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wrLL.-rLownBr3G DAY In JaLDALU.

gyxG the belle of Irldale. Swing the belle
of Irldale. Sound out the peal in Jrlam
tower Lhis la the day of well-flowering.
Thev come from over the hsll. They cone
up, they corne dovn the dales. They corne
in paire, and in companies, trooping so gay,
tw be married in the dearold church of Irldale.
Ring over Irldale; peal aloud in Irldale; this
in Whitsun' well-flowering

Ycsterday at ovening; at break of day this
norning, wild fowers were gathered lu the

meadows by the river, and out in the copse by
the lone waysidc on the moor.

It is annual holiday in the milli, in the
workshops, on the farma out lu the open, and
in gardens and parks of the squires. The
deep, deep, dark coal mines to-day rerrAin
silent and unligh.ed. The collier, come to
the well-flowering, dancing on the green.

Apprentices of carpenters encase the well
structures In thin sparred frames. Green msa
fille up the interstices. . Young men and
maidens wreathe floral •Ievices, and boys con-
struct hurndreds and handreds of mossy bird-
nesta, which girls with nimble fingersuand
needle dol, over with daisies. Falry bowers
and garlands are reared around the wella.

They arc a joyous people in Irldale this
Whitsun' holiday, al but the weavers of the
old handlooma. Building trades have high
wages erecting new lactories. And colliers,
hi getting coals for steam. The mille already
rumaning bring fortuodu to proprietors. Me-
chanice uMaking engines and factory machinery
have arisen to be ritrIcracy i lathe arena of
labour. Their rise la-the rin of handloom
weavere. They are a privileged, proud trade,
forci bly, by combination against masters, ex-
cluding sons of handloom weavers from leamn-
ing engine-making. They marry whom they
choose of the maidens, selecting the pretty,
the young, or the best dowered, while weavers
who once wore silver buckles.sand dancing
aboes, ruffles and silken waistcoats, taking
choice of the girls of ail Irldale, stand now
apart gloomily in the lanea. In coarse wooden
clogs, and working clothes patched sud worn,
tbey shrink frori the dance and the gaiety.

There goes one of a troop of brides newly
married, Bess o' the Barn, with her husband,
Hnnfry Horn inheritress in her cwn right of
a houe a isn, and croft of five acres.
Humfry l a tbresber, but was lately a weaver.
Bess had pronised to Abram Lud, but changed
her miud.

"l Io Itthat my uncle Simon Lud perished
at York, acrificed in the emancipation of
labour'" be demanded.

" Not that alone, Abrem; I am changed.
You are mtil an infidel. Humfry in a believer
and pious. Iad your deluded relation been a
Cbristian le might not have gone to the
scaffold."

"Take care, Bess, lens Homfry Hor goce
to the scaffold."

Bess dreads lud and fears for Humfry.
Iridale is a town, distance of a weaver's

walk fronm Mancheater. A sick woman travel-
ling with a child came lat week, and was
lodged in charity by Lud's mother. Now the
stranger la dead. The body, by order of autho-
rity, le to be interred to-nlght, lest of pesti-
lence.

The child, a fair-haired, blue-eyed boy, two
years old, beras the red mark of a sword be-
hind the shoulder. He replies to the name,
Toby Oman. On the appromah of death the
woman divuiged to Lad that the true nane
was De Lacy Lillymere. A reward might be
obtained for restoration of the foundling at
Lillymere Hall, Cheshire. Certain trinkets,
and the birth mark, would identify him, but
there was hasard in going there lest of pro-
secution. -A larger reward might bo bad else-
wheree, the lace not named, on proof of the
iniocent's death. She had ramed about the
country concealing the chIld from bad bande,
yet afraid to presnt herself at Lillymere
Hall.

Lad is aged about .twenty-fivc, of middle
stature, mouscular, resolute, often generous. A
self-acrificlng man in behalf of the weavers,
and (o promote any supposed good of other
peoplv. Three orphans of Simon who was
henged abide with him; their mother broken-
heried, went to an early grave. Aid now
there is this smallA waif, Toby, comipeinig for
montiafuls of bread.

Beaide bi. allens ioom in thre old family cot-
tager ouce Alve with, the clack of shuttles and
miussve of voikeh, L.rd stands with arms folded,
hbra bead beat-Lhp shaggy head of a Jion.
The rude coffin of Moll Fleck, tho stranger
atop of the loom, awaits burli. The girt
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Lismy, ten yeara oid, caresses .the 'poor foûad.| The bels again,Ithe NbIl§ agan, the sweetling, and be. tap taps on the-offii, beseeching boit of Irldale. Ring out pas . inrm's
tu a iisping vil: " Molly, Toby loves Moiy 1; tower. Again i ls,Whitun, well-flowering.
corne speak te me." Lud's thoughta concern Compantes in cesches arrive in the town te
this child. '.witnesa the ann al acient festivities. A-*d!

