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week. Then She came again in the summer 
and in the fall, and from that time I have not 
seen her, nor have I heard from her, though i 
have inquired often.” 8

"And Jam that boy 1" murmured Henry, in 
a choking whisper.

«Yes, you are the boy, and I can lay my 
hand upon my heart and tell God that I 
have kept my promise that I made your 
mother.” 1.

“Then you think that woman was really my 
mother ?”

there was no company; and lastly come the 
cook, scullion, gardener, grooms, and those 
whose occupations brought them in contract 
with the dirt—they ate in the kitchen. Not 
yet had Henry seen the maiden, and his 
curiosity was waxing strong on that point.

Shortly after breakfast our hero was in- 
formed that some one wished to see him in the 
hall. He went down and found his old father 
there Pierre Fretart had been a father to him, 
and the youth could not but look upon him in

BARBER, SPARE MY CHIN.
• PARODY.

Barber, spare my chin.
Touch not a single hair.

Let not thy ruthless steel invade.
My cherished goatee there !

Withhold thy barber-ous blow;
Think of thy future lot.

Oh, barber, let it grow.
Thy steel must harm it not.

‘Twas my forefather's pride.
His glory and renown.

As with a trembling hand.
He stroked “his” goatee down.

Blast not my future lot.
Forbear thy cruel blow.

Oh! barber, harm it not.
But let my goatee grow 1

Oft when a lisping child.
In innocence arrayed,.

My mother fair and mild.

In accents sweet has prayed!

A tear was in her eye.
As she checked my childish glee,

I ask thee, with a sigh.
Oh I barber, let it be.

«O, you need not fear that. It is 
for me that the youngster is a stout. 
speaks English well, and can be claimed 
Englishman. It is a part of my busi 
ship good men I can. If you will cont 
return this fellow to the ship I'll warra you

gh 
ne, 
an 
to 
to

in the kindest terms, he was told that he 
had placed the Inspectors in a most pain- 
ful position for instead of making their 
entrance upon their duties by some act 
of lenity and grace, as the had fondly 
anticipated doing, he had imposed upon 
them an obligation abhorrent to their 
feelings—that of sanctioning corporal 
punishment. On their second visit, this 
same unhappy man was again under 
severe punishment. One of the Inspectors 
remonstrated with him in the most 
friendly manner, and closed with this 
remark: "I am perhaps the only man 
who would take your word; promise me 
K not to misbehave until my next visit 
" and I hope we will become friends.”

With much feeling and emphasis he 
"replied, "I will. Sir ! in a tone never 
before assumed. He faithfully kept his 
word, and the prison officers made it a 
duty to speak to him in the blandest man-

severe punishment. The old story of 
the "pious man !" is exemplified every 
day: "John, my boy, have you wetted 
the tobacco? Have you sanded the sugar? 
%Watered the rum?" € Yes sir !" “That's 
" a good boy, now let us say our prayers 
and go to bed!" It is the instilling of 
such vicious principles into the young and 
plastic mind which is the curse of society 
and peoples our Jails.

Surely the unfortunate subjects of such 
natural propensities, and evil tuition, 
are far more deserving of commiseration, 
than cruel and relentless chastisement. 
Even the oldest and most degraded of- 
fender, is not entirely dead to some of the 
noble impulses of the soul. There can 
be no such incarnate devil as not to be 
influenced by the look, the address, the 
soothing works of kindness.

Instead of degrading him still more 
in his own estimation and of those who 
surround him, let him learm that he is 
the arbiter of his gun fate. abat the is 
under severe subjection it is to his fel- 
lows, to Christian men, who feel for h'a 
fallen condition, and would cheerfully 
tender him the hand of succour and friend 
ship. Thus persuaded, even the most 
obdurate and rebellious become ere long 
insensibly subdued. That profound phil- 
osopher, the late Professor Johnston, has 
these words in his last and most celebrat- 
ed work: "While reformation is aimed 
" at, the morel sense will be found most 
C accessible when the mind is maintained 
"in the most healthy activity.” Some 
of the last words of the late excellent 
Judge Talfourd, pronounced from his 
judgment seat, and what his dying breath 
may be repeated here with advantage, and 
should serve as a lesson to society the 
world over. “I am afraid that all of us 
keep too much aloof from those beneath 
"us, whom we thus encourage to look 
“upon us with suspicion and dislike. I 
• attribute the frequency of crime to the 

" denial of that education which is given 
" by the sympathy that should exist be- 
" tween high andlow, by the active kind- 
" ness and gracious admonitions that oug h 
« to bind us to classes from which habits of 
"reserve keep us now too proudly aloof.' 
A recent able writer treating of Prison 
Discipline says: “Kindness compels belief 
and gratitude; many a casual word 
« gives issue to feeling long concealed 
« under the lava crust of vice.” A little 
further on he remarks: The convict's 
confidence must be won before his feelings 
“or his judgment can be influenced ; but 
" on the other hand, firmness and sagacity 
« investigation and caution, cannot be 
• dispensed with."

