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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

Disracli's Warke, New Edition, In 7 vols. §1.00per
vol. R. Worthington, Muntreal. .

Curivsities of Litermtme, Ind vols. R, Worthington,
Monyrenl, .

Amenlties of Literature, In 2 vols. R, Worthmgton,
Monteal,

Calamitics of Authora. Tulvol,
Montreal.

Literary Characters and Men of Genius
\Vordmlgmn. Moutreal,

Byron's Works  New Riverside Fdition
Call, Exatra 8100 per vol,

L Wearthington,
Intvol. R

In lalf
1’ Worthsogton, dton-

treal.
Bible {fand Book., By the Rev. Jox, Angus, D.D.
Inlvol. €176 R Wattlhmpgton, Muntrend,

Wortlungton’s New I'riced Catalogue of bis Stock of
stundard, Medical, Law, Scientihe, A ¢, Books which
will be zent free onapplication, a3 now ready,

Homo Horoes, Saints, and Martvisz, By T, S Arthur,
ClL 81490 R Worthington, Montre: {

Whlx\(tm('umo Afterwarda,” A Novel, By T.S. Arthur
<Q

Barnum

R. Worthinztan, Montrea)
Tin Hombngs of the World,  ClL £1.25.

1It. Worthingion, Montreal. .
Bourne,  Haudbuoh ot the Steam-Engine, contatning
all the Rules requared for the right Construction and

Management ot Engmes of every Clasd, with tho
cacy Avthmetical Solution of thoe Rules.  (Constie

lulmF 1 hvey to the * Cateclinam of the Steam-Ene
glne By Jahm Bourne, C. L, §L40. 1. Wor-

thington, Montrea)

Sir Jasper's Jenaut, A Novel, By Miss M. ¥, Braad.
don. ~ R, Wosthington, Montreal,

History of the Fr-edrich the Second, ¢atled Frederick
tho Great. By Uhomas Caelyle. Vol 5 SL2. K.
Worthington, Maoutreal,

Charles (M) Chroweles of the Schonberg.Cottx
Fami,  Diary of Kitty I'revviyan, The Ealy Dawn,
Svole 16, 75cte.” B Worthington, Montreal,

Tairy Book. By Sophic May, Ilus. 50 cts 12, Wor-
1hiugton, Montreal,

Ic'f'ls ot tto hang, By Alfred Tennyeon, D.C.L.,

‘oct-Laureate. 3m. dto. €325, R.Worthington,

Montreal,

Gems from Tennyion.  £m 4to. 100 Iluestrations.
8325 R Worstlungton, Moutreal.

A Concire Dictronary of tho Ihible; comprising its
Antigmtics, Iogsaphy, Geogeaphy, and Natural
istory. Edited by William Seath, LL.D. ‘Thick
o%tf_:o\'o, with 270 plans and wood-cuts. 1alf calf.

New Chriztmas Books; The Chiidren’s Picture Book

Series,  Wnitten cx;irmqy for Youug People, Cloth,
Gilt Edges.  Bible Picture Book. Isghty Hiustrae
tions, 812,

Scripture Farables and Bible Miracles Thirty-two
Hlustrations., S} 25,

English 1history.  saaty Illustrations.  81.25.

Good and Gieat Men. ~Fifty Nlustrations. €1 25,

Ussolfq,‘rlinowlcdgc. One Hundred and Thirty Figures.

i N

Scospturo Parables, By Rev. J. L. Clarke. Sixteen
Nlustrationk. Gdcta

Biblo Miractes. Lty Kee. J E Clarke, M A, Sixteen
Hustrations.  6octs.

The Lifo of Juseph,  Sixteen Tlustrations.  Gcts,

Bunyman's Pilgrim's Progress.  Siateen Ilustiations.

G0cts.

Elaborately INustrated Copy of Arabian Nights. Lon-
don Edition, €2,

Dat?inl's Hunstrated Goldsmith,  Large Quarto, €2,

Mctreo's History of Irvland. New Edition in 2 vols,
Riustrated. 83 poervol,

Sucl_l’d]qylnngnzi:xc, arge vol. INustrated. Fuil Gilt.

Bunyan's Pilgrim’s I'rogresa.  With 230 Iltustrations.
Tinted Paper, §1.25

Farringtord Editions of Tennyson's Works. £3.50.

Farringford Edition Completcan 1 vol Full Gilt 82,95,

Journal of Eugénie de Guerin,  London.  §1.50,

The Gold Threvl. By Norman MceLeod, D.D. G2 cts.

Aop. The Fables of Tsop, with 2 Life of the Aus
thor. Hlustrated with 111 ingravings trom Ori{:inal
Designs by Hernck. Cr. §vo. 8256, . Wor-
thington, Montreal.

