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THE HEARTHSTONE.

enomics might live within a fow stroots and
never be awiare of ench othier's existence. A
ride of ten minutes from the Rue de Valle
placed them as far from Grantley’s power us I
they had been n dny’s Journey.

Margaret took hier mensures weoll.  Hor bro-
ther would return soon, and his first feeling on
sceing her letter would bo a suvage resolution
to seck them, with some desperate resolution
that might end in n tragedy. e would follow
them, that was cortain,

¢ He will eonjecture that, we have made for
Fngland,” Margaret sald. ¢ He knows that
having taken this step, my first eare would bo
ta lenve France, and we are sufe; howover, he
will be puzzied nt the very outset. You must
keep up your couruge, Julin dear, If youn give
way a point you will eause a delay, and that
means danger.”

The cautlon was not unnocessnry. There wns
certain indieations of o faillug spirit and over-
strung nerves In the droop of Julla'’s eyelidsand
the whiteness of her Ups ; but Margaret's timely
words restored her,

se] was thinking what might happen If ho
should come upon us,” she snld, trying to smile.

s It 1s not very likely, ‘Thero nre three ways
out of Frunee ; and when he discovers our tlight
he will nol know which one 10 wateh,”

“Three ways?”

s Boulogne; but that menns a long sea voy-
age, and you are kenrcely equal to it.  Calanls,
for Dover; and Dieppe, for Newhaven, Tho
lust is our best way, Men always tako the
quickest and the shortest route, and Everard
will look for us at Dover. We will muke for
Dieppe.”

* Where shall we go, then 2

“To Newhaven. I Is on tho samo line of
coust us Hastings, and we can rench Brookdale
without going to London.”

Miss Grantley ncted now with the courngo
and the method of & man, Thore was just tho
bare possibility that Everard might look for
them oun the way to Dieppe, and to make snfety
doubly sure, she went out of the direct rond, and
Klayed In varlous Jittle ont-of-the-way towns for
an hour or so, to throw him off the scent. They
reached Dieppe, and took tho boat for New-
haven at about the time Luaurence first dis-
covered Julin's absence on his return,

Grantley wus not gone more thun three hours,
Mindrai at the beginning of the detalls that were
to make up the method by which he was to
win Julla's fove, he went to o jeweller's in the
Rue Royale, nnd spent nearly n thousand
pounds on u dinmond neckluee, with pendent
brooch and eardrops en suite. e bought other
glfts nhmost s rich, after n kingly fashion of
Llls owrn,  Nothing was too rare or priceless for

er,

“ There lies my one great hope,” he thought,
“The nn that 1 have taken her from 18 poor,
and aither docs desplse or nfieets to desplse the
dainty ornuments women detightin. [ wonder
how she ever learned to love the stern nscetic
moralist, who thinks Jess of things for their
beauty than thelr use.  'When she is mine—all
mine—she shall have the trousseai of un orient
princess.”

He went to the Tine de Valle with the jewel-
case in hls breast; and his strangely handsomo
tace was almost tender with an expeetant hope
that she would not shrink from him when they
met. Now that she was iu his power he moant
to show her how thoughtfully chivalrie he conld
be, how patiently and how casy he could sub-
due himself for her sake.

When he opened the door a chill fell upon
him. The empty rooms had that mysterious
sense of emptiness and silence that makes it-
self felt paipably by those whose nerves are
finely strung.

He went to the inner room, and called in a
low volce—

& Marguret 1"

There was no reply.

He looked round then—a fierce doubt fght-
ing with his dread—a savage, impotent resoln-
tion thnt the thing he feared should not, could
not be.

# Margaret I

There was the same dead silenee.  He strode
into room after room liko an angry lion, and
with the snme result: all were empty alike.
In one—Margaret’s dressing ehamber—he saw
the first signs of the truth, The dress his sister
had worn when he left her there hours ago
was thrown carelessly over a chalr, the doors of
the wardrobhe were open, and her travelling cos-
tume was missing from ity peg.

4 5he would not dare,” he suid between his
teeth; s she would not dare.”

