[ Written for the Ganadian lustrated News,)
THE MIDNTGHT WINDS.

BY JOUN READE.

I.

Why wail ye. midnight winds ?  Beonuse the light

Of roxy morning, and the noondny bright, .

And the sweet glow of eventide—all, all are loxt in
night.

II.

Why wail ve, midnight wind«?  Vor hearts forlorn

That miss their eldest or }hmr latest boun,

For those who sortuw o'er the dewd they greetod
yestermorn.

I1T.

Why wail yo, midnight winds?  Beenuso our breath

(;nziers from all the world the seent of death,

And. soon or late, ull that is best and fairest
withereth.

{Written for the ** Cronaelian Hustratod Newa,™)
THE ALBUM.

BY JOHN

READE.

CHAPTER 11,

He sat there, looking into the blazing tire,
1t was winter titne,  ‘There was snow on the
gronud and the wind whistled drearily. It
was five years and more sinee sorrow began to
guaw at his heart.  He was thinking of old
times, happy old times when Kmma was all
his own,  He thonght of her as ghe was then,
of her bright, sweet eves, of her fair brown
hair, of her tender smile) whichh was< such a
solace to himin his early strugeles.  If xhe
hatt onty remained true to him, how different
svervthing woulid be!t How much more lie
woitld enjay his wealth! How much mare he
would enjoy his business!  How mneh more
pleasure he would take in his deads of benevos
Tene d

Then he thought of the musical little feor
that would run to welvone: him whaegiever he
came home, of litthe fuces nesthing close to his
for a fther's kss!

Buot, agnin, he remembersd Faana's false-
fosend and his beart grew hard, He had never
asked himself fora mement whether he might
Lot be ever solittle mistaken in his susy
She hnd deceived him. He bl zeen it with
his cwri vy He saw zuilt in her face when
shes looked up at him that night, discovered,
she hartered away his Jove for wealth and

{ians,

high pusition. He had both now,  while
phe —. e had never inquired after her, bt

he kuew shie bad never married ; thast Mills,
ket tofty suitor, had never retarned,  She huud
beetn deceived too. Now, perlinps, she wounld
e glaed to have him as hier husband, now,
whet ber father’s purse-pride and hermothes
vatuity had been humbled,  Take her D take a
werman who sought him for his moneyt The
very hlea disgusted bim, e Morton hid
taken bor part. . What did he know about 7
He Bad net seen ber bending Ler ear to that
fellow s whispers, Extonnating circumstanees?
No! Doctor Morton, you know nothing abont
it 1 dont eare what she told your wife,
After her treachery to me, any deceit would
b ouly in Keeping.,  But what o fool T ang?
Let me forget her,

He rese nond determined to work off his low
spitits, There were some letters of importance
which he had required that day, bt conld not
find anywhere, They micht be mixed up with
sotge of bis old papers. He wonld look,

He went to search for these in an old-
fashioned escritoire which he had not used for
many vears,  Strange feelings ciune over him
as he glanced at the superscription of one old
bttor after another.  He conld hardly resist
the temptation to sit down and read them all
over again,  But he did resist it, He knew
it would only plunge him deeper in depres-
sion so he searched vigorously for the desi-
derated letters. 1n doing so, however, his
attention was arrested by a little package,
neatly  enveloped aud sealed. For a fow
montents he forgot what it was and hiad ¢ven
torn off & portion of the covering., It wasan
album—not one of the modern kind, devoted
to phetographic portraits, bat one of the old-
fashioned kind, in which ladics were wont to
L flatterid in ridienlous verse,  Lnstinetively
Le opennd it, As he turnied over the leaves he
saw some poetical extructs inaneat, youthtul,
female hand, ‘There was o date attached to
nearly all of them,  Edward read :

* Amidst the erowd, the hin, the shoek of wen
o hear, to gee, to feel aml to possesy,
And roam along, the world's wide deuizen,
With nune to hhrn us, Boue that we enn bloss
Mimons of splondour, shrinking from distress,
Nemo, that with kindred seuseionsness emlued,
Lf we were not, would seem to amile the less,
Ofall that attered. followed, sought and sned-—
Thiv is to br adiene, this, this iz gelitude,”

E. D, June, 1853,

) The lust line was marked in the most
feminine manner, © FEdward read it all over
again, This had been written two yenrs before
he hud ever met her,  Many thoughts passed
through his mind, He feit himself thinking
“Poor Emma” beforo he knew what he was
about. Where was she now ?  Perhaps just
a8 friendless and lovely as Byrows fancy,
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“ with none to bless her.”
hoe met
Moore's

A little further on
with auother extract—n verse of

YO grant that of all that in life’s sunny slumber
Around us like suminer barks idly have pluyed,
When storms are abroad, wo may find inthe numnber,

One fricad liko the life-Loat to fly to our aid.”

