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LIST OF NEW BQOKS.

Just publiched, thls day, by IR, Worthington:

istoryofthic Iate Provinee of Lower Canada, Paclia-
mentary and Pofitical, from tho commencement to the
closo ot'ita existonco as a separato Vrovince, by tho lute
(tobort Christio, E3q., M. 1. 1*, with Illustrations of
Quebes and Moutreal,  As there aro oulv nbout 100
copics of this valuablo History on hany, it Wil soon bo
nacarce bovk=—the publisher lias told more than 400
coples in_the United Stated  Insix voluwes, Cloth
biudwng, £6,03; in haif Calt kixtea, $3.00.

Artemus Ward, © Ehs Book ' Just ‘nubh*hod. thixs
day, by It Worthington, Artemns Ward, « 113 Book,”?
with 19 Comic iliustrations, by Mullen. Elegautly

wriuted on best paper. Paper Covers uniforis with bis

‘ravels, 'rice 2oc.

‘Thia Iidition of Artemus i« complete and unabridg.
ed. and has the conue jllustrations of the 81,60 copy-
nght edition.  Tho clhicap Eugiish cdition is not
caomplete, and hus 1o ilustration,

This day published, by It Worthington, The Iarp
of Canaan, by tho ltevd, J Douglas Borthwick, inone
vol. octave, PPrinted on best paper, 300 puges, §1.00 1
extra binding, $1.60. .

Watl be pu’iﬂishod this week by R. Worthington the
Bizlow Papers, complete in one vol, VPaper Covers,
uniform with Artemus Ward, lustrated and printed
on tine paper, prico 2je. .

Will bo published this week, by R. Worthington, the
Advocate,a Novel by Chas. ilcavysege, author of Saul,
ul,)mma;.)cphthah'a Daughter, &o.$1.00; tine edition
Iast 9 New Bools suitable for Christmas and New

Year's G{fts?

Life of Man Symbalized by the *lonths of the year-
Tuenty-fivo Mustrations,

Christian Ballads, by the Right Rev. Arthur Cleve.
land Coxe. Hiustrated. 3

Christian Armour, or Illustrations of Christian War-
farc. Illustrated, oue vol, 4to. B

The INustisted Songs of Seven By Jean Biglow.

sehiller's Lay of the Rell, travsiated by Sic E.
Bulwer Lytton, Bart, |

Tho Tour ot Dr Svntax In search of tbe Dictu.
resque, 8vo. Hlustrated.

A Konud ot Daye.  Described in ’oems by some of
our most celebrated Pocts Lilustrated dto,

Birket Foster's 1'ictuies ot Eonghsh Landseape, large
4to. R. Worthington, Great sto James st. A

1iomo Thoughts and Itome Scenes. R, Worthing-
ton, 80 Great St, Jamces 3t., Montreal.

Boutledgo's Every Boy's Anuvual tor 1856, 1 vol Evo.
Mustrated, 1,60,

Knight's Yictorial Shakespeare. 8 vols. Royal §vo.
Tenuyson. The Mustmted Farringford Edition of

Tennyson's Complete Works,  $5.60. 3
Lougicllow's Poctical Works, Loudon Edition, beau-

titully Dlustrated with over 200 Hiustrationy on

wood and steel,

Dook of Itubies, a collection of thie most noted Love-
poems ig !33 f.pgheh Language, hound u full mo-
rocco. S$7.00

Pen and Pencs) Pictures from tho Pocts. Elaborately
instrated. 4to. $300.

The British Female Poets, by Geo. . Rethune. $2 50,

Goens of Literature, Elegant, Rare and sSuggestive,
upwards ot 100 Engrivings.  4to.  S3(0.

YFordsworlh's Y'oems for the Young. 4to. €L

Bartlett's Forty Days in the Desert. IHustrated.

Rartlett's Footsteps of our Lord, Ilustrated.

Bartiett's Nite Boat, Hustrated.

Maxwell's 1. ish Rebeliton, Hiustrated.

Byron's_Works. New Iiverside Fdition n 1lalf
Calf. Extra. $1.60 per vol. 1. Worthivgtoa, Mon-

treal,
Bible 1land Book. By tho Rev. Jos. Angus, D.D.
Inlvol. §175. R {Vorthington, Montreal.
Worthington's New D'riced Catuloguo of his Stock of
Standard, Medical, Law, Scienttic, &¢., Books which
will bo sent freo on application, is Now ready. .
Barnumn. The !Humbngs of the World.  Cl. S1.25.
R. Worthington, Muutreal. N ;
Bourne. Mandbook of the Steam-Engine, containing
alt the Rules required for the right Construction and
Mavagement of Engines of every Clags, with the

