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NATIONAL DEFENCE.

HAT exuberant and effective display of patri-
otism, 80 recently gmnjfested by the citizen-
soldiery of Canada, a display whose stern and
practical puirport our invaders learnt in the bit-
ter lessons of Lime Ridge in the western, and
Ecclesg’ Corners in the eastern section of the Pro-
vince~—induces us to lay before our readers a
fow observations on a question which now holds
an important place among the public topics of
the day, viz: National Defence.

It is not necessary, in treating of such a sub-~
ject, that we should enter into, even were we
capable of doinp so, the discussion of the abstruse
questions which aré involved in great military
defensive combinations—such as Napoleon car-
ried out in his campaign of the hundred days—
such as were iltustrated by General Lee, in his
long and glorious defence of the Confederate
capital. Those of our readers who degire to
study war and the dry details of strategy, will
find ample sources of gratification in the pages
of Baron Jomini and Marmont, worthy pupils
of the school wherein the principal teacher was
the great Napoleon.

That the Fenian invasion would terminate in
ignominous defeat, was a result which even a
clild might have foreseen ; but although such a
finale was to be expected, there can be no reason-
able room to doubt, that had our preparations
been delayed, our volunteers unorganised, our
authorities less on the alert, these men from the
other side of the frontier would have been able
to effect much damageof property, and, perhaps,
destruction of life, before being effectually hurled
across our borders. We bave suffered enough
already; valuable lives have been gacrificed;
business has felt a severc shock; property has
been destroyed, and the country been put fo great
expense. Yet what would those misfortunes
be, in comparison to the overwhelming calamity
of having bad thece freebooters for even a fort-
night in the country—men who would bave
carried out the lessons of Sherman in Georgia,
and Sheridan in Virgina, and have left our fertile
and populous frontiers howling and depopulated
wildernesses. Let us thunk Heaven thdt matters
are no worse, and let tho past serve as & warn-
ing for the future. The idea of a number of
men, without the prestige of an exceutivo gov-
ernment, without the flimgy advantage of having
been accorded belligerent rights, possessing no
commissariat, and very few of the minor agencies
of war, attempting to conquer, and then hold, s
Province so vast in cxtent and 8o united in gen-
,timent as Canada, is sheer madness, There are
very few instances in the modern history of the

world where, even in the case of nations, one
country has been able to subdue and permanente

ly retain possession of another. Of course we
have the example of Poland, as an exception to
this statement ; but it ought to be remembered
that Poland, ren$ asynder and weakened by cen-
turies of internal dissension, could be expected
to offer no effective resistance to her partition
by the three despotisms of Russia, Austria and
Prussia. Nevertheless, the tremendous struggles
whieh the Poles have frequently made to regain

their independence, unseconded as they have been |

by the powers of westorn Europe, show plainly
and conclusively that it is no casy task even for
three of the greatest European military powers
16 keep ber in unquestioning subjection. Itmay
be said, ¢ What about the Confederate States?”
The answer i3 very easy. These states were
not overcome by superior valour on the part of
the North, but by the persistent and lavish em-
ployment of the unlimited resources which the
latter possessed, in men, money and the machin-
ery of war. A country that possesses no sea-
bourd like Poland, or a sea-board heremetically
blockaded like that of the Southern States, can
scarecly hope to prosper in & protracted conflict
with a stronger power; still he would be a
reckless political prophet who would dare to say
that the spirit of nationality in either of these
nations is so completely crushed, that it will
never again arise to try the issue of another
conflict. .

But ag a set-off against the case of Poland and
the Southern States, we have that of Mexico, &
country hardly civilized, split into factions, and
inapt at war, maintaining a desperate, and not
unsuccessful resistance against the trained troops
of the man of coup d'etat, the Fenian of the
Tuilleries.

