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For some days past Charland has been drunk
from drinking liquor tbroagh au old pipe intro-
duced through the gate by some friends without.
1t is nearly impossible to prevent communication
with the people outside ; every day we take from
them instruments of every description, intended
to pierce doors and walle, every day they are
furnished with strong durable vestments, and
yet they are always in rags,—they tear them
among themselves. It is dif cult to restrain
these old troopers in crime, even the sewers and
drains under the prison are to them attractive
roads of escape. Mathicu once remained three
days in the sewers beneath the city, amidst all
the filth, visiting every nook to find an aperture
by which 10 escape, until at last he was seized
at one of the gratings, though not without deeply
offending the nasal organs of the constables who
discovered him.”
(7o be concluded 1 our next.)

TWELVE MONTHS OF MY LIFE.

IN TWELVE CHAPTERS. CHAPTERI.

HAVE promised my husband to write him a

detailed history of one year, out of my life—
a year in which I wept more, lnughed more, suf-
fered more passionate sorrow, aud sunned my-
self in more uncarthly bliss, than cver I found
included in by experience before or since. That
I am happy now, and trying to be wise, I thauk
Heaven, that I wagnot happy once, and very
far from wise, I am going to confess. I will
begin by relating how it came that 1 got c¢n-
gaged to Luke Elpbinstone. My father was
Seth Gordon, a millowner of high repute, not
alone in the quiet Border country where welived,
but ont in the world, in the banks and on
'Change. Luke Elphinstone was his junior
partner, who had lived with us for some ycars
past. Gordon & Elphinstone was the business
firm. The mills steod on one side of our river,
and on the other our dwelling, the Mill-bouse, a
large white building, with a great copper-beech
lying up agaiust its front, qatkening and sad-
dening all the chambers within, and with a
sambling orchard crowding bebind 1t, where
the trees were bent with age, and cevery stone
and trunk was caten up with a hoary lichen.

For the Mill-house was not then what it is
now. The billjard-room, and the ball-room, and
the new dining-room bad not been built, the piea-
sure-grounds bad not been made. There were
corn-ficlds within & stone’s throw of the twig
summer-house in the garden. The hill that
sloped from the gable down to the niver had not
b:en cut up into flower-beds , it bad only ~ sim-
7le garniture of sweet-peas and carnations .
the top, and was given up to the growth of
green abundant grass where the crimson tassels
of the clover-flower nodded in their season. But
tho row of sycamores down by the river is just
the same, the leaves spread their Lroad palms
to catch the sun as ever, and the water flashes
behind their trunks with the same free race.

Now the housc locks to the river, getling
glimpses through the sycamores of the mill
settlement on the other side, and over the heads
of the sycamores of the happy woods and fields,
the hills and dales—green and golden, purple
and brown—the church-spire, and bandsome
distant homesteads which cluster on the rising
and falling land between the Mill-Louse and
the horizon, Then, the front of the house was
turned gideways, the best windows gazing
straight intor the folinge of the huge copper-
beech which grew 50 lurid when the setting sun
got into its branches.

The old-fashioned garden, builtbigh on walls,
and ascended to by flagged steps inside s narrow
gate, is quite cleared away, but it was there in
tho time of my story, with its holly-Locks, its
cabbage-roses, its cucumber-frames, and its bee-
hires, its raspberry hedges, always found by the
sun, and its sad murmur from the burn that ran
behind its lillac-trees, under 0ld iror gates that
jangled and clashed when people camo or went
in the direction of the village. That, indecd,
wag but seldom, except when the cook stepped
into Streamstown to scold the batcher, or I to

pay # visit to my kind friend Miss Pollard.
Most people preferred to cross the wooden
bridge over the river to the mills, and go round
by the mill-avenuo to the town.

Tho orchard is gone, with its crimson and
golden min of apples over the drenched grass
after a stormy night, and ingide, the house is
very grand. In tho days I writc of it was not
grand. It was comfortable, but darksonie, with
blinds half-raised, with thick carpets everywhere,
baize on cvery door, and a half-awake silence in
all the chambers, as if stealthy feet were accus-
tomed to cross the floors, and forms not good to
be seen were used to muflle themselves in the
shadows of the sad-colourcd langings at the
approuch of anything human. This was the
fault of my father, who liad an exaggerated
horror of noise and giare, though we shall be
obliged to hear Elspic on this subject.

My father was a stern man, rough in his man-
ner, and despising alt demoastrations of fecling.
He lived through his mill ; he ate and drink for
his mill; he slept and often denied himself sleep
for his mill. Hebad married an heiress to bring
capital to hismill. Nothing had any iuterest for
him that did not in some way bear upon his
business. He was little at home except in the
evenings, when he pored over little books with
long list of figures in them. It was because of
these little books thac he liked bis roofng so hush-
cd. He bad hardly ever Lisure tosmile over the
edges of the pages at his daughter,

1 fear I am speaking severcly of my 1ather, and
I desire to deal very gently with his memory.
I have since those days knelt at his death-bed,
and seen into his heart, which was then asealed
book to me. But at that time he had never
shown much tenderness for me. He did not
understand girls, and he had not much patience
with them. Iis one son, my broth>r Dick, had
failed him at the mili and turned soldier , and
besides the cffects of this disappointment, I be-
lieve his heart was kept sore by the memory of
my mother, who, gentlans she was, could never,
I think, have suited him ag a wife.

