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not say that she shall ever be yours—I do not 
bind myself under any promise ; but for the 
present you will both be happier together. 
But you need not fear as it is for rather 
than see her heart-broken, I would give you 

her hand and bless her still. There—go 
now, for I will not answer a single question.’

« But—my lord-I dream—you do not
• I do not send you away, but send you to 

find Isidore and make her hapPY- Is not that 

plain T And as the marquis thus spoke he 
brushed a tear from his eye, and then quickly 
left the apartment.•

It was on the same morning that saw Henry 
Fretart on his way from the sea-side cot to 
the chateau of de Montigny- Montfere was 
in the library, and one o the valets had just 
taken away his breakfast of hot sandwiches 
and hot punch. The place was well-furnished 
with books, but none of them had the appear- 
ance of having been used late’y. The count 
sat in his great chair —a chair, which bore 
upa is heavily carved backs an escutcheon 
which was not his —and before him lay an 

open letter. It was one he had received the 
evening previous from the capital, and his 
countenance betrayed anything but an easy 
frame of mind. However the contents of the 
letter did not seem to frighten him—they only 
made him more proud and confident, and caus- 

ed him to clutch his hands with more fixed 
determination. Thus he sat when there came 
a rap upon his door, and in a moment after- 
wards a servant entered, who informed the 
count that there were three men below who 
wished to see him. Montfere went down, and 
found his visitors in the drawing-room, and a 
tremulousness was manifest in his trame as he 
saw them.

One of these visitors was none other than

thing to do. It’s coming awful cold, dreary | [From Hitchcock’s Religion of Geology.] 
weather, long evenings ; can’t go to balls and COD IN NATIRI
concerts for ever ; and when I do, my room GOD IN NATURE

few questions from Montmorillon he wa led 
to tell the whole story of his seizure up the 
hill, and his being carried to St. Malo.

Montmorillon did not stop to hes any 
more, but once more bidding the de :late 
crew to run their vessel where they pl sed, 
he turned to Henry and bade him f ow. 
The youth went and picked up his two tols 
and then followed his mysterious frie on 

board the other brig. As soon as they were 
both on board the grapplings were ca of, 
and then the sails were filled, the helm pt up, 
and in a few minutes more the two 1 sels 
were at some distance apart. Henry . teh- 
ed the movements of the six men he has just

out reading them through. You had better 
take all, and then you can use such as may 
have a bearing on the matter in question.’

* You think there is nothing else?‘
‘No, nothing more.’
‘But — but—what means all this ? cried 

Montfere, in a tone of the utmost concern, 
‘Why have you come here in this manner? 
and why do you take those papers away? 
What are they? What is it? Tell me?’

$ We have nothing to tell, sir, for we know 
nothing. You must make your inquiries at 
head-quarters.’
‘But you shall tell me—‘
‘We wish you a very good morning, sir.’
And thus speaking the three visitors bowed 

themselves out from the library. The count 
called after them, but they paid him no notice. 
They kept on their way to the court, and there 
they mounted their horses and rode off.

When Arnaud Montfere found himself 
alone he gazed about him like one in a trance. 
He went and looked at the mysterious recess 
in the cabinet, and he examined all the secret 
drawers, but he could find nothing in them. 
In truth he was very nervous, and very uneasy 
for he had a faint idea of what this all meant. 
But er long a look of fiendish exultation crept 
over his face, and he muttered to himself :
* * Let them come on. I am not yet dead 
nor asleep. Henry Fretart is both ! They 
wont find him!

even then 1 would have kept it to myself, and 
would have fled from the place, but fate 
would not let me. In an hour when I could 
not help it, I confessed my love —not to draw 
its object towards me—but only to tell her 
why i was sad, and why 1 must floe from her. 
And in that hour, sir, she confessed her love 
for me. O, I could not go then. I could i 
have laid down my life, but I could not have 
torn out my heart and flung it away now that 
that heavenly impress was upon it. But let 
it pass now. You can turn me from your 
doors, but do not blame me. I am used to 
being driven about at the will of a stern cold 
fate—I am used to knowing,enemies, too- 
so 1 shall not be suffering for the first 
time.’

so much the more gloomier when I come back. Some may, perhaps, doubt whether in can 
and it would be cozy to have a nice little wife | have been one of the objects of dirine benevo- 
to chat and laugh with. I’ve tried to think of lence and wisdom in arranging the surface of 
something else, but I can’t. this world, so to construct and adorn it as to 
If I look in the fire I’m sure to see a pair gratify a taste for fine scenery. But I cannot 

of bright eyes; even the shadows on the wall doubt it. I see not else why nature every- 
take fairy shapes. I’m on the brink of ruin where is fitted up in a lavish manner with all 
I feel it $ I shall read my doom in the marriage the elements of the sublime and beautiful, nor 
list before long I know I shall’! why there are powers in the human soul so 

ARTORMITTINO intensely gratified in contact with those ele- 
ART MILKING.|ments unless they were expressly adapted for 

Tre art of milking well is not taught in a | one another by the Creator. Surely natural 
hurry. It requires long practice to milk 
properly, and therefore all the young people 
on a farm ought to be shown how the labor 
should be done. It is quite important that 
this branch of the dairy should be particularly 
attended to, for a good milker obtains at least 
the more from the same cow than a poor

From Ballou’s Pictorial, 
ANGELS ARE HERE TO-NIGHT 

* MOTHER
BY H. RICH.