It is generally supposed that, strategically
dpeaking, Canada wounld prove a country very
difficult of defence. But such is notin reality
the case. No doubt our frontier is an extended
one—and the confederation of the colonies will
make it more lengthy still ; at the same time it
should be borne in mind that it is not necessary
to pravide for the defence of every part of our
boundary line; an army as large as that of
Xerxes could not do it, nor could a host even
more numerous than that of the Persian king
attack us simultancously on every portion of
the frontier. Our readers know that in every
battle-field, as well as on every national bound-
ary line, thero are certain strategic points or
“keys,” on the possession of which the victory de-
pends. Those points on our frontier have only to
be carefully protected by well constructed fortifi-
cations, and to be defended by bodies of troops
armed in the best manner, and proportionate in
number to those which an enemy might reasona-~
bly be expected to bring to bear upon any partieu-
lar point, and then wemightawait the result with
confidence. We think that after the late expe-
rience we have had, the Government of Canada
should stimulate to the utmost the organisation
of volunteer companies in all of our frontier
towns ; for the inhabitants on the Lines possess
this advantage over those in the interior, that
they are thoroughly familiar with the country,
and with all the entrances through which an
enemy ceuld penetrate across our border. And
there is this other consideration, that the fron-
tier men, liable to be the first to be attacked,
and having much to lose, would always be on
the alert, and, in case of invasion, would make
o desperate resistance, and so hold an enemy at
bay until our railways poured in reinforcements.
We think, therefore, that our authorities would
do well if they at once took the most effective
measures possible to create a chain of volunteer
companies along the entire Frontier,

We would also suggest, as an important ele-
ment in national defence, the organization, both

in town and country, of our young men, for the
purpose of peifecting themselves in drill, and
particiillarly in the use of the rifle. In a wooded
country like ours, where there are so many
natural defences, a comparatively small body of
men, each’of whom was an adept at the rifle,
could give a good account of themselves, even
if opposed to a body ten times their number.
Look at the influénce of rifled small arms at
Alma and Inkermann and Solfering, and it will
be seen ‘that they are destined to exert a vast
influence in the great battles of the future.

An ablé journal, the Montreal Gazette, has
lately made & suggestion to the effect that our
Government should consider the importance of
protecting the peace of the Frontier by a body
of mounted police, cotaposed of men w{o know
the logalities, The idea is & good one. In the
American war, both parties made use of mounted
infantry—men who could fight on horseback as
well as on foot. By means of such a force,
composed of 9000 men, suddenly thrown by
Sheridan on the extréme right of the Petersburg
defences, he won the battle of Five Forks, and
finished the seige at a blow. Here is what
Marshal Marmont says of such men as the troops
in question ;-

¢ There is a fourth kind of mounted troops,
whose institution is of very ancient date, and
which bas, in some unaccountable manner, un~
dergone a complete perversion : I refer to dra-
goons. Originally they were nothing but mounted
infantry ; they ought always to have retained that
character. Assuch, dragoons might render im-
mense service in thousands of circumstances; in
detachments, for supriges ; in retrograde move-
ments, and especially in pursuits. But in accord-
ance with the object of their institution they
should be mounted on horses too small for a for-
mation in line, otherwise the intrigues and pre-
tensions of their colonels willsoon convert them
into cavalry, and they will become bad infantry
and bad cavalry.” .

¢ There is, I repeat, no more useful institution
than that of dragoons, but then they must notbe
diverted from their right use. Their horses
should be small, asI have already stated ; their
harness and the equipment of both men and horses
should be solely calculated for the easy and rapid
servico of real infantry, armed with good mus-
kets and bayouets, and well provided with am-
munition. Dragoons, in fact, should be clothed
and shod so as to be able to march with faci-
lity.”

’V'Ve must now finish, by saying that, with a
properly trained volunteer force, with our strate-
gic points properly fortified and manned, with
the empire at our back, her fleets to keep open
the highway by the St. Lawrence in summer, and
the frosts and snows by our arctic winter to op-

ose an impassable barricr to the advance by a
oe at that season—with strong hearts, and with
right and justice on our side, the people of
Canada need never fear the triumph of an enemy,
no matter from what qusrier or in what guise he
make his appearance.

MUSICAL.

