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When the young pair had with much delight,
like two chilt{ren over a doll's house, furnished
their nest, theirlife became the daily amuse-
ment of the parents, to whom they were nothing
more than a puir of children still. And a very
pretty sight it was, Somectimes the spectacle of
Jeanie’s ontire absorbtion in her husband, and
indifference to her parents, gave these kind
reople & stab, and brought tears to their oyes.

ut after that they would laugh—how could
they help it 1—to watch the pair of turtle doves;
and it may be imagined how this sweet yet
sometimes painful amusement increased when
little Jeamo—the little creature whom they
tanght to walkand to talk so short n time before

—became in her turn a mother and preduced n
baby, which turned her little head with pride
and ha!rpine&q, and, must it be confessed ? her
mother's head, too, who felt as if the little
warm, soft bud of humanity was doubly her
own, and could not contain herself for joy and
importance and pride. When she carried it,
all wrapped in pretty tlannels worked by her
own hands, to meet her husband on his return
from his business, her countenance was lighted
up as with some inward light.

““What, Margaret! you silly woman, at your
time of life. You look as il ye had found a
hidden treasure,”’ said her husband,” himself
faiu to conceal the quiver of his middle aged
face as he bent over the sinall bundle.

“Pm just a silly woman,”’ said his wife,
**that's true. A wotuan’s never so old but her
heart warms to a baby in her arns.  Aud my
Jeanie’s bairn "’

* Jeanie's bairn ' She's but a bairn herself,”
the new grandfather said.

But thix was the very thing that niade it so
pretly to see them. When Jeanie, throned in
invalid -state, with a cap tied over her curls,
uud a loose blue gown tied with pretty ribbons,
was first revealed to the family with her baby,
faucy what a sight it was ! There were none of
the relations—the Scotch cousing whoe came
trooping in—who did not Iaugh till they eried
at the wonderful spectacle. Tt is pretty to see
a litttle girl with her doll, but how much
miore pretty to sce the matronly dignity upon
this little amooth hrow, the air of experience
and importance diffused over the small rose face
—the inborn conviction in Jeanie's mind that of
all the matrons about not one knew how to
manage that lusty morsel of humauity but her-
self.  *“ Give him to me,” she said, with an in-
effuble, impatient superiority, when the crea.
ture cried ; and it did ery by times, as it did
evervthing else, with a viger and conliality
which showed how soon it ix possible to develop

“a humao will and temper in the most in-

finitesimal compass. It cried and it laughed,
aud it sucked ity independent thumbs, and
kicked out its pink feet before other babies had
begun to do inore than snuflle ; or »o at least
both Jeanie and Mrs. Pillans thought. The
Iatter had always Leen of opinion that Jeanie
herself had been the most forward child ever
seen ; but she was shaken in her faith by the
sight of this wonderful thing, miracle of mir-
acles, which was Jeanie’sbaby.  And if you hail
ventured to speak of that bundle of flannel as
*4§t,” before either of these ladies, short would
have been your shrift. It! That is an indig-
nity which few youug mothers cau tolerate.
This was HE, in capitals, a Son, with two most
male and manful names —Patrick FElwani. No
nonsense about these, no softening vowels at
the ends~—Patrick Edward Sinclair; yon might
have written General or Admiral before them
without any incongruity; and yet all these strong
syllables belonged to this pink flannel! This
was one of the whimsical circumstances about
the creature whick made Mr. Pillans open his
wouth in a big roar, & roar which somehow got
weak at the end and made his eye shine. There
had not Leen such 2 delightful joke at Bruats.
field since it began to be n house at all.

The baby was about throe wonths old when
Mr. Pillaus, one evening taking a stroll up and
down the littleavonue which led to the house,
met his son-in-law returning from duty. It
was one of those lovely, lingering nights about
midsummer, which are so beautiful in Scotlaud.
Never was a moment in which there was less
foreboding of evil. The trees waved their soft
branches overhead with & gentle rustle ; the
roses were sweet upon the wall; and heavenly
thonglits were in the good man's heart.