"A young lord, or heir of a lord, .in, my I thousands on foot come as before. The lovera,
keeping. Strange 1Could I substitute little <whose courtahip ia ripe, to be married in the.
Jonathan Lud, and get the reward for hlim. * grey did church, the dear old church, the holy
Ho as of the sane age, hair and eyez net great- old chu-rch cf mome of them.'
,y unlike. Yet what better lord would a Lud There is eue o foot, net to be wedded, but
make, by the time he grew up, than another ? to-pray at the alier when all else are gone.
Be a. nan, Albramn. This child loved thatj she'enters alone. A fair young lady, spiritual
woman who was net hie mother. See, how witchery in the ,yes, comely t elook upon;
he taps the tiny knuckles on the coffin, lisp- wearing a crimson mantle, white garments o
ing bis liking for Molly, a gipsey wbo stolu fairest linon, trimmed with black; boots with
himr, perhape. a4purs on the heel, and rustic straw bat. Be

" That child la obe trained to love my carries the crook of the sheep-fold ln her right
mother, respect and like me. My meother is band as a staff, a lamb on the lett arm folded
the one tomake any living thing love her. 00 t her breast. Two yearling sheep follow
lis made of kindness, nougbt else. I d.o not aclose at her feet. Bhe kneels and prays, then
know much book religion, was never taught singesalond in a clear melodious voice, softly
any. My mother, and right and wrong, and wailing, anon joyous and rapturous.
love my neighbour be -my religion. But in The verger cones, stares, and is astonnded.
getting Catechism for that child 1 may get He calls the clergy; they listen, and wonder,some of -t mysen. Mfayhap, who knows? but do net disturb ber, for one who ha seon
Yes, Ise give him Church Catechism. se bu her previously, tells that she will soon retire.
when Earl of Royalfort, in possession of Lilly- This la the Wandering Shepherdess. A lady
mare Hall, nay do me a good turn. But roaming over the country looking for a lest
this in selfisi. Cannot I rise te nobility of lamb. The two sheep feed in the green lane..
thonght in this matter as in leading the i1And there the lanrb she carres is put down to
weavers? In that I overtop other nen. I nibble gras anl frisk and play. Nobody
go te Londonn it head of the Blanketeers, as molesta ber. People say she le 91touched " in
soon as the time is settled, knowing as a pro- the head.
bable, or possible event, the haugman may Sh- looks for s lost lamb. Who knows, but
get me." that is her lamb with Abram Lud!

A amall Quaker boy, seven or eight years 'o be conginued.
old, comes from Mr. Littlewood's school, gazes
on the coffin atop of the loom, and at Toby,
tie desolate child; then beckoning Lizzy to - lueardance Wth Me Co»-v-à#
(he door, asAsc:.

" Doen thec clem f rhunger? I have four
sixpences given me te guard against temrpta- .A
tion te oevil. Take them. Buy bresd for H
thyself, thy brother and pister, and the OR,
motherléss stranger. Take the money, buy
bread, cat, I depart, I have a mother, thee has TUE MERCHANT'S SECRET.

This i. Eben Eaglefetlher. Whren home, at orsnu. J. V. Xo31.
Conkey Shaw Moor, bis bands in empty
pockets, he stands by his mother's knee, en-
treating a kiss. By which endearment and .Iuthor of the I"Abbey of Mthmore,"IlPassion
the grave countenance of the yonng face, she and Principle," "1'Tli'eSecret of Stanley
knowsber son has sonething to tell. He litl1," ' The Cross of Pride," &c.
begfius: .-

" Mother, thee loves E ben ; forgive if I lave I was../a. u... I«uJameas Nem.)
not done a good thing."

" What hast thou done, my son?"
"The evil one tempted me, day by day, to CHAPTER XXXIX.

spend the four sixpences thee gave to prove
me in self-denial, but I did not fall. · To-day
I was noved te give the ruoney away. Yeu,.
mother, I was moved to give it te the poor . Mu. BERELUr sat alon Uin his private room
orphan stranger and motherless children in the counting-house in St. Paul atreet, read-
dwelling with Lud. They wept and were ing a business letter with a deeply-troubled
cleming. Mot-her, I vas moved." countenance. It bronght him information of

"I a m not ;grieved, Eben, thee gave the (he failure of a mercantile house lu Bordeaux,
money to the motherless children of Lud aud which wonid largely involve the firm of Ber-
the orphadi stranger. Yet, thou wut dis- keley & Son, This was a severe blow just now
obedient." when thir affaiçs were by no means prosper-