MATEUR Musioal SoCIBTIES.~T00 much
importance cannot be attached to the
benefits to be derived both artistically and so-
cially from the existence of these Societies, not
only in our cities and larger towns, but also in
our villages, and indeed wherever it is possible
to get material together for the performance of
either concerted vocal or instrumental music.
It is & fact, probably but little felt in proportion
to its importance, that the gift of music is pos-
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sessed wifh But fow exceptions by the whole of
the civilifed rack férming, w! it has been
nurturgd, Dot only & never-ending interest to
its wotaries, but dn intreaging one in propertion’
to the care bestowed on its development. That
the gift of music is general, and possessed by
those even of not very great educational attain-
ments wiil be apparent if we refer one moment
to the old country. Not only do we havé in
London the oratorio performed by the 3,000
educated musicians, or a performance by the
5,000 children’s voiees at the Crystal Palacg, but
the dockyardmen, the police force, the miners,
and the ragged schools and even the shoeblacks
~—people, who we know have bat little time to
devote to anything else than their daily bread
—enjoy the recreations of their brass-bands and
drums and fifes;—and what more social or
endless source of amussment and interest can
be imagined. Among ourselves music is just as
important ; and those persons who neither play
nor sing are little sensible of the pleasures of
which they debar themselves or of the vast
amount of good social feeling which is stifled by
neglect of one of God's greatest and most widely
spread gifts. Many may be too much occupied
with the cares of life to warrant an attempt,
but let it not be neglected among the young
people.  Let all the children leatn to play
upon some instrument, the piano, or violin,
or flute, boya as much as girls, and induce them
to sing from the moment they can speak. Then,
when they become of & reasonable age, they will
find interest and amusement in the family circle,
instead of seeking for it elsewhere, What finer
sight can be imagined than, after the day’s work
is over, to behold a family, with its three or four
instrumentalists or vocalists, using their com-
bined forces in the production of a musical gem,
where ming, feeling, and physical force, are all
called into action. If there is a finer sight, it
must be when the members of different families
unite together for the production of greater or
more intricate works, where all feel their depend-
ence on one another, and all are pleased and
gratified by their individual exertions, and by
the beauty and variety of the combinations.
Every professor should use his influence in the
promotion and perfecting of these “ unions” to
the best of his ability. Do not fear a confliction
of interests ; never was there a greater mistake
than to suppose musieal amateur societies were
antagonistic'to one another. Let the development
of the art be the ruling passion, and it will soon
be found that the greater the number of these
societies, the greater will be the zeal and energy
displayed by each, both corporally and indivi-
dually. One word more before closing this
subject ; it is this: Why is the musical educa-
tion of boys so neglected ?  All our young ladies
are taught the piano and to sing; but how few
of our young men know even a note of music!!
And under this state of circumstances, how can
it be expected they can “isplay a true appreciation
for the art, or will even shew or fael the slightest
pleasure in listening to a classical pianoforte
piece, or any song above a negro melody or
“Jolly dogs.” To obtain the true social interest
from music, both classes of society must be edu-
cated for it, for what the one cannot understand,
the other will not feel much wish to cultivate;
or, in other words, if the gentleman cannot enjoy
the artistic preparation, the lady will soon lose
pleasure in preparing it.

THE DRAMA.

NE night last week we happened to witnesg

a great fire, or, at we were told, “ a grand
conflagration,” in Coté Street—at which, strange
as it may appear, though hundreds of people were
looking on, no one ventured, either to give the
slightest assistance, or to run to the corner of
the street and sound the telegraphic alarm.
Certainly a ¢great sensation” prevailed, but no
one stirred; we should have been astonished
ourselves, had anybody done so—for it was in
the theatre, and we were seeing the last scene of
the first act of “The House on the Bridge of
Notre Dame.” The sensational character of the
play may be judged from the fact, that there

were two murders, numerous hair-breadth
escapes, and one attempted drowning, during
its course; but it Is satisfactory to know thatall
ended happily, and ¢ Virtué was’triumphant in
the end.” Madame Celeste played her party we
need hardly say, to the satisfaction of all be-
holders—looked the young officer  Ernest de la
Garde” to the life in the first act—and taok the
audience by surprise, whenshe reappearcd, after
aseemingly fatal duel, as another person, a young
scamp of a gipsy—well meaning, but too quickly
induced to yield to temptation. Her changes of
costume were done in a marvellously quick
manner, and made some simple friends of ours
almost quarrel as to whether there were not two
Madames Celeste! Of the other performers,
little nced be said—they had not much to do,
but did it moderately well. Mr. Bowers Was,as
the lawyer's clerk, as comical and effective as
ever. .In the love-making scene, # where he
loves but fears to woo,” as arduously as hisfair in-
namorata would desire, he made the housering
with laughter. Mr. Gossin, whom we must say,
in justice, had not had much time to devote toa
part, originally intended for another actor, rather
overacted his character of the Chevalier For-
querolles—a quieter style would have been more
natural, and just as impressive ; and the same
may be said of Mr. Guion’s Rigobert. Mrs. Hill
looked and spoke well as the aged Countess de
Forquerolles. Miss Lizzie Madden, as Colette,
acted with a merry archness that was very
pleasing ; and Miss Emma Madden did as much
Justice to the small part of Melanie as, perhaps,
it was capable of. The * Woman in Red,” how-
ever, is, in our opinion, a play much better suited
to display Madame Celeste’s talents than the
“ House on the Bridge.” In it we are presented
with & vivid picture of the humiliating condition
of that singular and noble race of people, the
Jews, during the middle ages. As Miriam,
Madame Celeste illustrated finely the workings
of that purest of earthly passions, maternal love.
Her mingled grief and despair on discovering
the loss of her infant, was touching in the ex-
treme. Her attitudes, while perfectly graceful,
had also the advantage, uncommon on the stage,
of being natural. IHor discovery of her child,
who knew her not, having been brought up as
& Christian, the daughter of noble Genoese
parents, in the second act, was beautifully done,
Her unceasing attempts to obtain possession of
her daughter, with the many repulses she met
with, drew tears from the eyes of many, ¢ albeit
unused to the melting mood.” The sleep-walk-
ing scene, in the last act, where she goes over,
in imagination, all her trials since she lost her
infant—and bitterly regrets that she won her
treasure, only to find her best affections given to
the false mother—was also very fine; and the
sudden start which she awoke, to look be-
wildered around her, and to fall into the dangh-
ter's arms, over whose heart the melancholy
recital had given to her real mother the natural
power, was one of those touehes of nature, that
all instinetively recognize as true. Upon the
merits of the other artists we have not space to
dilate. One thing, however, we cannot overlook.
Mr. Davey,who played the partofa well-meaning,
bat weak, good-humored scamp, very well, intro-
duced a cigar into the last scene, which seemed
slightly incongruous, when we recollect that
cigars were not in use at the time the play was
supposed to take place—astill less the modern
cigar case from whence it was drawn. If it was
the fault of the aunthor, it was unpardonable. Of
Mr, Chas. Dillon, whom we are glad to see once
more in Montreal, we shall have something to