The most powerful auxiliary to the 
success of prison discipline after « the 
magic influence of kindness" is the grant- 
ing of rewards for good behaviour, such 
as have of late been adopted in the Brit- 
ish Military Prisons, in the distribution of 
badges to the deserving. By this means 
the prisoner is not left to mourn that to 
him.

|matters to mind.” And so the result is 
that religion is made altogether a Sunday 
thing—a robe too fine for common wear 
but take out solemnly " on state occasions, 
and solemnly put past when the state oc- 
casion is over. Like an id'er in a crowd- 
ed thoroughfare, religion is jostled aside 
in the daily throng of life, as if it had no 
business there. Like a needful yet 
disagreeable medicine, men will be con- 
tent to take it now and then, for their 
soul's health, but they cannot, and will 
not, make it their daily fare—the substan- 
tial and staple nutriment of their life and 
being.

Now. you will observe that the idea of 
religion which is set forth in the text, as 
elsewhere in Scripture, is quite different 
from any of these notions. The text 
speaks as if the most diligent attention to 
our worldly business were not by any 
means incompatible with spirituality of 
mind and serious devotion to the service 
of God. It seems to imply that religion 
is not so much a duty, as a something that 
has to do with all duties—not a tax to be 
paid periodically and got rid of at other 
times, but a ceaseless, all-pervading, in- 
exhaustible tribute to Him who is not 
only the object of religious worship, but 
the end of our very life and being. It 
suggests to us the idea that piety is not 
for Sundays only, but for all days; that 
spirituality of mind is not appropriate to 
one set of actions and an impertinence 
and intrusion with reference to others, 

 but, like the act of • " ‘ . like the 
circulation of the blood, like the silent 
growth of the stature, a process that may 
De going on simultaneously with all our 

actions—when we are busiest as when 
we are idlest ; in the church, in the world 
in solitude, in society ; in our grief and in 
our gladness ; in our toil and in our rest; 
sleeping, walking; by day, by night- 
amidst all the engagements and exigencies 
of life. For you perceive that in one 
breath—as duties not only not incompati- 
ble but necessarily and inseparably blend- 
ed with each other the text exhorts us 
to be at once “not slothful in business, 
and "fervent in spirit, serving the Lord. I 
—I shall now attempt to prove and illus. 
trate the idea thus suggested to us — the 
compatibility of Religion with the business 
of Common Life.

We have, then. Scripture authority for 
asserting that it is not impossible to live 
a life of fervent piety amidst the most 
engrossing pursuits and engagements of 
the world. We are to make good this con- 
ception of life,—that the hardest-wrought 
man of trade, or commerce, or handicraft 
who spends his days “midst dusky lane or 
wrangling mart,” may yet be the most 
holy and spiritually-minded. We need 
not quit the world and abandon its busy 
pursuits in order to live near to God:—

« We need not bid, for cloister’d cell. 
Our neighbour and our work farewell: 
The trival round, the common task. 
May furnish all we ought to ask,— 
Room to deny ourselves, a road 
To bring us, daily, nearer God.”

It is true indeed that, if in no other way 
could we prepare for an eternal world

we'll keep him, and if I come across hi 
take him if can. But you must see th

I'll 
the

thing will be difficult, for I do not supp ayou 
wish to show your hand in the busine 
rectly ?”

“No, no, of course not,” returne
count. “But how did he escape ?”

"It must have been some deeply laid 
I will taste of that punch —some well d

%di-

that light, let the relationship of blood turn out 
as it might. The honest old fisherman was 
almost frantic with delight at seeing the noble 
boy once more safe, and as soon as the first 
transport of his joy was passed he informed 
Henry that the smuggler had been at his cot 
before the day had fairly dawned.

“He told me,” continued Pierre, “that I 
had better bring you up some of your clothes, 
and so 1 have done so, and more too: I sup- 
pose you might find some pleasure in your 
toys, and I fetched them, also. I borrowed 
old Gasbard's horse, and so your things have. 
come easy.” n----------- -tint 

lienry followed the old man out into the

the "I know sinwas. O, it makes me cry now 
to think how she did use to weep over you 
when she cote to see you. She would clasp 
you in her its —cry over youu—lay you on 
the floor, andthen get down on her knees and 
pray for you,and then she would wipe her eyes 
andmake me promise over again to be as kind

t- 
sited
last 
am, 

this 
not 
ro's 
cer- 
me 
also 

e the 
prisoner, and then both he and the p sner made their escape through an open port. we 

gave them chase, but in the darkness v ? lost 
them.”