He went back to the apnrtment he had first
entered, and his eye fell ugon the letter on the
table.

Hae took In its meaning at ngianece; and bitnd
to its pure purposc—secing only the erushing
blow to hls hopes—the disappointment to his
passfon—Uie muttered such anexpression in con-

Junetion with his sister name as had never be-
fore Ieft hix Hps,

What fmplous things he safd—swhat fearrol
ouths uf revenge he swore—must have remuin-
ed unwritten even in the recording angel’s book
of sin. Une fieree resolvo strugied through
them all: the joy denied to him should never
be known by another.,

Laurence Drayton was pletured in the savage
thought thut took him to the Rue Royule, and
to the shop of a gunsmith, where he bought a
small, finely-finished revolver with tive chame-
bors,

He bad 1t tried anad tested and the meehanisin
explalued before he completed his purpase. e
had it carefully sitted with five putent eart-
ridges, and he bought 0 Lox of percussion caps,
out of which, with the expericnce of an ot
sportsman, he selected five, and with them
tinished the londing of his weapon,

He meant murder, and nothing less than
murder; but he searcely suw It In thut sense
beyond a certnin point-——s point which urged
him 10 meet and xiny his rival wherever he
might be found. The faculty of renson was
blind and dutl within him,

Then he sat down to refleet.  Margaret would
make for Iugland with Julin;’ but the question
was, which route would they take. le could
scarcely hope to Intercopt them.

#No; that is scarcely to be done,” he auld,
sctiing lnto a quleiudo that betokened fmpla-
cable deterr .inntlon. ¢ Margnret has too much
of my own spirit to throw awany a chanee when
her course 1s once fixed upon. I shall not be In
time to Intercept them, but I can resch Eng-
Innd first and lie in walt. If my courso is to
end, let it end al Brookdale, where it began. If
I must twke the durk plunge after all, I whil not
leave my encmy behind me.?”

(7’0 be conlinued.)

ILL-Trurer.—Of all tho minor tyrants of domesti~
life, ill-tompor is tho most dotostnble. It ix of vari-
oua kinds, but the threo main divisions arc those :~-
tho hasty and violent; the peovish and cross-grain-
od; tho sullon and vindictive. Wo are all of us
linblo to some kind of ill-tomper, There aro two
chiof onusos, want of health, and want of songo,

ho last is, perhaps, the chiol enuse of all bad tem-
por. od sonse iz shocked and disgusted by the
uttor foalishnoss of ill-tompor, just ns much as good
tnste is by its ugliness. Good zense scos at a glance

16 impotoneo of rago, the stupid brutishness of sul-
kiness, and the absurd wasto of time and montal
8tro in posvishness and perversity. Thingsthat
wo really despiso have ne rower over our minds;
and a man of scnse knowa that-it is beneath him: to
give way to temper upon ovory poity ocoasion.

HOW A PAPER IS MADE.

A VARODY.

¢ Pray. how is a newspnpor inado 2’
‘The question is ousy to nsk,
But to answer it fully, wmy doar,
Were rather i difficult task ;
Amld yol. in u buntoring way,
As the whippoorwill sings in the glade,
1'll venture u bit of a lay,
Tes tell how w paper is made.

An editor sita at hiz desk,
And punders tho things that apponr
Tu be cluiming the thuughts of the world—
Things solemn, and comie, nnd queer—
And whicn he has hit on o thome
He jindues it woll to parade,
Ho writes, and ho writes. and ho writes,
And that’s how a paper s mndo.

An aditur sits at his dosk
And puzeles his brain to mnke out
¢ 'Pelegraphio V' su squabbled aud mixod
It ix bard to tell what ivs about,
Bxchangoes nro lymng aronnd—
While waiting despatehes doluyeod,
Ho clips, and he elips, and ho clips,
Aud that's how a paper is mndo.

An oditor out in tho town,
1n search of the thiugs that are now—
Tho things;that the peoplo bave douo,
‘I'ho things they’re intending to do—
Goos pooping and prying nbout,
For items of many a grudo:
Ho trampe, and he teamps, und he tramps,
And thnt's how a paper is mado.

