Noveuser 26, 1881.

e

CANADIAN 1LLUSSRATED NEWS.

343

“ Why not? 1 play [nirl{y; woll, und there really
geotas no time to get a substitute, even if] knew
ono—which [ den’t.”

¢ Oh, wir, you cannot do such s thing; it is
itnpoasible " crim.l the yqul.h. "’l wish | had
let you know earlier. It ix not fair to give yon
all this trouble ; you have been ulwnys much oo
good to me as it ia. My life is one loug debt to
you.” )

« Nonwseuse, 1 have done little enough,” ex-
caimed Heron Archer, looking aadly at the
wasted form and delicate features before him,

In bis heart he knew how little benefit could
be done him ; how short s span of life remained
for the troubles and perplexities of earth,

There waa a moment's silence. Then Heron
Archer spoke abroptly.

¢ Comme,”” he said, ““1 have made up wy
mind ; I shall like the duty immensely.  You
know I am fond of wasquernding, This will be
a new character to come out in.  Give me the
address.”

“You ar: only joking, sir, surely,” pleaded
the young man, ** Supposiug anyone you know
happoned tabe at the ball 77

“There is no chance of that. I know no one
in this neighbouchood ; even if 1 was recognized
1 should not care. It would only be one vecen-
tricity the more for my friends to chironicle.”

The iuvalid looked admiringly up at the
hawdsoule, detertnined fuce,

* Your uety of eceentricity are all noble and
generouy,’” he murmured. ¢ How few of your
friends know you really wy you are.”

1t iy Jast ax well they do uot,” said Heron
Archier lightly.  * No naan bears beitgg tarned
inside out, vou know .,  There s always u little
wome’ hing about oneselves which we like to keep
dark.  But we are wasting thme, 3t gets late,
sud { must go home and don iy evening dress,
Where do we sit~in  gallery

4 Nu; there is a platform, 1 believe®'

4 Whew--w ! Thea the guests have a full
view of us 1’

“Yes, Pray dou't earry out your words, sir.
Rupposing anvthing bappened that might make
you regret it ¢
* Heren Archer laughed.  -*Just asif anylong
eonld,” he said lightly. ** Nonsense, Stannton
iny mind is wade up. Ttwill beow great fua,
and 1 shiall come round ta-motrow and bring
your two guineas with me. 11 ot you o
deputy now you wonid be a Jower by the trans.
action,”

- wonld rather loae it twenty times over,
air, than that vou should tepent vour determin.
ation of to-night”

1 shall not repent it faughed the young
barrister good-hamourediy. ¢ Good-bye, now,
and wo to berd and rest yvourself. T <hall ask
Dr. Leigh to look in to-morrow.”

And without waiting to hear the grateful
thanks the incalid wonld have nttered, he hur.
ried swiftly from the roouw,

Al throughont his drive home Heron Awher
never gave s serious thought to his ceventrie
scheme ; 1t was a good joke, he thought, and it
would benetit his poor comsnmptive prutege, in
whom e haed felt & most unusnal interest for
years past.  As to anything awkward or un-
pleasant weeruing to himsell from such an act,
it was u probability that never crossed his mind.
He was accastomed to do strange things, and
very rarely even tronbled himsell to wive ea-
planation of them.  People had grown accus.
tomed to his ways by this titwe, and ceased to
wonder when anvthing veeentric or starthing
had reached their cam,

¢ He in the worst man possible for the legal
profenuion," nrgnmi his friends.  “ He never
cares two straws for his own interests.”’

But Heron Archer paid no heed, sud went on
still in his own way. S0 it was no wonder that
friend and acquaintances gave up wondering at
him and arguing with him at last, and suifered
him to take it unmolested.

That was just what he wanted.
many men want and never get.

A large, lofty hall, prettily decorated with
flowers and plants ; & smooth, well-polished
foar, looking very inviting to lovers of danciog
n genernl sense of apace and emptiness, and
brillinut light reflected back by numerous mir-
rors ; this wasthe scene that met Heron Archer's
eyes as he entered the Marlbarough Hooms, He
hiad explained to the other musicians that young
Staunton was too ill to come, and he had been
sent an deputy ; and though they had regarded
him with evident wonder, and treated him with
a certain sullen deference as one plainly superior
ta themselves, he yet no way assumed any air
of superiority, or for one moment ullowed them
to perveive be was in any way ditferent to what
he represented himself.