*“ He makes me down to lig,
In pastures green ; He leadeth me
The quiet waters by,"” :

he was saying to himself; for the Psalms were
wore familisr to him, as to most Scotchmen, in
old Rouse's motrical version than in any other ;
aud he had turned toward the gate for the last
time before going in, when he met Sinclair, re.
turning from the eastle, where he had been on
some late business connected with the regiment.
He wan adjutant, aud he had various things,
beyond his ordinary duty as an oflicer, to do.

*Is that you, Edward I"* Mr. Pillans said.
‘Then he received n most painful and unexpected
shock.

Edward turned and looked at him with be-
wildered oyes. There was 2 moment's silence,
then he satd, slowly, ¢ We havegot our march.
ing onlurs';' wo have got the route, as the men
SRy

Was jt the night that came on suddenly at n
bound, or was it the sudden darkness in its
wnster’s hoart which overshadowed the house in
a moment—tovk the light out of the skivs and
the colour out of the Rowerst 1le did not say
a ward, bot loossned his hokl on Edward’s arm

s

threw him from him with a gestute of ropulsion,
a8 if he would thrown him out of existence—
out of the very world,

“1 know, | know,” cried young Sinclair,
almnost weeping, *“ you cannot say anything to
ine mo that | have not waid to myself. Your
home so happy and all that is in it} and you so
good, like a father to me, though I defied” you ;
and I'm bringing misery to you and desolation,
and taking away your dearest. But how could
I help it! Say what you please to me, sir, sa
what you please ! I will bear it ; you can thin
of ine us notuing but an enemy now."

Still Mr. Pillans did not say a word, He re.
sumed his walk toward the gate, stumbling,
scarcely secing where he went, while the youug
mun followed him wistfully, talking, explain.
ing, deprecating. *“1 never thought what it
would be to you till mow. | have been hang.
ing about, not daring to come in. Oh, sir ! try
and not curse me; yon know now you can
trust me with her—you know | miore my
Jeanie. We will weite every mail ; we will
never, uever forget all yoa have done for us.”

Mr. Pillans turned round agiio and clutched
him by the arm—**Done for you' Do you
know, man, you're speaking of my daughter—
my child? What would 1 not do for her!
More, = thousand times, than 1'd do for myaelf.
And here are you, a bit of a lal, with your
adoring. Adore her! What are you going
to do for her? Trail her along at the tuil of the
regiment in poverty, on the sea, in barracks,
following a sodger! Her! that has been happit
and covered from every wind that blew—that
has never known a trouble in all her life, except
what you've brought—that has had her mother
ond me between her und all harm !”

Poor young Sinclair was entirely overcome
by the father's passion —**What would you
have me to do? * he aaid.

Mr. Pillans took him by the arm again and
barried him away behind the house ta a little
corner in the garden, where there were some
seats under the trees.  ‘* My lad,” he said, al-
most crushing the young fellow's arm with his
heavy hand,-—she’s yours for life and death, and
her bonnie babe. But would it not be a grand
thing to leave her here safe and sound, to know
she was out of all the hardships you'il have to
face, aud the daugers you'll have to run; to
feel, whatever happened to you, your Jeanie
was well cared for, and guarded and petted by
them she belongs to—"

**She belougs to me, sir,” the young man
said,

Ay, ay,” said Mr. Pillans with anxious ac-
quiescence.  ““That's true. She belongs to
you—unobody will gainsiy that. She's vour
bonny wife, and there's few like her; but Ef-
ward, my maun, think a little ‘—aot eighteen
yet.  You will min i she was three months short
of seventeen when you ran away with her and
married her, without ever asking iy leave.
Not cighteen !  Huow is she fit fo face your life?
Would you like to see her among those garrison
ladies, all dirt and finery t or fighting with your
stmall pay to make it do! or eating a dreary
morsel by berself, aud pinching herself in that,
when you're at your mess ! Her to do all that,
and not eighteen ; and speuding lonely days, or,
maybe, falling into ill hands that would teach
her bad lessons, and her so young! Nor von
could not bhe alaays at your wife's side—you
would have 1o leave her to go upon expeditious,
maybe fighting, when you had ten chances to
one never to come back again, and her left
alone. Fdward, your a kind lad, vou have a
heart in your bosom. You're very, very fond
of our Jeanie—"