There’s a harp in the dusky room, mother.
. And a stirring of golden strings,
A joining of angel-tones in song-

A folding of spirits-wings.
Yet I hear in the busy street, mother. 

The croud go hurrying by ;
They will gather, and greet, and part the 

same.
When Lettie shall shrouded lie.

ud- 
ear- 
be- 
c 

sel

left, and he saw that they were all still 
died together upon the quarter deck in 
nest consultation. It was some minute 
fore they filled away, and when they at 1 
did so they stood in the direction they 
been sailing, but Montmorillon had his

scenery does afford to the unsophistocated soul 
one of the richest and purest sources of enjoy- 
ment to be found on earth. If this be doubt 
ed by any one, it must be because he has 
never been placed in circumstances to call into 
exercise his natural love of the beautiful and

The marquis gazed into the face of the 
youth, and his lip trembled. He was moved— 
much moved, by what he had heard, for there 
was something in the manner and tone of the 

that was not common. And 
then his face, too, carried such a weight of 
power in its truthful and manly yet melancholy 

expression.
: Did you say you had enemies ?‘ the mar-

O, bear to my Willie my love mother. 
With the news of this hour to him;

Say, bis parting look is a treasure now, • 
As the light of life grows dim.

That I’ll come with my olden smile, mother. 
On the night we were to wed;

And my spirit will linger near-to him. 
His bride, with the vows unsaid. •

put directly back towards St. Malo. speaker
It was not far from midnight when the es-ller-

selin which our hero had found safety rs nto
her berth upon the western shore of Ca elle
Bay, and by one o’clock both Montmc lon

the sublime in creation. Let me persuade
such a one, at least in imagina ion, to break 
away from the slaviah routine of business or 
pleasure, and in the height of blmy summer to 
accompany me to a few spots, where his soul 
will swell with new and strong emotions, 
if his natural sensibilities to the grand and beau- 
tiful have not become thoroughly dead within 
him.:*

We might profitably pause for a moment at 
this enchanting season of the year (June), and 
look abroad from that gentle elevation on 
which we dwell, now all mantled over with a 
flowery carpet, wafting its balmy odors into our 
studies, can anything be more delightful than 

the waving forests, with their dense and deep 
green foliage, interspersed with grassy St 

sunny fields and murmuring streamlets, which 
spread all around us? How rich the graceful 
slopes of yonder distant mountains which bound 
the Connecticut on either -ide ! How impos- 
ing Mount Sugar Loaf on the north, with its 
red belted and green-tufted crown, and Metta- 
wampe, too, with its rocky terraces on the one * 
side and its broad slopes of unbroken forest on’ 
the other ! Especially, how beantifully and 
even majestically does the intended summit 
of Mount Holyoke repose against the summer 
sky! What sunrises and sunsets do we here’ 
witness, and what a multitude of permutations 
and combinations pass before us. du- 
ring the day, as we watch, from hour to hour, 
one of the loveliest landscapes of New Eng-- 
land!)

Let us now turn our steps to that huge/pile 
of mountains called the White Hills of New 
Hampshire. We will approach them through 
the Saco River, and at the distance of thirty 
miles they will be seen looming up in the hori- 
son, with the clouds reposing beneath their 
naked heads. As the observer approaches 
them, the side of the valley will gradually close: ‘ 
in upon him, and rise higher ah higher until 
he will find their naked granite summits almost 
juttng over his path, to the height of several 
hundred feet, seeming to form the very battle-

T he first lesson to be taught to young peo- 
ple is gentleness and kindness to the cows. 
They never need be treated harshly in case of 
the business is properly commenced. Cows 
that have been caressed and uniformly well 
treated are fond of having the milk drawn 
from the udder at the regular time of milking, 
for it gives them relief from the distention of 
the milk darts.

Let the young people be put to milking the 
farrow cows first or such cows as are to be 
soon dried and then the loss from bad milking 
will be less injurious; the hand should extend 
to the extremity of the teats, for the milk is 
then drawn easier. They should be taught to 
milk as fast as possible. More milk is always 
obtained by a rapid milker than by a slow one. 
They should, therefore, be taught to think of 
nothing else while milking, and no conversa- 
tion must be permitted in the milkyard. They 
should sit up close to the cow and rest the 
left arm gently against her shank. ‘I hen if 
he raises her foot on account of pain occasioned 
by soreness of the teats the nearer the milker 
sits to her and the harder he presses his left 
arm against her leg the less risk will be run of 
being injured.

Cows may be taught to give down their milk 
at once — and they may be taught to hold in 
a long while, and to be stripped indefinitely. 
The best way is to milk quick and not to use 
the cow to a long stripping or an after strip- 

ping..

quis at length asked.
‘Do not the events of the past two days

and Henry had procured horses, and we on 
their way to St. Malo. They passed the 
city to the southward and kept on dire for 
Pierre Fretart’s cot, which they re had 
about three. The old man was easily ar sed 
and when he found who were his visite he 
leaped for joy like a child. He embrac his 
dear boy an hundred times, and every ime 
he made the demonstration he blessed the 
smuggler.

But Montmorillon could not remain to eep 
them company long.
‘I have business,’ he said, ‘which m 1 be 

attended to, and I must be on the fo I 
shall see you, Henry, before long, and the 
meantime you must be more careful. I you 
mean to return to the chateau ?