The people began to arriva at last in large
pumbers.  Herou Archer sat there at the piano,
and watched them with a certuin amused in.
difference. Presently one of the masters of
ceremonies mdvanced and ordered the band to
play a waltz, aud while hig fingere struck the
notes and hix powerful rhymatic touch brought
out the full aweet melody, the pianist's eyes
roved caréleasiy from gmur to group of the mov.
ing, tloating figures, and he was conscivus that
life still held tor him a new sensation,

Dance ufter dance followed now. Heron
Archer lookad less at the dancers and more at
his music, though his thoughts were far away
frow cither, and his iugers only did their work
with muchanical precision. 1t must have been
noarly 11 o'clock, when he suddenly stood up
to reach a set of lancers lying on a chair on the
platform. a
eyes fell on a group just formiag into figure at
his end of the room. He started as if & pistol-

It is a thing

Ax he turned back to his seat, his'
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shpt_ bad strack him,  There, in the full
rilliance  of the lights—there, facimg him
a few yards distant, stood the object of his
search, his thoughts, his dreamns these two
weeks pust ! She way talking to her partner,
und her face was finshed and ulightly turned
away from the platform. With a strong effort
Horon Archer recovered himself, and then, as
he once more took his seat, the full sense of
what his cceontric action might cost him burst
upon his mind. Suppose she saw him, recog-
nized him ; what would she think? He couﬁ:l
have groaned aloud as he thought of this, as he
saw the barrier hie had raised between them, and
knew tlmt,'now, though she was so uear, he
dared not give one nign of recognition or seck
her side, despite hiy frenzied longing.

His one hope now was that she might not re.
cognize him, aund yet that was a chance he hard.
ly dured count on. The platform was raised
some feet framn the hall, and he was the most
prominent of all the players. The set in which
the girl was daucing was close to the platfonn,
and she herself stood directly facing him. At
any moment she might raise her nyes —see him
and—thent He dared not dwell on the hu-
miliation such a recognition would bring. He
only prayed she might not think of looking at
the platform.  He tried to avert his eyes, but
every moment they stole u glance at that couple.
How he euvied the man who danced with her!
lHow he cursed the fate that held him here,
chuined to u hateful penance, while auy of the
careless vapid throug Lelow were free to win
her smiles and seck her hand in the dance ! The
signal wus given, the music struck np.  Me.
chanieally he played the selection from Carmen
before him, and uselessly he strove to keep his
fae turued away from that oue seat in the room
below,

.Hut in vain,  Despite his efforts, his resolves,
his eyes would turn to that radisnt, graceful
figure, with her crown of sunny hair aud snowy
tloating robes.  She was standing still while the
stdes were going through their evolutions.  Her
eves roved carelessly around—befors—then up.
Heron Archer should have turned away, but he
was not able to do 90, Like some spell, those
eyes met and held his own, and across the dis-
tance that separated them flashed one lightning
glanee of mutual recognition. That she renem-
besed bim he could doubt no Jonger, for a vorn.
ing wave of colour swept up to her hrow, and
the startled glance told its own tale.

His heart beat high despite the pain and hu.
miliation that oppressed him. At least she had
uot forgotten.  That thonght was sweet beyond
allothers, thoush he gave her no siun, ;xud‘kcpt
his head turned resolutely away for the rest of
the dance.

When it was over, the various couples began
to promenady round the rovw.  Heron Archer
Gellowed that slivhe figure with anxious, watch-
tul wyes. She did not make the cirele of the
roony, hut to pass out with her partner through
a doar Faeling to the refreshment-room.  With
heating heart and vager gaze he watched for her
reapprataive,  How he envied the man by her
side s how b wondered what he was saying to
her, or shie to him, Then again ¢ime the sum-
mons to plav and as the plaintive waltz mir rose
and fell, he saw her again fleating round the
roots to the meiody his fingers gave forth.

