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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

List of New Books suitable for Christmas and New
Year's Gifts!

Tennyson. The Illustrated Farringford Edition of
‘Fennyson's Complete Works,  §5.50.

Longfcllow’s Poetical Works, London Edition, beau-
tifudy 1lustrated with over 200 Illustrations on
wood and steel.

Book of Rubies, a collection of the most noted Love-
paems in the kuglish Language, hound in full mo-
roceo, £7.00

Pen and Pencil Pictures from the 'oets. Elaborately
Hlustrated. 4to. #300.

The British Female Poets, by Geo. W. Bethune. £2.50,

Gems of Literature, Elegant, Rare and Suggestive,
upwards of 1) Engravings. 4to. 300

Wordsworth’s Poems for the Youpg. 4to. ®1.50.

Bartlctt’s Forty Lays in the Desery, 1llustrated.

Bartleit's Footteps of our Lord, Ilustrated.

Bartlett’s NHe Boat, Hlustrated.

Maxwell's Irish Rebeliion, Iustrated.

Byron's Works, New Riverside Edition. Tn Half
Calf, Extra %1.50 per vol. R. Worthingtou, Mon-

treal.
Bible Hand Book. By the Rev. Joz. Angus, D.D.
Inlvol. ®L75. R. Worthington, Moutreal

Worthington’s New Priced Catelogue of his Stock of
Standard, Medical, Law, Seicentitie, §¢., Books which
will be sent frec on application, is now ready.

Home Heroes, Saints, and Martyrs. By 1. 8. Arthur.
CL &1.40. L. Worthington, Montreal.

What Came Afterwards. A Novel. By T. 8. Arthur.
$1.00. R. Worthington, NMontreal.

Barnum. The Humbugs of the World. Cl. §1.25.
R. Worthington, Montreal,

Bourne. Handbook of the Steam-Engine, containing.
all the Rules required for the right Coustruction and
Management of Engines of every Class, with the
cary Avithmetical Sclution of those Rules. Consti-
tuting a Key to the « Catechism of the Steant fin-
gine.””. By John Bourne, C. E.

F1.40. K. Wor-

thington, Montreal.

Sir Jaspee's Fenant. A Novel. By Miss M. E. Brad-
don.  R. Worthington, Montreal,

History of the Friedrich the Setond, ealled Frederick
the Great. By Thomas Caiyle. Vol. 5. $1.25. R
Worthington, Montreal.

Charles (Mrs.) Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta
Family. Diary of Kitty Tievylyan. Fhe Eaply Dawn.
3 vols] 16 mo. Toers.” R. Worthington, Bontreal.

Fairy Book. By Sophic May. IHlus. 60 cts. R. Wor-

thington, Montreal.
Idvlx of the King. By Alfred Tenmyson, D.C.L.,
%3.25. R. Worthington,

J'oet-Laureate. Sm. 4to.
Montreal.

Gems from 'l‘f-nn{s(m. Sm. 4to. 100 Illustrations.
£3.25. R. Worthington, Moutreal.

A Concise Dictiorary of the Bible; comprising its
Antiquitiez, Biography, Geography, and Natural
History. Edited by Wiliam Smith, Lu.D. Thick
octave, with 270 plans and wood-cuts, £5.00.

New Christmas Books; The Children’s Picture Book

Series. Written axpressly for Young People, Cloth,
Gilt Edges. Bible Picture Book, Eighty lilustra-
tions. &1 25.

Scripture I'arables and Bible Miracles. Thirty-two
Hinstrations. $1.25. .

Kaghish History. Sixty Nustrations. $1.25.

Good and Great Men. “Fifty Illustrations.  $1.25.

Useful Knowledge. Une Hundred and Thirty Figures.
#1.25.

Scripture Parables. By Rev. J. E. Clarke. Sixtcen
Tilustrations. 60cts.

Bible Miracles. By Kev. J. E. Clarke, M.A. Sixteen
Nlustrations. 60cts.

The Life of Joreph. Sixteen Tllustrations. 60cts.

Bunyan's Pilgrim’'s Progress. Sixteen Illustrations,

60cts.
Elavorately Illustrated Copy of Arabian Nights. Lon-

don Edifion. %2.
Dalziel’s Ilustrated Goldsmith, Large Quarto. 2.
With 250 1llustrations.

Bunyan's Pilgrim’s I'rogress.
Tinted Paper. ®1.25.

F:;:sriﬁr(x)gibrd Editions of Tennyson’s Works in 2 vols.