August 12th, 1855,

H1l'oor Bmmae” came to hislipsagain, Then
he rend :

“ Believa nut each ncousing tongue
Ay mnst wenk persans do,
Uut' still beliove that story wrong
Which ought not to by true.”
April 24th, 1554

He fell into & long train of thought.
if he had wronged Bmma! Perhapa he had
been too jealous, too hasty. She came back
to him, as hie stood theri: with the old album
in his hand, sweet and innocent.  He could
see her bending over the book and copying
these extracts) as if in anticipation of herown
sorrow,  He saw her ag she first appeared te
him in the glory of beauty and hope and
maiden modesty. He saw her ax she waswhen
she promised to love him, him only for ever,
And then enme the dark shadow. He saw her
as she listened o the impassioned words of
Henry Mills. As he thought of that scene he
turned over the leaves impatienty.  His eye
fell on this couplet :

What

“Oh! what a tungled web we wenve
When tirst we practise to devsive !
Emsman Pawson.

May 12th. 1571,
These words gtrnek him ke Hzhtning,
Why shonld she write such a passaze? Was
shey then, always deceitful 2 Had she never
bern true to him?  Then he looked at the
date, “Phat was long before thedr engagement,
Had she deceived others? Tmpossible. She
wis only a child or Hitle more when those
words were written, What was he thinkine
of 7 It was his mad jealousy that snggested
all these absnrd chorges, The were
written becatse they ploased the gied’s funey,
Who knows but it was her innate trothfulness
that prompted her to copy them into her
album ?

His vyve rested on avother extrct— Long-
fellow’s Paalin of Life coptously underiined.
He read it throuzh arc-fally

s Notenjoyent

Fiedous tar
e el athinking of hinisedfat these words,
Was he moving farther, Jav by dav, on the
path to what is best 7 He had prosporal. He
wis ontwardly respectad. Bat was his soal
growing larzer and purer 70 Was be really
becoming a betterman? Then he thonght
“obbif only Emmi eee——"

It at thix poiu? he was interrupted by oa
ring at the doorsdadl T closed e eseritedre
aned, inoa wmement, was in the presenee of his
fricand, Dr. Morton,

Edward was abways zlad to soe Lim,
was partieulardy olad to see hiin now, for he
wis beginning to be very tived of him=elf Bat
the Doctor sald Ly counld net stay long—ouly
a fow minutes—as he wits oy his way to s a
paticnt, o young lady. Bat he would be glad
if Edward would aecompuny hing as it was, in
some  sort, an errasd  of mereys Fbwand
conseuted, Tt was guite nsual for bim to ac-
company his fricnd to the houses of the sick
poor. In this way he learned a good deal of
the kind of kelp which was st needed, and,
absn, of the best mode of rendering it

After passing thronuh several strects, they
at last came to a house which Fdward xoon
recognized as a boarding-honse.  The Doctor
desired him to wait in the sitting-room while
he went to see his pationt. After some time
hes returned and reguested Edward to accom.
pany him . upstairs,  Edward, knowing that
his presence mast be necessary, at onee come-
plicd. The Docter led him into a neat little
partour, On a sofa reclined a yonug lady, who,
though pale from illness, was very beautiful,
Her face wore an expression of phieid re
tion, bt her eyves betrayed habitunl sadness,

She just raised her face for 2 mement as the
two gentlemen entered the room, but im-
mediately turned her eves downward and half
averted her head, while a blnsh suffused her
countenanee,

Sdward Tooked at her with an expression of
most mingled emotion, He could svarcely
trust the evidence of his senses,  He seemed
like one in a dream.  He looked, in his
surprise, from the Doctor to the lady, then
from the lady to the Doctor with almost
pitinble cmbarrassment. But Dro Morton gave
him short space forhelplessastonishment, He
explained the whole position, which he had
led to, by a single word—¢ Emma Dawson”
¢ Allow me,t said he, “to restore to each
other two old and long separated friends”
Saying this, he left the room.

We will not attempt to deseribe the scene
that followed, “ 0O Edward? <0 Emwmal”
Thus the interview began, 1Tt ended well, and
Dr. Morton was forgiven for his kindly
treachery.

As has already been intimated, the Dawsons
had come to trouble.  'The head of the hounse
was nhmost ruined by speculations which
turnod out adversely, = He tried to- stem the

te

current of disaster for a time, but it, at last,
wholly overwhelmed him, About two years
previous he had left New York in shame and
mortification, to try and repair his shattered
fortnnes in some smaller city. He had gone
to Buffulo. His son, who was cegaged ag
purchaser in a large establishment, was most
of the time in England and on the continent
of Europe, He had faced ill fortune like a
man and it had done him good. He was now
in a fuir way of succewling well in the world,
Kwmma, who had for some time been support-
ing herself by teaching, preferred remaining
in the situation which she held in New York.
She wuas indefatigable in attending to her
dutics and was loved and respected by both
her felow-teachers and her pupils.  She bore
her sorrow well bt she felt it none the less.
It was indeed gradually wearing into her con-
stitution.  But she would not give up.

