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herself not to do it.  She had good sense about everything but the one thing—the notion that

the sickness could be cured. This is the only caution, and Mrs. Cronin can swear it, I ever
gave her. It looks plainer and easer there in black and white than it has looked all along,
in my poor mind ; it's a relief to see it there. There’s not a loophole there for suspicion or

for doubt.”

He laid his arms upon the table, and bowed his head down upon them. “How? how ?
how ?” he murmured ; and, after a pause, ‘“ God grant that I may never know!” Then the
silence was unbroken, and he preserved the same att.tude unmoved, Heavy steps sounded
upon the flagged passage outside, but Dominick Daly did not heed them, until the key grated
in the lock of his room door, and he looked up at its sound. The gaoler stood in the door-
way ; by his side was a woman w.th her veil down.

“ Person to see you ; governor’s order,” or some such words, met the prisoner’s ear, as
he sprang to his feet in 2 moment. The next, the prison official had slammed and locked the
door, and he and his visitor were alone. Another, and the woman had flung herself upon him,
not into his arms —for he d.d not make any movement —but, with her own clasped tightly
round him, had forced him back into the chair from which he had risen, and was kneeling
beside him, still hold.ng him in that frantic grasp.

¢ Dominick ! Dom.nick!”

 Katharine! Great heavens! You here ! 7

They were almost the same words that he had said to her the last time she had come unex-
pectedly into his presence 3 but the voice in which he said them was not like his voice, and
his face was like a spectre’s.  She sh.fied the clasp of her arms, and raised them to his
shoulders ; she pressed her face against his rigid breast, and ground her teeth together with a
shivering moan.

1is arms were free now, but he did not move them ; he did not put her from him, or
draw her to him; he sat perfectly stl, as if the touch of her had turned him to stone.
Her face was quite hidden, the brow and eyes were squeezed against his rough coat, and she
-caught the cloth in her teeth, while she fought with a strong convulsive agony, and put it over
her,

“I'm here, I'm here, at last. I wasn't able to come sooner, for my strength played
me false, and left me ; but it’s come back, darling, and I'm here, I'm strong again; ['m
strong enoug/ for what I have to do.”

Again she shivered, and ground her teeth, and hid her face yet more closely against his
rigid breast.  And still he did not maove, but he shut his eyes fast, and breathed like a tired
runner.

¢ And what’s that, Katharine ?”

She looked up, strained her head back, saw his face distinetly, loosed her hold of him,
and sunk on the floor, gazing awe-stricken at him. Her face was thin and white, her almost
colourless eyes were dim, but there looked out of them a terrible despair.

“¢ What's that 2’ he asks me.  To tell you the truth—all the truth—and then to tell it to
them, and take you out of this,”

IHe pushed his chair back beyond her reach as she sat huddled on the floor, and spoke,
but without looking at her,

“I know the truth, not all of it, but enough—all I want to know. For God’s sake, tell
me nothing, and go, go !

“You dnow ! What do you mean?”  Iler voice almost died away with some terror,
with some sickening anguish, stronger than that which had rent her soul when she came into
the prison-roonm.  You can’t know.  Why don't you look at me, Dominick 7 Why don’t you
touch me?  Why don’t you kiss me ?”  She raised herself to a knecling attitude, and dragged
herself a few inches along the ground towards him ; but he stopped her with an out-stretched
hand.

‘“Come no nearer to me,” he said ; you are my wife’s murderess,” Ile spoke in the
lowest whsper, and with his gaze upon the door.

“OGod!  And I did it for your sake !

Alter this thereis a silence, and the two look in each other’s faces, as two lost souls
might look, ‘Then the woman begins to speak, low and rapidly ; and as she speaks, she sinks
back into her former att'tude, but tears off her bonnet, and clutches the masses of her thick
red hair. which have fallen on her neck, and pulls at them wildly.

“ I did it for your sake. I had been thinking about it, about how it could be done, ever
since that night when Father John O’Connor spoke to you—the same night that you told me
she wanted you to send her a new cure. It was that night you vexed me (o the soul ; for you
pitied her, and would not grudge her the lfe that was no good to her, and was standing
between you and me.  And after that you vexed me sorer and sorer ; for you sent her cures, and
I thought they were like to do with her, for she grew no worse ; and the time was creeping
-on, and the priest was watching you and me,  And then came the strong and heavy hand of
him upon me, and he said I must go-—go away to a strange place, and leave you, after all the
‘pains it cost me to come where you were, and to stay where you were, 1 must go, and you
must stay, and be no nearer to me than in the beginning, when 1 cou/d have lived without you,
Dominick Daly, And when [ thought how little good her life was to herself, and how much
harm to us, and how easily it might be ended, if only 7 could get some way of sending her a
cure,

‘ The way of getting the—the stuff came to my mind readily. I had only to get back
‘to Athhoyle, for ever so short a time, and Sam Sullivan would not watch what 1 was doing in
the shop so close but that I could get something that would not hurt her much, but would put
her out of your way and mine.” .