• Certainly,’ returned the youth, appa ntly 
surprised at the question, ‘I have an er ge- 
ment there. I shall return early in the om- 
ing day.’ »
‘Then you had better keep your hors for

prove it, sir?’ returned Henry in a 
sadness.
•They do, surely. - And who can

tone of
Ab, what through my bosom ne’er thrill, 

mother. I:

With the tremor of earthly bliss?
And what though my lips may not feel again 

The clinging of passion’s kiss ?
I will shine on his lonely way, mother, 

A star on the fretted sea ;

And his heart will thrill with a sudden joy.
And know that it’s nearer me.

See! there are angels here to-night, mother. 
Now they kneel in the quiet room :.

And the harp is swept by a nerveless hand, 
". But I cannot see by whom.
With the chant of the spirit-throng, mother, 
I am borne on lifted wings,—

it is ever a harp and an angel. 
That faith to the dying brings.

be an
enemy to you!‘.

The young man hesitated. His first “im- 

pulse was to keep bis own counsel, but other 
thoughts came to him. Arnaud Montfere 
was intimate there, and the suspicion had 
found its way to the mind of the youth that de 
Montigny would give the hand of his child to 
the count. Henry knew the marquis to be 
an honorable man, and at length resolved to I

For three days after the results just record- 
ed things moved on as usual at the chateau de 
Montigny. Isidore now received her lessons 
regularly, and the time devoted to that calling 
were seasons of intellectual enjoyment and 
improvement. Sometimes the marquis came 
in to see how ‘his child progressed, and he 
could not but see how happy his sweet Isidore 
was ; and be saw, too, that her love for him 
was rather increased, for she had more heart 
for love now.

After dinner Henry sat down to make up 
some drawings for the next day’s lesson, and 
Isidore went out into the garden to trail up 
some of her young vines. She had been en- 
gaged in this way some ten minutes when she 
heard the sound of a footfall near her, and on 
turning she had just time to catch the outlines 
of a man, when a shawl was thrown suddenly 
over her head so that she could not make a

tell him all, and he did so. He told of the ! Marco Montmorillon, but the count only 
suspicions he had entertained—how Montfere knew that he had seen him often in St Malo, 
had met him upon the road—what had then that the strange man had always eyed him with 

trahspired —the events of his transit to the more than ordinary intent. The other two
brig.—and the revelation which the smuggler 
Maton had made. He told all—all that he

were officers of government, and wore the 
badges peculiar to the officials of the national

knew, and when he hind closed, the marquis
sat—for he had taken a seat—like one as- stant, and his mind was filled with

police. Montfere knew that badge in an in- 
appre-

tounded.
$Sit down,’ he said, addressing the youth ; 

and after Henry had taken a seat he contin- 
ued: * You say a woman saved you from the 
death which the count meant for you on the 
road ?

+hension.
•Gentlemen,’ said the count, as

the tramp. You can have him taken el of 
there? %soon as heISIDORE NTIG

‘Yes. There is plenty of room i 
stables of the marquis, and there will 
objections to me occupying some ofi

the 
no

could find his tongue, • to what am I indebted
* • —OR, —

The Smuggler of St. Stlalo.
A STORY OF SEA AND SHORE. 

BY SYLVANUS COBB, SR.
(Continued.)

The men made a simultaneous movement 
towards the youth. They moved up confi- 
dently, for they were seven against one, the 
eighth man being at the helm. On the instant 
Henry Fretart felt every nerve and muscle in 

his body strained, and his cords were like iron. 
With one bound sideward and backward he 
reached the heel of the bowsprit, moving 
back as far as the stem and drew both his 
pistols, cocked them in a twinkling, and then 
aimed them at the astounded crew.

‘ Ha, ha, ha!’ he bitterly laughed, • you are 
a pretty set of fools ‘ Now move a step 
near me if you dare ! The first man who does 
it dies on the spot ! I am not so easily dis- 
posed of as you may imagine !”

It was a moment of strange suspense, and 
the only sound that broke upon the air was the 
air was the straining of the sails, and the 
dashing of the water. At the end of that 
moment came the boom of another gun from 
the pursuer.

Then broke forth the curses loud and long 
from the lips of the exasperated captain, and 
the weight of his maledictions rested upon 
those who had first captured the prisoner and 

not taken his pistols away from him.

for the honor of this visit? His voice fal- 
tered as he closed, for he caught the eye of

cry, and then she felt herself lifted up and 
that deep dark eye that moved him strangely borne away. . She knew that it was a . stout 
—that had always moved him so whenever he man who carried her, and that she was being 

borne very swiftly along.
She realized being carried over several

*Then you may keep the horse as lot 
you please. I cannot say exactly • a I 
shall see you again, but it shall be surely be- 
fore long. All is, beware ef danger, and eep 

your eyes about you, and, if 1 mistak not 
your future may yet be bright and jo us. 
At any rate I do not think it will be any

Montmorillon, and there was something inas
*Yes, sir.’ / Io
4It must have been the same who came 

to inquire for you.’
• It was the same, sir, for Montmorillon in- 

formed me that it was she who hunted the 
evidence up.’

had seen it.
<Arnaaud Montfere,’ returned one of the COLD FE T.