plan A man came on board the sh 
night and answered to the name of Wi 
one of our old quarter gunners ; b 
morning we found that Wickham h: 
been aboard. He was found at old 
tap-room down by the water, and he ha 
tainly been drugged. The fellow who 
on board and answered to his nam 
drugged the marine who stood sentry o

to you as thoigh you were my son.”
The youths eyes were filled with tears, and 

for some momnts he could not speak ; but at 
length he said

“It must hare been my mother, for I have 
He- before my mind.I

It is now more than two years sincener. 
this in-occurrence, an AYO “looking about”evitable transgression, 
his conduct has been good, and the alter-knew not whether it was a dream, or whether 

it was some real episode of my life ; but Iyard, and there, sure enough, he found every- 
thing he could have desired. Pierre had not 
only brought the best part of his wardrobe, 
but also his little oaken escritoire and his 
portfolio, and with this last acquisition was the 
youth particularly delighted, for it contained 
all the materials for drawing, a good assort- 
ment of crayons, and some water colors. 
Some years before Aenry had gained an oppor- 
(unity to learn to draw of an old artist who had

ed demeanor of this reckless and obdurate 
than who seemed to encourage others an 
misbehaviour, has served as a most 
beneficent example. As his term is 
drawing to a close, he manifests a great 
desire that it may be curtailed, even for 
a few months, by a pardon, in order that 
(as he remarked) "it may convince my 
friends that I am not intirely lost.” His 
case will be represented in due form, and 
the Inspectors entertained the hope, that 
their request in his behalf, will be grant- 
ed and they would fain believe that this 
hitherto deluded man, will duly ap- 
preciate the favour, and search in his own 
bosom, for the cause, of all his misery, 
and not attribute it (as was his wont) to 
the laws, or a conspiracy of his fellow- 
men.

No pardon, however, should be award- 
ed but as a recompense for proper be- 
haviour, else all the benefits that might 
otherwise accrue, would be entirely set 
at naught; nor should it be obtained 
through any other medium than the 
officers or the Inspectors, who, if untram- 
melled, should be held responsible for 
all their acts in the government of the 
prison under their supervision, as well 
as for all the suggestions they may 
make.

TO BE CONTINUED.

see it now. I hare seen that face in my 
dreams, just as plamly as though it were 
present with me i the flesh—what think you 
has become of her now?

"I can't tell Hury. Of that you can judge 
as well as I.”

“Do you think me is dead?"
"I fear she mist be. Only think—for 

seventeen years she has not been here. If she 
were alive of course she would not have 
let such time pass without seeing her 
child ?"

"I should think not, of course,” returned 
the youth, in a thoughtful, melancholy mood. 
"I fear she is really on earth no more. But 
you spoke of the smuggler—as though there 
was something culious about him. What 
is it?"

"Ah, there you live me on the hip. I 
can't think anything only that there is some- 
thing very strange about him.”

“Well, it's a curious piece of business to 
say the least,” uttered the count w an 
oath; “and on the whole you may It him 
go. You had better not think of gett y him 

on board your ship again. It was a w. plan
in the first place, and it has turned out
as well as could have been expected. Let 
the fellow go.”

66 Then you have no real fears of hin

bout
My heart-strings round it cling. 

Lake, ivy to the oak,
Would'st thou deep anguish bring 1 

Forbear ! thy barber-ous stroke !
The storm without may rave.

Accursed be my lot.
While I've a hand to save. 

Thy steel shall harm it not.

hired him to row him up and down the river 
while he took sketches of the various points of 
scenic interest. This old fellow was a penur- 
ious individual, and Henry was, at that time, 

Ithe only one whom he could find willing to 
wait upon him and take his pay in lessons in 
the art. But our hero had jumped at the

"Fears?” repeated Montfere, 
quickly up. “O, no, no. The whel 
is—and I suppose I might have told 
the first place—the youngster is a mos

king 
ruth
1 in 
asys-

tematic gambler, and he has almost ruin I one 
of my intimate friends. Not far fro imy
own chateau lives a young man in whos 
1 feel a most lively interest, and by

flairs chance with avidity, and he had followed up 
some the study since, for he had a long cherished.

means he met this Henry Fretart at th 
ing table. lie not only lost all his

gam- secret ambition to raise himself above, the 
eady level of his companions, and he saw in that art 

cash, but he actually made out a cont ance the sure means of doing it. Already had he 
5, too, sold some of his little sketches for fair remun-
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CChje Smuggler of St. Alalo. 
A STORY OF SEA AND SHORE.

BY SYLVANUS COBB, JR.
(Continued.)

AN ENEMY IN THE DARK.
Not far from the estate of the Marquis de 

Montigy was the large and magnificent chat- 
eau of Count Arnaud Montfere. The for- 
mer estate was upon the river Ille, while that 
of Montfere was to the eastward, and through 
the grounds ran a considerable stream which 
emptied into the Ille nearly opposite to the 
city of Dinan. Montfere was called the 
richest man in the province of Ille-et-Villaine, 

and surely his estate was one of the most de- 
sirable, his chateau one of the most grand, and 
his grounds the most beautifully laid out and 
the most productive. And yet Arnaud Mont- 
fere was one of the most grasping and avari- 
cious men in the kingdom. He was a stout 
man, somewhat tending to corpulency, and 
showing in his every look and movement the

of more than half his real estate, and tl 
Fretart won from him. My friend has:

“It cannot be that—Pooh—no—of course 
not. No, no.”coung ( eration, and thus had he been enabled both to 

‘terly. furnish himself with materials to pursue his 
ant to study, and to procure clothing somewhat better 

than he could otherwise have afforded. He

wife, and if he has to pay this it will 
ruin him. It was to save hum that I Ex

"W hat were you soing to say ?
"You will think me foolish, perhaps ; but 1 

was going to say thatit could not be that hehave got the rascal out of the way.”
« It was kind of you, at all events 

Tollings.
“I can be kind to my friends,” re ‘ned

said was perfectly willing that his father should call 
them “playthings” and “toys,” and he humored 
the conceit, too, for he meant to place 
the good old man in a position above hard 
work at some future time, and he wished that 
the act should come as a short of a sur- 
prise.