But now we must hear Elspie, not speaking
aloud, but ia whispers to herself, which were
overheard by me, Mattie, her nurshing. She
said that my father had been barsh to his wife,
whom she, Elspic, bad loved and served, bad
quarrelled with her gentle ways and neglected
her. She muttered to herself, now in her vld
age, of how she liad gone down on her knees to
her young mistress in deys gone by, and prayed
her not to marry Seth Gordon, for © ill would
come of it.” Aund the ill had comec. A lonely
life, & broken heart, an carls grave ,« and now,”
whispered Elspic, with ber weird eyes gleaming
through tears under her shaggy ihite brows,
 9- unquiet spirit,” that would not be kept in
heaven, but would come pattering with wist-
ful feet down the Mill-house stairs, weeping
tLe Mill-house chambers, bending at m:idnight
over the bedside of the Wluved danghter, while
that dauglter sobbed fur sympathy in her sleep,
aod the old woman, groaning to hear her, knelt
praying with uplifted hands in her bed that the
sorrowful spirit would trust the child to her and
take its rest.

Of these things Elspic muttered to herself as
she went hobbling about the Mill-house in her
clean white mob-cap and ancient gown of Chi-
nese-patterncd print, or sat knitting in the nar-
row small-paned window of the dim room that
bad Leen my narsery. The housemaid dubbed
her ¢ ow],” and the cook called ber * witch
and there were manjy besides these who said that,
if the Nill-hvuse were baanted, .t was all Elspic's
doing.

I bave no very clear idea of what my own
character was when I ceased to be a cluld, but
I know that I was always cither crushed with
gloom and despondency, or walking on tiptoe in
a state of unreasonablg cestasy. I believe I
was n musiog, indolent girl, with cccentric
fancies and much passionate fecling. I bhad a
crasing fur joy, with a supesstitious belicf that
I should never be allowed to do more than
just taste it, and rcturn to the bitters appointed
for me. Yct the tastes that I got were so sweet
that I was always sccking for them., In the
robust Langer of my youth] was constantly

custing about for little morsels, which I devour-
ed out of doors as birds feed on berries. Auny
unfinished tit-bit was left upon the lintel when
1 roturned across tho thresheld of my home, 1
used to fancy that the outsido of the Mill-bouse
door was white, aud the inside black; but it
wos painted all the snme.  Very little gavo me
pangs of delight—the pleasant purriag noise
from the beetling-house, the splashing of the
mill-wheels, the humming of the bees, and the
smell of the roses in the high old garden. But
there was an ever-rising Jump familinr to my
throat. As to my person, I was a good height
and womanly for my years. I cannot attempt
to describo my face, for I believe that in those
days it was as variable as my mind, I waspale
when gloomy, and rosy when glad, My eyes
were dark, and also my hair, which curled crisp
and soft when I was well, but fell limp when I
was sick. % What ails you, child 77 Miss Pollard
would say; ‘ your lair is as straight as my
apron-string ”

I was my futher's only child, now that my
brother was dead, Dick had been a good deal
older than I, and very little with me except
during the holidays of his school years. Those
holidays had been the white bits of my life. 1
had given as much love to this one as most
people ha-a to divide amongst many, T. ob-
tain him any trifling good I would have sat up
a whole night upon the ghostly Mill-house stairs,
though that might have cost me my life through
fear In such absced ways do children mea-
sure the limits of their devotion, knowing nothing
of the red-hot ploughshares preparing to sear
the feet of their constancy through life. Dick's
face, far out in the world, bad shone on me from
a happy distance. Some time to _come my life
would be happier through bim. When the wind
made a mournful sough in the copper-beech, it
. grumbled because he was away; when the sun
shone, it shone on him somewhere. I wept with
sore jealousy when he wrote me about one beau-
tiful Lylvia who had taken the first place in his
heart, and had promised to be his wife. But be
came to see me and coaxed me out of my sad-
ness, and I wrote her by him with promises of
love. Soon after that his regiment was ordered
to the Crimea, and he was killed. In *ho an-
guish of my grief, I could be glad tbat I bad
opened my heart to Sylvia, Of her I shall have
much to say further on, but at this stage of my
story I knew little concerning her, I learned
that her father died soon after my brother, leav-
ing her quite unprovided for. I bad her address,
and knew that she carned ber bread 8s com-
panion’to a noble lady. But I am forgetting that
I purposed to begin this bistory by telling how T
got engaged to Luke Elphinstoue.

CHATTER 1I.

* Mattic " said Elspio on one well-rcmem-
bered February night in the beginning of my year
“ come in out of the cauld an’ bidei' the nursery.
Your mither's been watkia® these twa nights.
Don't you be sittin’ right in ber foot-pad.”

1 was sitting on the siairs watching the cloch
on the landing. The hunds were creeping near
midnight, and I was sorcly umcasy for my
father, who bad gone over to the mills after
dinner, and had not yet returned. Again and
again I had gonoc to my own room to spy
through the pane across the dark river, and
between the gloomy trees, at tho light sull
burning in his private counting-house.  One by
one the lights in tho workpcople's cottages had
twinkled and disappearcd, and tholaadscape was
all black, the rain descending unscen into the
invisible river.

1bad long guessed that affdirs had been going
wrong at the mills, but not until that morning
bad I koown that inevitable ruin hung over the
firm of Gordon aod Elphinstone. My father
ha for the first time in his life tsken me into hus
confidence, te}ling me that I must prepare to look
poverty bravely in tho face. In another day oz
two, at furtheat, the smash of the Streamstown
Mills must be known all over the kingdom. My
father's agony had been terrible to bebold. This
was not the downfall of & mill only , it was the
destruction of an idol to which a life had been

sacrificed. I had drawn nearer to father in ho




