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A CARBOUNE BOMAXCB.

" Ht worthy friend and neighbor. 
Whence comes that smile serene ?" 

“0,1am now thrice happy—
I re found it—Carbouki.

" It's just what I*ve been looking far. 
Since I’re been serenteea—

And getting balder every day 
Till I got Carbolike.

“ It’s growing in right rapidly,
My head can now be seen 

Like other heads, in silken locks, 
Thanks to my Carso lire.

“ I know a pretty, black-eyed maid,
A royal little queen,

Who’ll be as much rejoiced at I 
To see this Carboune. _

11 She’ll throw away her switches,
False curia, and borrowed sheen,

And shake npon her shoulders plump, 
The wealth of Carboune.

“ And when our heads are covered o’er. 
As once they were, I ween,

We’ll noise abroad the praises 
Of wondrous Carboukr.

“ While kneeling at the altar,
With Father Good between,

We’ll call the world to witness 
A match from Carboukr.

” And in the happy aftertime,
When cttmes a change of scene,

With a little dear our hearts to cheer. 
We 11 call it Carbolutb.”
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RAMBLES IN.MEX1C0.
A Narrative at Personal Adventure.

BY DONA FKANCISCA.

CHAPTER I.— [CONTINUED.]

As the door opened, I saw a fine, handsome 
old gentleman, with silvery hair, who came 
towards me. “ Mr. Campbell,” he said, with 
a stately bow ; “ I am pleased to have the 
honor, mon Dieuhe exclaimed, stopping 
short, overcome with surprise at the appear
ance of the strange man before him and 
well he might, for he expected to see an Eng
lish gentleman, instead, a dusty, worn, out 
man come limping into the room, with no 
boots on, only slippers too large for him, and 
socks that once had been white, but were now 
soiled and stained ; a man whose face was 
so burnt by that day’s fiery sun, that ‘it more 
resembled the shell of a boiled lobster, than 
anything human. This strange being had 
on* the coaVtfTa French cavalry officer, which 
was much too small for him, for the waist 
reached half way up his back, and the sleeves 
just touched the elbows, plainly showing the 
traveled-stained white trowsers of a civilian, 
bound at the waist with a red sash. The 
man slowly limped into the room, bearing 
the cap of a French soldier in his hand.

Monsieur de la Harpe stood puzzled. “ I 
expected Mr. Campbell,” he said, politely, 
“ the inspector of the Vera Cruz line of rail
way ; and what do you want with me ?” “I 
am Mr. Campbell,” I replied, “ and I hope 
you will pardon me for coming to you in this 
strange guise, but what I have to tell you is 
so important that I have come to you without 
delay, and most ernestly must I beg you to 
give me five minutes privflte conversation.” 
I laid particular stress on the word private, 
for at the end of the room sitting near a win
dow, the white dress of a lady could be seen ; 
it would never do for me then apd there to 
disclose my ghastly secret.

Monsieur de la Harpe looked hard at me— 
still hesitating—perhaps my words, perhaps 
something in the expression of my face, made 
him think it possible, I might be able to ac • 
count for He Longle’s non-appearance. He 
seemed very uncomfortable, a vague sense of 
bad news to come, kept him silent. Could I 
allay his fears ? alas, no 1 He made me no 
answer, but seemed for a few moments, lost 
in thought, till glancing at me again, a smile 
of relief flitted across his handsome features ; 
the very idea was absurd, what could his fu
ture son-in-law have in common with such 
a strange man. It must be private business 
of my own which had brought me.

Turning towards where the white dress 
could be seen, Monsieur de la Harpe called 
Marie. At the sound of her father’s voice, the 
girl rose and came to him. Yes, there was 
no mistaking that face, it was Marie de la 
Harpe I saw at last. I can see her now as 
she came across the room to her father that 
evening, her soft white dress floating round 
her, fastened with bows of blue, rivalling the 
azure blue of her own fine, expressive eyes. 
A knot of the same colored ribbon tied back 
the long, wavy, golden curls, which reached 
far below her waist.

This convent child was the mosf beautiful 
woman I had ever seen. I could .rat look at 
her, feeling how cruel it was that my own 
lips would have to deal the death blow to that 
young guileless heart. Have any of my 
friends seen “ Murillo’s Purissima ?” If so, 
they have seen the face of Marie de la Harpe. 
She looked perfectly happy and contented ; 
there was not a shadow of uneasiness in her 
face or manner. Whatever her father had 
thought or felt, he had certainly kept it from 
her.

If I mistake not, my odd appearance 
amused her greatly, for the corners of her 
pretty mouth were twitching slightly, as 
though she could hardly suppress a smile, 
and the color mounted vividly to her cheeks, 
though she was too well bred to show openly 
that she thougüt her father was talking to a 
very funny character.

“ Marie, my dear,” said the old gentleman, 
“ I am going to have a few minutes conver
sation with Mr. Campbell. If you feel lonely, 
you can ring the bell for Nathalie. I shall 
soon come back to you.”

Accustomed (unlike most. young ladies of 
the present day) to implicit obedience from 
childhood, Marie smiled pleasantly at her 
father, and sat down with the work she had 
in her hand, assuring him she would not be 
lonely at all, and did not mind being left 
♦♦■besides, I like looking out of the window 
so much, mon pereshe added, naively ; 
“and seeing the people pass ; so don’t hurry 
back for me.”

Monsieur de la Harpe led the way through 
the drawing-room, to a small inner room, 
and closing the door behind him, .asked me 
what I had to tell him. He stood before me 
a fine eld man, with erect carriage, and keen, 
intelligent blue eyes, looking me through and 
through. I tried to speak but somehow the 
words seemed to fail me, when I thought of 
that sweet girl in the other room. Taking 
the portrait, with the ring and letters from 
my pocket, I laid them on the table, hardly 
daring to look up. There was silence, not a 
word. Raising my head, to my great astonish
ment, I saw Monsieur de la Harpe drawn up 
to his full height, glaring at me, white with 
passion.

