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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

Mill. The Positive Philosoph{ of Auguste Comte, b
John Stuart Mill, in one 12mo. vol uniform wit
his Inquiry into the Philosophy of Sir Wm. Hamil-
ton. R. Worthington, 80 Great St. James Street,
Montreal.

Author of

' Schonberg Cotta Family,” « Winifred
Bertram and the World she lived in.” By the
author of ‘ The Chronicles of the Schonberg Cotta
Family,” « Diary of Ketty Trevylyan, ”&e., &c.
London: Nelsons. Montreal: R. orthington, St.
James Street,
Hatch, The Constitution of Man, Physically, Morally,
and Spiritually Considered: or the Christian Phi-
losopher. By B. F. Hatch, M D, This work has
U very favorably reviewed by some of the leading
reviews in the United States. The subject is an
entirely new one, and one worthy of perusal.
A New Novel. Wives and Daughters. By Mrs,
Gaskell, author of Mary Barton, Cousin Phillis, &c.

Paper covers $1.00. Cloth $1.50. R. Worthington,
ontreal,

War of the Rebellion, or Scylla and Charybdis, con-
sisting of observations upon the causes, course and
gonsequences of the Late Civil War in the United
States. By Henry S. Foote, with portrait. R.

A Wortlnngton, Montreal.
cross the Continent. A Summer’s Journey to the
lsiOOky Mountains, the Mormons, and thé Pacific
Ctat(’i- With speaker Colfax. By Samucl Bowles.

oloured maps. R. Worthington, Montreal.

MOg_art.‘_The letters of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart,
(1769-1791.) Translated by Eady Wallace, with por-
trait and fac-simile, 2 vols. 16 mo, R. Worthington,
Montreal.

Chastelard, a Tragedy. By Algernon Charles Swin-
burne, author of Atalanta in Colydon, &o. &c. R.
Worthington, Montreal.

The Pilgrim’s Wallet, or Scraps of Travel gathered in
England, France, and Germany. By Gilbert Haven.
16 mo. New York: Hurd and Houghton. Montreal :
R. Worthington.

The Field and Garden Vegetables of America, con-
taining full descriptions of nearl¥ eleven hundred
species and varieties; with directions for

on, culture, and use. Illustrated. By
Barr, jr. A new edition on toned paper. Boston:
Tilton & Co. R. Worthington, Montreal.

The Art of Confectionary, with various methods of
g;esex.-\:mg fruits and juices, &e. &e. A new edition
autifully printed on toned paper. R. Worthing-
ton, Montreal.
Mr. Dunn Browne’s Experiencesin the Army, a series
of Letters, with portrait of author. 1 vol., 12 mo.
R. Worthington, Montreal,

Guthrie. Man and the Gospel. By Thomas Guthrie,
D.D., author of ““ The Gosl;)%l in "Ezekiel,” &c., &o.
London ; Strahan ; Montreal : R. Worthington,
30 Gt. St. James Street. .

The Adventures of Baron Murchausen. A new and
revised edition, with an Introduction by T. Teign-
mouth Shore, M.A. Illustrated by Gustave Doré,
One 4to vol. London: Cassells; Montreal: R.
Worthington, Great St. James Strect.

Just publishied, this day, *The Biglow Papcrs. By
James Russell Lowell, complete in one vol. Paper
covers, uniform with Artemus Ward.”” Illustrated.
Printed on fine paper. Price 26 cents. R. Wor-
thington, Montreal.

Simple Truths for Larnest Minds. By Norman Mac-
leod, D.D., one of Her Majesty’s Chaplains. R.
‘Worthington, Montreal.

The Varables of our Lord, read in the Light of the
Present Day. By Thomas Guthrie, D.D. 1 vol.,

. 12mo. Gilt top. With Illustrations by Millais.
:ﬁ.so. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Theology and Life. _Sermons chiefly on special occa-
sions. By E. H. Plumtre, M.A ," London. 16mo.
$1.60. Montreal: R. Worthington.

