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GLORIOUS DEATU, OR VICTORY.

Canadian Brothers! clouds are gathering
Thick and dark, Ounr codutry round;
Flerce and deadly strife W ilireataiiing,
War's portelitous siguis abound.

Brothers! let ouir war cry be-
"Glorious deatti, or victory."

On our border thera is trouble,
There le care on many a brow;
Now, Uanadia's son3, assemble-
Bravest hearts are îieeded now.

Brother3,! let our war cry be-
IlGlorious death, or victery."

Iu our midst are fees snd traitors;t
Danger lurks oit eery side;
Bunt with truist in God te bless ns,
IVa will meet whate'er betide.

Brotîjers Jlet our war cry be-t
IlGloricuq death, or victory."1

In 0cr bornes fond hearts are beating-
Shali tbeynt in safbty dwell?
Ail arounid briglht eyeï are beaming-
Oh! who wauld îîot guard thier well?

Brothèrs! let unir war cry be-
IlGlorious death, or victory."

To armq! to arrns! Our country's welfare
Trembliug lu thîe balance lies,
With unr best beloved treasures,
And 0cr pricelese libertias.

Brothers! let our war cry be-t
IlGlorlous death, or victory."

To her son-, a nations looking-
Uet her focs your valeur know;
uuward, ever onward, pressing,
Sens of freedom '. ouward go.

Brothiers! let our war cry be-
IlGloricus death, or victory."1

When war's rude alarms shall cease,
And Jesus rei5ns in every heart;
Wben the nations dwell in peaco,
And aerrow, sin, and death depart-

May ocr bravest warriors bo
Shoutlng Ilile and victory."'

GEcORGE ADAMS.
Belheville, Canada West, June 4, 1866.
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"In our arid deserts "ý-murmured ha-" I1 have1
seen the weunded lion crawling on the sand,1
leaving the traek cf bis blood aleng his pat-
iintillbe reached a founitain cf pure cold watar;
and ever as be crnwled, big panting sides, bis
Irooping marte and bis boarse groanings dcneted
bis near approacb te daatb. But as sccu as the
pure cold water touchcd bis lips, he rese-sbook
bis mane-lashad bis sids-and roarad like a
conqueror. Maiden, 1 amn cf the desert, lîke the
lion. The remedies cf Europe ara net made for
me ; give me soe pure celd water."1

Ingeburge listened te him, overceme by a
bizarre interest that she could net define. She1
threw the cordial out cf the cup and filcd iti
witb pure water.

Mabmoud, like the wounded lion, seamed te
recovar himslf ail at once; be raiscd bis ener-
getic bcad, and a prend ligbt seemed te illumine
bis dark eye.

"tThank yoiî, Young girl," said hae, in a veice
which made Ingeburge tremble as theugh she
had board the voice cf anethar man.

He gave ber back the empty cnp, and shiftcd
the lamp in sucb a manner that the ligbt sbould
net failitee directly on bis features.

He was about te enter upon a contest and Was
trying to secitre every advanitage.

IlThou art kind, and succoed me, Young girl
-the All-powerful always rawards mcrcy and
goedness. For a glass of watar, the saered peets
tell us that the Prophet gave the rich dates cf
Areen te Sidda, wifa cf Moses. I arn Jean
Cador, the image-cutter, tei wbem aven princes
Speak witb respect. The higb priasts cf Paris
will psy for my atone statue by its weight in
geld. If thon wilt accept it, Young girl, 1 wiîî
share with thce the price cf my statue.",

Ingeburge made ne reply-nct that she was
offanded by thie vords cf the sick man-but be-
Cr-use that name, Jean Cador, awakened in ber
a vague fear that she could net explain.

She had a confused recollectien tbat that Rame
bad been pronounced by ber sister, Eve, ini the1

long tale she bad relnted te ber, and in whicb
se many différent names soccurred.

The mcmory cf Ingeburge waudcred over the
details cf EBras story, but she could cali to mind
ne particular incident connacted wvitb the name
cf Jean Cador.