“ How dare you !” he said ; “ How dare 
you bring these to me! De Longle would 
never thus insult me, and betray my daugh
ter.” Poor, old gentleman, he had mistaken 
me, it was useless to defer telling him the 
troth.

Something in my manner had already ar
rested his attention, for the anger had faded 
from'off his face, and his eyes, still fixed on 
me, were beginning to dilate with fear.

“ Sir,” I said, “ speak gently, speak gently 
of the dead. The man who was to have been 
your son-in-law, now lies on the plains of 
Soledad, foully murdered.”

u Murdered !” with an exclamation of hor
ror.

“ Yes ; shot down in cold blood by a band 
of guerillas. Four others suffered the like fate 
with him, but the men who took his life, 
have already entered eternity to answer for 

many crimes—his murderers, have 
1 to exist. Colonel Gamier was sent 

k of cavalry, in answer to a 
. He hunted them down. I shot their 

d. De Longle told 
L find his last wishes 

He sent his dear 
and she was not 
died like he had

always lived, a brave, noble, God-fearing 
man.” ,

The poor old man seemed like one stunned, 
but as the truth revealed itself to him, he 
raised his hands to cover his face, so as to 
hide the tears he could no longer restrain 
his aged limbs tottered under him, and fall
ing down with his arms outstretched on the 
table before him, he hid his face from view, 
while the room shook with the intensity of 
his emotion.

A young voice cried Mon pere, what is it ? 
Oh tell me.” Then catching sight of the let
ters and portrait, with the ring, still lying on 
the table where I had placed them, Marie ut- 
teied a low, agonising cry ; for only too well 
does the poor child know, her lover never 
would have sent them back to her, but in 
death. Sinking on her knees beside her 
father, she wound her arms around his neck, 
laying her head beside his, her gelden curls 
mingling with his grey hair. The old man 
raised his bent head and tear-stained face, 
and taking his sobbing child to his heart, 
tried to conquer his own bitter grief the better 
to soothe hers.

With slow, sad steps, I turned and left the 
room, hoping that He who alone can give 
rest to the wounded spirit, and peace to the 
troubled mind, would indeed in his great 
mercy, give rest and peace to that sorely tried 
father and daughter.

Descending the stairs, I had already reached 
the door of the hotel, when Monsieur Senz 
came running after me, begging me to stop, 
as a telegram had arrived for me shortly be
fore. I took it mechanically, and was going 
out without opening it, when the thought 
struck me it might require an immediate an
swer, and I had better glance it over. Shaking 
out the folded paper, I began slowly to scan 
the words. But what was written on that 
square piece of pink paper, that I poured so 
anxiously and eagerly over the contents ? 
While striving to master the words which 
seemed to swim before my eyes, I staggered 
hack, and was caught by the friendly arm of 
the hotel keeper. “ Gustave, Francois,” he 
cried, “Venez, venez vite, apporte de Vabsijithe, 
ce Monsieur est malade and helping me to 
a chair, he good-naturedly fussed about, pour
ing out some l'absinthe, which he almost 
forced down my throat.

The nasty taste of the horrid stuff, did 
more I think to bring me round than any
thing else, and I was soon able to tell him, it 
was nothing more than a passing giddiness. 
He glanced furtively at the telegram which I 
still held in my hand, and unable to restrain 
his curiosity any longer, asked me if I had 
received bad news. Taking up the1 paper 
again, I tried to read it, but found it impossi
ble, for I could not believe my eyes.

Read it, Monsieur Senz,” I said, hand
ing it to him. “ Can this be true,, or am I 
dreaming ?”

He took the telegram from me, and care
fully smoothing out the creases with his little 
fat hands, held it to the light. Then drawing 
up his short, stout person, with an air of pom- 
)©us importance, be began—“ From Monsieur 
e Colonel Gamier, to Mr. H. Campbell, in
spector of the Vera Cruz line. De Longle is 
alive though badly wounded, we are bringing 
him to the Hotel Europa, have everything in 
readiness.”

The Frenchman paused, drew along breath, 
then throwing up his hands exclaimed, “ Mon 
Dieu, ce n'est pas possible /” His pempons- 
ness vanished as if by magic ; he grew^feo ex
cited, that he hardly knew what ; he was 
doing ; he embraced me on both checks, and 
his conduct altogether was so extraordinary, 
that it attracted the attention of the garçons 
and hand-maidens of the hotel, who came 
crowding round us, anxious to know what 
could be the matter.

The French as a people, are invariably 
kind hearted. What English men and women 
would have evinced the same almost frantic 
joy, that these simple, good-natured servants 
showed, when they heard that Monsieur le 
Viscomte le fiance de la petite dame au pre
mier, was alive and on his way to the hotel ? 
So great was my belief in De Longle’s death, 
that I found it difficult to imagine he could 
still be alive. Had I not heard the revolvers 
fired, and seen him lying on the ground, as I 
thought dead. My mind could not grasp the 
fact, that he had been miraculously saved 
from death. Would it be well to tell the two 
poor souls grieving in their lonely room ? 
would it not be cruel to raise hopes, that 
perhaps would only again be dashed to the 
groupd ? -V'

I consulted Monsieur Senz. That impetuous 
little man, insisted on my instantly returning 
and telling them what had happened. So 
once more I turned my steps to the same door, 
this time on a happier errand. There was 
no answer to my knock, no sound could bo 
heard in the room. Opening the door, I went 
in ; Monsieur delà Harpe stül held his daugh
ter clasped in his arms ; she lay still and 
silent, her head resting on her father’s 
shoulder.

Neither heeded my approach ; the poor 
child’s face looked white and tear-stained ; 
very pitiful. I laid my hand on Monsieur de 
la Harpe’s arm, trying to attract his atten
tion and break the news gently to him and 
Marie, without startling them. Then a voice 
behind me cried, “ bonnes nouvelles ! Monsieur 
le Viscomte, is coming, and will soon be 
here !”

Monsieur de la Harpe turned and looked at 
the speaker. Marie partly raised herself, her 
bine eyes fixed on me in questioning surprise 
and anxiety, her b*eath coming and going in 
short, gasping sobs. Her white bps tried 
to say the words- -but no sound came—“Is 
it true ?”