And all that theso workers propare,
Of cvery coucaivablo stripo,

Ia sent to the printer, and he
Proceedoth to stick it in typo ;

His lines, all respocting his will,
Ln slow-moving columns parado—

He sticks, and he sticks, and ho sticks,
Aund that’s how a paper is mado.

In short, whon tho type is all sot,
Al errory cleared up, more or less,
Tis >~ lucked in u form,'’ as wo say,
And hurriod nwny to tho press.
Tho pressman arranges his sheet,
i« ink givos the requisite shado, )
Then he prints. and ho prints, and heo prints,
And that’s how a paper is mado.

[ ratsTREkD in ncoordance with the Cupyright Act
of 1868.]

IN AFTER-YEARS;
OR

FROM DEATH TO LIFE.

BY MR8, ALEXANDER ROsS.

CHAPTER XXVII.—Continued.

The cvening previons to the day set for their
departure for Eaton Sutton, Margaret, accom-
panied by Adam, took her way to Regent street
ngain to dispose of her drawings. For those
she now bronght she realized more in propor-
tion than she had done for the others, and she
made an armmngement with the bookseller that
she would send him others from Eaton Sutton,

She had not left home until late in the even-
ing, and a8 she stood by the door of the shop
for Adom to join her, one of the city clocks
struck nine, .

# Were it Dot so0 Inte,” said she, I would
like to take u walk to Bayswater, and ask Mrs.
Cox to let me visit the drawing rooms and con-
servatorics I once was 5o happy in.  Perhaps
I may never be in London aguin; as Lady
Morton is not in town tho house will be in the
care of servants.” .

Margaret did not know that whoever the
present Lord Cranstoun wasg, he was also pro-
prictor of the villa at Bayswater.

% It is not too late to go there,” replied
Adam. % The moon is rising, and it will beas
light as day in an hour after this”

The old man was giad to hear her talk of,
taking o walk.  For the last two wecks she
bad sat paioting in her own room from day--
light to dark, with the exception of going to
church on Sunday she never went out.

* We will walk there at any rate,” said she;
#if we think it too late when we reach there
we need not go in.”

Adam was glad to get her to take o walk
like that, no matter what the olject. .

The night was lovely, and the bright moon-
beams now throwing all their light on the still
busy street, and aguia casting a nidnight sha-
dow, gave a heauty to the street first and then
to the rond, as they came to Bayswater, that
made her unconscious of fatigue until they
were standing in front of the villa.

“ How sweet the blossoms of the flowering
shrubs smell,” said Margarct; ¢ there must be
dew falling.  We will not go in, but we will
Ko to the end of the venetian balcony and rest
under those sweet poplars and birch trees.
There used to be an iron garden seat there.?

They opéned the gate, guined the sent close
to the wall and under the trees she talked of
Margarct sat down, and with difficulty per-
sunded Adam to do the same.

#This is delicious,” said she; ¢ it is so long
since I have been among so many trees ; and
sitting under their green” boughs in this deep
shadow, with the bright moonbeams lighting
up the grass and flower plots in front, I could
almost funcy inyself in Fairyland.”

As she censed speaking, the windows of the
lower halcony, which, resting on tho ground,
projected severnl feet In front, were suddenly
thrown open, flashing out a flood of light that,
mingling with the moonbeams, made a portion
of the shrubbery in front as bright as duy.

It was well for Margaret and her companion
that they were undor the shadow of the balcony
wall and the thick, overhanging branchos of
thu birch trees.

The dmwing rooms were full of company,
not a gay company, but handsomely dressed
Indies and gentlemen,

A lady and guntleman eame out on the bal-
cony; u servant bronght a couple of low fau-
teuils and p aced them close to where Mar-
garct and Adam sat, so near to Margarct that
by ben:ling forward she could have laid her
hand on Earnest Do Vere's shoulder as he and
Lady Nairn sented themselves beside her,
They talked of the trecsand flowers, the cloud-
less sky, the bright moon, of all lovuly things,
thon they wore gilent for'a few minutes.