easy Antimetical Solution of those Rules.  Consti-
tuting a ey to the ** Catechism of the Steam-En-
* By John Bourne, C. E. §1.40. K. Wor

ite.
ghhxgton. 3lontreal.
istory of the Fuedrich the Second, called Frederick
tho Great.  Iiy 1hiomasCalyle. Vol.5 SL.25. R.
Worthington, Montreal. .
Charles (3rs.) Chromcles of the Schonberg-Cotta
Iamily, Diary of lvitty Usevyiyan. The Xarly Dawn.
3vols. 16 mo, Tocts. R. Worthington, M atreal,
Idyls of tho King. Iy Alfred Teunyson, DC.L,
f'oet-Laurcnw. Sm. dto. £325. R. Worthington,
Mountreal,

Geme {rom Tonnfson. Sm. 4to. 100 Ilustrations.
§32. R. Worthington, Montreal. .

A Concize Dictionary of thio Bible; comprising its
Antiquitics, I!iogmph)‘ Geography, and_Natural
THistory. 1:dited by William Suntth, LL.D. Thick
octaro, with 2{0 plans and wood-cuts. 5.0,

Now Christmas Books; The Children’s Yicture Book
Series,  Wntten expressty for Young Teople, Cloth,
(;ilt lidg]csdo Bible 1ncture Book. Eighty 1llustra-
tions. S1.00.

Seripturo Farables and Bible Miracles. Thirty-two
I ustrations, €1.00.

English Nistory. Sixty Rlustrations, $1.00.

Good and Great Mcn. Fity Iustrations.  81.00.

Useful Kuowledge. Ono ilundred aud Thirty ¥igures.

£1.00.
Tho_above prices include postage to sy patt of

Canada.
R. WORTHINGTION,
80 Grest St. Jaracs Stroet, AIONTIREAT.

I'HE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY AMSB. 0. L. BALFOUR.
QUAPTER V1. LOST OR STOLEN?
Continued from page 245.

# Tha flnme of passion has burnt out,

And lot the ashes.* NON.

The letter which most touched Miss Aust-
wicke's heart, and to which wo have refered in
the last chapter, read as follows :—

« My Drar Love,—I am in grate greif; my cen
run down wi' tears, fur my puir auld father is
dead. 1le went awa thinkin' his Isa pure an'
true as a vree bit wean, Ilis blessing i3 a sair
burden to me. Yo caunna now tell lnm abootit,
but, oh! if ye do in vera deed luve me, come an’
tell wy sister—she’s & hard womman; I would
not for anything have her find it out. O, come,
love! or I'will dee wi’ greif. Ever your ain,

“IgapgL.”

Then followed a sneaking sort of letter :—

“Hoxourep Sin,—I am to tell you that Isabel
Grant was turned out of doors by her sister, Mrs.
M'Naughton, when she learned what I told her
of your honour being & married man. 1 got the
youug woman Isabel a lodging, and my wimmin
Lodics attended her. She has twin children, a
Iass and a lad bairn, Loth strong and likely.
And I make no doubt, as a gentleman, yowll
provide for them, The wimmen i3 rearing them
so far, and shall continue to do so for & proper
cousideralion, which, doubtless, an honourable
gentlernzu hike you shall not be slow to give,
the more thut Isabel Grant has had to be put
away, being off her head—that is, lunatic. The
money alrcady sent is well nigh done, for the
expenses bave been great—vera great, an’ the
trouble, and nothing on our part spared of
charges. Your humble servant to command,

“Saxpy Burgs.

«p.8.—My sister Jane and ber husband had
gone to Canada when I got your instructions,
and I telled AMrs. M'Naughton 1 saw your lawful
1ady with my own cyes, as 1 did at St. James's
Church, London.”

To tbis letter there was appended, on a slip of
paper, in Wilfred Austwicke's handwriting,

# Miserable subterfuge!  This man, by Isabel's
request, had come to seck me in London. Isaw
him, and gave him money, the week before I
cmbarked for Tudia. e said, ¢Maybe your
honour marricd before T T canght at his words,
and answered, ‘Yes! Basil's wife accompanied
me to St. James's Church, and wag the innocent
means of helping my deception. I was by this
time ashamed of the connectian I had formed in
the previous autumn.”

1What had become of this unhappy victim of a
sublle fraud? Did she live a maniac, as the
letter seemed to indicate, or was she long since
dead?  If so, according to Miss Austwicke's
prejudices, the course she had to pursue would
pot be sodificult. Two children of fifteen might
be assisted as to education, and, if presentable,
patronised—tle boy placed in some way not un-
worthy of the Austwickes. The girl was a
greater difficulty.  One thing was certain: her
brother Wilfred hiad inherited the profuse tastes
that bad distinguished his father and clder bro-
ther.  Money always scerued to melt in his
hands, 1is personal propcrty would not be
much.