The «ituation wax torturing in the extreme,
and us the hours went by and he suw her court.
ed, besteged, surrounded, and met no further
glanee from her averted eves, and conld guess
nothing of the shame buraing in her young pas-
sivnate heart, he {alt that his self-inposed task
grow each monuat more hateful and irksome,
that it was alinost beyond his strength to carry
it through. )

But everything mnst have an end, and at last
the finsl waltz was on the desk. How gladly
he played it ; what « welcome rehef to fee] cach
bar, each page brought him uvearer to the con-
clusion of this unpalatable daty.

Then out crashed **God save the Queen,”
and he was free to go, free to return home and
chew the cud of sweet and bitter faneies, and
wish, with vain fierce wishes, that he had never
placed himself in such a false position. The
money was in his hand, and with young Staun-
ton’s roll of music under his arm, he huorried
out of the building. At the euntrance a erowd
of cabs and carriages were still waiting.  He
paused a woment. A vugue hope that he might
gee her once mote ere she left was in his miod.
He saw a gentlemau eall a cab, and theo go back
to the portico for two ladies, oae elderly, and
shawled and cloaked with great care; the other
—yes, it was-—the mysterious *‘she” who so
chapged the calm and even tenor of his iife,
A wass of leeey white lace was rounsd her head
and shoulders, her tiny gloved hand rested
lightly ou her companion’s arm. Heron Archer
drew his liat low over his brows, and stmined
his ears to catel the directions given to the
cabman, ‘¢ L —Street, Maida Vale”

Then a silvery voice said, ** Good-bye.. 1t
hus been o most delightfnl evening,  So wmany
thanks for the tickety,” nud the cab drove off.

That was all,  Yet no, not quite all, forlying
an the pavewent, cloxe to Heron Archer’s teet,
lay a little bouquet of faded primroses, They
must have fallen from her dress as the stepped
into the cab,  He suatehied them up as o miser
might huve snatehed at gold.  They were more
precious thav gold te him. He thrust them
into his breast, and then, dizzy with cul}l‘usod
hopes and thoughts and plans, he sprang into &
hansom close’ by, nnd was diiven rap‘n}ly hote
through the pale sweet dawn of the Spring day.

(To be contiziucd.)

A RACE FOR LIFE.

A CURE FOR PRACTICAL JOKING.

Oue hundred years ago there lived upon the
shores of Stephen’s river (a amall stream empty-
ing into the Casco bay) a mau named Peter
John, an honest, upright fellow, a good neigh-
bour and friend, but ' ith one abominable habit
that won him many enemies, and caused much
discomfort and suffering to those around him.
This was an almost irresistible fondness for
practical joking that would not allow him to let
an opportunity pass unimproved, wherein he
conld gratify this special passion of his being.

There came a time, however, when the exer-
cise of this peculiarity brought upon him an
ordeal so sharp that it cured his uafortunate
propensity, to the great joy of his friends and
family. The process was disagreeable, but the
cure was effectual and permanent.

One day Peter had boen at work 4 few miles
from howe, After hiy day’s labour was tinished
his ereployer iavited him to partake of the
evening meal with him, This invitation Peter
accepted, and then, his system fortified by a
hearty supper, he comimenced his journey home-
ward. The path that Peter trod that night
would lead one to-day throagh cultivated fields
aud by many pleasant farm-houwses ; but then it
was an unbroken forest.

It was a dark, cold December night ; the wind
swept fitfully anong the great pines wd beeches,
and strange, wosning sounds weut sohbing
through the forest ; now and then an nwl uttered
ity hoarse cry, or the swmilden ratthmg of the
dead leaves told where soue timid animals
scarried away from sounds of footeteps.

But Peter was strong and light-hearted, and
went quietly along, without paying mach atien
tion to thesight and sounds arcund him, until ke
had achieved perhaps one half his journey, when
suddenly his ears caught the sound of a hore’s
feet descending the long rocky path behiad him.
{iradually the sound grew uearer, until the sharp
peculiar whoa of the horseman could be heard
urging the horse to a faster gait.

