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E-PISODE IN THE O'BRIEN CASE.
(Every effort was made to force O'Brien ta wear the prison

clothes, but in vain.-Daiy ýa>per.)
Turnkey of Cork Jail to Wanlen-There, sor, he can't help hlm-

self now, but be the powei s av Mail Kelly, how are we to get the
lbfousers an him ?

CLAUDE COURSOL.
THE GREAT CANADIAN NOVEL, BY A HAGGARD WRITER,

AUTHOR 0F IIE-SHE-IT, AND OTHER TALES.

CHAPTER IX.
A TANGLED SKEIN.

CLAUDE and bis darling she-fiend enjoyed sweet con-
verse, by telegraphing by nîeans of taps on the walls of
their celis. That was the long and the short of it. Maud
and Dynamitard followed suite, on the other side. Io
these delicate conversations. it was arranged that the
Dynamitard should set up a min iature factory in bis watch
case, and niake explosives to blow iap the locks and give
hlm and bis love liberty. This was considered a most
secret place, as a ivatch bas a habit of holding its hands
before its face, and concealing ahl its inovements. So the
factory was set up and enough dynamite manufactured
to blow up the whole city. Puif, bang, it went. Off flew
the doors of ail the celîs in the ward, and ahl the guards
and turnkeys were knocked insensible.

The prisoners trying to escape in disguise, the inen
with rnasks and the womnen with vetled faces, got somne-
what ruixed. But loving synipathy cao neyer be mis-
taken, and Claude and his ilew inanorata, Maud and the
Dynamitard, wandered out hand-in-hand loto the ail-
favorlng night. At least so they thought.

CHAPTER X.

ESCAPED.

How they got there is a mystery 11! IlWhere? " do
you ask, gentle and intelligent reader? To Fort Niagara.

This is how it happened to one pair: Proceeding along
King street they feli, in the darkness, through a bole, and
found theniselves in the main sewer. There was a tor-

-pedo boat passing, and tbey took passage in it, by holding
on to the rudder. Claude sang:

I would my love would silently
Flow like the silver stream, etc., etc.,

or words to that effect. It cheered the way. I-is con-
panion wept. But they both thought it sweet. Too, too
utterly intense for anything.

The Dynamitard and his companion were wandering
hopelessly in Queen's Park, when he conceived the bril-
liant idea of charging the Russian guns, flot like the six
hundred at Balaclava, but with a powerful explosive. He
applied a match. The shock was treniendous. Neither
of themn knew anythiog tili they feit theniselves rushing
through the air and falling gently to miother earth, on the
other side of the lake, about 500 yards from Claude and
his companion, but concealed by a blade of grass and two
pebbles.

CHAPTER XI.

THE IJENOUEMENT.

No good ever cornes of concealment, and these four
innocents, like the Babes in the WVood and Paul and
Virginia, were guilelessly being led into trouble, by one
mistake. They wore disguises. Claude bust up on this
thing and said-no, entreated :-Il Lift, with thy shapeful
hand of Parian white, the envious veil which shrouds thy
charnis, my own sweet love, and let me gaze upon thy
divine phiz." She lifted. At the saine tinie he removed
bis mask. Wbat a tragedyl They had got mixed.
They were Claude and Maud, and they forthwith set
to work tearing each other's hair and plucking each
other's eyes out. The Dynamitard and the she-fiend,
five hundred yards awny, were engaged in the sanie
pastime. Soon, only the two men were left. The
women bail gracefully perisbed. Then Claude and
the Dynarnitard engaged in a t'riendly duel. They held
tlieir pistols to each other's heads and blazed away. After
that fia one remained. Heroes and heroines, the fair,
the brave, the innocent had vanisbed like postage stamps.
Thus, kind reader, ends this clatisic tale, which, for grace,
pathos, drarnatic incident, and local cololing, lias neyer
been equalled and neyer can be equalled ini thîs or
any other cauntry. Thus is fulfilled the prediction that the
great American novel would corne fromn the north.

[THE END.]

IlHEART AND SCIENCE."
"Papa,") said Ethel, IlI (Io flot think you are just ta Mr. Sophto.

miore ; I was walking with him last night. I-lis head is full of
ideas." Il es, yes," said the prafessor, and went on reading the
proof af his lecture on " Microscopie Thougbt," II we connut real-
ize thc infinite littieness of the choiera bacteria, when we knaw
that 30,0S0,000,000 Of theni vccupy a space noa larger than a pin's
hcad.' Ves. yes ; as yau say, be bas a great many ideas ; but they
are "---gaes an reading proof. -Birette.