Lady Nairn was the first to speak.

“You must marry, Lord Cranstoun; will
you allow me to have a sharo in the chofcoe of
her who is to be Queen of this beautiful villn,
nlnd all the rest of your broad lands and cas-
‘tles.

-4 No.Lady Nairn, because there will never
be such an one.”

% You should not say there will. never bo
such an one, say there nover has, but make no
rash promises for a future we nono of us can
see.”

# T can safcly promise for the future, my denr
consin, und for the past. I an not-free to say
there has never been such an one; to preveut
you from teazing mo on this subject which I
find people think they have a perfect right to
do, I will tell you a part of my heart's history
und then we will never speak on this topic
ageain”

« I'm all attention,” replied her Ladyship, in
a serio comic voice as if she fancied hor com-
panion was playing with her,

« You think no one had ever power enough
to move my heart 7

«1 do," was her Ladyship's reply.

& You are wrong; no knight more faithfully
¢ver wore his lady's glove than I have borue
in my heart the memory of a first and only
love, 1 ennnot pnint her form to you in words
becuuse if [ did you would know it full well,
neither will I say she was Lenutiful. I was but
a boy when 1 last knelt at her feot and hung
on the accents which condemned me to n soti-
tary life, and yet in my midnight dreams of
happiness she mingles in each scene; this
night in youder rovm, surrounded by the younw
and benutiful, 1 found mysclf following in
forgetfulness her sweet face far away. I never
listen to u tuuchiug voice, or gnzu on v grace-
ful form but te 6ill my memory with that
beloved onej it was uot that Isnw in her
renlized all iny ideal of beauty and youny in-
nocency, it was more far more, I felt as if ex-
istence went and came cven when the meannest
kind who served her, Ureuthed her name in the
absence of a day. I sought consolation where
her most frequent wanderings had marked the
placo holy ground. I longed to say a thousand
things, yet Idared not spenk ; half hoped, half
fearcd that she would read my wishes in my
tell-tale face, and if unconsciously she smiled,
my breath come quick and faint, until with
very happiness my feeling heart grew sick ;
oh youth, youth ! to have these days back agnin
how gladly would I spurn the pride and glory
of all my riper year: ; that one the soul of my
boy lite depurted, and none came in after years
with half the charm which cleaves unto her
name.

They sat silent for what seemed to Margnret
along time; she had becen listening to words
which fell on her heart like the dew of Her-
mon and yet strange anomoly guve her a sharp
pang ; why should Erncst De Vere with all
his christinn virtues, his hard won honors, his
world fanie, his keen appreciative intellect,and
last, though well noted by hor woman's eye,
his fine face and bandsome form, a hundred-
fold handsomer now in his lavge developed
manhood than when she hed known him as a
graceful beautiful boy: why should he be
doomed to an unloved solitary lifo becnuse
there was a blight on her name? She longed
to leave the place, she felt as if she was com-
mitting & crime by sitting therc listening to
what was ccrtainly never meant to be heard by
a third person,

Yet it was impossible to move, the lcast
motion would at once revenl to hmcst De
Vere and his companion who it was, who sat
therc under the rich boughs.

Lady Nairu was the fitst to speak.

“ Do you remember beautiful Margaret Cun-
inghame 7" asked she in a dreamy sort of way,

é1 do remember,”

#1 wonder if she is still as beautiful as
ever.”

# More benutiful a thousand fold.”

“ Flave you seen her since your return to
England

“ 1 have

“When .

#On the day I came home.”

# Where, in London ??

Ero he could reply a cry of, # Lord Crans-
toun! Lord Cranstoun {* came from the drawing
room while the sound of light footsteps were
heard approaching.

#“Here I am,” replied Ernest De Vere an-
swering hastily, and giving his arm to his
companion, they both entered the drawing
room where a pleasant hum of cheerful laugh-
ing voices greeted their approach.