"Pardorr me, O iother; I wa, moved te ous. For the last year they bad been embar-
give tho money away. Indeed Iwas rmoved., rassed, but Mlr. Berkeley had struggled man-

" It'is pleasing te me to know thy tender fullytostem the adverse tidewhich threatened
heart, Eben. tet, thon disobeyed'thy parents to overwhelm him. Now, however, ho felt
ia going wliere the should net. Well, so be Inclined to give up in despair; it seemed as
it. Enbraice thy m:othr, she loves Eben, If no human effort could retrieve bis affaire or
ohild fEt ber joy." avert the ruin which was looming up daily

- The funeral comprises a hand-truck whieeld before him.
by Lud, drawn in front by a weaver in rope Gloomily he sat therc trying to look calmly
harness, a scant following of other weavers on the darkemng prospect. Thesun cf prof-
and the orphan children. Al plash, plashing perity-which had shone on him so steadily
thrbngh pools in their clogs, Lizzy carrying through half a lifetimi, was srhrouded; but a
Toby.•b . atill heaviermi4forume thtan the losa of for-

'Iste1tad of the curate, the Vicar is present tune washanging over him now; the hour of
at the long step, and read -beside the coffin retribution had come at last; the avenger *ras
to testify" he does net fear. infection, hoping at his door. -
by example to restore the people to their A. step was hard; quick and deterined
wonted kindness foi one another. The brial iras the treadi; the door opened, and Stephen
completed, Abram Lud ruinais with the Osburne stood before him. The merchant
Vicar. started as his eye fell on thatb aggard, sterit,

" if 1 couldobelieve thee in earnest I might wrathful countenance. Nu fr.-ud lygreeting
.now and again comu to church." .passed between the two mun as on other days,

"a my efilciating nov ne proof of eanest- when they stood i adifferent relation to esch
noms, though knowing how you revile me at other.
radical meeting'?" There was something in the expresion of

" Thou bc well paid, Vicar, for thy work, i Stephen's eye which silenced the words that
be poorly paid for mine,-that la what we re- rose te Mr. Berkeley's lips, and ruade hlm
vile ad denounce. Steam-power looms be cower before hlm,e o hkow net vhy. t
putting band loom out. Greatfactories and Striding te-ards whi, Stphen paced the
cotten biings b. naja te hand-leoM veaverà. Ipacket cf iett-r-vwhiekh lad uitbrought- witbc him hy the advice of Armstrong-before theIn one sense, Vicar, I like thec for coming tonihe me
beore to-night, so be thou means kindness asnw wrihat, doms ding igrtly if
But 1 moot- fear t-heu cornes nobiit teo ay thora kitev that vritiarg.
did %is, thata hocUyerrhr Lad. rer Lud Hi. countenance changed as he looked at

e fol 11e', - these well-remembored opistles, written yearsthe leveller, as oncare me.,,e ago in an impanssioned style which belied thet" Abram, all mn ar equal in the eye of felings cf his heart, for love for Mrs. Osburnethe Master I erve. AlU social raniks arc equal neer had been expeuriecdbi.
te me. 1 discema oaly diffeoce. lu menal nover hrnd laen expenîerrced by bin.
tondme." IncStruggling for composure, and net yet know.conduct. . ing the extent of Stephen'' discoveries he re-'<I doubt tliee, Vicar, as to equality et social piedl ieyt tertng as 1 h ke-
ranks. I fear t Squire and t, hand.loom wea- lait ovaivrty (bat t-beuitiug wsu lare bis
ver will never get on the saime le.el." ovn. t

They part; the reverend gentleman con- ','And t-e ignature; yen recogulse (bat
cluding (bat te enter on centreveray, with àa is 7".

rtnThere was angry vehemence in Stephen'sradical eaver, vungoiy-posibiy buigry, le j ice and mannur.a tii,"Yes, I do net deny it,'' he tammered
N. B.-The Squires and hand-loom weavers forth, " but what ofthat ? I ama not tire only

have comne~te t-ho same levai. By the most muan who wroteo such letter. ln bis youth." he
happy of revolutions the.poor weavras of that
day, and the pot-wallopers of Ecoley boroigh
also ar Sq-ires lu nOada this day. You
woiàd like to know bow this came about?
Red o4.

added with a forctd smile.
" No, but thre are few men who ha.ve acted

1 much a àvUia part," broke froua Steph j ia
a-voies horse with passion.

41-o0not undèratangd .sg lanuage ln re-.

:F
ference ta me.; my character is well estabhshed
for honourable dealings."

Mr. Berkeley affcted a boldneas his trem-
blinlg.heart did not fel. Be hoped Stephen'a -
knowledge of the affair vas limited to the
findin the love letters ; tbey could notc con-
demn im, le knew that.

