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at the fellow's soldierly ri-out-lovely inlaid pistols, but red with rust auJ
innocent of oil a ctieaningio yatagban, which frorn its fine temper would
not have disgracod the hand of Saladin, but in a tattered leather sheath
a beautiftil cashmere turban, but full of holes, so that one cannot toell
whet.her the bobes or the material are the chief tlîingî What an admir-
able picture is thero of the land of the Caliphs. llow far is it yet to
Isakcha '"he added tnringo towards the cavasse.

The latter turned bis head slowly to the speaker. A balf-concealed
saile was visible upon lis mnouth through bis thick mustache.

"Before nigbtfall we shaîl have gone j ust as far towards Isakcha as we
Should have doue towards the convent ! "

" What is your namne thoen, Janissary îi We shall have to know it
Silice we are condemined to live some days together.

" Demir Keran Hussein 1 "1 answered the cavasse.
"A splendid naine, by Jove 1 1 exclaimed the ex-chasseur. "lDo

YOU know, gentlemen, what it ineans ? Hussein, who breaks iron.
It is an old custotu handed down front early times, when each Janis-
sary assnmed soine snch naine. I wonder if hoe dates from the time of
the war i Tell ne Iltîssein! Ji)id you figlit with us againat the Russians
du ring the late \var h

The Turk drew Iiixuseif up proudly.
" By Allah " I said lio. I have served the Sultan as a faithf ul soldier

Bhould! " and, thon, as if desirous of turning, the conversation, hoe added,
letting bis glance faîl carelessly upon the Bulgarian. " We should have
reacbed the inonastery just as sooni if Ilia Michalovicli had not been par-
tiCularly mixions to get to Isakcha."

Ilia cracked bis whip and cliirruped with his lips to his panting steeds,
Wbile a self-satisfied siiiile beained front bis eyes as if hoe would have said
"That is uîmy afl'tir, and I have indeed succeeded in rny object ! "

" Where are we to pass the night in the town ? " asked the Secretary.
'lia Michalovicli turlied round to the speaker.
"I know a bouse,"I said hoe, Il where there is plenty of room ;at Popo-

"la! ha! It is there your little Eurikîcia lives, thon 1"1 rejoined the
Secretary laughIiig.

Adwhat if it were 1"replied Ilia cracking bis whip defiantly.
Wboever liad been watching the Turk, at the moment when the naine

ofOPpovich was tneiitioned, would have noticed an angry gleam pass over
h5 Yes ; bis nervous band tightened upon the bridle with a sudden jerk,

and hoe pressed bis spurs against bis horse's flarîk s0 that, with a rapid
bound, hoe cleared t'he patbw"ay.

" Ah! do uïot get angry with me!,'" said Werner turning good-uatur-
edly towards Ilia. gei ani sinccrely glad of it for your sake, aud I will
try.tO lielp you ahl I can.

." To what? II asked Ilia witb a sudden vivacity which betrayed itself
in a Stuart lash, of thue wlîip, as welî qs in1 an uuwonted sharpness of toue.

bemir Hussein's emnotion bad not escaped the observation of the Secre-
tary. Werner was young and his beart was younger even than bis years;
he las onie of tocknigbtly artless men to wbom everything savours of
i'omance, aud w ho are capable of supposing one wbere others are unable to
Pei-~Ove even the sliadow of the shade of one. The linme of the little Euri-
lilema 8ounded sweet and musical iii bis car ; Ilia Michalovich was baud-

ithlere was sometbing at once strangely defiant aud yet sadly beauti-
fmîh is nature. "IbTey love one another,"I thought Werner. "Yon-

der Turk obtrudes imuself like an ill-omeued. fate between them ; 1 Wer-
lier Von' Bergen, good Kaigbt-errant, Tuetoîi Don Quixote, will help

teedistressed onies
"To wbat?" lhe asked sof tly, leaning over towards Ilia ; and hoe pointcd