Farringford Edition Completein 1 vol. Full Gilt. 82.75.

Journal of Fugénie de Guérin  London.  $1.50.

Phe Gold Thread. By Norman McLeod, D.I). 60 cts.

Alsop. The Fables of #sop, with a Life of the Au-
thor. lustrated with 111 Engravings from Original
Designs by Herrick. Cr. 8vo. $2.35. K. Wor-
thington, Moutreal. X X

Atlantic Talex. A Collection of Stories from the
+ Atlantic Monthly.”” 12wo. %2.00. R. Worthing-
ton, Montreal. :

Saadi, The Gulistan, or Rose Garden. By Musle
Haddeen Sheik Saadi, of Shiraz. Translated from
the Original, by Francis Gladwin. With an Essay
on Saadi's Life and Genius, by James Ross, and a
Pretace by K. W. Emerson. ltmo. #1.75. R.
Worthington, Montreal.

Sl;nzdétoy Magazine, large vol. Illustrated. Full Gilt.

FORTHCOMING NEW BOOKS.

Bigelow Papers in 1 vol. Ilustrated. Price 20 cts.

Artemus Ward. “ Llis Book,” with 17 Illustrations,

Harp of Canaan. By the Rev. J. Douglas Borthwick.
In 1vol. 300 pages. i

New Work by Private Miles O’Reilly. New Cheap Edi-
tion, which is expected to have uncommon success.

The Advocate. A Novel. By Mr. Heavysege. In 1

vol.

Christie’s History of Canada. In 6 vols. 12mo.
Uniform. $6.00.
The above prices include postage to any part of

anada.
R. WORTHINGTON,
30 Great §t. James Street, MONTREAL.

. THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY MRS. C. L. BALFOUR,

CHAPTER III. CAPTAIN AUSTWICKE'S REVELATION.

Continued from page 229.

“ Lonve is not to be reasoned down, or lost
In bigh ambition.” ADDISON,

“Its a long story. I've no breath to tellit,
ITonor,” said Captain Austwicke ; “but I want
you to know that—that long years ago—I—I
married.”

Miss Austwicke rose to her feet in surprise,
and echoed the word—

“ Married ?”

“Yes, Honor. Don't—don’t make a scene, it's
no use—any words.”

“ When, Wilfred, when ?”

#In Scotland, sixteen years ago, when I spent
the autumn in Dumbartonshire with Gertrude’s
brother.”

% Married! when you stayed at Lord Dunoon’s.
Whom ?” repeated Miss Austwicke, still bewild-
cred, and balf suspecting her brother was
delirious.

“Isabel—-but you'll learn her name, there,”
pointing to the sealed envelope.

“RBrother, brother ! of what family is the lady ?”

Something like the wandering ghost of an
impatient smile flitted over the sight of the dying
eyes as he answered—

«QOf the oldest family—the workers: a gar-
dener’s daughter—the gardener at Glower O'er.”

“ A gucdener's daughter 77 gasped Miss Aust-
wicke—-+ :ud you married her? And you tell me
this 7

«Would to God T had told it long before—
told it like & man to all the world! I should not
lie here with pangs of the spirit, that rack me
more than the pangs of the flesh. I should not
lie here telling my miserable, shameful, cowardly
sin to one wlo, I fear, has no heart to understand
my woe—no conscience to help me to set right
the wrong I did.”

“Brother, what do you, what can you mean ?’

“] mean what I say.” He rose on his elbow
with a strange access of strength, stretched out
his hand towards the glass on the table, and, as
Miss Austwicke involuntarily handed it, drank
again eagerly, and resumed—

“Yes, it's my misery—my curse that you will
not gee my sin as I now see it. Pride like yours
made mge shrink from avowing my marriage—
made me cowardly and base.”

“«Wilfred Austwicke, even on that bed you
bave no right to say such words to me. When,
pray, was I cowardly or base ?”

“Fear of the world and love of the world both
work to sin. Bear with a dying man—a dying
brother, Honor. After a brief delirium of passion
—a young man’s madness, that you cannot com-
prehend—in which I had made poor Isabel my
wife, I stooped to the real degradation of
deceiving her. [T cannot tell you all the plan,
but I led her to believe that I had been married
before, and had a wife living, and that therefore
she was not legally my wife.”

«You, Wilfred—you an Austwicke, did this ?”