He listened, after a fruitless attempt to stop her, with a fascinated eagerness, but wn?h
growing horror and avoidance, as the words came more and more coherently from her livid
lips.

P T swear—I could swear it if it were the last word I had to speak in this world—I
mever thought that she would have anything to suffer, I knew nothing about—about poison
that tortured. T believed that poison only put people to sleep for ever; and when 1 got at it,
through Dr. Mangan’s leaving his keys about, it was laudanum I was looking for; but when
I found the powder, I had no other notion but that it would be all the same, only easier to
get it sent to her somehow., But I never could think of a way of sending it, and I carried it
about in my pocket day after day, until that day I went to see you at Grange’s, and you went
out to speak to some one, and left me in the room with the letter you had just written to her,
:and the cure you were sending to her. I read the letter, and I saw the opportunity. Who
was to know? She would just take the powder you were sending to her, and some of mine
in it, and she would go to sleep for ever; and we would be quit of her, and happy, happy,

happy, ever after.”
(Zo be continued.)
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A Younc WIFE's STORY.—A novel by Harriette Boura. New York: Harper & Brothers,
1878, Montreal : Dawson Brothers.

If all young wives were as priggish and stupid as this one there would be good reason
for the curtain being drawn at the end of the ordinary novel. Brought up in a “seminary
for young ladies,” she seems never to have shaken off the bread-and-butterishness, and her
principal characteristics, as far as we can learn, are a decideq aversion to tobacco, an ability
to keep accounts, a love of afternoon church, a total ignorance of the ways of ordi-
nary society, and an all pervading orthodoxy of belief of thg most approved and respectable
kind. We find her leaving the house of a sailor uncle, who is described as a Captain R.N.,
but whose type is far more common in Melodrama than in the Service, to marry a widower
with two children, who wants a wife to please 4is uncle, on whose will a handsome estate de-
pends.  This uncle, one Colonel Demarcay, being a man of thf: world, a little cynical, some-
thing of a sceptic and opposed to Sunday afternoon church, is at first a terrible stumbling
block to our young woman of twenty-three. He says the rector is “ narrow,” he goes out
for a walk on Sunday afternoon, and he very wisely disapproves of commencing domestic re-
form by having the children come down to lunch. His crowning sin is his interference with the
faith of his old man-servant, who isat the same time a most forward and a most remarkably philo-

sophic domestic. But the rector and Mrs. Demarcay together manage to put Patrickinto a
proper frame of mind, and he becomes an edifying example on a very orthodox death-bed
before the story ends. The two children provide many opportunities for the dis
nursery morality and the enunciation of sundry precepts, sound no doubt, but hardly interest-
ing to any person except a young wife and mother, and with a rude nurse, who overawes our
heroine and spoils the children, furnishes the text for several chapters of li;erary “pap.” Our
young wife’s husband doesn’t appear to care much about her, which is not wonfle%ful and
thinks a great deal of wife number one, whose mother and sister, more world] but e’rha S
therefore more pleasant than our heroine, meet with much favour from Co]on);l Dergarcap

and provoke jealousy on the part of wife number two, who forms a stern determination to g(;
her duty and take her place as the mistress of the household.  As she justly remarks, ““no pre-
vious knowledge fitted her for ¢this,” but that she *“possessed observation and kee’n rfe -
tion™ in place of experience we are afraid no one can admit.  Her very extraordinar pfl gf
duty is carried out, and the colonel dies, impenitent still, leaving the estate to herya1 deah t
hexf's instead of to her husband’s children, against her excessively conscientious determ i ti .