Cold feet are the avenues of death to multi- 
tudes every year it is a sign ot imperfect cir- 
culation, and of want of vigor of constitution. 
No one can be well whose feet are habitually 
cold. When the blood is equally distributed 
to every part of the body, there is general 
good health. If there be less blood at any 
point than is natural, there is coldness; and 
not only so, there must be more than is natural 
at some other part of the system, and there is 
fever, that is, unnatural heat or oppression. In 
the case of cold feet, the amount of blood 
wanting there collects at some other part of 
the body, which happens to be the weakest, to 
he the least a ble to throw up a barricade 
against the approaching enemy. Hence, when 
the lungs are weakest, the extra blood gathers 
there in the shape of a common cold, or spit- 
ting blood. Clergymen, other public speakers, 
and singers, by. improper exposures often 

render the throat the weakest part; to such 
persons, cold feet gives horseness, or a raw 
burning feeling, most felt at the little hollow 

at the bottom of the neck; and so we might 
go through the whole body, for illustra- 
tion.

If you are well let yourself alone. But to 
those whose feet are inclined to be cold, we 
suggest that as soon as you get up in the 
morning you put both feet at once into a basin 
of cold water, so as to come half way to the 
ancles ; keep them in half a minute ia winter, 
a minute or two in summer, rubbing them 
vigorously —wipe dry, and hold to the fire, if 
convenient, in cold weather, until every part 
of the foot feels as dry as your hand, then put 
on your socks or stockings.

On going to bed at night draw off your 
stockings and hold the feet to the fire for ten 
or fifteen minutes until perfectly dry, and get 
into bed. This is a most pleasant operation, 
and fully repays for the trouble of it. No 
one can sleep well or refreshingly with cold 
feet. All Indians and hunters sleep with their 

feet to the fire — Hall’s Journal.

fences, and at length she heard the neighing 
of a horse. Soon afterwards she was placed 
upon the animal’s back, and the man took his 
seat behind her, and then she was borne off at 
a gallop. In half an hour the horse stopped, 
and the affrighted and half smothered eirl was 
lifted off. Then she was borne a short dis- 

tance further, through a door-way, up a course 
of steps, through another door, and then she 
was set down. The bandage was taken from 
her head, and she found herself in the presence 
of Arnaud Montfere ! a

• Now, my sweet maiden, what think you of 
my gallantry ?‘ he asked, in a half-mocking 
and half exultant tone. $ How will your fa- 
ther look now upon bis pledge to me?
‘Count Montfere !‘ gasped the maiden, ut- 

terly at a loss for words to express her feel- 
ings, and too much moved to ask questions.

• Ay, this is me, lady.’
For some moments the poor girl remained 

dumb, but at length she came to a comprehen- 
sion of the scene. Her father and Henry had 
both of them told her of the visit of the count 
and the dark threats he then threw out.

• Sir count,’ she said at length ‘ What 
means this outrage ?’

• Its meaning is most simple, fair lady. 
Some short time since your father promised 
me your hand, and now I claim it. I have 
taken him at his word, and have taken my 
bride. Can anything be more simple?‘

€ But my father, sir, has recanted—he has 
retracted everything concerning that mar- 
riage’
‘Ah, lady, it takes two to make a bargain, 

and it takes two to legally break it. I did 

not consent to his last arrangement. I did 
not recant - so your father and myself differed. 
Under such circumstances those must win who 
can. I think T shall win this time. At any 
rate I have the bird, and shall keep it.. You 
will be my wife this very night.’

<No, no, no,’ cried Isidore. I shall not.

officers, ‘ we have orders to search your cha- 
teau under the guidance of this man,’ pointing 

‘Yes,’ said Montigny, now much interested. Ito Montmorillon ; and we will proceed to 
‘ And who is this woman ?’ . do so at once.’

darker than has been your past. I shall ear 
..........................- fulBe -from you when you know it not. 

now, and God bless you.’ The youth hesitated again, but it was only ‘ Search my chateau ? uttered the count, 
for a moment. He looked up and while a tears turning pale. ‘Orders to search? And 
glistened in his eye, he said : whom do you expect to find ?

4She is my mother !‘ ‘O, no one in particular. We are after no
• How do you know ?‘ the old man asked, | prisoner.’ 

vehemently.”’ Did she tell you so ?’

As the smuggler thus spoke he put 0 
cap and left the cot. Neither Pierre n 
child attempted to stop or detain him, a 
a few moments more the hoofs of his 
were rattling in the distance.

On the following morning, at an early 
our hero ate his breakfast, and then he st 
for the chateau, having promised old P 

that he would be more careful in future ix

his 
his
in 

rse
• But what authority ? Who has empow- 

ered you to do this thing? Are you aware 
upon whose premises you have come ? I am 
owner here, sir, and a noble of the kingdom. 
Who dares to authorize this ?‘

ments of heaven. Now and then will be see 
the cataract leaping hundreds of feet down 
their side, and the naked path of some recent 
landslip, which carried death and desolation in 
its track. From this deep and wild chasm he 
|will at length emerge, and climb the vast 
ridge, until he has seen the forest trees dwin- 
die and at length disappear ; and standing upon 
the naked summit, immensity seems stretched 
out before him. But he has not yet reached 
the highest point ; and far in the distance, and 
far above him. Mount Washington seems to 
repose in aw ul majesty aginst the heavens. 
Turning his course thither, he follows the nar- 
row naked ridge over one peak after another 
first rising upon Mount Pleasant, them \ ount 
Fraklin, and then Mount Monroe, each lifting 
him higher, and making the sea of mountains 
around him more wide and billowy, and the 
yawning gulfs on either side more profound 
and awful, so that every moment his interest 
deepens, and reaches not its climax till he 
stands upon Mount Washi g’on, when the 
vast panorama is completed, and the world 
seems spread out at his feet. Yet it does not 
seem to be a peopled world, yet no mighty 
city lies beneath him. Indeed, were it there, 
he would pass it almost unnoticed. For why 
should he regard so small and object as a city 
when the world is before him ? a world of 
mountains, bearing the impress of God’s own