“ It is true !” said the voice behind her, 
which it is hardly necessary for me to say 
was Senz. “ I have received a telegram, Mad
emoiselle Marie,” I said, speaking very gently 
to her, and glancing at Senz, motioning him 
to keep quiet. “ Colonel Garnier says, that 
Ferdinand is wounded, not dead as I supposed, 
they are bringing him here for you to nurse.” 
But Marie heard my words no longer ; her 
head had fallen back on her father’s breast, 
she had fainted.

The maître d’hotel, had left the door open 
when he entered the room, and when I turned 
round looking for assistance for the uncon
scious girl, I saw an odd group standing in 
the entrance. The servants had followed 
ns upstairs, and were collected outside, peep
ing in, headed by the chef de la cuisine, 
wearing his white cap, his shirt sleeves 
tacked up, the rolling-pin, (which he had 
been using to flatten ont - the pastry in the 
pantry when he ran out to see what was go
ing on), grasped tightly in his right hand, as 
if prepared to do battle for De Longle against 
all his foes real or imaginary. The garçons, 
some young some old, some with their coats 
on, some without, were being pushed and el
bowed by the maidens, in their clean white 
caps, and long white aprons, all anxious to 
see and hear the exciting nèws, and to know 
what would be the effect on the occupants of 
the room.

So when Marie de la Harpe fainted, there 
was no lack of assistance, and her father gave 
the poor child over to the care of her own 
maid, and the other women, by whom she 
was gradually brought round to conscious
ness.

Monsieur de la Harpe read the telegram 
and though he knew De Longle was still in 
great danger, he shook off his feeling 'bf ap
prehension, and entered warmly into what
ever arrangements had to be made for the 
poor fellow’s comfort. A mattress was sent 
to the station, nurses (sœurs de charités) were 
procured from the hospital ; doctors were in

attendance (in case they would be required), 
the regimental doctor having gone with the de
tachment.

Everything was in readiness, but the 
wounded man did not come. The delay was 
wearying, time passed only too slowly, while 
La Harpe, Senz, and I, sat anxiously waiting.

The minute hand pointed to the hoar, it 
was nine p.m.—then to the half-hour, still no 
tidings ; every sound seemed to raise our 
hopes, and cause our hearts to beat more 
quickly. Just before the clock struck ten, we 
heard the sound of feet ; this time there could 
be no mistake. The slow, measured tread of 
men approached, bearing a heavy burden. 
Happy those, who have never heard that pain
ful sound ; not knowing whether the dear one, 
who is brought home, will ever cross that 
threshold again, but in a narrow bier, to be 
laid in the last resting place—the grave.

We had risen and gone silently into the 
hall ; there on a mattress resting on trussels, 
lay the inanimate form of our poor friend ; 
deadly white, totally unconscious, but still 
living.

He was carried by four troopers, who bore 
their sad burden as gently, and looked down 
as pitifully on the calm, pale face, as women 
even might have done. At a sign from the 
regimental doctor who was in attendance (for 
not a word was spoken), Senz guided the si
lent procession, to a room already prepared. 
The door was closed, and De Longle was left 
in the hands of those who were the best able 
to save his life, and who were determined to 
spare neither skill nor trouble, that science 
or good nursing would suggest, to bring him 
round again.

The manager of the Vera Cruz line, an 
Irishman, by name Roney, andj a very good 
fellow, had asked me before I left the station 
in the afternoon, to come round and stop 
with him and his family. Finding I had not 
turned up as expected, he came round for 
me, and insisted en my going back with him, 
which I most gladly did, feeling worn out 
both in body and mind. Of the kindness of 
Mr. Roney’s accomplished wife and amiable 
daughters, I cannot speak too gratefully. 
They welcomed me as one of themselves, and 
with a gentleness of perception worthy of 
such refined ladies, never asked me a single 
question, or alluded in any way to the pain
ful scenes I had passed through ; for they 
well imagined what a painful topic it would 
be.

Next day found me slightly feverish, and 
very stiff ; my feet were in a terrible state, 
the hot sand (from so much walking) had 
worked into the lacerated wounds, causing 
great pain and irritation, and I was kept an 
unwilling prisoner, to my room and bed. My 
kind hostess occasionally relieved the weary 
hours with her presence, sometimes bringing 
me a newly received book, or the latest peri
odical from England, food for the mind most 
welcome ; at other times she would come in 
with cool, refreshing fruit, prettily arranged, 
or a lovely bouquet of cut flowers. And often 
with her own dainty fingers, she would wash 
my poor maimed feet, dressing them with 
soothing ointment, deftly and quickly bandag
ing them again with soft lint bandages. 
Under such motherly treatment, it did not 
take me long to get well, and I quickly recov
ered from the effects of my long walk in the 
tropical sun, and, happily, never felt any the 
worse for it after.

Intense excitement hadeenabled me to per
form what, under ordinary circumstances, 
might have entailed serious risk and danger. 
After a day or two, though unable to use 
my feet, I was carried down to the Roney’s 
pretty drawing-room, and spent several plea
sant evenings with them. The Misses Roney 
sang very nicely, and it was pleasant to hear 
them sing their plaintive Irish melodies, ex
iled so far from their own home.

But I must not wander too far from my 
story, and forget to tell my readers that the 
same train which brought De Longle to Vera 
Cruz, also brought the dead bodies of the four 
murdered Frenchmen, and the cold, senseless 
form of the handsome prima donna. A kind 
hearted soldier had unstrapped his cloak, and 
tenderly laid the poor girl in it ; placing her 
by the side of him, who, but for their cruel 
death, might through life have been her hus
band and protector. They were thus carried 
into the Hotel Diligenciaa, and from thence 
were taken next day to the cemetery for inter
ment.