The Angels’ Song. By Thomas Guthrie, D.D., author
o(;“ “n(?ospel ianuK &mo. 400. R. Wor-
thington, Montreal. old and

Ti Mirror. A round of Tales for AN
?oﬁ{?gi ¢ By l-Williatn Gilbert, author of ‘* De Pro-
fundis,” &c., with ei%l;ty-fonr Illustrations. By W.
8. Gilbert. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Hesperus and other Poems. By Charles Sangster,
Asthor of New St. Lawrence and Saguenay, &c.
R. Worthington, Montreal. .
Historyof the late Province of Lower Canada, Parlia

mentary and Political, from the commencemcnt to the

close of'its existence as a separate Province, by the late

Robert Christie, Esq., M. P. P., with Illusirations of

‘Quebes nnd Montreal, As there are ouly about 100

copies of this valuable History on haud, it will soon be

8 8carce book—the publisher has sold more than 400

copics in_the United States. Insix volumes, Cloth

binding, #6,00; in haif Calf Extra, $9.00. .
Artemus Ward, « His Book.”” Just published, this

day, by &. Worthington, Artemus Ward, « His Look,”

with 19 Comic iliustrations, by Mullcn. Elegantl
rinted on best &‘;Def. Yaper covers, uniform with his
ravels. D’rice 25c.

‘This day published, by R. Worthington, The Harp
of ‘Cnuaan, liy thg l‘levd.bJ .tl)ouglu Borthwick,l 35,0 mim
vol. octavo. 'rinted on best paper, 300 pages, $1.00, in
extra binding, $1.50. P

The above prices include postage to any part of
agond,

R. WORTHINGTON,
Wholesale and Retail Album .
80 Great St James Street, MONTREAL.
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" TUE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY MRS. C. L. BALFOUR.
Continued from page 53.
CHAPTER XXXVI. PROFESSOR GRIESBACH.

¢ I could not be unthankful—I who was
Entreated thus and holpen. In theroom
I speak of, ere the house was well awake,
And also after it was well asleep,
I sat alone, and drew the blessing in.”
Mrs BARRETT Browwnina,

Nothing could well be more strange than the
dwelling which, as we have said, Norman reach-
ed at nightfall. It wag full half a mile out of
the villuge of Woodford, in the forest. If the
intention of those who built it had been to seclude
themselves from seeing any of the pleasant wood-
land round about, they could not have more
completely effected it, for a high wall was erected
that enclosed the house in a complete square. A
green path, diverging from the forest glade, led
up to a door in this wall, which opened into a
gravelled yard, from whence every sign of vege-
tation was removed. Two dog-kennels held
mastiffs, that barked in concert in answer to his
ring. A small substantial old house, with
many chimneys and rather grimy, stood in
the centre of the enclosnre. There were out-
side shutters to the lower windows, closed
halfway up; no curtains or blinds shield-
ed or decorated the upper cascments. At a
glance it might be inferred that no feminine care
had been bestowed on the arrangement of the
dwelling. It did not look either dilapidated or
deserted, but rather given up to some worker
who had so completely utilised it, that he exclu-
ded all ornament as an impertinent intrusion on
the business or study carried on there. But
that Nature’s decorative hand would persist in
hanging a festoon of ivy, and tracing an arabseque
of moss upon the walls, the place would have been
dull indeod. As it was, the shadow of the mural
out-works made the yard very sombre. Norman
conjectured rightly that, when the house had been
first bailt, it was a lodge with g garden amid
umbrageous forest trees, but that the wall had
been added since.

A tall wiry old man, with & military air, and
habited in what seemed more like shabby regi-
mentals than a livery, opened the door, took the
letter, glanced at it, evidently recognizing the
hand-writing, and telling Norman, in words
almost unintelligible from their foreign accent, to
follow him, commanded the dogs to be silent and
ushered the youth into a little hall paved with
red tiles, out of which different doors opened
into the lower rooms. He was left there nearly half
an hour and his heart became heavy with appre-
hension. % Was there any doubt thathe would be
received ? If so what should he do”? were his
mental queries. Just as, having shifted himself
from one foot to another, he was ready to full
with weariness after his long walk from London
a door opencd, and he was beckoned into g room
well lighted with gas, where the only article of
furniture was a large centre diniug-table, to which
there was a sort of annex, in the shape of a tray
on legs covered with a coarse cloth, and bearing
a knife and plate, a trencher with a dark brown
loaf, flanked by a jug of milk,

“ See—your rations,” said the same man who
had let him in, pointing to the table, and adding
one word, ¢ Eat,”

Norman did not wait for further directions.
He sat down, and made so hearty a meal of the
very plain fare, that he felt half angry with Lim-
self as he looked at the diminished loaf,

“You can be active enough when it pleases
you, young man,” said a sharp, voice startlingly
near.