‘No sir—she would tell me nothing. But 
she embraced me, and kissed me, and wept 
upon my neck. And old Pierre Fretart says 
she is the same woman who left me with him

ur, 
but 
rie 
the

many years ago. But I have a higher proof 
still, continued Henry, with increased emo-
tion. • It is the voice of my own heart—the time showing a small parchment roll, 
memory of my own soul—the power of my The count Inanlad noon it and b 

own love ! I

* You will see his seal and signature here. 
answered the officer with a smile, at the sameHenry passed in to the chateau by the ain

hall, as he generally did, and the first pe 
whom he met in the building was Isic 
She uttered a low, wild cry as she saw 

and without stopping to remember the P 
nal advice she had received, she sprang t 

embrace. There was a wild thrill in his 
as he received this proof of her uncha 
love, and all thoughtless of the publicity d 
place he wound his arm about her.

on 
e. The count loooked upon it, and he saw a

scrawl upon the bottom of the parchment. 
He examined it more closely, and he saw that‘ She is your mother ! de Montigny ex- 

claimed, with much energy. ‘ Your face 
shows it. It must be so.’

Henry was considerably surprised at the 
manifest interest of his host, and be 
wondered again. His sources of wonder were 

many. It was some time before either of 
them spoke again, for the marquis was very 
busy with his own thoughts, and the youth was 
plodding along in a vague maze.

• But this Montmorillon—‘ suddenly spoke 
Sir Philip, looking up,’ Who is he?
‘I do not know, sir. I can get nothing 

from him, save that at some time he may re- 
veal to me the secret of his life. He is all 
mystery to me.’
‘Is he interested about this affair of the 

count’s ?’
‘Yes, sir. That seems to be his whole 

aim at present.’
* Does he mean to bring Montfere immedi- 

ately to justice ?’
"I should think not, sir. As near as I can 

judge from what he has said in my presence, 
he has some secret power over the count— 

some power by which he can unmask him at 
any time, but seems only to be waiting for 
some further event.’

• Yes, yes, I see—I see,’ murmured the 
marquis, arising from his chair and commenc- 
ing to pace the floor. And he walked up and 
down the room for full five minutes, during 

which time he spoke not a word.
•My lord,’ spoke Henry, after another 

pause, • let us resume the business that brought 
us here, for I suppose you would have me un- 
derstand you at once, and, having understood 
you, to act upon it. I am not so blind, sir, 
but that your words and manner have already 
conveyed to me your full meaning, and there 
as no need that you should pain me by saying 
more ; for poor though I be, yet I have a 
heart as susceptible of pain as your own. 1 
know it was a wild mad freak, but it was not 
a fault, though it must be to me a lasting 
source of anguish, for such love as I have 
cherished for the sweet, gentle creature whom 
God has given you for a child can never be 
put away, nor would I put it away if I could, 
for its presence may tend to purify and elevate 
even while it pains. But no more of this. I 
will not detain you, sir —I know your meaning. 
It is a bright-winged angel that has flown past 
me, and I dwelt with her but for a moment. 
You will not teach your child to despise me, 
sir. You will allow her to think of me as one 
who still honors her. Farewell, and may—*

The youth had nerved himself with all his 
strength, but he could not bear up. The last 
word stuck in his throat, and while he tried in 
vain to speak it he burst into tears. He 
turned quickly towards the door as if to hide his 

heart-flood, and his hand was upon the latch.
‘Stop, stop,’ uttered the marquis. ‘I 

have not yet bid you leave my house.’
Henry looked around in surprise.

is 
ul

it was the autograph of king, Louis XVIII !
• Are you satisfied now?‘ asked the holder 

of the instrument.
<Go on,’ gasped Montfere. He was pale 

and trembling, for he was sorely affrighted.
• Now, Count Arnaud Montfere, you will 

lead the way to your library.’
The trembling man turned towards the 

door, and the visitors followed him. When 
they reached the library the door was closed, 
and then one of the officers ordered Montmor- 
illon to proceed to point out to them what 
might be of benefit to their present need. The 
smuggler turned towards the great cabinet. 
It was built of black oak, and seemed to be a 
part of the original structure, the whole not 
only fitting exactly the place where it stood, 
but being also sheathed and panelled like the 
rest of the apartment. Montmorillon tried 
to open the large doors that closed on the up- 
per part of the cabinet, but they were looked 
and he informed the officers that he would 
need the key.

• But that is only my own private repository 
said the count.

