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LORD DUFFERIN.
BY W. H. WITHROW, M. A.
W Per vinx rectas.”’

Liko the awift oaxlo darting through the alr,
Ktraight and unerring toits destined mark,
Or sonring nigh tho susn s doth the lark,
8o seckest thou by waye diroet nnd fair
Tuy noble ands of truth nod virtuo rare,
And sunr'at above the doevious ways and dark
OF eunning oarthly eraft, its guilo ani enrk :
The stamp of trucst koighthood thoa dost bear,
Like Arthur, Britain’s * hlameless king,” who bound
1n noble fellowship of chivalry
Pl goodly phatanx of the Tnhle Round,
Be thine tho taxk 1o mould the destiny
Of this fair land, Lo Iatost times renowned
As home of virtue, truth, and piety,

Ningara, Nov., 1572,

{ Written for theCanndian Hiustrated News,)

MIREILLE'S DREAM.

CHADPTER I,

Tux lalifax public cannot boast of much
experience in Italian opern.  The little that
has bean exhijbited there has genernlly been
of an inferior chameter—~worn voices, cranky
stage machinery, and wholly inadequate re-
sources of orchestrntion,  Lovem of muasie,
however——and they are very numerous in the
Acadian capital-—have not failed to throng
the theatrer whenever the opportunity was
offered of hearing the works of the great
masters.  They willingly  overlooked  the
faultisess of details, for the snke of getting an
idea of the whole, and being able to bonst
that they had spent n few hours under the
spell of such gentuses as Hossini, Donizetti,
or Bellini.

Some vesrs dgo, & company performed there
with rather meore than ondinary svcvess.  In
their repertary was inclnded Lo Soanambuta,
in which the rodle of Awming was unusually
well rendered by o chnnming youby netress
frotn Naples,

The tnaster-picee of poor Bellini hisd
alrendy heen represented s couple of times
during the week, but the public jusisted on o
third repotition, for the beuefit of the young
cantatricy above mentioned,  That oight the
theatre was ceowded from pit to dome, 1 had
socired 8 box entirely to myself, beiug on
stich ocensions constitationally averse to any
company, bowever pleasant, that might dis-
tract e from an absorbing attentiog to the
plorious music, I was not destined, however,
ter have this welfish ehjoyment that evening,
for a litthe before the perfonmance began, my
frivnd Frank Bowden entered my compurt-
utent and informed me that Mireille W, with
hier aged father and mother, hrd got as far as
the corridor, but coald not obtain svats any-
whers,  Under  orditary circumstnnees [
should not have budged from my place for
nny body, but on the present ocension, T arose
and offered my whole box to the W— family,
My rensons for so doing wire that Frank was
w very particular feiend of wine, that Mireillo
was my coasin, amd the most charming of my
many female cousips,  And also, becsuse
Frank amd Mircille were demd in love with
one another, I mads Frank take a seat be-
sivde his fnamerata, while 1 retreated to the
back-wronud of the box, where I enjoyed
something of my coveted rolitade.

There ic no need here to enter into an aa-
alysis of 7. Somnambula, It must be heard
and Leard often to be justly appreciated.  Jt
bears the same relation to- Bellini's Norma
that Tasno's Adminia does to his Gierusalemme,
Itis a delicions idyl, redolent of spring-time
and the dawn, resonant with the soug of birds
and the jubilation of happy natare, palpitat-
ing with the freshness, the ingennineness, the
purity of pastoral loves,

As I aaid before, the performance was re-
markably good for a Halifax theatre, The
beautiful role of “ Amina™ was especially well
represented by the Neapalitan actress,  Her
voice was not of vast power or range, but it
wan rich in the lower notes, and very sweot
in the upper register. Though I had heand
the opera before by some of the best artists of
Europe, 1T was completely absorbed in the
present representation, aud discovered beauties
in it which [ had nover yet perceived.  In-
deed, my attention was so concentrated on
the stage, that 1 took no notice of my com-
pauions in the box, nor of the crowd in the
pit ‘and galleries, 1 did not even experienco
any fatigne from standing upright for nearly
three hours,