“Ah! ah " said Peter to himself, as he
heard the familiar toues, ““this is uncle Tom
Bur}'." X

Now uncle Tomn and Peter were neighbours,
that is to say their clearings lay about a mile
apart, and none knew better than Peter that the
old man wag naturally of 4 timid diaposition,
aud, forthermore, that nothiuy inspirel him
with greater fear—nothing that he had not ra-
ther meet, than a woll,

No sooner, theretore, had Peter becowe con-
viuced that the horseman behind him was his
neighbour thau he resolved to use this trait of
uncle Tom's a5 a means of working out what he
ronsidered would be u capital joke. His plans
were soon laid, and he procseded to put them
into execution. Creeping through the under-
growth, which bordered his path, he crouched
down and patiently uwaited the approach of his
victim.  He had not waited loug before uncle
Tom, his horse at a sharp teot, and hansel{ cast-
g timid gances around, avrived opposite to
his place of coueealmenut.  Peter allowed him to
pass 4 few paces, and then springing lorward
on his hands and kuees, he attered one or twa
starhing yelps followed by the loud, clear, ga.
thering ery of the wolves.

The etfeet upon unele Tom was elecrrical.
Springing hdl way out ot his saddle, he uttered
aserentn of terror, and then, stvoping until his
head nearly tonched the wane, he plunged his
spurs tnto his horse’s Hanks, and was off down
the road like a shot. As for DPeter, he rolled
over on his back, and kicked his heels in huge
enjuyment of sueccess,  Loud and long he
laughed, occasionally varying the pefformance
by making the forest ring with the repetition of
the wild,- savage ery that struck such terror
into uncle Tou's heurt.  But there is an end to
all thin&s: and sc, after a while, there was an
end to Puter’s mirth, and he was about to re-
sume his journey, when he heard a sound that
sent the cold shivers coursing over his body,
and almost froze the blood in his veins. The
wolves had heard the successtul imitition of
their musie, and were coming down, full ery
upon him.

lu an iustant he realizel his position and
peril. From the sounds~ le kunew that the
wolves were coming dewn an each side of the
path he had just travelled, and therefoce the
nearest -point of safety was his own clearing,
more than a mile away.

Al this passed through his mind like a tlash,
aud then calling all his energies into ptay, he
dashed down the path with searcely less speed
and terror thau \&i-l uncle Tom Barry., Peter
was a famous ruuner, and had come off vietor in
many a trinl of speed, when the people had
cone together at o raising or log-rolling ; but
this was no holiday games. He was not taxing
his music to win. the applanse of admiring
friends, or to gratify au ambition to excel,

Down the long slope that led to Pitkin's
Hollow, and up the ascent beyound, fled Peter,
while lhardly a hundeed yanls behind e o
snarling pack, hungry and fierce.  The lite of
an unarmed nun would not be worth a minute's
wirchasy could they once surrwnd him,  This
g‘cter acknowledged to himself, as a thought
entered his miud to stand on the Jdefensive ; so
hie abandoned the thought before it was fully
formed, and braced himself anew for the fight.

Down wnother loug slope geross a broad sheet
of ice at ity foot, and Lethertne’s Hill with its
long, straight ascent, lay before him. He shud.
tdered as he glanced at its ragged side, for he

felt his strength would scarcely suffice to carry
him to the top.

The perspiration streamed from every pore—
his breath came in short, wheezy gasps—his
steps were becoming unsteady, and once striking
his foot againat a loose stone, he prevented
himself from falling only by an extra exertion
so freat that the blood spurted from his nostrils,
and flames gseemed to leap bafore his vision.

Still he kept on though it seemed madness to
hope, for his pursuers had gained on him fear-
fally ; he knew it by the beating of their foot-
steps; but with eagerness inspired by mortal
terror he ran on, hoping to gain orly the brow
of the kill, for there the ground became open,
and his own cabin was but a few yards beyond.
He felt very sure that his pursuers would not
follow him beyond the summit ; but could he
reach it before they would close upon him?

No, not by his own exertions, for just as the
thought pussed through his miod his foot caught
a guarled root that extended across the way, and
he fell heavily forward, his head striking the
frozen ground, and he lay senselcss.