•Never mind that. Give us the key.’
The key was quickly forthcoming, and 

when the doors were opened they betrayed a 
set of drawers, racks, shelves, ond pigeon-holes 
most of which were filled with papers and doc- 
uments of various kinds. The centre of the 
space was occupied with the pigeon-holes, 
which ran away back to the wall, and above 
these holes were racks, while below and upon 
either side were the drawers. The smuggler 
disturbed none of the papers which were thus 
brought to view, but for some moments he re- 
mained gazing upon the place as though he 
were meditating upon what he should do next. 
He placed his hand several times upon differ- 
ent parts of the cabinet, but without effect. 
At length he seemed to catch at the idea he 
had been waiting for, for he raised his hand 
and grasped one of the little partitions that 
separated two of the pigeon-holes. There 
was a low click followed this movement, and 
then the operator placed his hand upon the 
partition immediately below. l’his after a 
little effort, he sightly raised, and then polled 
it wholly out. Then he seized hold upon the 

edge of the next partition, and with a gentle 
pull the whole department of pigeon-holes 

swung outwards upon concealed hinges. The 
whole concern opened like a door, leaving the 
racks above, and the drawers upon the sides 

and below, all in their places. Beyond the 
space which had been occupied by these little 
compartments appeared a series of little draw- 
ers which were let into the very walls of the 
building, and the existence of which could 
never have been discovered by an uninitiate.

Arnaud Montiere looked upon this develop-

he

‘O, thank God you are safe !’ the m en 
murmured, as she drew back her head ndThere stood those seven men, and the muz- 

zle of two pistols stared them in the faces. gazed into her lover’s face.
€ Ah, Isidore,’ fervently rerurned the I Py 

youth,’ my escape from a terrible death at
They knew that the first one of them who 
should move a step toward the bowsprit would 
die.
# Let us rush together !‘ yelled the captain, 

and as he spoke he made a spring. He 

reached the heel of the bowsprit, and

the moment when salvation came, gave me 
not half the joy that this pledge has imp ed 
to my soul. Bless you, dearest, bless u.
You are glad to see me safe once more.’

At that moment there came the sound 
footfall upon their ears, and upon turning 
beheld the marquis only a few feet from 1

then he fell back with a ball through his 
brain !

• Who comes next !‘ cried Henry, instantly 
changing pistols, so as to bring the loaded one 
into the right hand.

But no one seemed inclined to move. cry and clung upon the youth’s arm. 
There was a ball still left, and that was sure Henry seemed trying to find his1

fa 

ey 

ed 

ow 
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He was startled as much as they, and se 
evidently ill at ease. Isidore uttered a

Henry seemed trying to find his 
thoughts. The marquis was the first

scat ed hand, standing in solitary grandeur, just as he 
piled them up in primeval ages, and stretching 
away on every side as far as the eye can reach. 
On that pinnicle of the northern regions no 
sound of man or beast breaks in upon the awfu 
stillness which reigns there, and which seems 
to bring the soul into near communion with 
the Deity. It is indeed, the impressive Sab- 
bath of nature i and the soul feels a delightful 
awe which can never be forgotten. Gladly 
would it linger there for hours, and converse 
with the mighty and the holy thoughts which 
come crowding it; and it is only when the 
man looks at the rapidly declining sun that be 
is roused from his revery and commences his de-

death to the first man who should move, and 
not one of the six men now left desired to be 
the first man.

At that instant there came a round shot 
ploughing through the wea her quarter rail. 
It took the foot of the mainsail in its course, 
passed to the leeward of the foremast, and 
struck one of the men in the breast, tearing 
him in pieces, and scattering his torn flesh and 
blood all about. This was a settler, and in 
another moment the men rushed aft and, after 
a moment’s consultation they hove the brig to, 
and then one of them returned to the fore- 
castle.
‘Don’t fire,’ he said, addressing our hero, 

* for.I don’t mean you harm. We were only 
obeying our captain, and he would have killed 
us if we hadn’t. Don’t expose us. Let all 
pass and you shall be richly repaid. Our cap- 
tain was a brute, but we didn’t mean to harm 
you. Don’t expose us.’

Henry was amused at the fellow’s abject 
as vility, but before he could make any reply 
the pursuer had rounded to under their lee 
quarter, and thrown their grapplings, and the 
next moment Montmorillon leaped upon the 
deck. Our hero took one look to assure him-

3ok.
the silence.

‘I saw you coming, sir,’ he said, addre ng 
our hero with the most chilling politeness, nd 
I meant to have been the first to meet u; 
but it seems I have been forestalled. If ou 
will follow me this way, sir, you will c ge 
me.’ A
‘Farewell—I am yours,’ whispered Is re 

in a gasping tone.
Fretart was bewildered. He saw the n- 

marks upon the fair girl’s face, but he ld 
not stop to ask a question, for the ma is 
waited for him, and he followed him.

De Montigny led the way to his own b-

You do not mean it.’ )
• Just as sure as there is a God in heaven 

you shall be my wife this night, and your fa- 
ther may find you if he can.’

There was something in this not to be mis- 
taken, and Isidore began to fear that the 
worst had truly come. In her agony she 
gazed about her, and found herself in a small, 
unfurnished room, with only one little window 
on the roof.

• Where am I?‘ she cried, clasping her 
hands. • O, where am I?’

• You are safe, and where your cries cannot 
arouse any person to your help ; but you shall 
not have the chance to cry, for 1 have only 
brought you here for a while. We’ll have a 
safer place —a place where the heat of the 
sun wot be so oppressive.’