which would have gone to the length of constructive forgery, but was, fortunatel e tlon’
severely tested. Exactly how and why her husband changed into a perféct ara S y,h o ﬁo
children became angels, and how the nurse was dismissed, we have not hadp at'gon’ o }(:
to find out, but everything comes right in the end, and since the date of 81 leitht.? er‘llqug

and his wife ¢  have found much joy and comparatively little care in the famil p S (In);’ i 1Ct101'
retirement of which it would have been much better forour young wife to h'xvgrcnc o 1m'It'}:e
book is a mass of Phariseeism disguised as morality, its style tedious, its co(nce te'ronam(:( ' id n
tl)e extreme, and although it will doubtless find favour with those ’who confg1 (Iils Stu‘p{ o
niousness with religion and twaddle with fine writing, we should be sorry to ‘;Ze ;ir;;rg:e;

young wives setting out in life with such miserable conceptions of princi
of our heroine. I principle and duty as those

Tne CHEVELEY NOVELS: A MODERN MINISTER. Volume I Tondon and Edinburgh :

Blackwood & Sons. New York: Harper & Brothers, 1878
Brothers. » 1878, Montreal: Dawson

The Cheveley Novels are a new departure, and for that reason alo 1d
mention, in these days of imitation and reproduction,  But ¢ A Mozlém Mnnet wc’)'u d deserv‘e
goes, is in many respects such an innovation, not only in style but in treatri nt as b o as it
a little closer examination than usually falls to the share of the modern novel xen}t},‘ :Ls'to- demand
too soporific to be handled freely. To begin with, the unknown author (we ;wkl? 15 ge.nerally
for convenience, as there is evidence which would lead us to believe that rnlo(i'a t;}n he smgu_lar
is at work, and that one at least may be a lady) presents us with g list :)f c}nfa tan on? —
in a catalogue raisonnée or like dramatis persone in the play-hill of a mel‘odf o pged
a sensible idea and very useful, when it is considered that mo less thap onem‘:a' 1 his s
eighteen personages are thus ticketed and arranged for reference. The whole of ltllr:( l—‘adl and
does not suffice to put all the characters on the stage, and the action is only i o w{)‘ume
development at the point at which we have to wait for another instalment, A cly - 'C](,)mse of
design of the book is, at its present stage, impossible to form ; it would seem :lsif th o }l: m of the
to develop side by side the plots of a series of stories, and, in the Acoum;: of o ?llzmel?ds
scheme, involving many books, each in a certain measure completé witl in C}tlfnlpfle ensxvg
harmonizing in the end, to describe all phases of Euglish life, and to tr 'Illm ‘l self; }?th all
literary composition, Such an undertaking requires powers of no ordinqry (]»'m(])St a“-k'.nds of
that the unevenness of treatment which is strikingly visible in the bool:- y \Ln( ’ aﬂnd It is here
to the success of the bold venture.  We should ilimginc that the task of (l:na e thooubtful as
characters in such detail and with such superabundance of setting ﬁvould hawmlg the numerous
of sufficient magnitude, and envugh to counsel, if not to compel, simplicit O?vel >een a problem
wpuld‘n:\.tumlly be much complicated by the crowd of uctors.’ But ouza tlﬁ O,t’. which indeed
with atming at success in the delineation of character, and is working 031 o l? not content
ordm‘n'ry intricacy.  Personages are introduced to us, go on the <t;% e, a a] pot of extra-
*“waiting in the wings,” as it were, till we wonder how they can all c‘omg: ’t ‘IT(] t}.l-en are Ie.ft
action at all.  ‘The incidents are varied enough and the scenes shify ﬁ; Ogtlt form the main
are strongly sensational, not in the sense that has hecome . oo and far; nearly all

' : | ! $0 opprobrious in ¢ i i

nlnve'ls, but in lhuvdm'mg ])f)](il]{‘ss with which the naturally imprul[;ahlc is tre'\te(z;meCt'lf(m —

ring in everyday life, and in the dramatic element and amount of mystery‘whid?S l OCCll(}‘-
S ch surrounds