Pierre helped Henry carry the things up to 
the suug little room which had been appropria- 
ed to his use, and after this had been accom- 
plished our hero's next movement wss to get 
off the hated English garb he then wore, and 
in its place to don one of his own suits. When 
this was done the youth really looked like 
another person, for his own garb was made to 
fit closely to his finely proportioned figure, and 
it gave him more of the true beauty that he 
rightfully his own. It was a suit of fine cloth, 
with a frock, or blouse, of purple velvet, and 
a cap of the same ornamented with a golden

After this was done, and minor matters 
had been discussed, Henry came upon the 
subject that lay at that time nearest his 
heart.

«Oierre,” he said, taking a seat near the old 
man, "I have now a question of much impor- 
tance to ask you, and I hope you will answer 
me truly and promptly.”

"Did you ever know me to answer you in any 
other way my,son ?" returned the fisherman, 
earnestly.

“Of course not But I will come to the 
matter at once. Of course you know that I 
am not your child?"

“Not my child!" repeated the old man, 
starting with surprise. "Who told you that, 
Henry ?"

"I have long suspected it, father, and last 
night Marco Montmorillion assured me that it 
was so. How is it ?”

"That smuggler is a strange man,” said 
Pierre, speaking half to himself, but yet gaz- 
ing into the youth's face.

"Never mind him now,” urged Hen- 
ry. «Tell me about this. I am not your 
son ?”

It seemed hard work for the old mau, to 
. speak, but at length he sai d :

«Well, my boy you are not of my blood; 
but I hope you will not leave me. 1 hope you 
will not forsake me in my old age. O, 1 have 
loved you, Henry, as if you had been my own, 
for Heaven never gave me a child of my 
own blood. You will not turn from me 
now ?"

“No, no, my more than father. Let what 
may come to be my fate, and nothing shall se- 
parate us now. But tell me more—tell me all 

‘—all that you know?”
"I will, my boy—and I would have done it 

long ago if I had thought the knowledge could 
have benefited you; but I feared ‘twould only 
serve to make you uneasy, and I kept it to 
myself. That smuggler is a very curious man 
—a very curious man. There is something 
about him I cannot understand.”

“Never mind him now,” inturrupted the 
youth, somewhat impatiently. "Its of my birth 
1 would know.”

“Yes—certainly. And I will tell you.” 
The old man bowed his head a moment in 
thought, and then he resumed : "It is now 
over eighteen years ago—it will be nineteen 
come next November—for it was in November 
I saw you first. 1 remember the month and the 
year well, for it was on the same month that 
our great Napoleon took the proud city of 
Vieana and fought the great battle of Auster- 
litz. It was a cold, blustering night, and my 
wife—she was living then—and myself sat by 
our fire, where you have sat a thousand times 
since. It was near nine o'clock when we heard 
a low rap upon our door, and when I opened 
it a woman came in, and in her arms she car- 
ried a child. She sat down to warm her, 
and we gave her some supper, and when the 
child was claced upon the floor he—it was a 
boy—he looked around till he saw me, and 
and then he ran up to me and clampered into 

my lap, all the time crying out to me as though 
I was his father. The poor woman cried at 
this, and told us that the child's father was 
dead—that he was a soldier in Napoleon's 
army, and had been slain. We tried to com- 
fort her all we could, and she staid with us 
all night. In the morning she wanted us to 
take care of the ehild until she came back 
from Rennes, where she was going to see the 
governor. Of course we did so. She came 
back in a week and staid with us three days. 
We had learned to love the child just as 
though it had been our own, for he was a 
lovely little fellow, and took to us wonddrfully. 
When the poor woman went away next she

was—was my—father?”
"O—why, no,” uttered the old man, vehe- 

mently. “That’s impossible. In the first 
place, your mother attended the funeral of 
your father. He vas wounded, and came 
home to die. In the second place Montmor- 
illon is not old enough to be your father.”

"That is true,” added Henry.
“And next,” resumed the old man, "the 

smuggler knew your father well, and was with 
him when he died.”

"But you know his name—-you know any 
family name, Pierre?”

"No. Your mother told me to call you 
after my own name. I know no more.”

After this the conversation turned upon the 
smuggler, but they arrived at no other conclu- 
sion than that the subject of their remarks was 
a very strange man. That was the most they 
could make out.

Pierre remained at the chateau until the 
middle of the forenoon, and then he took his 
leave ; but before he went he made Henry 
promise again that he would never leave th e 
poor old man who had heen so long a true 
father to him. The youth gave the promise 
with tears in his eyes, and it he had not spoken 
at all, his manner would have assured the 
anxious old fisherman that his utmost desires 
would be fulfilled so far as the lasting love of 
his adopted child was concerned.•

When Henry returned to his room after 
having seen his old protector off, he had plenty 
to think and ponder upon, and it was not 
until the bell summoned him to dinner that he 
was aroused from his reverie.