Amongst the numberless funerals that had 
taken place in that dread city, never had such 
a funeral been seen. A detachment of sol
diers with muffled drums went before, while 
crowds of all creeds and nationalities, soldiers, 
sailors, and civilians followed. Two and two 
abreast, slowly tho sad procession advanced, 
moving on its dreary way'towards the sandy 
flam where lay the abode of the dead. Rest- 
ng on each voluminous black pall, heavily 

embroidered with gold, lay the sword and 
kepe of an officer of the French army ; while 
the rich, purple pall, bordered with white, 
which covered the mortal remains of the poor 
Italian songstress, was thickly strewn with 
white flowers, emblematical of her pure and 
spotless life. Reaching the gates, the proces
sion passed through towards the small chapel, 
where it halted ; but few could follow the sol
diers with their ghastly burdens, for this 
chapel in name was in reality, but a small 
room. The door having been left open, the 
sonorous voice of the Carmelite Father, who 
chanted the masses for the repose of the souls 
of the dead, could be plainly heard. Amidst 
the sobs and tears of many amongst the as
sembled throng, the coffins were taken from 
the chapel, and lowered into their graves, 
which were soon filled with flowers and im
mortelles ; for nearly every one had brought 
flowers, which they gently dropped into the 
last homes of those four brave men, and no
ble, heroic woman.

The Carmelite Father, whose devoted and 
ardent life, made him a fitting priest to be 
heard, at such a time (and surely Protestants 
and Catholics alike, can pay tribute to the 
virtues of a really good man) taking advan
tage of the opportunity, spoke a few well 
chosen words, calling the attention of his 
hearers to the shortness and uncertainty of 
life, entreating them while there was yet time, 
to repent and believe. Picturing in most for
cible and eloquent language, the never ending 
bliss of the future life for these who had 
fought the good fight of faith and conquered, 
and the great terror of all eternity, to those 
who would not repent, nor turn from their 
misdeeds.

He was listened to throughout, with every 
mark of respect and attention ; many of the 
Catholics as he passed, throwing themselves 
on thair knees to crave his blessing, while 
others kissed his garments.

Father Xavier was well known to the in
habitants as a holy good man, who spent his

! in a sort of trance, unconscious to all that 
passed, and to any bnt the experienced eye 
of a medical man, apparently dead. A ballet, 
it appeared from examination, had struck 
him in the right side, flattening itself against 
the lower rib ; the wound was not a dangerous 
one, and it would be easy to extract the bullet, 
But the doctors were at a less to account for 
the comatose state of their patient, and hesi
tated about performing the operation; they 
waited for a change, but no change came. On 
the third day, they decided to extract the bal
let, fearing farther delay might prove danger- 
ous, and their patient sink under the opera
tion. The wounded man lay apparently 
unconscious to the severe probings of their 
surgical instruments, and gave no signs of 
suffering. Still, the operation must have 
taken effect in some mysterious way upon his 
system, for his limbs began shortly after to 
twitch nervously as if convulsed, showing 
symptoms of returning life ; he even moved, 
and before many hours had passed, was toss
ing to and fro, in a burning fever.

There was now hope, the present danger 
must be met and bravely fought, but the 
worst was over. The doctors considered the 
fever an effort of nature, to throw off the 
trance, and believed that the pain caused by 
the operation, had been the means of waking 
up the dormantjenergies, which now combatted 
so fiercely with the fever.

De Longle passed from one stage of the 
fever to another, with happily no unfavorable 
symptoms ; his good constitution taking him 
through all, till the fever wearing itself out, 
he fell into a gen tie refreshing sleep, and slept 
for hours, waking up at last, to perfect con
sciousness, though too weak to speak or move.

Those were happy days ; the doctors smiled 
and congratulated themselves, on the marvel
lous recovery of their patient. Marie sang 
like a bird about the hotel, when not allowed 
in the sick room. Her father was no less 
happy than herself, the very servants looked 
brighter ; and Monsieur Senz once more as
sumed his semi-pompous, officious manner. 
So every one knew the sick man was getting 
well. Marie had proved berself an excellent 
nurse, many were the hours she had spent 
by the wounded man’s bed ; no one could tell 
bo well as herself, what to do to soothe and 
comfort him. She could see sooner than any 
one, when the poor, fevered brow required a 
fresh cool bandage, and would gently pat and 
arrange the pillows, to make his aching head 
lie more comfortably ; and when the fever was 
at its height, she would bathe his burning 
hands and temples, so softly and tenderly, 
that her very touch seemed to refresh and 
soothe the suffering man.

The nurses said that his eyes followed her 
everywhere, and he became uneasy and 
fidgety, when she left the room. For they 
thought it necessary, out of consideration for 
her tender years, to send her away sometimes, 
to take the rest she so little desired, but so 
much needed. They certainly were of opin
ion he grew worse, when the light of her 
sweet, angelic face, faded from the room.

So they said, these nurses. But then you 
know nurses sometimes talk such nonsense ; 
but they loved her, these simple minded 
sœurs de charités. She was one of them
selves with a difference ; she was a convent 
child, but the fiancee of the wounded man ; 
and they loved to think that he owed his life 
to the patient nursing of that lovely, golden 
haired girl, who glided so gracefully and noise
lessly abolit the room, thinking always of him, 
never of herself. ' Ever ready with a sweet 
smile or kind word to help the tired sisters, 
anxious only to undertake more than she was 
able to perform, small wonder that the quiet 
nuns thought so much of her ; they might 
have had lovers too—who can tell ! in the 
time long ago—now gone by forever.

The long looked for day came at last, when 
I was able to walk once more. Taking the 
earliest opportunity, I went round to the Eu
ropa to call on Monsieur de la Harpe, and 
hear personally how Ferdinand was getting 
on ; in appearance a very different looking 
man, to the one whose first visit puzzled him 
so much. The old gentleman was delighted 
to see me, and I sat a long time chatting with 
him. De Longle’s recovery was a great 
source of happiness to him. I asked him how 
it was that Ferdinand was discovered to be 
alive at Soledad. He said he did not know, 
but that the regimental doctor who brought 
him to Vera Cruz, was now in Ferdinand’s 
room, and he expected him in every minute, 
to hear what report he had to give that morn
ing. Dr. •Delessert soon after came into the 
room ; a brisk, energetic man of fifty,, rather 
small than tall. He walked quickly up to Mon
sieur de la Harpe, and shook him warmly by 
the hand.