The two men were as near weeping as ever
two wowmen were. As for the poor young soldier
he way half hysterical, with a‘l this cruel heap-
ing up before him of miseries anforeseen. He,too,
#84 very young, very foad, psnetratel by sym-
pathy and compunction. Sobs came from him
agaiust his will, and laryge drops of moisture had
athered begeath Mr. Pillaas' heavy eyebrows.
‘here was no womau present to be frightened
by these signs of omotion.

““What are you wanting me to do 1 at last
poor Sinclair said.

Mr. Pillans was ag advocate with a good re-
putation, but he had never pleaded before the
courts us he pleaded that day, The conversation
was prolonged until the night fell, and it was
in darkness that they crept into the house where
Mr. Pillans had sent the gardeaer with a mes-
sage to say that Captain Siuclair and himself
had gone to tuke a walk, and were not to be
waited for for supper. This had been received
with great dissatisfaction by Jeanie, but milder
remark by her wother, who smoothed, down the
young wife's displeasure by a “ Hoots 1" the
man's daft about that son-in-law of his. You
see & man likes o fine Iad to talk to, just as a
woman she’s fond of her Jeanie.  Mrps. Pillans
said, with her soft waternal smile.  Joanie was

lad and proud that her father should like her
Ldwanl (though how could anyone help that 1)
““But you can tell my fauther he's not Lo come in
and kiss HLIM to-night. He does vot deserve
it, taking Edward away.” Jeanie said, pout-
ing, asshe permitted hersell to bo put to bel,
with her mother in attendance ; tor though she
was as well and strong as any little wife neod
to be, it was sweet to keep up those little in.
valid ways which made Jeanie hersell once more
her mother's baby, ¢ She says you're not to
kiss HIM to-uight, to punish you for taking
Bdward away,” Mrs. Pillans. said, smiling,
when sho met the two geatlemen in the palour ;
““but, Lord bless you, Patrick,” she ndded,
““ there's something wrony, my wan.” They
had intandad to keep it, even team her, hat

' I
that was a vain attempt ; and it is impossible to
describe the state of mind into which the revel.
ation threw her. It was like a thunderbolt in the '
midst of all their quiet happiness. HBut thou.h
Mrs. Pillans was struck to the heart she shook
her head at her husband’s plan. When they
were alone, she even went sofar as to reoastrate
with bim, *‘It will never answer, Patrick,”
she said, shaking her head.

“Why will it not answer? There will he a
struggle. But she will never know till he is
gone, and she will have to give in.”

Mrs. Pillans shook her head more and more.

‘* Do you think I would have givenin ifthey
had tried to part me fromn you 7'

How they all kept the secret from Jeanie no
one of the conspirators afterward could tell. Bat
by superhuman efforts they did so, They took
her across the Firth for change of air, and there
she was out of the way of all gossips who might
have betrayed to her what was concealed so care-
fully by all around her, and newspapery, in
those days were unfrequent, and Jeanie was too
young to care for realing of this kind, so that
everything went on smoothly until the day of
the d:parture. Edward had to go to Leith in
the evening, making some excuse of bnsiness,
in preparation, as he said, for certain chinges
next day. And Jeanie quite unsuspicious, made
no special inquiries, but chatted about his re-
turn on Saturday with all the ease imaginible.
She held up HIM to be kissed as the poor young
sol-lier went away ; then giving the baby to he:
mother, went out to the door to see Elward get
into the postchaise ; for, in those days, that
was the only convenient mode of traveiling. It
was late in the afternoon almost evening, but
still full daylight, awl poor Edward had hard
ado to take his last look ot her with the com-
posure necessary to keep up the deception. She
toll him his hands were cold as he held hers at
the window of the chaise.  * And you have not
a bit of colour in your cheeky—are you sure you
are quite woll, Edward  she siid with sudden
alarm.