Miss Austwicke, as she revolved these per-
plexities, bethought ber of the shrewd, sarcastic
tongue of her sister-in-law Gertrude, or rather
Mrs. Basil Austwicke, who was continually ridi-
culing those family prejudices which Miss flonor
hugged the most closely, more from o spirit of
contradiction than from any want of similar
pride; therefore, she shrunk in thourht, gs if
from the rough haudling of a festering wound,
from Mrs. Basil Anstwicke knowing this humili-
ating sccret—at alt events, precipitately. Sho
(Miss Austsicke) would meko o journey aund in-
vestigate for herself,

It was a relief to her, in her perplexity, to re-
collect that her brother Basil could not be at the
funeral; ke was spending the long vacation with

his wife and the boys of his family in Switzor
land, and \benceo on to Italy. By the Inst letters
received it would certainly bo n month befors
their return.  Sho waust, then, order the funcral
of hier brotner, and arrango without him,

Whether thinking over theso matters, or the
weariness of a sleeplessnight exhausted her, Miss
Austwicke sank into an overpowering slecp, and
the room, meanwhile, beeamo quite dark, " Tho
papers stillin her hand, fell from it on to the table.
There was a tap at the door, just as the clock on
the montlepieco was striking six. Had Miss
Austwicke been awalke, she eould not bave heard
that tap for the measured sound of the clock, It
was not, therefore, to be wondered at hat she
did not wake. The door slowly opened, and a
woman screant entered, and stood & moment
looking into the room, a ray from the fire falling
on the face of the sleeper. The woman crept
noisclessly to the table, and, drawing off the
cloth, took it and its contents into the passage ;
and, in & minute after, returned and spread the
cover over the table, with the letters and papers
all on it, except one.  Though this operation was
conducted as quicetly as the first, and the woman
left the room, Miss Austwicke started from her
brief sleep, and rising from the sofit, looked round
on the darkness, shivered, and rang for lights.

er ring was answered by the same woman,
whoso face owed its stolid cxpression to two
wide-open, blank-staring, light blue eyes, so full
that they had no shade from the brow—and
broad, rather than high, cheek-bones. Her
gaunt form scemed so awkward, ag she reached
up to light the gas, that her dragging the table-
cover sufficicutly off to scatter the papers which
Miss Austwicke now, for the first time, was con-
scioug she bad dropped from her hand, was a
result to be expected. She was, however, civil
and diligent in picking them up and replacing
them; thoe lady crushing them together cagerly
in her hands as they were laid on the table, and
inwardly thankful that it was not Martins keen
cycs that were everso casually scrutiniging them.
Impatiently Miss Austwicke watched the awk-
ward creature make up the fire, which & chilly
cvening, as much as ber illness, rendered very
grateful. Suddenly she started forward a2 mo-
meat as a blaze passed up from the bars,

#“What is that

¢« Only a bit of paper, ma'aw, in the fender?

As the attendant thus auswered, sho wasobey-
ing the dismissing wave of Miss Austwicke's
hand, and, without lingering, left the lady toher
contemplations. These consistedin reading over
agaio and again the few letters, and piccing out
the suameful, yet alas! pot uncommon story: a
girl induced to cobsent o a secret marriage,
which iavolved the sin of decciving her own
fricnds, and the danger of being herself deceived
—the speedy reaction of feeling on the part of
the man—his plot, favoured by ciccumstances, to
appear abroad with his brother's wife—his lie—
the torn lines and broken ring, sent off in femi-
nine rage—the coarse anger of relatives—the
shame and madness closing the scene—tho help-
less survivors.

As the bour drew nigh at which she knew
Martin would be sure tocome to urge her mistress
to take some refreshment, Miss Austwicke gather-
ed together the papers o replace them safely
under her own seal.  She missed one in count-
ing them over, the most important one—the
warriage record or certificate. She sat up in-
stantly, shook the ends of her shawl, then rose
10 her feet, smoothed out the folds of her dress,
looked carefully under the table and the sofa,
scarched and opened out the doubled-up memo-
randa over again. It was gonel At leagth, in
a pavic, she rang the bell. The same gaunt,
impressise woman asuswered it,

“You have upset my papers from the table;
there is one lost. Look for it instently. No,
don’t call my maid: you look for it.”

The woman stared a moment, then koelt down
on the floor, and went creeping carcfully over
the roor, peering under the chairs: and in every
corner in vain; the paper was not there.

«YVhat can have come of it ?°

At that moment, clear 18 the light that had
startled ber a little whils ago, a thought flashed
on Miss Austwicke's mind.