TO BE CONTINUED.

the count, with a show of magnanimity
“Then it's all sham about ms obein Eng- 

lish born ?”
"O, no. He is that truly ; and was 

that fact that led me to seek your as stance 
in the matter. But I will contrive son other 
means, if possible, to get that deed a him, 
for I will save my friend from ruin

RELIGION IN COMMON LIFE:
A SERMON PREACHED AT CRATHIE 

CHURCH, OCTOBER 14. 1855, BEFORE HER 
MAJESTY THE QUEEN AND PRINCE 
ALBERT, BY THE REV. JOHN CAIRD, M. 
A., MINISTER OF ERROLL, SCOTLAND, 
PUBLISHED BY HER MAJESTY'S COM-
MAND.

“Not slothful in business ; fervent in spirit, serving 
the Lord."—Romans, xii. 11.

To combine business with religion, to 
keep up a spirit of serious piety amidst the 
stir and distraction of a busy and active 
life,—this is one of the most difficult parits 
of a Christian's trial in this world. It is 
comparativly easy to be religious in the 
church—to collect our thoughts and com- 
pose our feelings, and enter with an ap. 
pearance of propriety and decorum, into 
the offices, of religious worship, amidst 
the quietude of the Sabbath, and within

even 
ownthough the effort should work to I 

injury.”
Now whether the Englishman belie ed all 

this or not is more than can be ‘with safety 
said. He knew or ought to have known, 
Arnaud Montfere well enough to be ed to

result of his besetting vice. His hair was of 
a lightish brown—almost red in its hue—and 
his eyes were a deep grey. His complexion 
was verging upon the sandy cast, though a 
close observer would have seen that not only had only casually met. Tolling's 

• the color, but the rotundity, of hid fa— ------seevise hum petty steaduy engaged 
the result of a bloat. He was fond of wine.

doubt it. Himself and Montfere h 1, first
met when mere boys, at school in Fr 1 fort- 
on-the-Oder, and since that time th had 
often been together, though of late ye; s they 

ssion *------- hope never comes 
That comes to all"
Colonel Jebb, in this valuable annual 

Reports of Military Prisons, dwells with 
much emphasis upon the efficiency and 
necessity of marks of good behaviour. It 
will thus be found that the fate of the 
British soldier which certain sentimental- 
ists so feelingly commiserate, is far pre- 
ferable to that of the civilian which all 
his boasted privileges as a free man; for 
so soon as the former has undergone his 
sentence, his crime is expiated, and the 
door of advancement is open to him as to 
all others who deserve it. The “rage 
and fury” of the whip which was once all 
the fashion, and looked upon as indispen- 
sable is now rarely heard of in the British 
Army or Navy ; nor do we hear now, of 
combinations, violence, and mutiny, 
which were once so frequent. And we 
have every reason to believe that there 
should be less insubordination, attempts at 
conspiracy and escape, in some penal 
institutions, if more regard were shown to 
the feelings, nay, the very rights of the 
miserable creatures under confinement. 
Acts of violence, arson, and murder of 
keepers, would seldom occur, if the convict 
felt that he had all to gain by obedience 
and submission. For the maintenance of 
good order and a profitable government of 
Prisons, and for the furtherance of re- 
formation, the moste powerful adjuvant to 
kind and humane treatment, would be the 
exercise of the Royal clemency of pardon 
to such convicts as by a continued observ- 
ance of the rules of the prison, and a 
clear manifestation of repentance, might 
be deemed worthy of such favour. This 
would have a most beneficial influence on 
the whole Institution, even if the pardon 
shortened the sentence by only a few 
months. It would be esteemed a certificate 
of good conduct, and would serve as a 
passport to a kind reception ir m old friends 
and relatives. Were such a systey of com- 
pensation established, all would strive 
to gain the boon—their spirits would be 
kept up—fond expectation cherished, and 
no other means than propriety of demea- 
nor would be sought after to obtain free- 
dom. On the other hand, sa has already 
been mooted by a high prison authority, 
a very powerful inducement for the ob- 
servance of discipline would be the know- 
ledge, that its violation would be punished 
by the imprisonment being prolonged 
for a time proportioned to the ill-behaviour. 
There may be some difficulty in 
enacting a law of this kind, but in the 
interests and for the success of an efficient 
system of penal government, the idea may 
not be deemed although undeserving of 
attention.

The Provincial Penitentiary has sup- 
plied not a few instances in proof of the 
reformatory effects of kindness. One 
case, in particular, is well deserving of be- 
ing related: that of a desparate man, whom 
it was thought impossible to subdue 
even by the most harsh and coercive 
measures and who was daily guilty of some 
violent act of insubordination. He had 
repeatededly been an inmate of State

—ng ton pretry sceadity engaged Yet 
perhaps Tollings did not know the w ole of 
Montfere's character, but the count kihis 
well enough not to be afraid to trust b a to a 
considerable extent.

and an inordinate quantity of it found con- 
sumption at his hands.