Margaret touched Adam lightly on the
shoulder, the old man was fast asleep : another
touch nnd he was awake standing upright ready
to go. ’

'll?hey passed swiftly and unscen in the
shudow of the house, and sheltered from view
of the open bLalcony by the thick sweeping
boughs of the avenue trees, whose branches in
many places swept the ground.

Ina fow minutes they were out on the rond
walking quickly in the direction of their little
home in Duke street, Margoret thinking of all
she had scen and heard within the lust hour.
She now knew that KErmest De Vere was Lord
Cranstoun, a Nritish Peer, owner of large
Ianded property and fine castles in both Eng-
laud and Scotland, n man whose rent roll was
counted by tens of thousands ; she hnd never
dreomed of his being heir to Ludy Morton's
invalid son ; it wns becauso he was an invalid
that they never spoke of his heir;if he had
been o strong man likoly to marry they would
have talked of his heir apparent unrescervedly,

Margarcet raised up her soul in praise to her
Heavenly Father who had given her strength
to do as slie had done, and say what she had
snid in the painful past; the worse was over,
tho bitterness of death was for her no more;
they were lenving London, In a quiet place
like Enton Sutton there was no chanco of ever
meeting Lord Cranstoun. 1t was bettor she
should never see him on this carth agnin,better
for Loth; he was a young man scarce thirty
years of age, he would find some beautiful
good and geutle woman to share his titles, his
wealth and famne, one who would sum herself
in his love, #and for me, poor me,” she men-
tally said, « I will try to walk on my way with
a quiet spirit, working the work given me to
do - ’

It was afternoon erc they reached Eaton
Sutton ; they wero delighted with the appear.
anco of the village, ita quict streets almost
entirely formed of detachied cottages, to each of
which there was o small portion of warden, the
climbing roses and honaey-suckle encircling
nearly every door and window, tho strcots
which ‘looked more like greon lanes than
strects, everything so new seomed to give life
an intorest to Mrs Lindsay sho had not known
for ycars.

Do what Margaret wonld, her head would
ache and her heart beat unensily ; sho tried to
smilo pleasant replies to Ler sister but it wis
witha whito face and heavy eyo. ]

Mrs. Churchill’s cottage was neatness por-
sonified ; the portion of it laid asido for her
lodgers, a pretty parlour where Margeret's piano
and had more room than .in thoir London.
home; boxes of mignonette in the windows,

while the roses 1-aning in. sconted the whole
honste. Both windows opencd on the plot of
grass in front, smoothly mown and mossy,
spurkling with rose-lipped daisies ; the bed-
rcoms were on ench side and beyond tho par-
lour, all their rovms with new crimson carpets,
wmuslin curtaing and pure whity dimity covering
sofus and chairs, looked more like a pleasant
home thun anything they had known since
their residence in the Isle of Wight.,

Mrs, Chiarchill had n nice bro (kfest of coun.
try fare, milk and eggs, ruspberrics, brown
bread and clear coffee, Inid on n snowy white
cloth, with flowers placed on enach napkin ay if
to make o gala welcome for her city lodgers.
When they had breskfisted, Mrs, Lindsay lay
down to rest; and Marguret, who was impn-
tient to see the boy she y t fenred to sus, fully
assurcd, now she was near him, he was nothing
to her, usked Mrs Churchill to take her to see
Mrs, Brown and her adopted child

The house they sought w.s exnctly opposite,
aad only a few yards from the cottage in which
they had made their howme, The young woman,
Mrs. Brown, a gentle, sweet-faced woman, was
busy sewing in the room which formed the
entrance to the house.  Her aunt explained to
her thut Marguret was one of the Indy lodgers
she had told her were coming from London to
live Wvith her, and had & grent desiro to see
Master Willic because he was so like a picture
she had.

Marguret unfustened the portrait from her
neck and put itin Mrs. Brown’s hand, watching
the expression of hier faco as she looked at it,
alook in which surprise, plensure, regret and
fear were strangely mingled, as the woman
looked carnestly at the pictured fuce, from it
to Murgarct and again at the portrait. At Iast
she said, speaking in o volco almost choked
with motion:

& This is Master Willie,
ma'am ?”