With these words Montfere left her, and as 
he passed out he locked the door after him. 
As soon as he was gone, Isidore screamed 
with all her might —-and she heard a mocking 
laugh from her persecutor ! She felt that 
calling out would be of no use, and she looked 
about to see if there were any means of es- 
cape. But there were none. The -window 
upon the roof she could not reach, for the 
walls were high, and there was not a moveable 
thing about her. She tried the door, but she 

could not move it. Where, then, was there 

any hope ? Nowhere !
Concluded next week.

SERIOUS CHARGE AGAINST A 
CLERGYMAN.

Mr. Darche has given notice that he will 
to-day enquire of Ministers whether it is the 
intention of the government to demand from 
the Rev. P. M. Mignault, ure of Chambly, 
repayment of the sum of two hundred and 
fifty pounds currency, paid to and received by 
that gentleman on account of the grant, voted 
in 1856, in aid the academy for girls at Cham- 
blay, which academy has never existed.— We 
have no doubt that Mr. Darche’s statement is. 
perfectly correct, and it is a very extraordi- 
nary one. How careless must be the system 
of alloting public money to schools in Lower/ 
Canada, when this grant was made to an acay 
demy not in existence ! What a condition of 
things is it that a clergyman should accept 
money in such a way. This is done with all 

the checks which Parliament can supply, in 
addition to the government, but what will be 
the result when Parliament is set aside alto- 
gether, and the whole affair is managed by the 
Ministry of the day, as Mr. Cartier proposes 1 
—Globe, z

1
scending march. )rary, and when Fretart had entered hec ed 

the door. He did not invite his guest 
seat, nor did he take one’himself. H ad

Let such a man now accompany me to Sia- 
gara. We will pass by all minor cataracts, 
and place ourselves at once on the margin of 
one that knows no rival. ( Let not the man 
take a hasty glance, and in disappointment 
conclude that he shall find no interest and no 
sublimity there. Let him go to the edge of 
the precipice, and watch the deep waters as 
they roll over, and changing their sea green 
brightness for a fleecy white, pour down upon 
the rocks beneath, and dash back again in

a

grown calm now, but it was a cold, ch 
forbidding calm.
‘Henry Fretart,’ he said, in carefully 

sured tones,’ there is no need that I 
enter into any explanation with you. 
I have witnessed just now is sufficient to 
rant all that need be said. I do not

ca- 
Id 

hat
r- 
me 

but 
tat 
al- 

my

you, sir, for anything that has transpired 
I would ask you what will be the amour

self that he was not mistaken and he sprang aft, will satisfy you for the trouble you 
He caught the smuggler by the hand, but his:•

spray high in the air. Let him. the Cana-
da shore, take in the whole breadti of the cat- 
aract at once; and as he stands "inusing, let 

him listen to the deep thundarings of the fall-

ready taken in teaching drawing lessons
joy was too great and too sudden for him to 
speak, but Montmorillon found his tongue on 
the instant.

"Henry, my dear boy ! he cried, ‘I have 
found you safe and well! God be blessed!

child?"
The youuth was not so blind but that I 

in an instant the whole meaning of the ms 
and the chilling coldness with which he

aw
A proud parson and his man riding over a ing sheet. Let him go to Table Rock, and• 

common, saw a shepherd tending his flock, and creep forward to its jutting edge, and gaze 
steadily into the foaming and eddying waters 

so far beneath him, until his nerves thrill and 
vibrate, and he involuntarily shrinks back ex- 
claiming—

« How dreadful
And dizzy ‘tis to cast one’s eyes so low!

I’ll look no more.
Lest my brain turn.”

Next, let him stand upon that rock till the 

sun approaches so near the western horizon 
that a glorious bow, forming an almost entire 
circle on the cataract and the spray, shall 

clothe the scene with unearthly beauty, and 
in connexion with the emerald green of the 

waters, give it a brilliancy fully equal to its 
sublimity. And, finally, if he would add the 
emotions of moral to natural sublimity, let 

him follow to Ontario, the deep gulf through 
which all these waters flow, and gathering up

been thus received served to arouse spi 1 having a new coat on, the parson asked in a 
haughty tone, who gave him that coat. “The 
same,” said the shepherd, “that clothed you 
—the parish.” 1he parson, nettled as this, 

rode on a little way, and then bade the man 
go back and ask the shepherd if he would come 
and live with him, for he wanted a fool. The 
man, going accordingly to the shepherd, 
delivered his master’s message; and concluded, 
as he was ordered, that his master wanted a 
fool. “Why, are you going away, then 1" 
said the shepherd. “No,” answered the 
other. "Then you may tell your master,” 

returned the shepherd, “that his living cannot 
support three of us.”

From the New York Herald we learn 
that the spring business of that city, for 

1856, opens mos’ auspiciously. It is 

alogether, without a parallel, in quantity 

and quality in the city’s history. The 
monetary affurs were n-ver more healthy 

NT solvent—the banks never in a sounder 
condition the internal credits never more

God be blessed !‘
He opened his arms as he spoke, and 

caught the youth to his bosom. Henry in- 
stinctively laid his head upon the strange man’s 
shoulder, and in his soul he felt that he had a 
home in the smuggler’s heart. He did not 
then stop to ask himself questions. He only 
blessed God that the bold man had come to 
save him.

