany, owving te tuej gruat denîand for cuar-
n rages, reource iras bnd i i i nsummetea
niovel expoiont. A daughtur of Mr. Richard-
son, of LIe yacht il Selue,"and unother yoiimng,

1lady were couv(-eod ushiorc in the liiugy, Or
largeo punt, beiongimug te Lie yacht, wliieh Was

pt vddiiî~ mwng rtciî bv n

"Wu ht waids, Wfrmim ra»?" eerwe
t" yahIct tn caout Lic yetI anwered.im

I never ldid tell frim that draiim ;foee
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CHAPTER XXXIV.-Counjuied.

Order hither my saddle and valise. That
is well. The valise bas already been rum-i
maged for rebel papers, as you'd term themu;i
that is not.so well. But the old soiled packett
remains. Now it is opened, rend. On this
child's coral is your full nane, Eustace De
Lacy Lillymere, with date of birth. And this
locket, worn by Essel Bell, the girl stranger1
from Anerica, then with. you at Ogleburan
Castle in Scotland; (Lime of your mother's
absence to find your father on a battle-field.)1
This locket bears the name of Essel Bell, nowi
the Donna Eurynia, who so madly loves young
Lillymere-you, Captain. That coral andl
locket were attached to the dress of the babe1
when stolen from Essel. That babe was youj
Captain. Are you satisfied?"1

"No, I'm not satisfied."4
"Not likely you should bu. Fur, thougli

personal identity be found, the misfortune of
illegitimacy might still be yours. The mother
who gave you birth might have been "- i

"Villain1 What have yo to say of thati
mother? Weigh well the words before yon
defame her. I have seen no mother but in
dreams; but she was a pure beinîg, and now ai
saint, living or not living. Say on; say on;
you distract me."

" I meant to convey to you that though
identity be proved by things, marks, and testi-
mony of persons, the question of legitinacy
remains. Other claimants, with whom I've
been concerned withi a view to learnwhat they
allege, say you are illegitimate."

"Oh, mother1 pure being, whomn I never
saw but in dreams, this is not so. Mother,
come from the dead and tell it is not so !"

"Patience, Captain. Here is a dociumeit,
rising from the dead as it were, proving you
legitimate. I may say rising from the dead,
seeing I'm to be shot by twelve, or lynchied by
one. This is the certificate of the niarriage
of Colonel Lillymere, your father, with Editli
Ogleburn, your mnother, dated a year before
you were born, and witnessed on the day of
the marriageL by those present; of whom were
Rosa Myther, your iothier's own mnaid, now
my housekeeper. With hier owi hands Rosa
Myther titched that certificate in your
mother's hue satin corset with four thousand
pounds sterling, on the lady going abroad to
a field of war. WVithliher own hands Rosa
Myther unstitched thu nmarriago-paper and
the four thîousand pounds fron the satin
corset, founîd old and soiled in a bale of rags
at a paper-muill in Canada. Its subsequet
vicissitudes I need miot nîow relate. But Rosa
lives to identify it, and prove the marriage."

The Redbolt paced the confined space of the
tent uneasily, the Guerilla gazing on hini with
unwinkinug eye. He stopt, and confronting
the prisoier, demnanded:

" El Abra, you think to reduce aie to feeble
compliance with your designus. The magnetic
poweir whichb as served so well in the profes-
sion of magician, universal doctor, financier,
conspirator, and all the rest of your marvellous
doings is directed on me, I fuel and acknow-
ledge. But I resist the magnetic influence
which your unexpected disclosures have art-
fully prepared my sensitive nature to yield
to."

The Guerilla smiled, and continued to gaze
silently, the Redbolt again pacing in hurried,
broken steps. Smiting his own breast, he
cried:-

"No, El Abra. You'd have me dosert tis
command, escape to Canada, and se facilitate
your ulterior designs on frontier of the North-
ern States ? Do 1 judge that terrible will
aright?"

I" Yon judge trnly. That is the will of El
Abra."

" You lave broken the spell, muigician.
Spoken, when the art of deception required
silonce."

"I address your reason rather than con-
strain yeu by will of magnetic magic."

" Left to the freedomn of ny own will J re-
sent the affront to reason."

" Yet sonme whoe are highly estuemied by
you sympathize withu the South."

" Thuy maiy admire the martial spirit of
tLie South, so do I. They may by anticipation
deploru the ruined fortunes of the fallem, but
they are poor ii smagacity iho, in Canada or
in Great Britain, take side with rebellions
anywhere; least of all this rebellion in the
United States."