One day Dr. Morton met her.  She had
long censed fo visit at his house, and, of late,
he haed lost sight of her altogether, But he
hid not forgotten her. He gave her a lease of
invitation to his home and requested her to
wive him ber address,  He saw that she was
fuiling in hialth and he was determined to
save her, If he conld. So he frequently visited
her.  Hlis first aim was to induce her to take
rest—perfect rest. In this point he succeeded
with zome difliculty.  He next set himself to
work to bring an interview between her and
Edward., This once occomplished, he had no
fenr for the result. Tn this algo he suceveded,

It is hardly necessary to say that Emma
clearcd herself to Edward's satizfaction of all
imputtion of deceit towands him, It was a
harder task  to reconcile him  to himselif—
ashanvd and remorseful, 1z he was, for his
jralons eruchy, His love, deep and enduring,
wis hiz unly exc his future conduct, he
said, would e his reparation. For a while
Funua feit a delicacy, owing to her changed
cirommstances, in renewing her former re-
Batious with Fedward, but he peremptorily
forbaele all allusion to that topie.  He hoped

sSe

Fmwa would aceept him, cured now of
Jeatous musdness and no longer poor.
When FKmma wrote to her parenfs in

Buttulo of their renewed acquaintance and en-
wagenenl, i pang of shame passed, like a
sword, throush  Mrs. Dawson’s heart.  She
now popented of her former iwjastice to
Eedward and of her emelty to her dauchier,
And her reprentanee was o pretence,  She i3
ot the first mother who has staked her
danchiter’s happiness on what she was pleased
to calt a i road match,” She was not satisiied
tit ~he had idneed Ler hnsband to write w
Mr. Lesite, giving his consent and blessing to
his union with Emma,

Fruma joined her parents in Buifalo, buat
shiee was not te vemain with them long.  Ed.
ward Leslie sits no Jonger by a lonely fireside.
Heisas active, az benevolent, as practically
friendly to the best progress of the human
vace as ever e was,  And he is also a better
and & happicer man,

e often tells Emma of bis psyebolozical
analyst~ +f her album and she has suceceded
in explaining frs very simiple mysteries to his
entire satisfasction.

The Dawsans, her parents, have considera-
bly reoverod from their fallen cstate and
their reverses have cured them of enworthy
priddes Buat they are very prowd of Emma and
her hushand,

James Dawson iz Joinz very satisfactorily
Ly all aceouuts, which is 4 great vomiort to
his mother, who once pampered and spoiled
him.

Henry Mitis iz a risingy lawyer—not quite
go rich hereditarily as was expected, but with
such chatees as a clever and accomplished
man has who makes good use of his advan.
tages, A year's travel cured bim of hiz sudden,
and, apart from it consequences, very ex-
cusiable passion for Emma Dawson.

Tue- Esn,

Max Adeler is responsible for this celestial
story ;—"T'heve is a Mrs. Smith over in New
Jorsey who has engaged a cooliv 1o do her
work for her. Like afl Chinawmen, he uses
exaggerated and preposterous terms when ad-
dressing a superior,  And so, a fow weeks
ago, when he wished to know if he should
bring the washtubs up out of the cellar, he
approached Mrs, Smith and used the follow-
ing formula, which he had studied up- with
great care 1 ¢ Would the beauteous dove whe
broods like an angel of peace over this fair
heaven of domestie felicity, cooing sott notes
to her afdectionate mate, desire we to conduct
the wooden vessels from the snblime subter-
ranean apartment where they are exchuded
from the glance of her soft eyes? Perhaps it
was his broken English, or it may have been

his warmth of manner,. but Mrs. Smith
imagined that  the  wretched  Mongolian
outeast  was making  love to her; so she

tloored him with a broomhandle, rolled him
down two pairs of stairs, and-then sat on him
and thumped him up a lot, while Mr. Smith
held him by the legs, The coolic conceived
an idea that this ceremony must be invariably
incident to the removal of tubs from American
celliirs—that it was some kind of religious rite
which hag to bo performed always on wasbing
days,

ART AND LITERATURE.

Margshal Bazaine is preparing a reply to
Count von Moltke's history of the recent
campaign,

Vicuxtemps, the celebrated violinist, has
been appointed Professor at the Ecole Royale
of Music, at Brussels.