“ Monsieur le Viscomte is going on well 
sir,” he said, “ it is marvellous how quickly 
he regains his strength. We shall soon have 
him wanting to be married to Mademoiselle.

recovery.
“ Does he not owe his life to you, Dr. Deles- 

sert ?” I asked ; “ how was it you came out 
with the detachment, and found him alive ?”

“ It is a strange story,” he said ; “a stranger 
one I never Heard, though I believe there are 
instances on record, .of such occurrences. I 
happened to be in the barracks at the time 
your telegram was put into Colonel Gamier’s 
hands ; he sent an orderly round to me, with 
orders to join the detachment then starting. 
I asked the man where we were going ; he 
had only heard that an accident had happened 
to one of the trains, and knew nothing more. 
I only stayed to put my case of instruments, 
a flask of brandy, and another of water, with 
a few biscuits into a small bag, (well knowing 
how useful they might prove in emergency), 
and hastened to join the detachment. On 
the way, I learnt from brother officers, that 
it was not Mexicans accidentally hurt, I was 
called upon to attend, but fellow countrymen, 
who had been shot in cold blood. Whilst 
you and the soldiers were looking through 
the train, I dismounted, tied my horse to a 
tree, and began carefully to examine the 
bodies of the fallen men. Monsieur le Vis
comte attracted me the first ; I knew him 
well, and was horrified to see him lying there, 
on the very day he hoped to have been mar
ried. Was he dead ? We will see ! I could 
not then answer the question, anxious as I 
was to assure myself to the contrary. His 
eyes had not been bandaged—ah ! that prob
ably saved his life. Very carefully I exam
ined him to see where he had been shot, and 
found a wound in the right side ; only one 
bullet so far as I could see, had struck him. 
It was not a particularly dangerous wound, 
bnt the appearance of the wounded man puz
zled me. He did not look like a dead man, 
but I could find no signs of life. Twice, 
thrice, 1 applied the usual remedies, but with
out avail. Convinced that I was mistaken in

had done ? To all appearances, he was not. 
Without a moment’s delay, I tested his heart, 
and this time certainly discovered signs of 
life, which convinced me that he was still liv
ing. Calling two of the soldiers to come to 
me at once, I told them to follow my instruc
tions ; and while they raised him in their 
arms, I moistened his lips with brandy, and 
bathed his face and temples with water. 
Though living, he was unconscious ; we im
provised a bed with railway cushions* and laid 
him under the shade of the trees where we 
had found him, for I thought it better not to 
move him, till the cool of the evening. When 
Colonel Gamier rode up (not having succeeded 
in finding the missing men) he was greatly 
astonished, and very much pleased, to hear 
that De Longle yet breathed, and there might 
be a chance of saving his life. An orderly 
was at once despatched to the small station 
which you, Mr. Campbell, succeeded in reach
ing in the burning heat of a noon day’s tropi 
cal sun, despite so many difficulties and great 
physical pain. Every praise is due to you 
but for your prompt action, your friend 
would not now be alive. He owes
his life more to you than to
me. Well, as I previously said, an orderly 
was despatched, with a telegram to be for
warded to Vera Crnz, which you received. 
The rest you know. We bore Monsieur de 
Longle with great care to the train which was 
waiting for Colonel Gamier ; and very slowly 
moved into the city/

How do you account doctor,” said Mon 
sieur de la Harpe, who, leaning back in his 
arm-chair, had listened intently to all Dr. 
Delessert had just told us ; “ how do you ac 
count for this extraordinary trance ?

I can only account for it,” replied the 
doctor, “ by supposing that the strain on his 
mind had been so great, and the sudden re
vulsion ot happiness so bitter, that the whole 
energy and force of his nervous system, gave 
way under the great shock he suffered. Indi
rectly I have already questioned him, but his 
mind is a blank to what has passed. I doubt 
whether he will ever recall that trying page 
in his life’s history, and I think it would be 
most unwise to attempt to bring it back to 
him. One sudden flash of intellect might re
veal to him again, the suffering he went 
through. I could not answer what effect^the 
sudden remembrance might have on him*; 
death even, might ensue. As it is, I believe 
he will entirely recover, if he returns to 
France, as soon as he is able to travel. But 
no reference, mind, to Mexico: let that country 
be a dead letter to him.”

In a few weeks time, De Longle having 
quite recovered, was married to Marie de la 
Harpe. The civil marriage was first performed 
by the “ Prefecto,” and the religious cere
mony afterwards, by one of the priests at
tached to Colonel Gamier’s regiment. The 
bridegroom, not being strong enough to go 
through the ceremony at the “ Iglesia,” a dis
pensation was granted, permitting the cere
mony to take place in the Hotel Europa ; 
Monsieur de la Harpe, who gave his pretty 
daughter away to the husband of her choice, 
and Colonel Gamier, were the only persons 
present. The happy pair left directly after 
for Europe. I never saw De Longle again, 
fearing my face might recall to him, what we 
were all so anxious he should forget. But 
lately, and several yêars after the stirring times 
I am writing about, I had the pleasure of once 
more meeting Monsieur de la Harpe, who is 
now very aged, and I learnt from him that 
my former friend was living very happily with 
his amiable and accomplishèd wife, having 
quite recovered. He never had recollected, 
or in any way seemed to remember our fatal 
encounter with the brigands, but was under 
the impression, (from what was told him) that 
he had met with a severe railway accident 
while on his way to Vera Cruz, and was after
wards struck down with fever.

The family being Buonapartists, are not 
living at the present time in France. They 
are looking forward to the return of an exiled 
prince, who they feel sure if ever he is called 
to the throne, once occupied by his lamented 
father, will prove himself the worthy son of a 
noble sire, and illustrious mother. Whatever 
may have been Napoleon Hi’s mistaken policy, 
with regard to Mexico, his generals were far 
more to blame than he was, for they deceived 
their Emperor, in not carrying out his in
structions ; and betrayed Maximilian to the 
great sorrow of Napoleon, who never ceased 
to regret his untimely end.