Whea DPster recovered consciousness he fonnd
himself hanging over the broad shoulders of his
brother John, and about to enter his own door.
Here he soon collected his scattered senses and
was sble to listen intelligently to his brother's
acenunt of the rescue.

Unele Tomn Barry, in his flight, had stopped
at the cabin long enough to shout through the
window that the wolves were out and hurried
on.  John, wholived with his brother, knowing
that Peter muost come by the same puth, took
his gan and walked out to the edge of the forest,
where B halfe! to listen.  But s short time
elapsed hefore he heard the sound of the pur-
sued aud parsuera, and rashing down the hill
he arriveel just in time to leap between Peter's
prostrate form and the wolves, the foremost of
whom were less than ten feet distaut. Taking
steady sim, he sent a bullet through the animal’s
brain, and then, while the pack were fighting
terribly over the dead boty ot their comrade, he
<lung Peter over his back aud ¢ained the opeu
groutel in perfect safety. ’

Peter frankly told the truth about the atfair,
frow beginuing to end, and concluded the story
with the eraph tic assertion that as loug as he
lived he would never he guilty of such another
practical joke ; a vow he faithfully kept.

We commenl this resolution to all practical
Jokers,  Nothing is more foolish aod reprehen-
sible than the average of practical jokes. The
temptation to perpetrate oue comes often, but
should alwavs be vesisted.

HOl™ FREDERICK DOTGLASS GoT HIS
NAME.

I the brst number of THE CENTURY Mava-
ZINE «Nnovenbepry, Frederick Douslas< tells for
the first time the manner of his escape {rowm
slavery. The account takss him to New Bed-
ford, whete hie obtained stewdy work and where
her 2ot Wis uame, as follows 1 —

Onee initiated into my uew life of freedom,
atrd assnred by Mr. Johason that 1 need not
fear recapture in that eity, a comparatively uon-
imbortant question arose us to the name by
witciv I should be kuewn hereafter in my new
relition as a free mau. The name given me by
my dear mother was no less pretentious and
loug than Frederick Augustus Washington
Ruilev, 1 tad, however, while living in Mary-
land, dispeused with the Aagustus Washingtoa,
and retained oply Frederick Bailey. Between
Baltiinore and New Bedford, the better to con-
ceal myself fiom the slave-hunters, | had parted
with Buailey and called myself Johusou ; but iu
New Badford 1 found that the Johnson family
was already so numerous as to cause some con-
fusion in distinguishing them, hence a chaoge
in this name seemed desirable.  Nathan John-
s, mine host, placed great emphasis upou this
necessity, aud wished me to allow him to select
a name for me. 1 consented, aud be called me
by my present name-~the ane by which I have
been known tor three and forty years—Frederick
Douglass.  Mr. Johnson had just been reading
“The Lady of the Lake,” aud so pleased was
he with its great character that he wished me to
bear his name. Sinee reading that charming
poem myself, 1 have often thought that, consi-
dering the hospitality and wmanly character of
Nathan Johuson—black man though he was
e, for more than 1, illustrated the virtues of
the Douglas of Seotlaud.  Sure I am that, ilany
slave-cateher had ontered his domicile with a
view to wmy recapture, Johuson would have
shown himself like him of the ‘*stalwart
hand ™ ’

Peorte who suffer from Lung, Throat, or
Kidnev diseases, and have tried all kinds of medi-
cine with little or no benefit, aud who despair of
ever boing cuned, have still a resource left in
El-etricity, which is fast taking the place of
alwost all other wethods of treatmneut, being
wild, potent and harmless; it is the salest svs-
tem known to.man, sud the wost thoroughly
scientific curative powet ever discerned.  As
time wlvunces, greater diseoveries are made in
the wethod of applying this electric fluid ;
among the most recent aud best modes of using
electricity is by wearing one of Norman's Elec-
tric Qumitive Belts, wmanufactured by Mr. A
Norman, 4 Queen Street East, Toronto, Out.

ALL those painful and distressing diseases and
irregnlarities peenliar to the fenmle sex may be
prowptly cured by Buardock Blood Bitters. It
regulates every organ to a healihy action.  Trial
bottles 10 cents.
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