It was early on the morning succeeding the 
events just recorded that the Count Montfere 
mounted his horse and took the road towards 
St. Malo. He was gaudily dressed, wearing 
every ornament and gew-gaw that could be 
placed with any degree of right upon his 
person. It was not yet fairly daylight when 
he started, and he rode as one who had busi- 
ness of importance to transact. The late 
rains had made the roads bad, and the count 
was forced to ride very slowly in order to 
keep his garments clear of the thick mud. 
The distance to St. Malo was near four 
leagues, and Montfere did not reach the city 
until eight o'clock. He then proceeded at 
once to a large cafe near the theatre, and 

Ithere he found an officer from the English 
ship, who had apparently been waiting for 
him.

6Ah, sir count, you are late,” said the lat- 
ter, as he took the noble's hand, and speaking 
in good French.

"No wonder I'm late. The roads were 
never worse since they were made. I couldn't 
hurry, Tollings.”

“Well, never mind,” said he who had been 
called Tollings. 46 You are in time en- 
ough.”

* Here—let's step into this recess and 
have a bowl of hot punch, and there we can 
talk.”

" You can have the punch if you like,” re- 
turned the Englishman, " but I never allow 
myself to drink so early in the day.”
"Pooh,” uttered the count, with a slight 

show of contempt, " the cheering beverage is 
good at all times. Give me punch, or give 
me wine, or what is sometimes better than 
either, the pure old eau de vie, at all times of

The punch was called for, and the two men 
retired to one of the many recesses and drop- 
ped the curtain.1
"Now,” said the count, after he had drunk 

a good share of the smoking punch, “how 
fares your young seaman?”

“He's gone, sir count.”
*Gone !" uttered Montfere, setting down 

the siver cup from which he had been drinking 
and starting as though he had been struck. 
65 Gone, did you say ?”

"Yes."
#6 But you promised you would keep him. 

You said that if the proof could be made by 
me that he was son of an English sailor, you 
would make him fast. Now 1 can prove that 
I can prove that he was not only the son of 
an, English man-of-warsman, but that his 
father g ave him up to the English naval ser- 
vice when he died.”

“Perhaps you can, sir count,” calmly re- 
turned the other, " but that don't matter now.

made his escape last night. So you see 
your burden of proof don't help the matter 
any.” ** 
is Escaped, did he? Then we will find 

“But I should advise you to be very care- 
ful how you work, for if the youngster should 

claim the protection of the French govern- 
• ment you might find it hard work to get him 

off again.”.• 
—I know all that,” returned Montfere, has- 
tilly,“ but I should not stop for trifles. I 
Knew you wanted men, and I knew that this 

young Fretart would be a goodand I pointed him out to you. If you have lost him, then yon have lost one whom it 
in‘s Peen much easier to keep than to 
- - -cher, we can make is 

Tia, see, z2. 
told you at the time, I wanted
way. 0 course we are too olart fi-anis for you to question me.” *

than by retiring from the business and 
cares of this world, so momentous are the 
interests involved in religion, that no 
wise man should hesitate to submit to the 
sacrifice. Life here is but a span. Life

“Can you not contrive to get the deed 
away from the fellow?” the lieute nt at 
length asked. " I know he must be witty 
fellow, for his looks show it, but Im t con- 
fess that he does not look like a bad n.”

the still and sacred precincts of the house 
of prayer. But to be religious in the 
world—to be pious and holy and earnest- hereafter is for ever. A lifetime of soli-

tude, hardship, penury, were all too 
slight a price to pay, if need be, for an 
eternity of bliss: and the results of our

minded in the counting-room the manu- 
factory, the market-place, the field, the 
farm—to carry out our good and solemn 
thoughts and feelings into the throng and 
thoroughfare of daily life,—this is the great 
difficulty of our Christian calling. No 
man not lost to all moral influence can 
help feeling his worldly passions calmed, 
and some measure of seriousness stealing 
over his mind, when engaged in the 
performance of the more awful and sacr- 
ed rites of religion ; 1 ut the atmosphere of 
the domestic circle, the exchange the 
street, the city's throng, amidst coarse 
works and cankering cares and toils, is 
a very different atmosphere from that of a 
communion-table. Passing from the one 
to the other has often seemed as if the 
sudden transition from a tropical to a 
polar climate—from balmy warmth and 
sunshine to murky mist and freezing cold. 
And it appears, sometimes as difficult to 
maintain the strength and steadfastness 
of religious principle and feeling when we 
go forth from the church into the world 
as it would be to preserve an exotic alive 
in the open air in the winter, or to keep 
the lamp that burns steadily within doors 

from being blown out if you take it abroad 
unsheltered from the wind.

So great, so all but insuperable, has this 
difficulty ever appeared to men, that it is 
but few who set themselves honestly and 
resolutely to the effort to overcome it. 
The great majority, by various shifts or 
expedients, evade the hard task of being 
good and holy, at once in the church and 
in the world.