"Honourble dealing!1" exclaimed Stephen
with Intense scorn. "Tes, I know in the
eyes of the vorld you stand fi r, but your true
character shall be made knowrn this day, this
very hour; you sha be unmasked, anupeople
shail learn what a hypocritical villain Lewis
Treinayne alias Berkeley la 1"

"Sir, you speak in riddles 1" broke some-
what haughtily from Mr. Berkeley. "What
proof of my villainy is there in tlese. epistles ?
If I did net choose to marry the lady ta whom
tbey are addressed, what la that to anyone ?"

" But you did marry' ber," thundered
Stephen. "Aye, marry and desert and rob
ber 1"

He ventured on that lat assertion fror
what ho knew of his mother's affaira, suppos-
ing that the person who had embezzled ber
money was her second husband.

" What proof have you of this ?'" Mr. Ber-
keley aakeG, his voice trembling, the tones
betraying great anxiety; the evil threatening
him was greater than he hari supposed.

"Thisi the certificate of your marriagei"
and Stephen stood fiercely confrontiug the
guilty man, the avenger of his mother's
wrongs.

Mr. Berkeley sank back ib his chair, look-
ing more like a corpse than a living being.
Bis sin bad ãe last found hin ont: there eas
no use In denying it any longer; the proof of
his guilt was in the hands eof the son of her
be had so basely wronged. And ho vas piti-
les i that wrathful, stern face assured him of
that!

As he had measured te others, s was it now
meted out te him. He had felt no pity for
the wife he had injured and forsaken. Hie
hear was hard as a rock when ie gazed on
her lifeless form as she lay in that very room
net many days since. When the shock of
amazement, the intense agitation at recogniz-
ing him bad deprived ber of animation, hie
arm was net held out te prevent that fatal
fall. When life vas proved to be extinct, he
hd rejàiced, trusting that then ail fear of a
discovery vas over. But vengearice, though
It tarried, was sure. It had corne at last !
There was no escape from thé disgrace, the
infamy which was about te fall, not upon him.
alone-he nmight bave borne that-but on bis
children. Fanny, too I the woman for whom
he had sinned, the beloved one whom ho lad
tempted te sin, would with him be hurled
froam ber proud position in society into the
depths of shameeaud hunuiliation. Oh, it was
horrible the picture hisWimagination pourtray-
edi even death would be preferable to the life
now before bim, with the finger -of scorn
pointed at him and his. The band of retri-
bution had him in its gruap. The sin of bis
youth--of his life must be atoned for now by
the severest punishment that could befall
him, the deep degradation of him and his
family.

For a fev minutes Stephen Osburne stood
looking on the misery he had caused with
cruel satisfaction. The remembrance of his
dead mothur, of her' suerings years before
through the agency of that man whomb is
vengeance had stricken down, now rendered
him perfectly callonsi-nay, made him rejoice
in the despair he witnessed.

At length he turned away and left the room
with the words, 'I go to publish your guilt,
to tell the damning tale,' words whIch sonuded
like the death knell of joy In the errs of the
stricken merchant.

Mechanically ho rose and prepared ta re-
turn home, the counting-hous was no longer
a place for him. Me shrank frem neeting the
eyes of his clerks, the acorn of his follow.
citi:ens. ,e determined te fiy, ta leave Mon-
treal with hi tfamily immediately Leaving
the counti.ng-house by a private entrance ho
passed into the street, hailed a cab, and -m-
turned home, feeling all the tinme like one In
a dream, not yet realiuing the ruin that badl
fallen upon bin.

In her pleasant norning room Mrs. Ber-
kelcy---as weo hail still call ber-was sitting
with ber daughter, Thoruse, and Hilda Tre.
mayne, when the sleigli driving up to the
door attracted their attention. Who could it
be coming at this unfashionable heur? Surely
no visitor.

Putting down Ler work Mrs. Berkeley ap.
proached.the windowv- uandlooked out as the
driver dismountedand opened thesloigh door.
She saw the man start bacir in alarm, then
rush up the steps of the hall-door and ring the

'bell violently.
" Good Heaven I what is the mater ?" ex.

cilmed Mrs. Berkeley ina alarm, rushing to
thbe hall-door.

Therese and H:ilda had approachaed the win-
dow and vere looking out, wondertug. They
saw Mfr.;Berkeley ritart and tuara paie as ehe
eabman apoke te ber, thena rush down the
steps, look into the mieigh, r.nd tuarn away
with a Iook cf horror, while a wild shriek
burst freom hcr. Th6reèse anad.Hilda, trenm-
bHing witha agitation, vere seon at her side,
and their faces bianched ateo snd their hearta
stood still iith horror for luibith sleigh they