Atlantic Talez. A Collection of Storicz from the
¢ Atlantic Monthly.” 12mo. $£2.00. . Worthing-
ton, Montreal,

Browning. Lirics of Life. By Robert Browning.
With Illustiations by S. Ejtinge, Jr. 40cts. R.
\VorthinFton. Montreal,

Bulwer, The Apple ot Life. By Owen Meredith (E.
R. Bulwer), author of * Lucite.” 32wmo, 2weis, R.
Worthington, Montreal.

Saadl. Tho Gulistan, or Rose Garden. By Musle
Huddeen Sheik Saadi, of dShirmz. Translated from
tho Qriginal, by Francis Galdwin. With an Essay
on Saadi's lifeand Geniug, by James Rosy and a
Profaco by R, W. Lkmerson. lomo, SLIH R
Worthington, Montreal.

FORTRCONING NEW DOORS.

Bigclow Tapers in 1 vo). Tustrated _ Price 30 cts.
Artemug Ward. * tlia Book,"” with 17 Ihastmuons.
Harp of Cansan. By the Rev J. Douglas Borthiwick.
In 1 vol. 300 pazes. .
New Work by Private Milez O'Reilly. New Cheap Edi-
tion, which is capected to have unconnon success,
Tho Advocate. A Novel By Mr. Meavysege. In 1
vol. Iu November.
Christic’s listory of Canada,
Uniform in November, $6.0¢
Tho_sbove prices include
Canada.
In next week’s fssue will bo found a list of now
Illustrated Books for *Xmas Gifts, &c.
R. WORTHINGTON,
30 Great St. James Stroet, MONTREAL,

In G vols. 12mo.

0.
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THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY M(8. C. L. BALFOUR,
CHAPTRE? 1. THE MRSSAGE.

¢ IFor duty iz but dceds of lovesiness,
And truth & pewor to make the spirit five;
Aud they whore self-forged bonds their souls repress,
No eflurt shiaul arousc rom slavery.'”
FroM TUg GERMAN.

FPRIE Iast Sunday in September, some dozen

years agn, was onc of the very loveliest of
autwmnn dayg, when the parting smile of summer
lingered tenderly on the peaceful ficlds, and
flushed the woodlands with a golden gleam, that
promised to kindle rapidly into get richer splen-
dour; while there was a pure, fresh breath of
coolness in the guict air, most grateful after the
heat of the havvest days.  For Austwicke Clinse
was in the south of Iingland, about sixty miles
from Loudon, towards the Ilampshire coast, and
the harvest for that year was over, well over, in
that district.  The afternoon sunbeams fell sofily
on the stubble fields, and alung the slope of svme
rich meadows that skirted a narrow winding
river, on whose opposite bank there was an ex-
tensive flat cornmon, or chase as it was called,
that was bounded in the distance by a stretch of
noble woodland. The whole scene, in its quict
rural and sylvan beauty, being improved by a
little village green and groups of nestling cot-
tages at onc end of the chace, and in the fore-
ground of the other extremity were some scate
tered farmhouses and homesteads,

The chirch~—Wicke Church, as, by the ab-
hreviation< « f time, it was called—was close to
the village green, and also close to theold house
of the time-honoured lords of the maunor—the
Austwickes, an untitled, but very ancient Eng-
lish family, whose boust, indeed, it was, that,
once in olden times, and oncc again in more
modern days, the honour of knighthood and of
baronetage had been offercd to, and declined by,
their family.

It i3 just possible that pride, rather than
humility, in both cases dictated that refusal of
title apd distinction ; for, without going into re-
cords of the past history of the owners of Aust-
wicke Chuse, it is certain that Honoria Aust-
wicke, a maiden lady of mature age, who now,
for the time being, was the only occupant of the
old mansion, had no lack of what she called
« true dignity,” and what others might consider
overweening family pride, for personal and rela-
tive estimate is often very opposite in such mat-
ters,  Certain it wag that, among the congrega-
tion of the village church now streaming furth
from its shadowy aisles and ivy-mantled porch
into the sweet calm sunshine that batbed the
ficlds in Sabbath quict, none were more troubled
by the sermon that had been preached to them
that afternoon than the before-named lady.

The preacher was a young man, a curate only
recently appointed ; the incumbent of the living
being an invalid, whose infitmitics, of ate years,
had necessitated bis residing at Harrogate,  AMr.
Nugent, the curate, was & mild, reserved young
wan, rather liked by the farmers and people of
Austwicke Chase, aud by no means disliked by
Miss Honor, a3 the lady of the Austwicke family
was generally called, for she had ascertained
from inquirics that Mr. Nugent, though poor, was
«ywell connected,” and she bad councluded his
principles were all that could be desired in a
gentleman of good fawily snd refined feelings.
But the sermon of this afternocon was on humility,
and instead of being soothing and suitable to hier
notions of the claims of station and the authority
of rank, was against pride —cspecially family

ride.