The Inst amd principal act came on. The
young Neapolitan appeared on the thatehed
roof of her cabin, nmd deseended thence across
the slender Lridge over the mill-dam.  Hor
eyes were closed, her hair was dishovelled,
she was clad in her white niglit-dress, and 'in
that- ‘melancholy plight the  somnambulist
traversed the perilous foot-path over the dash-
ing waters—drenming of Jove, She had a
bouquet of wild flowers in her hand, which she
plucked, potal by petal; and throw into the
fload, while her pale lips wiiured the ravish.

“ing song :

*“ Ah! non eradon mirarti,
Si prosto ostinto, 0 fiore!

A pin might have been heard to drop o the

vast builiting. - Why, T caunot toll; but just

~then I happened to glance at my friends
before mo and perceived that Mireillo was a
prey o tho most violent emotion.
her old porents nor Frank noticed it.
was gobbing silently, and from the convulsive

Necither
She

movement of her shoulders 1 could sce that
she was making vain efforts to contain her-
scif. My attention was, however, soon with-

drawn from her by the orchostra working

itself up for the grand finale, which § would
not have missed for the world, Yes! there
it was again that fimous vondo, so full of love,
of puthos and of melancholy. Ourartist scemed
to- excel herself in singing it. I too wept
when I heard : )

* Ah! non giunge uman ponsiere.”

The 1ast note had been played, the curiain
had already fallen, and yet the audience were
still under the spell of the somnambulist's
awpparition. Suddenly a cry and acclamation
arose demanding the fuvourite actress before
the footlights. In the confusion and noise
which eusned, {noticed that the W, family
precipitally left the box,

“What's the matter 7' [ inquired of Frank.

¢ Mins Mireille is very 1117 he replied.

1 followed them to the main entrunce and
aalled up their carriage.  Frunk offered to
accompany them home, but old Mr. W, grafily
refused.

CHAPTER II.

MirgiLLg's father was the representativi of
& class that sorely tries the paticnes of a hot
yeang lover,  He was rude, unmannerly,
bearish. and, though wealthy, his aiituence
had only increased his imperiousness without
improving his manners.  He wns steraly op-
posed to a match between his daughter and
Frank, but why, no one could tell,  The
young man was every way wortty of the il
They were of the same station in life, and
thev had loved ench other for vears,

Mireille was & pale, deliont- creatnre whose
health was alway< thatteringe on the borders of
consumption.  Maedical art had kept her aloof
from this, so far, bat auy slight accident—
whether physicsl, mental or  moral—was
enough to cast her into it without redewp-
tion. Her father Joved her well, br we
have seen, he was a selfowilled old foL, who
had the pretension to tyrannize her cmotion at
that critival period of a wirl's Tife—iirst love.
Mireitle was a dutiful cood girl, and she
tried hard 10 do her father's bidding, bot she
cotld not uproot her love, aud the very effort
to do it injured her health. It was hor wmis-
fortune, too, to be of a very nervous tepea-
ment,  The least excitement set her whole
frame tingling, and her artistic predilections
were often the ovcixion of acote pain, which
marred ter otherwise thorough enjoyieut of
poetry and musio,

No ong—not even myself—had gloated on
the beanties of Lo Soanambule as she had,
The difference between us was, that being an
unreclaimed and perbaps unreclatmable Bobe-
mian, 1 had no objective love, but only an
ideal one, te which I could adapt the situa-
tions of the apera, nccording t my phantasy ;
whereas she, living solely and wholly in
Frank, made hit the Count Kodolfo of Bel-
line's ereation, and recognized hor owa yearn-
ings iu those of the adomble Awinn., The
consequence was that while every note of the
immortal partition sank deep into my soul,
soothing and tranguilizing it, it proved for
Mireille a new langusge of passionate fove,
which unstrung delicate - nerves  and

her
plunged her into a tempest of emotions which
she hail never the physical or moral strenygth
to contain.  Hence, it was no wonder thiat at
the emd of the representation she would be
quite il