% He is not my Drother, certainly,” replied
Margaret; « but perhaps he is o relative of
mine that we lost four years ago.”

Asshe spoke her heart sank so a8 scercely to
beat, while her thoughts said : « Ol it'cannot
be; stch a thing is too good to be true,”  She
felf so thankful she had not spoken to her sister
of cven the likeness of the boy to their own
lost onc.

“What was your boy's nume, ma'um?” in-
quired the woman.

“ Willic Hnmilton Lindsay.”

Mary Brown's face beeame as white as ashes.
Her very lips were pale, and trembled as if o
great fear or sorrow were coming over her.

¢ Hud lie any mark ubout his body "

¢ Yes, on his arm, about two or threc inches
below the shoulder there was o pale mark like
a skeleton leaf”

Mary Brown put up her hand to her forehead
as if her head ached, or she would help heraelf
to think, the unbidden tears falling from her
eyes. She sat thus for a minute or two, and
then rose, saying:

% I'll go for him, but it's hard for me to give
him up now, after so long thinking you were
all dead.”

The woman looked and spoke as if her heart
were breaking, making Margaret fecl that if it
was not their darling she would be reconciled
to know that the poor woman could kuep her
adopted child.

She was gone about five minutes, when she
returned lending by the hand, not a boy like
VWillie, but Willic’s very sclf. Margaret was
certain of that the moment hereyes fell ou the
child, and with a cry of joy she tried to kiss
the boy, who pushed her awny with a defiant,
proud look.

« Keep away; I don't want yourDnasty
kisses.?

Mary Brown was now fairly overcome, and
sat down sobbing audibly.

¢ What's the matter, nurse, aro you awful
sick ?” said the boy as hic climbed upinto Mary
Brown's lap and put his hands on ¢ach side of
lier face, pressing his own foce ngainst hers,

The woman could not answerbut he saw that
her eye turned to look at Margaret, and jump-
ing down he went up to hor and putting his
bands in hix pockets asked her with a bold air
and with quick angry words,

« What did youdo to my nurse 7 Idon’t want
you here, go home to your own house.”

The whole seene was to Margaret’s depressed
heart exciting in the extreme, and the boy
spoke and looked 80 like her own father that
the varicty of emotions which contended in
her heart were nearly overpowering hor; Mrs.
Brown saw that she was both perplexed and
hurt, and endeavonred to repress her own feel-
ingsat the prospect of losing the child she had
nursed so tenderly and for two years back had
considered her own; Catchem had said she
would eithier see or hear from him in two years ;
he neither came or sent, and although at times
she was distressed at the iden of herdarling not
receiving the education he onght to have as
the son of a great man, which she believed him
to be, upon the whole she was rejoiced at the
thought that he would be always her own,

«Come here, master Willie,” said she, with
an cffort at composing herself, © don’t be rude to
the lady, she is a lady from London and a re-
Iation of your papa.”

The boy went to Mary Brown’s side and
stood by her knee, his hands held tightly be-
hind his back as if he was afraid he was to be
pulled by them towards the stranger whom he
regarded with no favourable eye.

# She nced’'nt come here, for I won’t go back
to London with her, I'll stay always with you
and marry you,” said the child clinging to. the
weeping womnn and kissing her fondly.

# Will you allow me look at the mark on the
child 7 said Margaret, # I think I could atonco
tell by it if he is tho child we lost.”

& Perhaps you would know the clothes, IThave
them all safo here.”

She went to & burcau in the room, and
taking a pastecbourd box from one of the drawers
sat down beside Margarct, and lifting up o
sheet of tissuc paner disclosed to hor delight-
ed eyes the little whito hatand cherry coloured
feather which tho child had on when he left
the garden that bright May morning four years
before ; the ticket with the mnkor's name and
street where it was bought, ¢ Roch 524 Rhicn-
gosse Bonn” whers they stayed a day or twoon
their way coming homo to reside in the Isle of
Wight. - .