them,  The Reverend Westley Garland is the ¢ Modern Minj ”
puzzle, seeing that he is a clergyman of the Church of I*inlgmql;tir’notth(:ngl “;l}“y ]:0 called is a
membqr of the Lahu}t‘l. He is a popular preacher in ]il'ig!\,toln yc‘lév n-]&ftl ¢ thought, a
humanity, sad, mysterious.  The exact part that he is to play in this i\-a]cide]i’ all of lov'e for
very clear, but ent}ugl) of his nature is sketched to show that he .will mO}:chlc drama s not
the cl_ul the ma_chmntmns of one Mr. Noel Barnard, who appears everpw} o poounteract in
of guises, aqtl in connection with everybody’s affairs, as a ])Ql‘ft“Ct Priync 1er€;., undex; all sorts
Darkness, with all the malignant characteristics of that arch-fiend ’I‘}e o Fhe Fowers of
about Z\'Ir.‘B:'fnmr(l for which we find no satisfactory explanation It. is tlllel;ells houiy mal
such astonishing freg‘d()m of movement, for with his peculiar wa'ys 'md» id ¥ v]e Should have
expectcd. a penetentiary to be his permanent abode, And again hns villai N “.e should have
such a gigantic scale, so deliberate and $0 universal, that the ch,"n-q;:ter ﬂm)’]ls $0 successful, on
n‘atuml one even by those who most firmly believe in the )e1~‘so;,al ?,‘1“ hardly be called.a
Exactly why this preternatural scoundrel, who possesses monle 1 ) .e’“stenc.: of the Devil,
a‘lso a gipsy king, and who has a house of his own in Iyod;( estates of his own, who is
Secretary.of a lotos eating baronet, is another thing to be ex‘)l,l(i:n(i shIo)uld be the Private
can do this, for throughout the whole novel there is an aly D et oubtlesg our author
the tame conditions of ordinary life, and an equally o senl nost openly avowed disregard for
utmost use of the improbable, and with such aid hal% ofyt}?;oc‘::{iin;:;eggsgi;fsn:l".l#linghth.e
ifficulty is

overcome. But, as we have said, sensation is a;
: have s senss Is aimed at, s 5 i i i
i\}l}mpst‘civery cl}\lapter. Still, the author manages to presfe,n: nl(tl ifnss\?g}l\ognweencertamly e in
arz lsr;c::uel:tesl:otmoughl ct};]mpletely disjoined so far, are so skilfully arranged ; thg:%l:g  touches
ov&looked. Ii ,isa?r; )to si i{;‘l)ewg shokwn SO great, that interest is aroused ar’ld inconpgpryt;ittciz1 ches
of the orasy St I)iLkson Chaftﬁn:g:re:;enla }?_mall Tepresentative selection ; but the sketscl;axz
b z . nd his imagj bl
1 ) ) ginary noble guests, W
;ﬁ?‘l:: ;rsxg(,)fC(:}::nltit(t;:;rds:":rtld1the morning ‘lee of London, the old gmaids" te:-sglj‘i’ Gaa;:'(llam}il’s
thought, The  dumecr e t(hﬂn%er, contain much that is clever both in descr)i', tion X §
Attempted profuie, it sue ook are & straining after eflect; an immense a]tanountanf
lead to the impression ther ) cceeds only in being heavy: a diversity of style which ;)
number of -authors as of ch € writer had tried to make it seem that there was as .y
which, taken toge.theAr with si;f:icrt;rrs and]\ subjectshtreated; and a good dea] of magfnz%:its::
4 1 Su emarks upon the fabri 1 i
unnecessary details P et aTag oo d i
unr authorzhi;.all'}‘}(:irt:m‘”s}“ng' have led to our belief that a lady has sonfgfi?rsx mt]d dsmu}ar
extremes and overds eve;s uf]lf) sma’l! amount of exaggeration, and a tendenc gtoo . v_v1th
very often, and the humou{ ung.  The casual philosophizing degenerates into )s'm':n-tm"1 iting
and sympathetic qualities of l;utx? . l(;lng dmwn]:]) ut to be always piquant ; but the imag?fgttl'r‘)’%
e author are seldom at faylg 1 th i ‘
suggests an artist’s natyre and i i nts 2 vk lo ouus much that
to the sequel L perception. It is at all events a remarkab]
o D s?xch . dagi\;lgg kthe' ;?tentlon of the bold adventurer or advzn(:::ér:n:ivhv;e }1100k
literature. with such a curious freight upon the dull stream of mod::::
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man can safely 80 abroad that does not Jove to stay at home

speak that does not wi] is
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nO man can safely command that)i‘govem that ‘would not

m as
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Process or Tyg
UGHT.—I have askeq . :
I could n several men what Passes in their minds when

they are thinking ; anq

Eversboanmkir | never ﬁnd any man who could think i

E per);p bod 3'1 retuisle:x;eg .towailqn;:t that it was 5 perpetual deviation frofgr:wz‘:tnilc?ﬁ;ers t;?tghe the!('i
can onerate w0 it5 ich, Imperfect as the operation is, is th 3 hich

minds to carry on any process of thought.~Sydmy Smith
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