Norman turned, and saw standing at the back
of his chair a small, thin, arid looking old man,
with a stoop in the shoulders, whose head and
face were 80 bare of hair that it might be inferred
it had dried and rubbed off, leaving a little griz-
zled fluffall except the eyebrows,which were quite
white, and very bushy, hiding the smell, keen eyes,
that yet at times flickered out brightly under
their shadow. '{‘he forchead was prominent and
large—seemed, indeed, to bave drawn the head
forward by its weight and caused the stoop. There

was nothing reassuring in the old man’s manner,

as Norman, rising instantly, said, apologetically,
«1 beg pardon, Mr.Grie——"

“ Yes, Professor Griesbach is my same. Sit
down. Have you done ?” looking at the viands
on the table, and, without pausing for an answer,
continuing, I don’t know why Max—Dr. Gries-
bach, I mean--has sent you tome, Mr. Driftwood ;"
he looked at a letter in his hand to make sure
of the name, and added, dubiously, “ I've nothing
that I know of for you to do. .sz helps ms.
Fritz is worth any dozen of the idle young gor-
mendizing scrapegraces I have ever had. Don't
interrupt me,” obscrving Norman about to speak.
“Of course you'll promise fair, and all thsf’. I
dor’t want talk, I'm no talker, not like —" He
ehecked himself, but Norman thought he was
going to name his relative, Dr. Griesbach ; but he
added, “I do like work. So I may as well give
you a trigl, as he has asked me ; but youw'll be
sure not to suit me—sure.”

He pressed a knob at the corner of the man-
telshelf, and a side door in & panel flew open.
Fritz appeared, and, with a touch of his hand,
wheeled away the tray from the table, The
fire had gone low, and when Fritz had withdrawn
himself, as summarily as the retreating tray,
Norman noticed that Professor Griesbach sat
down in a low chair, and pressing on the arm,
sent out a blast of air througha tube that roused
the fire into a blaze, as from a powerful bellows.

% What a clever contrivance |” exclaimed Nor-
man, surprised out of sileace.

“ Clever! Bah! Hold your tongue. What do
you know about clever?’ said the professor,
testily. Then ho held his thin hands over the
blaze, and, looking intently at it, sunk into pro-
found silence. He sat thus for full an hour, to
Norman’s annoyance, who felt afraid to move ; he
then rose, and without taking the least notice of
the lad, left the room by the panel-door, his
slippered feet making no more sound than when
he had entered. In a few minutes after Fritz
returned, and beckoning Norman, led him out of
the room.

The hall and staircase were now lighted up,
and the youth, notwithstanding the sort of seal
of silence on the inmates of the house, could not
forbear saying, inquiringly, « Gas bere, in this
remote house in the forest 7"

“ Why not ? we make it.
light.” .

The man’s manner was so little conciliatéry,‘
that Norman did not again speak. He was ush-
ered into a small chamber, nearly as empty as the
hall. A narrow bed on trestles, in the middle of
the room, and a three-legged stool, comprised the
farniture ; but, to Norman's comfort, a door op-
posite stood open, and showed a bathroom. He
uttered a pleased exclamation at the sight, and
the very faintest indication of a smile relaxed the
grim face of old Fritz, who said—

¢ Light and water in plenty, stranger. Good
night.”

He was gone just as Norman longed to ask
him a few quéstions, so he was fain to be silent.
The bour was yet early, but it was evident he
was to go tobed at onece. He lost no time in
refreshing himself, after his weary day, with a
good plunge in the bath, and then could certainly
have slept on the boards, witk a log for a pillow ;
and his bed was not much softer, though a Ger-
man padded quilt, or upper bed, soon made him
8o warm, that he rested as if seven nights were
condensed in one, -

Ho was awoke next morning, before daylight,
by Fritz entering into his room with a light, and
saying, * I'd advise you, Mr. Driftwood, to get
up and turn that handle, before Douche calls.”
He poiuted to abit of rail at the bed-head,

“ Who's Douche 7" thought Norman, ag Fritz
left the room ; and, notwithstanding his capital
sleep, feeling tired from the previous day, he was
inclined to lay awhile ; but shaking off his drow.
siuess, he rose, forgetting however, ornot caring,
to touch the handle Fritz had pointed to. He
had been rather slowly dressing himself, trying
to rub his clgsel_v-clipped hair into some form,
and make himself as presentablo as possible,
when he was stirtled by a sound, and looking
round, 8aw the tube at the head of the bed rise

The professor likes

with a click, and jut out over the place where
his head had lain, and a little Jet of water ruslhed