Frank was, of course, much adected at the
roughness of old W that night. Indedd,
he took it so hard that he informed me he
was tempted to leave the city forever in des-
pair. 1 tried to console him, and we walked
about the streets for a long time, talking on a
variety of subjects.  Finally T persuaded him
to put up at my rooms for the rest of the
night.

“ Po-morrow morning,” 1 said, # 1 will call
on Uncle W myself, and wrgue the wat-
ter seriously with him. If be won't listen to
me, 1 am sure my aont will, for she is a kiod
and gensible woman.”

With this assurance we threw away our
cigars and entered my bachelor quarters,

which were sitnated nearly opposite the
palatial residence of the W s, on King
Street,

CHAPTER 11,

Nor more than three hours had elapsed
since we had left the theatre, when I fancied
1 hivard some one pulling at my night bell,
Frank was fast asleep in an adjoining roum,
and I had . probably slept too, so that 1 was
not quite cortain whether I had heard ringing
or not. A second pull at the wires, however,
loft me incno doubt. I ran to the window and
inguired who was there,

4 Ivs e, Master John "

I recognized the voice of Nancy, my lTncle-
W5 fat cook,

“#Master and - mistress wants you to come
over, right away, 4ir.) L v
~'Remiembering Mireille’s illness, and fearing
that something was wrong, I bastily slipped
on my clothes and darted down the  stair.
Nancy was already gone, and I crossed the
strect at once,  On coming to the front door,
I found it opeued by the cook, who exclaimed
breathlcssly :

“Run into the garden, sir: run”

I rushed in the direction indicated, and in
a moment reached the scene of excitement.
In the eapacious garden there was a long
bower erected for the propping of vines which
my uncle was very fond of cultivating, Thig
hower was terminated by a pavilion, some
fourteen feet high, in a yet unfinished state.
This he jntended for o summer house, and for
that purposc he was building stone tables and
seats in it, On 1wy coming up, what was my
surprise to find that Mireille had climbed to
the top of the pavilion and was slowly walk-
ing alonyg its edge. She had a bouquet of
Howers in her baud, the same that 1 had seen
Frank give her at the theatre,  Her eyes were
closed ; she was barefoot and had her night-
clothes on,

Y Phis is a case of somnambnlism,” [ whis-
pered to my uncle and nunt, who stood by in
the most painful anxiety.

“Yes, and caused by that confounded opera,”
muttered the old man,

“ Never mind the cause)” exclaimed the ex-
cited mother, #John, you must help us to
rescite: our child from her perileus position, |
atn shmost paralyzed with fear

The position was indeed perilous. What was
Ito do? Mireille had already been called by
name and had not answered. . To call her too
grufily or loudly would frighten her and cause
her to lose ber footing.,  To apply a ladder to
the framework of the pavilion was gut of the
question, for it scarcely held together. It
gvayed and erackled even under her gentle,
measured tread,  If she awoke suddenly, she
would certainly fall | if she awoke graduslly,
she coulil not possibly find her way down with
safety  Inocither case, she would assuredly be
precipitated on the fragments of stone and
mnrole below, nnd from such a height, the full
wautd be fatal, The only hope of rescue was to
have her deseened in ber somnambualistce state,
She would thus come down as secnrely, though
unaceountabiy, as siwe had goncup,  Buthow
was this ta be expected? I communicated
my idea to the father and mother who eagerly
graspes at it, but were also at a Joss how to
airry it out, And yet no time was to be lost,
At la~t a brizht thought struek e,

AW you et me do justoas [ owish?7 [
asked,

vk yes, ves,” they both exclaimed. ¢ Do
what you like, so you save her”

Without saving more, { rushed out of the
garden, right through the house ard directly
across the strect to my rooms. My plan was
made up and 1 did pot hesitate. T pulled
Frank vut of bed and in a few words explained
my uotion to him.