" Forgo thLe public policy of the question,
Captain; and reach private inturests. Don'L
you perceive iii tlhe proofs of identity and
legitimacy just disclosed that yen are withuin
a stop cf the estates and peerage of your
father's anestors? "
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What would yet have me do?"
Accept the honours and fortune lying at

your foot. Marry this charming young Ama-
zon, Miss Schoolar, yomr prisoner ; or the
older, but not less charming, Donna Essel
Bell Eurynia. Or go first to England in per-
son, acquire your riglits, then marryyes, îI'd
prefer Miss Sohoolar. But for lier superb
riding, audacious courage, vehemuent snali
hand, you'd be now lying stark and stiff,
dead.

You'd have me be traitor te the cause and
country I serve ?Betray my trust on this
farthest out-post of the army of the United
States ? "

I Why not? The cause isn't yours. The
country isn't yours."

" El Abra, conscience is mine. Houour is
mine. Retain the packet of alleged proofs
relating to Lillymere. l'n Simon Lud until
this war is over."

I Perchance you think they'll bu yours any-
way, wben I'n court-miartialed to-morrow
and shot at twelve, or, failing that, lynched
by your men at one?"

no, sir; l'Il go beg your life."
One of the Deputy-Provost-Marshials entered

lie tent. Hoe luld a written paper, and look-
ing fiercely at lie prisoner, said :

"So this.is the sanguinary rebel El Abra?
Make short work, with him. I He is te be
hung at day-break. Not te b lionoured vith
martial death, the cut-throat assassin, but
hanged. If the Provost Guard bu otherwise
engaged at that hour, this is your written in-
struction, Captain Lud. That fullow, El
Abra, is toe hlung dead, at 5 a. m."

Conversation ended suddenly. Field bat-
teries of the nation moving te new positions
in deal of the niglt ; battalions moving to
places in brigades; brigades to their divisivns
in arny corps ; ail essaying to occupy posi-
tions unsecen by the enemy, camie in collision
without intention, mingling with moving
colunns of the Insurgent losts.

They grappled in close combat, capturing
portions of each other's field trains, ambulance,
commissariat. In the unintended concussion
a few of the batteries in hands of men exas-
perated, thiundered and flashed in the dark-
ness.

At the sound both armies sprang to armis
and would have joined in common battle only
for not knowing whon they miglt slay ; man
in bite or nian in grey.

The sinaller rattling of riflry and louder re-
sounding of artillery came out of the woods
across a plain, and into other Woods to the
camp of the lRedbolts. Striking into ears of
the alert, suggestively of vigilance. Striking
on huarts of the timid ; on nerves of the sick
and uiewly wounded ; on disturbed expect-
ancy ; on distracted uncertainty ; giving pre-
monitory intimation of events about to occur,
sanguinary, terrible.

And stoutest hearts and heads, the pro-
foundest in sagacity, discerued dread events
in the inhuiman imnpetuosity of thLe miduiglt
comuiotion.

OhI sin, mother of death, in throes giving
birth to tue appalling progeny of thei morn.

Nature in travail giving birth to a mnorning
to be ever memorabte in the anniversaries of
hmeros.

Beauteous young Aierica, inheritress of
physical -and moral splendours illimitable
daughter nation niursed in liberty of thought,
at the bosoin of British Empire; illustrious
bride of accidents, in the crisis of divorce
fron an alliance with old iniquity, not of lier
choosing when accepted in the days that
were.

The echoes of the nighît combat called the
Redbolt Captain outside the tent to listen
with Tass Cass, estimating the probable dis-
tance and locality of the cannonade. Said the
Captain:

l In this emnergency, Serguant, I appoint
you lieutenant provisiionally, in place of MMr.
Hiram Orde, killed in action. If this firing
continues half an hour, or within that time
coaes iarer, sound the company? te boot and
saddle. I go te consult with the Guneral of
division On duties of urgency, if lie cin be
fouind. If I'm detained and no order arrive to
the contrary, yeu owill fall in the wliole at
four-tlirty, a.m. Tell off a fatigue party to
dig a grave for El Abra's Iody-the Gnerilla
prisoner now iwithin thiis tent. You are at
five a.m. to bang hai dead on the limb of this
troc. When he is dead decapitate the body.
His leonine head with mano and beard uncut
is to be preservcd."

After a pause the Captain contiued :
" Such the ordurs given mue. I add this of

myself 1which is to be truly done under yonr
own oye, or with your own hand, Tass Cass:
Tak luis valise with the entire contents, every
article belonging him, except the saddlu;
throw theni in the grave; bury them umnder
the body. Let nothing fudl, or bu abstracted
from the valise. A packet of diabolical charms
of magic, not to bc opeicd at peril of your
life, you are to specially sec in the grave,
unîderneath tho body ; clothes to be buried
aiso. Yîor pronotion as lieutenkant aud my
good-will may bu secured only by doing this
with scrupulous exactitude as now directed."

" All shalh be well and truly~ demne, Captain.
On the boueur of a Redbolt .1 promise."

WVhich said, the Captain and Tass Cass-a
t4ll thin grim bearded mani cf thirty freon