But to return to my story. The French 
showed me the greatest kindness, several offi
cers calling upon me, and Colonel Gamier 
came round to see me, bringing the general 
in command at Vera Cruz with him. I was 
greatly pleased at receiving so much consid
eration at the hands of so gallant and well 
known a Crimean officer. He was the means
of my afterwards receiving the Legion d'Hon- 

„ . n • • . t 1 neur, which was expressly ordered by theBut really joking apart, I never saw such a Emperori to j» pinBed on my breast by the

time amongst them doing all he could for i thinking him alive, I placed a handkerchief 
their souls, and not unmindful of their bodies. I over hie and left him to look at the other 
Many a luxury found its way to a sick bed, 1 P°°r fellows. They were all dead, having 
which would never have been known but for been mortally wounded ; and their calm, pale 
him Many a lost soul he recovered even at face», caused me to believe that they had died 
the eleventh hour. He fell a victim soon instantly, and without much suffering. Hav- 
after to the scourge of Vera Crnz. Requiescat i “g finished my distressing task, I turned
tn pace.

The soldiers fired a customary volley over 
the graves of the officers, and the crowd dis
persed in an orderly manner, evincing great 
sympathy for the dead, and that large ceme-

once more to examine Monsieur le Viscomte ; 
for I still felt very uneasy about his strange 
appearance, which did not coincide with that 
of death. Parbleu, the very blood ran cold in 
my veins, for the dead man had raised his

terv had five more added to its many tenante. ! right hand (which I had previously crossed
• . «% • .. . - - ... nwow tna Infr hand an hie hvnnor 1 end fnnn Alts.Mr. Roney followed as one of the chief 
mourners, and it was to him that I was in
debted for an account of what passed. As I 
was not able to sit up, it fell to his lot to 
write to the bereaved friends and relations, 
telling them of the loss they had sustained. 
News was daily brought me hew De 
progressed. For the first three days he

over the left hand on his breast) and torn the 
handkerchief from his face. There was no 
mistaking what he had done, though I could 
hardly believe my eyes ; for there was the 
handkerchief in his hand, rigidly clasped by 
his fingers. The effort he had made must 
have been super-human. What had caused 
him to make it? Was he conscious of what he

general, in the presence of all the troops.
But whatever honor and glory accrued to 

me through these accidental circumstances, 
was dearly bought, for my life in the country 
was not worth an hour’s purchase. I had to 
travel everywhere with a large escort, and 
the guard at the station house at Paso del 
Macho, had to be doubled, when I returned 
to that delightful place. Still, I thought I 
would stay on and see what was going to 
happen, for the state of the country was such, 
that before long a change of some sort must 
come about.

Bazaine was believed to be playing a double 
game, and it was commonly reported that he 
was in treaty with Juarez, to hand the coun
try over to him. If he could have made it 
worth his while to do so, considering the repu
tation held by Bazaine in Mexico, this was 
not unlikely, for he had made himself thor
oughly detested, by his overbearing manner, 
and also from his having amassed a large for
tune, in a way that can hardly be called hon
orable. Several fine shops, rented by him, 
had been opened in different parts of the city, 
under other names. French articles of all 
kinds, from expensive Lyons silks, to the 
smallest trinkets from the Palais Royale, were 
sold in them, at greatly reduced prices ; mak-

had only brought him an unstable throne, 
and a fickle people.

Hasty preparations were being made for his 
departure, his luggage had gone down our 
line, and was already on board an Austrian 
man-of-war, awaiting his decision. All the 
time the Emperor was staying at Orizaba, we 
had kept a train in readiness for him, in case 
he should at any time come incog, without 
giving us warning, that no time might be 
lost, and he would be able to reach Vera Cruz, 
as speedily as possible, without detention. 
Hardly a day passed, that he was not ex
pected, and I kept a sharp look out on the 
rails for fear of their being removed by the 
guerillas.

As it happened, the Emperor did not come, 
but one of his aides-de-camp came riding into 
Paso late one afternoon, with a large escortL 
enquiring for me. Maximilian had sent for 
me. The summons was urgent. The Austrian 
officer who was greatly attached to his sover
eign, rode back with me to Orizaba, which we 
reached about 10. p. m. We found the Em
peror pacing up and down his room at the 
“ fonda,” sadly altered ; he had grown much 
thinner, and looked very careworn, quite ten 
years older than his age. Still, he had not 
lost all hope. He smiled when I entered the 
room, and seemed glad to see me, though the 
smile quickly faded, leaving a weary, hunted 
expression in his face, painful to see.

He wished to know, and questioned me 
very closely, as to whether it would be possi
ble for him to reach Vera Graz safely and 
without detection, if he went in an ordinary 
train, with the usual escort. I told His Maj
esty, he would run great risk, as Orizaba was 
surrounded by spies, who well knew his move
ments ; but that if he wished to reach Vera 
Cruz, a train was waiting at Paso del Macho, 
and every possible precaution should be taken 
to ensure his safety without giving rise to 
suspicion.

His face quite brightened, while talking 
to me of his projected departure, and I felt 
greatly pleased when he told me, he had made 
up his miftefto leave in a few hours,—2 a. m 
was tu3 time specified. A large amount of 
specie had arrived at Orizaba, and the Em
peror thought it would be a good opportunity 
for him to take advantage of, as I could easily 
find an excuse for considering it necessary to 
take a double escort, and no suspicion could 
be raised in consequence. Maximilian would 
travel as one of the escort.

Thera can be but little doubt His Majesty 
would iuÇfè reached the coast in safety, if this 
plan had/been earned out, but as ill-luck 
would h$sé3|Mhe clerical party, who began 
to be afraid what their position in the 
country woulcLhe, if the Emperor left and 
they fell into the hapds of the liberals, sent a 
deputation to Maximilian, composed of some 
of the most powerful men in the country, of
fering him the full support of tfce Church 
; )arty, and also the servicesxof Miration and 
Marquez, two good soldiers'*Apd brave men, 

who undertook to raise men and lead them 
against the enemy, the bishops, as a guar
antee of good faith, giving thirty millions of 
piastres, towards the army. Maximilian was 
unhappily induced to remain. The députa, 
tion went in to him, directly after I left him 
Strange fatality—they came one hour too 
soon. But for that, Maximilian might per
haps have been living now quietly at Miramar. 
His Majesty sent for me shortly before the 
hour fixed for our departure ; I had everything 
arranged. He told me he had changed his 
mind, and would not leave Mexico for the 
present. Did he realize under what circum 
stances he would leave Mexico ?