With his iuiger towards the Turk, who w as riding ait a sharp trot in front of
the a01o, while bis sabre clasbed against bis spurs ait every stride of bis

horse, " If you need a friend, Ilia 1 you will find me roady at your aide 1 "
Ilia, Micbalovich was greatly surprised a t the proposai ; the unexpected

readîness of tliis unicnowuii man appeared as strange to him as an interfer-
ence with the deepest and holiest feelings of bis being; hoe looked the
YOth full in the face.C

"I thank you ! " lie murmiired af ter a short pause, &(Thou also art
11 fricuci to the Turks! Whlat 1 may have to fear from this man, I know
lot! But 1 will remiind thee of tby promise, if ever I am in need of

helpi and hoe added softly : IlEurikleia will tbank thee 1

(To be continued.)
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follo~~,yTHE M1ONASTERY.
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nedileval mnonastery bias passed away. twînoreu.Bt
uhisun retind11 ani( will remain wbîle human nature bides ita time.

O Or nd0eir again will a wretchcd phautasy of consciencebdtecn
Scieuuestrickîen turu blis back ou bomnely, present duty in the battle-plain
of h'feadnak ni uhlo

,aunir mnakm the saine 'old experiimnent of self.salvatiou nuhloe

latery i T r îhe< spirit of nuonachismn lias survived the mediteval mon-

Ilwu t lO titless exptrnients, its unavailing renunciatnsarno
Conln0 tocnvt'it all. Not among those luminous figures whicb

balue' nt the inodi'rn couvent to carry the comfort of the cross to

canupîcal a11J prison-ceil and hospital cot, do we find the painfulleat

Iash' 0fits sud mnislealding ; but in the seltish segregations f h

se1I '~u', comi placenit hypocnisy of social ostracisma, of 8cien-
'Unhelief, Of 8,td, soulleskç culture, of morbid researcli, Of wretclied.

introspection, of indolent abstraction from the practicabilities of life. The
mediieval man fled inito the mionastery ; the mîodern inan flees into hinseîf,
and ail unconsciously in manifold ways repeats the olti, vain folly of selfish
subjectivity.

[Iundreds of years before Antony of Egypt laid the aorler stoino of the
niediaval monastery a young man sat on an Eastern thronle, ruler over
counitless rnyriads of servile subjects, owner of ail the wealth of India.
Yet, though. swaying so potent a sceptre, seated on so towering a throne,
wearing so glittering a crown, the soul within this youthful monarch tor-
tured hirn to a strange sacrifice for its' sake. Hie abandons ail-throne,
subjects, wealth, pleasure, power, and searching ont the meanest and most
abject slave in lis reaint, takes fromt him bis tattered, filthy robe, and
puts it on bis own royal forme and thus disguiised goes forth froin alI
humanity to be alone. In trackless forest and in barren desert, in cave of
boast, auJ rock of eagle, hoe serves out bis self.appointed tern of penance
and probation ; and when titis is accomplisbied lie returns, aniother l)eing
front another world, anti lays before bis subjects, among wboi is noue so
poor as hie, the true wealth hie bias found, the secret of existence, the seinabuob
bonuin of buinan life, the knowledge how to lose existence, how to sub-
merge human life, hiow to annibilate tbe individual.

Behold in Buddhisin the genius of tbe monastery, behold in Gautama
the prototype of Antony. But midway between Antony and Gautama,
behold the Nazarene, the young carpenter, the Evangelist, the Son, the
Brotber, the Man of Bethlehem, bebold him entering into ail tbe joys and
sorrows of the nianhood which lie dignitied, wearing graciously to its last
humiliation the garb of humnan flesb to wbich. he bias everoidinoiu-

able wcdlock the unassailable human soul-bebold hiim, fromn his manger-
cradie to bis deatli bed cross, pre-eminently the Man of men, fullest of
humanity, wliose wbole burden of mission to us lies epitomnized in blis own
stateuient "I am conte timat ye migbt have life, and that ye înight bave
it more abundanitly."

THE VOICE 0F THE RAIN.