"1hIast thon ne desire to bc ricb ?" asked
Mahmond, wliose eyes were cndeaveuring te
pierce the qucen's veil.

The qucen wvos but a wemsun after all-and
bad a woman's cnriosity; adventuras wlîich. bagin
lîke a romance always take the daughtcrs cf
Eve en their weak side: the qucen ivas curionîs
te kuow more, sud raplied-" 0Oh! yas, my
brethar, 1 should indecd like te bc vcry ricli."

Mahmoud thîougbt te biniseif hae had askad
tce mucl, whan ha asked messire Amaury fer
one heur.

Riches," resnmed ha, softeniug bis veice as
mucb as be could, Il are like the brilliant var-
nisît that paintars spread upon their canvass, te
bieîghten the affect of thair ciers. Riches give
the decoratien, wlîicb emballishas aven beauty 1"

Il With riches, my brether, ona may heai
ivoids and softeu the snfl'erings cf the sick."

Mahmuud was about te continua bis illustra-
tionîs uo'the theme ha bad cbosen-but he stop-
ped suddanly-and thare scemad 10 be some
slîadc cf respect in bis besitation.

Respect for the simple and pure ycuîîg girl-1
whc bad sauctifiad, by eue werd, the expression
cf bar simple desires.

StilI Mahmond bad as yet ne suspicion of the
success cf bis attack. Peor lînnan nature is
sometimes carriad away by goed as welt as by
bad sautimnts-it is ouly a question cf kncwing
bow to, put ou the bait and bow te, prasent it
aprepos.

IlThere are se many snfl'ering around us, are
there flot my dauglitar ?" coutiuued the Syrian,
sbifting bis battary, Il misery is se cruel in thjis
great Paris. Ged ha praisad, my gifts would
flot bc bestowcd on vain aud fuolish prodigalities.
Instead cf decurating tby beautif ut brow witb
jawals sudý pearîs-tbon wouldst decorata tby
seul witb gcod deade."1

Tha qnaan's mind was stili seeking te discover
what it was that ber sistar Eve bad told ber
about Jean Cador-wbo seemed se good and
was yet se ignorant cf ail Clîristian tbiugs ; at
the sanie time she listancd te bum attentivcly, te
sec if she cenld catch a word te assist baer
inemory.

IDidst thon tlîink, then, my brother," asked
ase witb simplicity, Il te flnd lu this Vichy place
woman daliverad over te werldhy vanitles ?"1

They had laid Mabmcud alraady dressad upon
the bad-finding that tho conversation was net
tending tcward bis dasirad object, aud that the
yoning maideu's replies thwarted bis diploinacy
toc easily-be fait tbat it was nacessary, witbeut
fnrtber dalay, to produce more efficacions argu-
ments--be thierefore draw froua the breast cf lis
surceat a long sihk pursa, marvalleusly embroid-
ared, and full cf gold. In apite cf the pions
ivords cf bis young nurse ho axpected te sur-
prise bar inte soe expression cf covetiug this
mugnificieut pursa-but Ingeburge was toc deep
in bar own. reflections, and the purse, seemed te
maka nu impression upoîî ber. Malîmoud tbought
ho bad gaiuad oue point, for lie beliavad that bis
pretty companion was dissimuaing-and in a
gaina cf tbis kind ho wbo expeets te cheat bas
lest bafore[tand.

I bave board say," said be, proceeding witb
more confidence "lthat the first wife of Pbillip
Angustus is confined lu this ceovent; bave
tbey net deceived me, my yonîg girl ?"1

IlTbey bave net decaived thea, my brother,"
replied Ingeburge, redeubling ber attention.

"Perbaps yen know bar?
1 de kueov ber."1

"And perbaps yen love her ?"
1I love ber," said Ingeburg, trembling and

hesitating.
The quaen's voice tremblad, bacausa ber me-

mory bad snddauly givan te the name cf Jean
0Cader a terrible signification, and sha felt berseif
tbraatenad with soe fearful danger.