“This is your provideniinl opportunity,
my bov,” Isaid % Tuke that guitar from the
wall amd come along.?

In sive minates we were both back into the
wanden I pushid Frank behind s large
catulpa near by and then bastened up to the
puviiion

= Well 7 said Mr. and Mrs. W— eagerly,
5121037 Iy arn,

“ AN is vight)” T answered.

i 'i‘)“- '.)‘.'

¢ Listen,” I exclaimed,

Just then, the sweet sounds of & guitar were
heard, preluding an air of La Soannambula,

My uncle and aunt looked at me,

sPst!" I whispered, placing my iinger on
my lips. Then, in s soft metlow volve—Prank
wils novery falr tenor—was repeatad the en-
chanting

0

“ Ah! non giunge......"

The eifect was magieal.  Mircille dropped
her tlowers, raised her sweet face to the moon-
light, and with an ineffable smile of happi.
ness, came down slowly from the pavilion to
the bower and down along the shafts of the
bower to a slanting beam that reached to the
ground, Her futher and motber rushed up to
her.

*You are saved, my child !

She fell upon thetir neck and embraced them,
then tnrning quictly round, she asked :

“Whose voice was it that saved me 7

We need not dwell Jonger on this scene.
Qur rewders can easily guess how it terminated
and what came of it,

- Of course, I am & favourite and ever wel-
come visitor at my cousin’s, Mireille Bowden,
On her wedding day I presented her o magui-
fieently bouud copy ot L Sonnambula, and we
often play it together.  She has likewise read
up in old quaint books the theories of hyp-
nology und somnambulism and penctrated all
their mysteries, :

It was ouly last night, that having her littlo
Minnie ou my Knee, I asked her :

4 Will you be a’dreamer’ like your mother,

doar 7 o
And the mother answered for her:
tNo! vo! Such dreams rre dreadful, and

it is only once iud ceutury ‘that they come

true.” :
' _THY BND,
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Stanley 18 o lecture 1n Montreal on somo day
in December. SV

The second volume of Forster’s Life of Dickene
I8 announced as nearly rewly.

Mr. W, . Clowes, London, has suggested the
publieation of u very cheap serles of English
elasstes,

Steps are being taken under the auspices of
the Seottish Reformation Soclety to celebrate
tlie tercentenary of the death of John Knox.

Mdme. Nilsson-Rouzaud has  written to a
friend In New York, stating thal she intends to
return o America for another tour, at the
eartest opportuanity,

Dr. Carrnthers, of Invernoss, is preparing a
thoroughly revised edition of the ¢ Cyclopedia
of Fnglish Literature,” which he wrote in con-
Junction with the lute Dr. Bobert Chambers,

Earl Russell is about to publish a volume of
o Kavays on the Rise and Progress of the Chris.
tian Religion in the West of Europe, (rom the
Reign of Tiberius o the end of the Council of
Trent.

A new publication, tobe called the’ Workman's
Magazine, will be publishied in London at the
commeéencement of next year, and will be devo-
ted expressty to the interests of the working
classes,

Mr. Charles Reade s engnged at present
writing a new tale for the Christmas number of
the Graphie, and it §s rumoured that the subjeet
15 of & nature that will recall the famous Tich-
horne case.

Masars, Cassell, Pouter, and Galpin will shortly
cominence the tssue of a new serial work, en-
titted » Olland New Dondon a Narrative of its
History, its People, and its places,” by Walter
Thornbary.