“ Yes, pride made me stoop to this deadly
meanness—extremes meet, Honor. I shrank
from owning my marriage, in the face of the
aristocratic and wealthy marriages my brothers
had made. My humble bride would have shamed
me with them and with you. Deference to man
often means defiance to God. Yes, Houor, it

does. I sent money by a sure hand, for Isabel
wrote to me no more. I sent money for her and
her children »

¢« Children ?”

“ Yes, my children! Olf, that I could see them!
Oh, that my strength would hold out to crawl to
them on my hands and knees. Surely, if they
prayed for their father, the poor innecents—if
they prayed, I might have some sense of forgive-
ness—something to cool the burning of heart
and brain that maddens me.”

Miss Austwicke looked at her brothersteadily,
as his eyes rolled and his head moved restlessly
from side to side. A conviction that greatly
relieved her appeared to have entered her mind.
«He is delirious,” sbe whispered. “Poor fellow!

it’s all mere delirium.”

With the intense acuteness to which all his
faculties were strung, he heard the purport of
her whisper, and said, in a voice of piercing
anguish, “ I am not delirious, Honor; it's all
true.”

« Hush, dear Wilfred. Don’t excite yourself
over a bad dream. How can it be true?
Children 77

“Twin children—a son and daughter, I tell
you. I never saw them, except in dreams. How
I hunger for them—mine—~mine! Oh, for life,
a little longer lLfe, to do something for them!
Oh, for a friend, who would help me in this
bitter hour—bitter—Dbitter——bitter! forsaken of
God and man!” .

He sunk back and groaned deeply.

Miss Austwicke visibly shuddered. * No, no,
not forsaken,” she said, sinking on her knees.
“I do not, I confess, clearly comprehend what
you tell me ; but if it will comfort you, I promise,
if—if anything happens to you, to fulfil your
wishes and intentions towards your children,
certainly towards them, and—and your wife.”

The big drops started on his brow ; he looked
at her gratefully. “Sister, I can give no blessing
—from my lips it might be but a curse; butl
thank you—with all the power left me I thank
you—for that promise. And don't be angry,
Nora dear, if I also warn you.”

His voice had softened and sunk low to a
tender whisper, as he called her by the name
familiar in childish years, and his mouth worked
convulsively.

His sister was deeply moved, and for the first
time her eyes were wet. “ Yes, Wilfred, speak
on; let me hear your warning.”

“Beware of the pride that props itself with
falsehood! When a poor wretch lies stranded
on the brink of the cold river, and traces the
road he has passed, how false and mean looks
many a deed that has been called expedient!
There's a light, Honor—the light of truth—that
reveals to us all that we have hidden in the
depths of ourhearts. It's dreadful—intolerable!”
He paused for breath, then gaspingly resumed—
¢ Isn’t there—a hymn, Honor—that we used to
sing—in childhood—What does it say? some-
thing about—

¢ Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of thy wing.’

Ob, sister—sister, for that covering now I

Just then there was a creeping sound or a
rustling behind the bed-curtains, on the other
side of the room. Miss Austwicke, alarmed,
rose from her knees. The dying gaze of her
brother followed her as she, fearing she knew
not what, went round to the side of the room
that had been so completely screened off by the
drapery of the great old-fashioned four-post bed.
A faint noise, like the flapping of paper, yet
sounded in her ears, but she saw notbhing. There
was a chest of drawers, fanked by chairs, two
on each side, that rested against the papered
wall. All was undisturbed by the arrangements
on the other side of the sick bed. Miss Aust-
wicke very naturally accused her nerves. She
was not by any means the only watcher in a sick
room that is tormented by evil sounds. She
returned, and brought tke candle, holding it high
above her head, so as to seeinto the whole space.
Her foot became entangled in something; she
stooped, and picked up from the ground nothing
more mysterious than a rough garment, & house~
maid's apron, that had been carelessly dropped
by the side of the drawers—perhaps, 83 Miss
Austwicke, with the quick disgust at untidy
habits which was part of her nature, divined,
had been used as a duster and so left. This
matter-of-fact, lowly incident breaking in on the
intensity of her feelings, restored ber to a measure
of composure, and enabled her, a3 there came &
faint, panting whisper of “Sister Nora,” to go to
the bed, and bathe the temples of the fast sink-
ing invalid with refreshing perfume. He did not
speak—only held her hand for a moment, then
feeling along the bed-clothes with bhis other
hand, found the letter, and laid it in her palm;
and so folding her fingers over it, held herclosed
hand tightly in both his, tried in vain to speak,
and sighed wearily, Miss Austwicke was thank-
ful for the tranquil dreamy look, that seemed to