; She marched through the private wicket gate
out of the churchyard into the grounds of Chase
Hall with a step so firm, and n micn o crect,
that it might be called defiant. Turning for o
moment to_look back towards the church, she
saw Mr. Nugent coming towards ber, and
answered his bow by a curtsey at once so stately
and so distavt that it forbade any further ap-
proach ; indeed, she at the same time locked the
wicket gate with ber own pass-key, and wenton
bya path through tho shrubbery, fecling, it must
be owned, no pleasuro in tho tranquillity of
Nature, no soothing in its beauty.

”~
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Just thien the soft bluesky, the slantipg beams
of the westering sun, that sent broad shafts of
gold through tho interlacing boughs of the
shrubbery, was all unnoticed by her. A sense
of offended dignity ghut ant all othier gensations
but that of haughty anger. As she camo to the
wide lawn that spread beforo the old hall, she
stood atill an instant and Jooked at it intently,
It was a heterogencous wiass of building, with no
pretensions to architectural werit: o long, irre-
gular-gabled front, with incongrnons but con-
venicnt modern windows to the lower rooms;
an iry-covered turret at the far or west end,
under which was the principal entrance, long
unused, and now completely overgrown by a
luxurinnt Vieginia creeper that, in its autumnal
garb of brilliant crimson, hung flaunting over
the dark greenivy like trailing blood-red banners.
At the end of the building next to Miss Honor
was the cast p.areh, an old oaken doorway that
led into the east wing, the only part of the house
at present oceupied. A belt of thick plantation
shrubs completely encircled the wide lnwn—or,
as Miss Honor called it, “the croft ;” but through
some spaces skilfully left in the woodiand there
were peeps of the Chuse beyond, the shininglittte
river that girdted it, and the upland ficlds and
farms stretching away in the distance.

“ It is a place to love, ay, and te be proud of,”
said the lady, as she scanned the house rather
than the surroundings; adding, after a moment's
pause, as she heaved a troubled sigh, “and yet
they do not value it—not as tley should, not as
I, in their place, would. Wby did not my Lrother
Edmund stay here, and improve the property and
keep up the family influence? He might bave
been alive now, and have presented—ay, pre-
vented—as became his name, the growth of such
opinions as 1 have heard this afternoon. * Blessed
are the meek !  Of course, that is Holy Scrip-
ture, and true; but it surely means teach the
poor to be humble; butas to talking about pride
so pointedly, as if to me, it's sheer nonsense, or
worse.”

She untied the strings of her bonnet as she
talked to bierself, and in an absent way took it
off and hung it on her arm, pacing to and fro on
the thick mossy turf before the honse, In her
way she wus quite ag remarkable looking as the
old hall itself. Her fuatures were well cut and
fine, but must have been always rather too strong-
1y marked forfemale beauty.  Now that sho was
something past her fortieth year, her high nose,
lofty but narrow forchead, arched brows tbat
nearly met, tremulous, irresolute mouth, and per-
fectly pale complexion, gave her a distinguished
and ansious, yet somewhatforbidding, orperbaps
unapproachable look. And yet there was kind-
ness enough in her clear, dark-grey, restless cyes
to compensate for the frigid hauteur of the fuce.
But she had a languid way of drooping her ¢ye-
lids that prevented most observers from noticing
their usual benevolent expression. If; indeed,
such an observer had chanced to see her avgry,
then the flash and gleam that made her eyes
glow like two wells of quivering light, would not
soon be forgotten. For the rest, her person was
spare and of middle height, though the erect
way in which she carried her head made hes
appear much taller than she reaHy was. Her
dress of steel-grey silk, trimmed with black lace,
suited her face and form, and in purticular har-
monised with her partially faded bair, which, yet
thick and abundant, was pinoed up on cach side
of her head in the stiff curls that bad been in
fashion in her early womanhood

She wasstill musing, when the Sabbathsilence
of the day was broken by the sound of a horse’s
boofs galloping along the hard chalk road at the
rear of the hall.  There was snch unmigtakable
speed in the sound, that Miss Honor Austwicke,
with a startled pause, turned her head to listen
if the horseman were merely passing or coming
to the Lall.  The loud clangour of the bell at
the stable entrance announced S0me messenger,
whose tidings were of sufficient import towazrant
his raaking the whole houscholdhear. With her
steps a little quickencd, tho lady watked at once
towards the house, and without waiting to go
into the cast porch, turned the fastening of a side
window that led into a little drawingroom over-
leoking & small flower garden. it wap her owa
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