IT11BDËR TRIAL AT WELLAND.

John Whitby Sen tenced to be Hanged on 
November 2Slb.

Welland, Oct. 26.—The trial of John 
Whitby, otherwise known as Jack Smith, for 
murder, took place ■ in the Welland Court 
House yesterday before Mr. Justice Burton. A 
verdict of “ guilty ” was returned by the jury, 
and the prisoner was sentenced to be hanged 
on November 25th. The evidence on behalf 
of the prosecution was ample and conclusive, 
and was to the following effect :—That the 
prisoner and a man named Allan left 
iitevensville on the morning of April 
13th, and proceeded along the Fort 
Erie road in the direction of Victoria ; that 
up to a certain sugar bush between the 6th 
and 7th concessions they were seen together, 
the prisoner wearing the peculiar scarf and 
trousers conspicuous by large black patches 
over the knees, and carrying with him an 
umbrella and an axe ; that on the other side 
of the bush the prisoner was seen alone by 
several persons without the scarf and um
brella, and having on a pair of trousers with
out patches ; that on the afternoon of the 
same day the dead body of a man was found 
in the sugar bush with the prisoner’s trousers 
imperfectly drawn on, and with scarf and 
umbrella close by the corpse ; that the body, 
being buried, was exhumed on May 
4th, and conclusively recognized as that of 
Allan, who had left Stevensville with the 
prisoner. The circumstantial evidence was 
strengthened by the confession of the priso
ner on different occasions that he had killed 
his companion in a fit of passion. Mr. Crerar 
jrosecuted for the Crown, and Mr. Van 
Korman, of Welland, gratuitously defended 
the prisoner. The evidence, however, was so 
conclusive that he had to admit the crime, 
and urged on the jury to reduce it from 
murder to manslaughter. After his Lord
ship’s charge, the jury retired, and after one 
hour’s deliberation brought in a verdict of 

guilty,” with a strong recommendation to 
mercy. In passing sentence, the Judge said 
he was but the mouthpiece of the law, and 
had no option but to pass sentence of death 
upon the prisoner, although he would lay the 
jury’s recommendation before the Executive. 
He warned the prisoner to prepare to meet 
his awful doom. When the Judge asked for a 
calendar the crowded Court-room was omin
ously silent, and continued so until the 
prisoner was formally sentenced.

During the trial Whitby appeared in a large 
measure indifferent to what was going ona • , . , , , , * . * , . , U1CBOIUD lUUlUClCUt IV T» UOV TT OO gUlUg WU ,

mg it evident mat no customhouse duty, had . when the verdict was returned tears were 
been paid for their import. Several respectable noticed in his eyes, and the jailer asserts 
houses, that had been established, years in ! that he was exceedingly nervous before leav- 
the country, were obliged to close in oonse- j jng his cell in the morning. When asked 
quence. what he had to Bay why the sentence of

The evil example shown the French by one the Court should not be passed npon him, 
high in command, had its demoralizing ef- he simply remarked, “ No, I don’t know

feet upon the whole army. Bazaine’s shame
ful treatment of the Emperor, for he was now 
openly at variance with him, led to all sorts 
of rumors flying about the country, the worst 
news generally getting the most credence. 
Sometimes it was said that Maximilian was 
on the point of leaving for Miramar, placing 
the Government in toe hands of Bazaine. 
Then again he was going to take toe field in 
person, or that the Government of the United 
States and Juarez, had come to some advan
tageous arrangement with the French. These 
silly, fabulons rumors, far fetched aa they 
were, had a most disastrous effect, in unset
tling toe minds of toe Mexicans, and sapping 
with a fatal certainty, toe already tottering 
foundations of toe declining empire.

Prospects looked very black and gloomy, 
and Maximilian at length determined to call 
a general council at Orizaba, to decide whether 
it would not be wiser tor him to abdicate and 
leave the country. For some time past, he 
had been staying at Orizaba, it not being con
sidered safe for him to live in toe city of 
Mexico ; and he quite expected that hie abdi
cation would be accepted, and that he would 
be able to leave for Europe, and lay down for 
ever toe proud title of Emperor—a title which

what to say." He was taken to his cell im
mediately after being sentenced, end there 
he was quite indifferent to his position. 
The artless manner in which he filled his 
pipe and smoked away showed how uncon
cerned he was of his approaching doom. 
He burst out laughing two or three times, and 
said he did not want his parents to know of 
it. He enquired if it was not the 25th of next 
month, and remarked on another occasion 
that every man had to die once. 
Whitby is 33 years of age, and says 
he is the son of an Indian woman 
and a colored man. He has lived among 
the Six Nations all his life, and among them 
he was celebrated for his athletic attain
ments. The man he murdered was unknown, 
except that his surname was Allan, and that 
he was a shoemaker tramping through the 
country. It is rumored that a petition is to 
be circulated to have toe sentence reprieved, 
but toe Indian is credited with saying that he 
prefers death to a reprieve. Great interest 
was manifested here in toe trial, weich con
cluded the business of toe Court.

MBHIOT NOTES.