In ancient times, for instance, it was 
as we all know, the not uncommon ex- 
pedient among devout persons-men deeply 
impressed with the thought of an eternal 
world and the necessity of preparing for it 
but distracted by the effort to attend to 
the duties of religion amidst the business 
and temptations of secular life—to fly the 
world altogether, and abandoning society 
and all social claims, to betake themselves 
to some hermit solitude, some quiet and 
cloistered retreat, where as they fondly 
deemed, “the world forgetting, by the 
world fergct," their work would become 
worship, and life be uninterruptedly de- 
voted to the cultivation of religion in the 
soul. In our day the more common 
device, were religion and the world icon- 
flict, is not that of the superstitious recluse 
but one even much less safe and venial. 
Keen for this world, yet not willing to 
lose all hold on the next—eager for the 
advantages of time, yet not prepared to 
abandon all religion and stand oy the 
consequences, there is a very numerous 
class who attempt to compromise the mat- 
ter—to treat religion and the world like 
two creditors whose claims cannot both 
be liquidated—by compounding with 
eich for a share—though in this case a 
most disproportionate share—of their time 
and thought. “Everything in its own 
place!” is the tacit reflection of such men*

66 Looks are often deceitful,” the
count's reply. 66 But I will have the deed at 
some rate.”

€Then you will not have him i pressed 
again?”

"No—I guess not. Let him res or the 
present, and I will watch him.”

Shortly afterwards the two men -ft the 
cafe and started down towards the wi er, and 
as the subject of Fretart's escape 1- been 
fully discussed, Tollings understood bat he 
was to give the matter up so far as : work 
for his friend the count was concern

Poor Henry—he had a new crime w laid 
to his charge, but it could not matt much 
for none who knew him were like ev to hear 
it repeated. In truth, Henry Fret: never

most incessant toil and application to the 
world's business, could they secure for us 
the highest prizes of earthly ambition, 
would be purchased ata tremendous cost, 
if they stole away from us the only time 
in which we could prepare to” meet our 
God,—if they left us at last rich, gay 
honoured, possessed of everything the 
word holds dear, but to face an Eternity 
undone. If, therefore, in no way could 
you combine business and religion, it 
would indeed be not fanaticism, but most 
sober wisdom and prudence, to let the 
world's business come to a stand. It 
would be the duty of the mechanic, the 
man of business, the statesman, the 
scholar—men of every secular calling- 
without a moment's dalay to leave vacant 
and silent the familiar scenes of their toils 
—to turn life into a perpetual Sabbath, 
and betake themselves, one and all to an 
existence of a ceaseless prayer, and un- 
broken contemplation, and devout care of 
the soul. /

But the very impossibility of such a 
sacrifice proves that no such sacrifice is 
demanded,” He who rules the world is 
no arbitrary tyrant prescribing impractica- 
ble labours. In the material world there 
are no conflicting laws i and no more, we 
may rest assured, are there established, 
in the moral world, any two laws, one or 
other of which must needs be disobeyed. 
Now one thing is certain, that there is in 
the moral world a law of labour. Secular 
work in all cases a duty, is, in most cases, 
a necessity. God might have made us 
independent of work. He might have 
nourished us like“the fowls of the air 
and the lilies of the field,” which ‘toil not 
neither do they spin.” He might have 
reined down our daily food, like the manna 
of old, from heaven, or caused nature to 
yield it in unsolicited profusion to all, and 
so set us free to a life of devotion. But 
forasmuch as He has not done 0—foras- 
much as He has so constituted us that 
without work we cannot eat, that if men 
ceased for a single day to labour, the 
machinery of life would come to a stand, 
and arrest be laid on science, civilisation, 
social progress—on everything that is 
conductive to the welfare of man in the 
present life,—we may safely conclude that 
religion, which is also good for man, which 
is indeed the supreme good of man, is not 
inconsistent with hard work. It must 
undoubtedly be the design of our gracious 
God that all this toil for the supply of our 
physical necessities —this incessant oc- 
cupation amidst the things that perish, 
shall be no obstruction, but rather a help, 
to our spiritual life. The weight of a 
clock seems a heavy drag on the delicate 
movements of its machinery ; but so far 
from arresting or impeding those move- 
ments, it is indispensable to their stead- 
iness balance, accuracy: there must be 
some analogous action to what seems the 
clog and drag weight of worldly work on 
the finer movements of man's spiritual
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The plan of constant confinement and 

perfect seclusion has been attended with 
such melancholy consequences both to 
body and mind, that it will soon be ex- 
ploded. The method now generally 
adopted is based upon sounder views, and 
a better knowledge of the human disposi- 
tion, as well as of the endurance of the 
body. It may be very properly.styl- 
ed the mixed system of Prison Discipline: 
labour in common, under the strictest 
surveillance, to prevent conversation, and 
segregation in the cell, when of work, and 
during the night, together with a con- 
tinued watchful guard for the prevention 
of speaking disturbance, or infraction of 
the rules. Thus in the workshop, dining- 
hall, school and chapel, the utmost silence 
is observed. This is severe punishment 
in itself, yet the unhappy convict feels 
that he is not entirely alone, not a perfect 
outcast. He still enjoys the company of 
his fellow-men, although restricated in all 
personal communication. Even such 
restricted companionship dispels the 
ennui and despondency, which have often 
resulted in mental alienation, where per- 
fect seclusion is maintained, nor does the 
body suffer or wane more tha n the 
mind.