Rosa Bonheur's new painting, ¢ Two Tigers
Fighting,” is said to be her masterpiece. It
is numbered 71 in the list of ber works, Meis-
sonier has completed 819 pictures,

Admirers of Tennyson will be glad to know
that Messes, Strahan & Cn. are about to pub-
lish a new volume of his poctry containing
the concluding portion of the Arthurian legend.

It is proposed in New York to ecrect n»
statne of Dr. Livingstone by the side of those
of Humboldt and Morse, . The statue, if
erected, will be after the one which already
exists in Fogland, executed by Mrs., Amelia
Hill. The proposition is most favourably
received.

The sale by auction took place on the 20th
ultimo of the right of property in the literary
and dramatic works of the late Alexandre
Dumas, in two lots. Each has bLueen put up
at the price of 15,000ir., and an advance of
50fr. was made in both cases, and no more,
Consequently, the whole was adjudicated for
30,100fc.

There are many instanees of longevity in
theatrical fifa. Wilkes lived %38 yewrs, Quin
3, Garrick 63, Mrs. Garrick 93, Mrs, Clive
Beard 73, Rich 7o, Macklin 107, Betterton
Mrs, Siddons 77, Quick 80, Colley Cibber
36, King 78, Cumberland 79, Dibdin 74, Mur-
phy 78, Yates 97, Bannister 77, Bartley 74,
Mrs. Bracewirdle 35, Braham 79, Dowton 39,
Farren 35, Mrs. Glover 3, Hurley 72, Inele-
dun 63, Jack Johnstone 78, Liston
69, Mrs, Sparkes Lee L , Vining 73,
H. Wallack 73, drs. Wallack 00,

Were-Pam  Antists, — Mesdames  Adelina

Patti, Nilsson, Volpini, and =ignor Graziani
are now eunzaged for Bussia at the rate of
L1500, L1400, £909, and £304 per month
severally.  The charming Madame Lucca has
concluded for the New York season at £1.40y
per month, and Madame Sanz at £300, The
Czar iz very cncouraging towarits iblishing
a National Academy of Music, and r hi
Iy pleased with a rehearsal of « Orphid 3
the pupils of the Conservatory, at once decreed
to ruise the =ubvention of the extablizhient
by £3,000 per annum.
According to a Berlin letter addressed tao
the Molopne Gasotte, the firm of Mittler & Son,
entrusted with the publication of the # Staff
Hiztory of the Campaign in Franes"" {s quite
unable to exceute the orders addressed o it
The pre are kept working night and day,
but not a tenth part of the copies written fur
have vet been supplicd.  Besides the long
announced English translation, a complete
Ttalian translation is promised, amd a Freuch
translation of the first volume ¢all that has
hitherto appearcd in German) iz advertized
for immediate publicaden, Tt is expectod
that the entire work will be out before the
etnd of next vear,

The Nurdischs Presss aunounces that there

has lately been discovered at St Petershurg
the only work of sculpture by the hand of
laphael, consisting of a group in marble, re-
presenting a child reposing on a dolphin,
Maodels in plaster and engravings of the group
are well-known, but the original, the existence
of which at Varis about the year 1779 is in-
contestably proved, has disappeared  since
then, and it is notimprobable, says the Presse,
that the group which hias been found, ameny
other objects of art bonght in the time of the
Empress Catherine 11 to adorn the Palace of
the Taurida, iz really the original by the chisel
of Raphael. Nevertheless, the intelligence is
given under reserve.

Gigantic az Sir Walter Scott’s powers were,
they were of slower growth than the powers
of any man eminent in literature. He did
not write his ¢ Lay” till he was thirty-four,
and he was fortvethree when = Waverley™ was
published,  With very rare exceptions, poels
and novelists have written their best worksin
the first flush of yonth, and written very little
at the age when Siv Walter 8cott was throw-
ing off bix best novels—that is, from forty-five
to sixty, Pope wrote his ¥ Essay oun Criticism™
in his teens, and. that essay, as Dr, Johnson
said, at ence placed its author in the tirst rank
of erities and poets. Shelley wrote ¥ Queen
Mal® at cighteen, and the @ Cenci™ at twenty-
six. Al Coleridge’s masterpicees were writ-
ten before he was five-and-twenty,  Byron
was only twenty-four when he published the
first canto of  Childe Harold :" amd he wrote
s Don Juan® at thirty,  Burns threw off the
& Cotter's Satnrday Night? at twenty-six, and
“Tam O 3hanter” at thirty-two,  # Pickwick”
was the work of a youth still serving his ap-
prenticeship to literature. ¢ The School for
Seandal 7' was the work of & man of five-and-
twenty, and the fiest volume -of Ruskin's
it Modern Painters” was written at twenty-
four ¢ Vivian Grey™ was the work of a boy;

and Sir Bulwer Lytton had published most of
his novels tong before the age at which the
author of ¢ Waverley” discovered that fiction,
after all, was his forte,