AND) who art thou? said 1 to the s<ft-fa1ling shower,
W'hicli, strange to tell, gave ine an answer, as here translated.
I au, the Poerni of Earth, said the voice of the rain,
Eternal I risc impalpable out nf the land and the bottomnless sea,
Upward to heaven. whene, vaguely formed, altogether changed, and yet the same,
I dles~cend to lave the droutht, atomies, tlust-layers of the globe,
And ail that iii thern without toc were seeds ornly, latent, nnbrn,
And ftrever, l)y day and night, I give back life to my own origin, and Malle pure, and

beaiutify it;
(For song, issning from its birth-plaee, after fulfilmnent, wandering-,
Recked or unrecked, duly w'ith love returns)._ atWimninOlgfo-4us,

WIIIFFS.

AT Havana, when a distinguished stranger visits the tobacco factory of
Senor Cabana or Partagas, tho customn us to offer him an Ilobsequio," by
fashioning a uew brand of cigars in bis honour. To this we owe the excel-
lent cigars known as the "lSerrano," and the IlHenry Clay"I; and had the
great leaders of the Conservative and the Liberal Parties visited Ilavana,
Sonores Anselmo del Valle and Partagas would soon have consigned
"Gladstoues " or 1'Juventus Mundis," IlDisraelis IIor "Lothairs II to the

European market, The London tobacco manufacturers elocted to pay
Charles Dickens the Cuban compliment. A neat little cigar, cos ting only
a penny, was devised, and christened the IlPickwick; which still retains
its popularity. Sucu an ingonious stretch of courtesy hias flot been equallod,
save by thte patriotie coacb-builder who constructed a four-wheeled cab of a
novel shape, and dubbed it a IlBrougham."

IIONES' mon, witb pipes or cigars in their rnouths, have great physical
advantages in conversation. You may stop talking if you like, but the
breaks of silence nover seem disagreeable, being filled up by the pnffing of
the smoke ; hence there is no awkwardness in rosuming, the conversation,
no straining for effct-sentimeuts are delivered in a grave, easy manner.
The cigar harmonizes the society, and soothes at once the speaker aud the
subjoct whereon ho converses. 1 have no doubt that it is froua the habit
of smoking that Turks and Amerîcan-Indians are such monstrous well-bred
men. The pipe draws wîsdom fromt the lips of the philosopher. and shuts
np the moutb of the foolish ;it generates a style of conversation, contemn-
plative, thoughtful, benievolent, and unaffected; in fact, dear Bob-I must
out with it-i arn an old srnoker. At borne, I have donc it up the chim-ney
rather than not do it (the which, I own, is a crime). I vow and believe
that the cigar bas, been one of the greates t creature comforts of my life-
a kilud companion, a gentle stimulant, an amiable anodyne, a cemnenter of
friendship. May I die if I abuse that kiudly weed which lias given me so
mucli pleasure. -L'ackerey .- Frorn §Vobacco Talk.

WE are indebted to the courtesy of the well-known Boston firme, Oliver
Ditson and Company, for an assorted parcel of pianoforte and vocal
rnusic. "lSuite" is a stately polka, with pleasing melody, cornposed by
Charles Wels; "See-Saw Marche" by A. G. Crowe, would have wou
popularity through its titlo, even liad it not been pretty, which it is, an
arrangement of the ever-popular IlEbren on the Rhine " for voice and
guitar; Whatever is, is Best," W. F. Sadd's, beautiful interpretation of
Ella Wheeler Wilcox's sweet words; the favourite song, from '- Der
Trompeter von Sàkkingen," known as " My Love, Farewell ";F. Paolo
Tosti's cbarming melody, " It Came with the Merry May, Love," words by
Whyte Melville; and Il Hayon," words by William Winter, nmusic by A.
J1. Sbaw.-essrs. Suckling, of Toronto, also send a very pretty fantasia
on IlMy Lodging is on the Cold Ground," arrangod by Thomas R. Watts,
and callod " The Bard of Ern," and a quaint caprice for the piano entitled
"lRecollections of the South," whîch when played a la banjo lias a very
catchy effoct.
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