This plan is strictly observed in the 
Provincial Penitentiary, and the Iinspect- 
ors would not fear to challenge comparison 
with any other penel institution wherever 
situated or however conducted, with 
regard to the success of its manage- 
ment.

The incarceration, with all its priva- 
tions, the observance of the strictest ru le 
together with the almost entire hope- 
lessness of escape, soon make the most 
desperate men obedient, if not docile. 
But whilst the disepline is thus carried

saw the inside of a gaming saloon, an 
count been pressed to produce his 
who had come so nigh being ruined, 
have had to lug him up from the mir 
of his own mind, for he never had an 
anywhere else.

It was past noon when Arnaud 
set out on his return home, and he ha 
the intelligence that Henry Fretart 
at his father's, and that he had not 
about the city. He talked with him 
rode along, and we may find outs 
of his mind by listening to him for a 
ments:

had the 
riend” 
would 

depths 
istence

ontfere 
gained 
as not
n seen 

If as he 
ething 
wmo-

“1 was a fool to think of having 1 
impressed on board that ship,” he’s- 
" for even had they got him off, he ould of 
course have found his way back at so future 
day if he lived. But there's no ha a done. 
Tollings don't suspect more than I id him, 
and no one else knows anything abou

fellow
tered;

, __ - ____ 817 t. On 
the whole, I'm glad the thing didn't rk, for 
now I'll make more sure game of 
know him, and he must—walk.

m. I
e isn't

needed here at all.”
And thus the count rode on, and 4 

he continued to talk of the youth, and
erode

cowwed LO LIE Lie youth, and vague 
plans in connection with him. One my, at
least, on earth Henry Fretart had; t why 

a thinghe should have had such an enemy w
he could not even have guessed had- 
the first fact.

known

REVELATION.
WHEN Henry Fretart arose in 

ing he found that Montmorillon h really 
gone. He met the marquis in the 11, and 
the old nobleman greeted him kindly

66 Your companion is off,” de Mon, y said 
with a smile.1

morn-

“Did he leave any word for me 1 asked 
the youth, (
“Not exactly. He made me pr se that 

I would give you a home here until f came 
again, and of course I gave the pr se with 
pleasure. You read I presume ?”&

“I am fond of reading, sir.” ,
“Then I think you can pass you ne very 

pleasantly. I have a large library, dwhile 
you are here it is at your service. u will 
not find me lacking in gratitude.”

Henry expressed his thanks ver varmly, 
and shortly afterwards he was info ed that

Prisons in the United States, fron one of 
which he effected his escape to Canada 
where he was soon detected in horse 
stealing, and sentenced to the Provincial 
Penitentiary for seven years. On two 
occasions he attacked his keeper, with a 
shoe-maker's knife, wounded him severe- 
ly. He was almost weekly under punish- 
ment either confined to bread and water 
or the dark cell, or severely flogged. 
But all seemed to make him only the more 
determind. On the very first visit of

out, it must not be forgotten that we are 
brought in contact with our fellow- 
creatures, not a few of whom, perchance, 
are more sinned against than sinning. The 
victims of a most pernicious training from 
the cradle to manhood..

Many are born prone to evil from 
physicial confirmation which the best 
domestic training cannot always coun- 
teract or remedy. With not a few, 
sentiments of villainy are inculcated as 
points of duty vicious parents, and 
obedience to unscrupulous masters; com-| 
mendation and caresses are bestowed 
for successful acts of deception and vil- 
lainy, whilst failure is often repaid by

“Prayers, sermons, holy reading”—they 
will scarcely venture to add “God”—“are 
for Sundays; but week-days are for the 
sober business, the real, practical affairs 
of life. Enough if we give, the Sunday 
to our religious duties; we cannot be 
always praying and reading the Bible. Well enough for clergymen and good 
persons who have nothing else to do, to 
attend to religion through the week; but 
for us, we have other and more practical

breakfast was ready. He went o 
breakfast-room and found that he 
with the valet and postman and oth, attend- ants of that stamp, but of this of arse, he 
thought nothing, save to relish high the rich food that was set before him. He led from 
the valet that there were three t 5 set atThe chateau. First the marco hd his 
daughter took breakfast alone; ib thener- aoual attendants ate in the dining- 1 When

went o nto the 
to eat

being. The planets in the heavens have at nn cotints 
wasst

—round the heavenly and the earthly centre, disturb not, nor jar with, each

asked me if we wouldn't take the little boy 
and take care of him as though he was our own; 
and we promised to do so with all the pleasure 
in the world. ‘The poor woman would not 
slay with us, though we asked her many times. 
She went away, and we did not see her again 
until spring. Then she came and stopped a

the Inspectors this individual was brought 
before them for destroying six pairs of 
boots legs without the colour of a pro- 
vocation. After being remonstrated with
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