Next came the little embroidered frock, one
his mother had hersclf embroidered. Margarot
knew overy flower, every open stitch in it.

. Murgaret stopped tho woman and procceaed
to give o minute description of the clothes the

Ishe your brother,

- child had on; whioh she could easily do, it was

she who dressed him that morning; the child

awoko earlicr than usual, Simpson was busy,

and as Margaret was in the room she took up
the child from his crib and dressed him,

Each article as she described it was lifted up
and displayed, down to the little chemise with
his name in tull written across the breast
¢ Willic Humilton Liodsay !

1t was not so casy to get the boy to allow
himself to be undressed to shiew the leaf on his
arm, but on being assured that he would not be
taken to London, that they had come to live in
Faton Sutton, and that he would allowed to
live with his nurse, and sloep in his own eril,
he reluctantly consented,

The Hamilton leaf as it was enlled, & mark
common to the fumily of Sir William Hamil-
tun, was as distinet on Willie’s arm as it had
been in his childhiood when Agnes and Mar-
gerct used to wonder why thelr futher and now
Willie, had a mark which nono of thuir racu
had ever borne, and which whenever seen was
suid to mark onc of the hardy Hamilton's.

Margaret now told the woman how Willie
had strayed from the garden and had never
been seen agnin, and of her conviction that the
mun who had given him to her hnd stolen
him. ‘'In talking of the weary search they
had for months, she said that their servant
Adum had often gone away for days at a time
in hopes he would hear something of the chily,
even six months after he was lost,

“ He used to spenk of Adam and Simpson,
and his mammna and papn and ¢ Marget dear,’”
said the woman. ¢ He uscd to tuke fits of
crying for & week after he came here and be
hard to pacify ; ho used to go to the ganien
and call out * Marget dear, Marget dear, so
loud and sv pititul like It often made our hearts
sore to hear him.”

This was the name by which he used to call
Margaret, imitating his father and mother,
who called her # Margarct dear,” and the ren-
son he called her in the garden was probably
buecause she used to play with him in the gar-
den in the Isle of Wight, and shew him how
to use his littie hoe.

Alargaret unticed her bonnet and Inid it aside,
and then said :

# Willie, do you rumember me,
garet dear”

Williv looked at her. e was a little molli-
fied becnuse he saw his nurse was pleased with
the strange lady, but he was too much afraid
of heing run oft with to come near her,

Margaret explained to Mrs. Brown that the
chilil’s mother was not dead, as had been re-
presented to her, but that his father had been
drowned in the Indinn Ocean the snme year in
which Willic was lost, and that, in cousc-
quence of her sorrow fur both child and hus-
band, she was weaki and nervous ; that it would
be necessary to prepare her for the joyful in-
telligence she had to hear, and, in order to do
this, she would now go, und when she had
spoken to her sister, she would return for her-
self and the child, in order to show him to his
mother.

The sympathy of the woman was now ex-
cited in favour of the poor mother, who had
been so long deprived of her child, und sho
radily agreed to go with the boy, saying:

“You will need some one to tako carc of
him ; I will do it better than o stranger. Pray
ask the lady to take me. I'll tako care of him
without any wages. If she'll let me sew a
little I can enrn my own wanges.”

Margaret assurad her that there would be
gome nrrangement made which would be
agreeable to her, and left the pvor woinan,
who promised to try to make Willie behave
better to his mamma than he had done to her.

( To be continued.)