—Muffs are of medium size.
—Sleeves are tighter than ever.
—Bepped fabrics are in high favor.
—Black dresses are as popular as ever.
—Only light furs are used tor evening wear.
—Watered silk—moire—is very fashion

able.
—Medium sized bonnets are not fashion

able.
—Gold brocaded cap ribbons are much 

worn.
—Balayeuses are' seen on very short cos

tumes.
_All dresses of woollen material are out

short.
—All the new bonnets are very small or 

very huge.
— Visite paletot is toe name of the newest 

steel wrap.
—Toques made of seal will be much worn 

this winter.
—It is fashionable at toe moment not to 

be fashionable.
—Stockings are in more bizarre styles than 

ever before.
—The London fall styles for women is 

very masculine.
—Slashes at toe elbow and at toe top are 

seen on many Parisian dress sleeves.
—Seal pelisses and seal circles are wen a- 

mong other mid-winter fur novelties.
—Striped goods in Pekin and satin 

or silk and moire are very fashionable.
—Leggins to match are worn with short 

" costumes for the moorlands " in England.
—All winter wraps and oloaks are very 

long, bat very short jackets are also worn.
—The clan tartan and Scotch plaid short 

costumes are toe fancy of the passing moment.
—Dresses, to be fashionable, must be very 

short in front, even when trained in the 
back.

—Satin, velvet, moire, and gros faille are 
favorite combinations in composite costumes.

—Striped Pekins and striped moires are 
in demand for parts of dressy composite cos
tumes.

—Leather buttons for country costumes, 
or suits for moorlands," are among the 
London dress novelties.

-The talma is a new mantle which is 
simply a revival of an old style, with the only 
difference of a tight back.

AN ANCIENT IRISH MONUMENT.

Port Grinian ot Alleach, Built la Pagaa 
Time», Beatofti.

One of the most interesting of toe ancient 
monuments of Ireland, toe Grinian of All, 
each, in the County Donegal, which stands 
on the top of a hill 800 feet high, on toe pro
perty of Lord Templetown, has just been 
rescued from destruction by toe efforts of Dr. 
W. Bernard of Derry. It is a circular fort 
which was originally built in pagan times,and 
formed part at a later period of a regal residence 
rivaling the famous palace of “Tara of toe 
Kings." It commands an extensive prospect, 
extending on one side over Lough Foyle, and 
over Lough SwUley on the other.

In toe year 1101 Murtough O’Brien de
molished it and ordered his men to take 
away one stone of the building in every empty 
sack which they had, and with them to head 
a parapet built at the top of his palace, which 
occupied the site of the present Cathedral of 
Limerick. Some other stones were taken 
away in recent times to build the parapet of a 
bridge in the vicinity of the ruin, bnt Dr. 
Bernard believes that no other stones were 
taken for building purposes. In the recon
struction of the fort only toe fallen stones 
were used, except 700 or 800, which were 
picked up about toe hill, and a coping of 
masonry, It is perfectly circular and stands 
about twenty feet high, of conical shape, with 
massive walls built without mortar, by wedg
ing the large stones together;with small ones. 
Inside- it is about seventy fèét wide, having 
three platforms rising above each other, ap- 
preached by steps, and is crowned by a para
pet. There is but one entrance, which looks 
eastward, and there are doorways inside, 
which seem to lead to subterranean passages, 
but they have not been explored.

The idea of preserving the ruin, which was 
in a very neglected state, and likely soon to 
lose all trace of its original character, occured 
to Dr. Bernard about four years ago ; and it 
is a remarkable fact that the people, when ap
pealed to for help to restore it, and informed 
of the antiquarian interest attached to it, 
cheerfully responded, and gave their time 
and labor to promote the work without receiv
ing any payment.

In the course of the excavations which 
were carried on, a number of relics were turn
ed up, which place the antiquity of the place 
beyond question. It is recorded that Grinian 
existed 1,700 years before the Christian era, 
and it is marked on Ptolemy’s map in toe 
second century, which was a copy of a much 
older map found in Alexandria. Among toe 
relics were bones and teeth, and defaced 
coins, the button and the socket of a plow, 
round stones with holes in the center, war 
clubs, sling-stones ; stones found in ashes 
marked into squares, another of dark color 
shaped like a heart, another with Anted 
columns, and a polished cone with flat base, 
working under a heap of rubbish, toe laborers 
came upon one of the platforms 30 feet long,
3 feet wide, and 5 feet from toe ground, and 
in the wall, which had almost crumbled away, 
four steps were found, which it was inferred 
led to another platform. There is a fort in 
the county Kerry, called Staigue Fort, which 
only differs in toe platforms being a little 
langer.

—New veils are of black thread net, and 
look aa if they had been dipped in gold dost.

ARCTIC VOYAGERS.

Capi. Tyson’» Experience In the Schooner 
Florence—taodglng Iceberg» in Terri
fic Gale».

Pbovinceton, Mass., Oct. 28.—The Arctic 
schooner Florence, Tyson commander, sup
posed to be lost, arrived here this morning. 
The vessel sprang a leak near Sable Island, 
on the 19th, and toe crew has been pumping 
day and night ever since. The last morsel of 
food on board was eaten this morning, Capt. 
Tyson says there has not been such icy seas 
in the north for thirty years. The crew all 
well.

Capt. Tyson reports that at Cumberland 
Straits they took on board a number of Es
quimaux, men and women. Daring the pas
sage to Disco they were obliged to slowly 
work their way through 200 miles of ice, and 
the weather was so very high the entire 
>assage, that it made it necessary to 
ceep the hatches bolted down meet 

of the time. At Disco they expected to 
meet the expedition steamer, bnt after waiting 
in vain many days, on the 22nd of August 
they started on their return to Cumberland 
Strait. On this passage they experienced 
several terrific gales, during one of which the 
vessel was hove to four days, drifting help
lessly among immense icebergs. "During 
these four days death constantly stared them 
in the face. They at length reached Cumber • 
land Strait on toe 31st of August, and re
mained nearly a fortnight to rest. On the 
12th of September they set sail for home, 
and until they reached St. Johns, Sept 26to, 
experienced a succession of heavy gales. 
They remained there until toe 12th inst., and, 
again sailing, experienced heavy gales, during’ 
one of which the schooner sprung a leak 
south of Sable Island, since which time they 
have been obliged to keep constantly at the 
pumps.

To add to the discomfort toe supply of pro
visions failed, and were entirely consumed be
fore reaching port.

The coldest weather experienced was 58 
degrees below zero.

yonng lady riding over Brighton 
downs remarked that 

ly, and presently it 
»een shot by a bullet 
Sussex Bifiee at the neighboring

went 
having 
of toe
range.