The six men who were left of the ruffian 

crew were huddled together upon the starboard 
side of the quarter-deck, and they looked with 
astonishment upon the scene that was trans- 
Piring before them. The appearance, of 
Job wtb deck had struck them ered before him as the obling, and they cow- — 
before its master : but whipped cur cowers 
open his arms and take thete they saw him 
his bosom, they were astoutdaae prisoner to

• Henry,’ spoke the smugglerhe could find tongue for que - 5 as soon as 
all this? Why were you upon what means 
bowsprit? What pistol wwT2 
and the one you had in your hand, rd.1 me?ehand? Tell

pride within him.
• If I understand you rightly,’ he repli 

a tone as polite as could have been raised x a 
on

A BACHELOR’S REFLECTIONS.

Bless me ! I’m thirty-nine to day ; six4 feet 
in my stockings, black eyes, curly hair, tall 
and strait as a cedar of Lebanon, and still a 

bachelor ! Well, it’s an independent life, at 
least ; — no it isn’t either ! Here are these 
new gloves of mine full of little rips, strings 
of my most faultless dickeys, nice silk handker- 
chief in my drawer wants hemming, buttons of 

my shirts: what’s to be done ? How provoking 
it is to see those married people looking so 
self-satisfied and consequential at the head of 
their families, as it they had done the state a 
great service. As to children, they are- as 
plentiful as flies in August, and about as

/royal court, * you allude to some compen. 
for my services?’

‘Exactly,’ replied the marquis, betr ing 
some surprise, for he had probably th giht 
that the youth would tremble and stamm. ment with the most complete astonishment, 

and as soon as the first burst of astonishment 
had passed away, he sprang forward.

Back ! back! he cried, laying his hand 

upon Montmorillon’s shoulder.
i Sir count,’ said one of the officers, calmly, 

but with startling meaning, we have our duty 
to perform, and if you are wise you will not 
interfere.’Montfere let go his hold upon the smuggler 
and moved back, and then the strange man

€ I did not engage my services with ay 
such understanding, Sir Philip. I was to 
a home here as long as you wished me to ire 
instructions to your child.’

• Your words surely meant it, sir,’ he said.
4 Perhaps they did, for I knew not then 

how unfortunate you had been. Take a seat 
again, sir. I will not send you from me.’

• But 1 had better go, sir.’
< Why ?

• And how have you instructed her, sir the 
old man exclaimed, bitterly.

$To the best of my ability, sir.’
‘[O,and in what have you instructed an! 

You have stolen away her young affectic - - 
you have—)

• Stop, stop. Sir Philip,’ interrupted the 
youth, while a flush of deeper pride manti /handsome features. ‘You speak hur. a- 
now, and without judgment. You come “taser- at. 
have learned to love your sweet child, as1 
that she has returnod my love, I could not 
help it, sir. I fought against the spirit vi, all my power—I pledged myself that I’ousil 
not allow her sweet image to become im ne-

• How can you ask me that question? Can 
I stop here, and be near your child, and be 
anything but miserable ?

• But 1 thought love made people happy.’ “Sir P gasped the youth, sinking into a 
chair, and turning pale. ‘I do not understand 
you. You would not trifle with me. What 
5(2., —-—7.: 
for the present—that you may try and com- 
fort my child if you can, for I know she is 
very miserable. I saw her the other day 
weeping and sobbing "as though her heart

proceeded to pen e“195 There were six of them, and from sach one he took papers 
and when he had found them all, he said, as he 
handed them over to the officers ;

$ Here gentlemen are the Papers you have 
heard mentioned. They are all the private

troublesome ; every alley, and court, and 
garret are swarming with them —they’re no 
rarity ; and any poor miserable wretch can 
get a wife—enough of them, too, such as they 
are. It is enough to scare a man to death to 

....._ _ _ _ _ think how much it costs to keep one! Silks 
which the old Marquis de Vaux left and satins, ribbons and velvets, feathers and 

flowers, bracelets, gimcracks, and folderolsi

the evidence, which he will tin * too strong to 
resist, that they themselves have worn that 
gulf backward seven miles, let him try the 
rules of geological arithmetic to see if he can 
reach the period of its commencement. Sure- 
ly when he reviews the emotions of that day,.
he will never again, doubt the magnificent 
scenery of our world is the result of benevolent sial
design on the part of the Creator. I
OM 081.1 S _____8 co-tl 

Were it not for the tears that an our eyen
what an ocean would flood our hearts.

Lehisd him when be died. I do not heow the 
character of them all, and I suppose there are 
many there which will interest no one now. You know the old marquis was very method-

Henry did not hesitate, for he he 
enough to convince him that his friend 
all the villains, and he told all that had trans, 
pired—about the iron pige, the lashings, the

and you must look at the subject in all its trustworthy—the internal resources never bearings—little jackets and frocks, and wooden so smp’e, and, accordingly, the spring 
= imports thus far have never beenmore 

promising for large supplies the federal treasury than for the current sea-
son.

Euttrny : Jisthreat, the leap upon the heel of the beweprit, 7 -tried to fortify a • and the sbootlig ofthe captain. And by a oritnc 2
would break hecase I told her that abe should ical, and from vip appearq-e of the package 
c. a with. or .the papers with- boots kicking the grate, for the want of some-

c