I am Mar-

Liavranp.—~When I woent to Sweden, and an-
nounced wy intention of going to Lupland. snys Paul
du Chaillu, I was told that 1 shonld have to wait
until the mosquitons hnd gone, fur 1 conld not stnnd
thom. [lnughed at the idea; but when 1 arrived
therv you muy bo assured I behoved it; why, Jorsey
is not for & moment to bo cumpared with it for mos-
quitos. During tho reign of this insect the inhabit-
nnts go to the mountaing.  The Lnplunders are most
astonishingly honest; they fonvo their, valunblus in
sight of their servants whien thoy retire, and huvo
never known them to bo stolon. I left iny moncy-
bag onee, and travellod sumo distanco beforo I missed
it. I triod to mako my guido undorstund my loss,
and, in 30 doing, awakenod tho sympathiez of o
young woman (the Lapland women aro beautifnl 1)
who volunteoreid to get it tor mo, which sho soon did.
X offered her some of tho lJ,.but sho ssid sho
would uot nceopt it. Nut knowing how else to ro-
ward hor, I gave her a kiss ¢ sho looked astonished,
and £ gavoe hor unother. 'Thozo people are intensoly
fond of flowera, Ln summer, whon the flowors arv in
bloow, it is a nationanl custown to visit tho graveyards
cnch Suturday, and strow tho graves with thom.
Groat_intorecst is munifested to lenen of affzirs in
Amerion, and New York and Chieago nre houschold
words. ‘Lho country hns n very thick growth of
birch and fir trees over nearly tho ontiro surfuce,
somg of tho fir trovs mensuring from fivo to eight
fout in ciroumlerenco. Tho ssonery is magniticont.

CONSUMPTION.
Letter from Captain Cotill, of the Iriy % Potosi,” of
Windsor, N. 8.
Sr. Jomnx, N. B., My 22nd, 1868.
Mu. Javrs I. FrLrows, Chomist:

Donr Sir,—1n May, 1866, I was attuckod with a
sovero dry cough, which continued in harshness for
somo timu, whea L commencod expectorating n thick
whitish substance, thon L raisod n greenish yellow
and slato-colorod inntter, thon bloeding of the Iungs
set in, aud othor symptoms of » vory alarming char-
uctor, showod themsclvos. L eousulted the leading
physiciens in Philndelphin and othor citios, who
guve o no encouragcmont. 13 my disoaso was Con-
sumption. I sprrod no oxpense to obtnin roliof, but
found none. In Aungust, 1 had fallon in flesh from

to ounds, nnd sinking rapidly overy day.
My frionds in Philadelphia advised me to loave tho
ship and home. At homo thoy considerod my
onsc hopeless, and wishod me to romain there, und
not die in_a foroign country. I visited St. John, in
Qotuber of the sume yoar, on my way to Philadelphin
to join my ship, nud wns advised by a stranger, who
noticod my shrunkon form aund racking cough, to try
your Compound Nurup of Hupophosphitm ; and, ns n
drowning man will grusp ut struws, I saw aray of
hope in tho suggostion, and prooured u bottle. 'i‘ho
offect warranted a furthertrinl, and I bought a dozen
bottlos, nud left St.Juhn, and have boon knocking
about tho Atlantic ever sinco.

As this is tho first timo I bave visited
sinco, I foel under an obligation to lot you
offocts produced by this Syrup. I continued taking
tho romady rogulariy. At first my appetito improved
—I rogninoy strength—thon my cough gradually left
me, and finally tho oxpootoration ceasod ;: and
although the bonofit was gradual, I could note tho
ohaugo for the hottar ovory dny, so that atter having
taken ton bottlos 1 considerad inysolf well. This wns
aboat five months from tho timo L commencod taking
the Syrup. A short time after I had considerable
trouble, and fooling somo of thoe old symptums re~
turning, [ finishod the other two bottles’; and now I
consiuor mysolf as woll us I over was in my life My

rogont weight iz 162, soven pounds above my nsual

onlthy standard. My nerves aro good, my ‘appotito
goad, and goucral honlth exoollont. T heartily ro-
cormninond your Syrup to nll porsons troublod with any
dificultios rr disonso'of the Lunge or Norvous Sys-
tem, firmly helioving that had I not used it, I would
not now bo living.

Hoplng, th

our City
now tho

g
is lottor may moet the eyes of
similarly affocted, and induco thom to ,ua.e ghoo:':'::? '
means of oure, I remain yon(r). "ri It;rul;, ’

AR
Mastor of brig* Potosi,'" of Windeor, N, S, ..