Poor fellow, he was ghastly—he could not
make any reply ; and but for Mr. Prllans’ arti-
fice, who startled the horse and made an imper-
ative sign to the driver to go on, there i3 no
telling what disclosures might have followed.
They were all in a state of speechless agitition,
except Jeanie, who knew nothing. On ordinary
oscasions, when Edward went away, mother,
father and brother took pains to be with her, to
** divert her' --to keep her from thinking. But
to-night somechow there seemed more need of
this than nsual, they both abandoned her, AMrs,
Pillans to sant herself up in her room, whenee
she announced that she had a haadache through
the keyhole—a thing that in all Jeanie's exper-
ience, had never happened before.

“*May I uot come in, mother 7’

““ No, my darling ; go and get a turn on the
sand+ before dark. That will do you more good.
Go with your father and Willie.”

Jeante turned away from the door, bewildered.
And when she went to look for her father he
was gone, There was nobedy but Willie to ac-
company her to the walk. <She came in sooner
than she had intended, and heard the nurse,
who had been her own nurse, crooning to the
baby, walking about with him till he should go
to sleep. The woman sung and talked in a
breath :

Biloo, my lamb, tie still and sleep,

It grieves me sore to hear thee weep ;

Boloo, my boy, thy mother's joy,

Thy father wrought ma great anuoy ;
Baloo, my lamb—

(7o be continited, )

ECHOES FROM LONDON.

TrERE is really, after all, some fear that Mi.
Gladstone's visit to Helignland is with the view
to making it a present to Gernany.

It has been suggested that a part of Hyde
Park should be placed at the disposal of bieyele
riders for their exercise. They would certainly
contribute something also to the general amuse-
ment of the public.

A curiovs notion has been tloated, namely, a
cemetery for animals.  The idea, conceived in
the sanitary interests of the comwmuaity, will, no
doubt, develop its sentiment, anl show us start-
ling proofs oll true atfection between man and
heast when we wander botween rows of grand
marbloe-senlptured records.

A Loxpox wmorning paper recently contained
a characteristic misprint in an advertisement of
the great International Temperanee Exhibition
at the Agricultural Hall. Amougst the exhibits
were “ steange drinks from foreigu countries.”
The morniug paper, by 2 mishap of the printer,
made it “stroug drinks frow foreign countries.”’

IN this season of autumu manweuvrss, it i not
utnizs to recill the plan of Colonel Hug,, father
of the poet, for sending seeret despatches at
the siego of Thionville. He s:wcured a oue-eyed
man ; had a glass fitted into the vacant socket,
the despateh being safely rolled up within in
oniot peel paper—uo tears will ever roll from
that eye, aud wo evemy would evar think of
looking through that window of the soul.

WE understand that before the Qacen's e

partere {rom the lsle of Wight tha Home Secre.

tary received an anonymous communication in-
forming him of au intention to wreck the royal
train on the journey to S:otlind. The most ex-
tensive and elaborate precautions were, conse-
quently, taken by the various railway companies,
every junction being placed in charge of an in-
spector, and a strict watch being kept ulong the
whole distance to be travelled.

Sir Axprew Lusk, M.P., seems to have had
no heart for punishing the maan who recently
knocked off one of the ‘“doll's heads * from the
Temple Biur Memorial. There never was a more
unanimous feeling of disspproval shown towards
any London street innovation in the form of
fine arts ; the statue of George I1I. at the end
of the Haymarket used, itis true, to meet with
a considerabls amouit of irreverent treatment
for a time, as it also did not meet with the ap-
proval of the public critics, who would cover up
his Majesty’s head.