She recellad as tbcugb the purse with which
the Syrian was playing hiad been a poisoned

I oiznard.

ciYen have another name?,, she stamrncred
suddeniy.

ciYes," replied Jean Cador, without ex.hibiting
any emotion.

The queen's knees bent under bier. "lOh Lord,
my God 11 she inwardly prayed, il f this is to
bc my last hour have pitY On me and receive
my sinful soul inte your mercy 1" for she had
at once recalled the xame of Mahmoud-eî..Reis,
îvho bad corne to France to kili the queen.

In lier confusion sho had attributed to Mab-
moud the design of Amaury. But, alas!1 it was
not the thought of death which most cruelly tor-
tured ber.

By a strange- chance 'Mahmoud at tuis moment
said to ber-

CI1 will give tbee this purse, yonng girl-and
this purse contains a fortune-if thon 'wilt assist
me to speak to the queen."1

Hot tears lllled tne eycs of the poor young
wife, and the dreadful pain which wrung ber
heart might be traced in these few words.

CiAnd you were admitted bere in the name ofthe king."
She knew well that she was an obstacle, and

she concluded that the king had at last deter-
mincd to put that obstacle out of his way. At
this moment of supreme distress, ail that Eve bad
told ber seemed now unravelled. This man was
the executioner sent by the king, eharged to ac-
complish a mysterious execution, which no one
should be able te reveal.

She was the more confirmed in this idea be..
cause she adored the king; and the sufferings that
she endurcd from nfot bcing loved agrain disposed
ber to sec in cverything iiew proofs of bis biatred.
We believe that which we fear mucb more readily
than that wbich we hope.

Mahmoud had ne idea of what was passing in
the mmnd of bis nurse, prevented as he was froni
reading bier impressions on ber fetLtures, be could
therefore only judge at random; and as almost
always bappens te the sportsman, in sncb cases,
ho missedl bis mark.

"lYes,"1 replied he, expecting to advance bis
business at one stroke, "I arn bere by the king's
orders."

IlAnd was it the king who gave you that
purse i'

"l t was the king."
The voico of Angel died away upen ber Lips.

She, bowever, managed te get ot-"t To tcmlpt
some one te bctray the queen into your bauds ?"

She waited for that reply as for ber final sen-
tence. Jean Cador replied-

IYen have guessed it."
The queen uttered a ffeeble cry and fell likc

one dead.
Mabmoud-el-Reis was kneeling over the queen,

contemplating ber, as though plunged into a sort
cf ecstsy. Heraised ber veil. The ligbt of the
lamp struck full on the noble features of Inge-
burge, whose marveilous beauty bad the pale-.
ness cf death.

An exclamation of astenishinent burst from
the lips cf the Syrian, be passed bis bands over
his eyes as thougb te assure bimseif that lie wvas
not under the influenice of an ecstatic dream.

IlDilah!" murmuured lie, in that meledions and
tender voice in wvhieh he' always pronouinced
that idolized naine. Il Dilah ! it is ber dear and
supple figure!1 the divine sweetness cf ber fea-
tures-the same pride on ber brow-tbe sadness
cf her lips. Dilab-suchi as the pale sun of these
climes would have made her-with the the azure
cf the sky in bier eyes, and the tints cf gold in
hier bair 1"

Hie bent slowly and plaeed a respectfail kiss
upon the icy forebead cf the qneen.

"lDilahi1 that kiss to thee,"1 said the Syrian,
"I will love this wcman, for she is tby souils

sister 1"

CHAPTEIt 111.

Under the narrowm windoiv, which gave liglit
and air te the ce!!, wbere Mýabrnoud-el..Reis was
alone witb the qneen cf France, the immense
garden cf the abbey bsýgan te comne eut cf the
darkness-tbe rays cf the moon pierced through
the. leafless branches cf the trees, vagueiy design-
ing the centours cf masive and fabulous Mens-
ters on the parterres.
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