The Genevese paper the, Bien Public, announ-
cos that Dr. Merle d'Aubignd has jeft two vo-
lumes, almost complieted, on the Reformation,
in which the history is carried down to the
death of Lather,

James Reid, the antbor of the popular songs,
s The Gioerd Rhein Weln,” « The Stout Oid Bri-
gadiern,” and many otler well-known snngs, died
on the 20th ult., in greatly reduced eireumstan-
cos, at the age of 73,

Judy 15 about to produce a book of comieudt-
ties, five hundred humonrous pletares, with de-
seriptive. lotter-press, selected from her earlier
volumes., The work will be printed by Dalziel
Brothers, at the Camden Press,

Mr, Carlyvle is making some additions to his
 Life af Sehiller,” the publientinon of which in
the s Deople’s Fdition ® of his enllected works
Iz aceontinely postponed till afier the thind
volome of his « Life of Frederick the Great™
has appeared, k]

Patrf and Nilsson are now singing in opera at
St Peternsbarg, and the trichdly rivalry between
the [wo stam ¢rentos a pleasant excitement
They dn not come into immedinte eolliston,
althourh vying with cueh other in favourite
toles on alternate nights,

< Vingt Mois de Prasidence ™ is the title of o
work hrought out, in 1wo paris, by J. Hetzel &

Cle., of Paris, It zives the history of M, Thiers's
government froom e 1ITth of February, 1871

and examines the eonstititionnd gquestions of
the day,  The book s suppased 10 be insplired,
if not written, by M. Thiers,

Mro AW, HL Hart purpaoses issuing shortly the
first part of - Imlex Expurgatorins Anglicanus,”
or a deseriptive catalogue of the prineipal books
printed or published in England which have
been suppressed or barnt by the common hatg-
main, or censured, or for which the authors,
printers, or pthiishiers have beow proseented.

Mr. Hoboert Ivile Owen has contracted with
the dtlantic Mondhly to pubiish  his antobiogras
pity, inwonthly chapters, beginning with the
number for Janunry., The work wiil ba very
compreiensive in seope, and likely to prove in.
wresting o a large elass of readers, whether
they do or do not agree with the anthoer's views
o seSpirituatisng”™

M. Jules Simon, the French Minister of Pub-
He Instruction, is forming s collection of coples
of th Lomasterpleces of painting and seulp-
ture, to be made by the best French artists. A
large number of Raphaels, Rembrandts, Velas-
quez, &e., have already arrived from Holland,
Eugland, Spain, and laldy, and are now on view
ai the Palais de PIndustrie.

The Rev, J. Burgon, vicar of 8t Mary's, Ox-
ford, after much research in the Bodleian Li.
brary, has discoverad the exaet spot where Amy
Robsart was buried, aod has caused the foltow.
ing inseription to be placed in the ehancel of
StAMary's Churety: < Ina vault of brick, at the
upper end of this quire, was buried Amy Rob-
sarty wife of Lord Robert Dadley, K G, Sunday,
Tl September, AL DL 136007

The Paris Figare, eyer ready to sneer at Vie-
tor Huge, thinks tesingular that suchoan ultra-
democrat should choose kings and aristocrats
for hix themes, and quotes ¢ Lucrdee Borgin,”
s Marie Tudor," » Ruy Blag,” «Angelo,” “Marion
Delorma,” i Le Roi s'antuse,” and '« Hernani,”
as axampies. Does not Figaro kuow that “kiugs
ami nobles ™ are not fsuded, but mostly held up
to reproach in these works ?- He ought.

It Is reported that Madile, Albani will soon
appear at one of the Pacis lvrie thentres. Hero
s an avant-courier of the eventy in the shape of
an. acrostie from tho pen of M, Sylvain St
Etenne te :

A TAube olle emprunta son nom. st sourtant.

L & fauvette des bois lul donna son ramage }
B olle a désespérer les hourls d’Orient, )
A uthéddtre, ausalon, ehaecunlul rend hommage, .. -
N ilsson, Lueca, Patti, pour votre quatuor, = .

1 Ia vous faut d’Albani | voix au dmbre d'or.