Tur first use to which Mr. O’ Donovan, the
Central Asian correspondent of the Duily Néws,
is ahout to put his regained liberty is to return
to Londou. Hoare he is still a comparative
stranger. It is his own wish, for the proprietors
of the D ety News have not been able to com-
municate with their correspondent since he fell
into the hands of the Turcomans now many
mounths ago. Newspaper m=n will be curious to
hear from Mr. O'Donovan, how he nanaged not
only to write, but to transmit his correspondence
to Teteran, under the very exceptional Jiffical-
ties he had ta encounter. Tne whole thing has
been a trur dz jure: of which not only the Daily
News, but newspaper men generally, may fairly
be proud.

THE first step towards a great railway improve-
ment has been introdnced at Berlin. What are
called “ [uternational Sleeping Cars ” eutble 8
somnolent passenger to settle dosn to sleep in
Paris, and to wake up to dine or breakfast in
Rome or Petersburg. That, however, is but a
development of the through carriage system, and
all railway companies will facilitate what senls
passengers over their line. Bat in Berlin the
sleeping car paople have gone a step further,
an they have iatroduced with the American
cars the Amrican luggage system  You book
vour luggage, 34y, at Yieuna or Brlin,%re given
a ticket, and get into th= train. Oa arriving at
Berlin you hand the ticket to an agent or guard
of the compruy, anl then quietly go home.
When you get home in all probability your lug-
gage has arnved before you. G -rminy seems
the only country in Europs waich has determin-
el to introluce seasible faciliies into railvay
travelling.  Atwone of the hotels at Cologne you
cau buy your ticket at the burean, and pay for it
in your bill ; the boots voutrols vour lugsage,
and when vou get into the railway carriage hands
you your ticket.

ECHOES FROM PARIS.

THe Comte de Parisis prepiring 4 new volume
of his history of the Guerre Civile en A mirigue,
devoted to the operations in Virginia,

AMoxast other French innovatioms intro-
duced into Kome is a m«trimonial agency which
has opened its doors in one of the best streets,
the ceutre of foreign visitors and home wsidents
of the higher classes.

CaLixoat the Exhibition of Electricity. “Will
you give me the telephone of the Opera " he
askel. ¢“Here it is, sir.™ Calino took the
acoustic apparatus and continued the conversa-
tion with his friends.  “* Bat you are not listeu-
ing, sir. Put the telephoue to yourewr.”" *Oh,
1 don't care about the musie; 1 am wiiting for
the ballet.”

Tuis brilliant linguistic suecess was lately
achieved by a waiter in a foreign hotel where
they spoke Fuglish—but not muach of it appar-
ently. A visitor, who had asked for some steaw.
berries had to wait a loug tim+ waile the reply
was in process of composition, and when at
iength it eame the strawberries did not appear,
This was the Englishespeaking wiiters effort @ -
“ You will 'ave to bey my sziou, sare ; the
strawberry is not well to- lay.’

THE street musicians of Paris, so we have
been told, have a b:tter check on the person
who takes up the collection than s furnished by
way-slips and bell-punches.  The cwhier goes
round witha plate in one hantand five Live thes
in the other ; when his accounts are audited, he
has to let the tlies eseape one by oue in the pre-
senee of his assoriates. We must coufess that
we have never seen this perforaiinee ourselves,
Lut are assured that such is the * check ™ im-
posed upon the moneytaker,

An Eaglish countmctor lataly stated that some
frontage goouud in the city of Loudon had been
sold at the rate of & millior sterling the acre,
Some ground has just been sold for the erection
of the new Dust Oflize at 8,378f. the square
metre—the highest price which has as yet been
paid for ground in Paris.  The land which has
Just teached this enorm nts price is at the corner
af the Rue d'Argout, formerly the Rue des Vieus
Angusting, part of the back stuwms of Paris. = M.
André purchased some years past a large tract of
land in the Avenue de la Grande Acrmée at oue
fmnc per metre ; it is now saleable at 2001, the
melre.