say next week.
“JOHN QUILL.”

THE MAGAZINES,

Messrs. Dawson Bros. have furnished us with
our usual copies of the English Magasines.
Fraser's opens with an essay on ¢ Parliamentary
Reform and the Government,” in which the Tory
speakers during the late debates on the Suffrage
and Franchise bills are handled without gloves.
An amusing Lectore on Saperstition by the Rev.
Mr. Kingsley follows. Certain Anomalies of the

American Constitution are next pointed out by |

an American, There is also a severe criticism on
¥ The Téilers of the Sea,” and the first part of &
review ©f  Egee Homo,” of which work the
writer inys, “¢The book is & movel—and nota
®ood novele—under 4 critidal disguie. It gives
the impression of being written by a sheep in
wolf's elothing.” ¢ The Beauclercs, Father and
Son,” is continued, and the other articles are
4 Belgium” and “ Church Politics in Scotland.”

Tar DusLiv UNIversITY has a pleasant gossip-
ing paper on Balzac, also an interesting bit of
Irish History, entitled * Some Episodes of the
Irish Jaeobite Wars.” The remainder of the space
is occupied with the continued stories and serial
articles which have been going on for some
months.

Texpre Bar. Under the head of ¢ Finance,
Frauds and Failures,” we have the history of one
of the most succeasful of the London joint-stock
companies, told—it is said—by one of the found-
ers who ¢ floated it.” ¢ French women under the
Empire,” gives a dismal ascount of the separa-
tion of tho sexes now observable in France, and
of the extreme profligacy of the young men.
“ Lady Adelaide’s Oath,” and * Archie Lovell,”
are continued ; the former promises to be a very
powerful novel. . .

Goop Worna.— Madonna Mary ” drags along
rather slowly, but there are indications of more
life at the close. A lieutenant of the navy contri-
butes an in}ere:ting sketch of “ An overland
journey from 3an Francisco to New York by
way of Salt Lake City.” “Some effects of Intem-
perance on the Brain,” “London Street Traffic,”
and “Evagions of the Law,’ are each articles
that will well repay perusal. ‘

Tae ExeuisHWOMAN'S DoMRSTIO MAGAZINE.
comes as usual with a wealth of exquisite designs,
briliantly coloured patterns and charming letter
press. A musical supplement is also given with
the present number. Wo can scarcely conceive
of anything that ladies ceuld desire in the shape
of a Magazine which the ExaLisEwoMax's
DouzsTtio does not furnish,

LITERARY GOSSIP.

Tae first volume of a Hindostanee translation
of Shakespeare has been issued at Bombay.

The Will-o'-the-Wisp is the name of & new
London monthly. Prico sixpence.

A xxw story; by the Author of “ The Story
of Elizabeth, will be commenced in the July
number of the Cornkill Magazine.

Ax offer of four thousand pounds, and all
expenses paid has been made to ArTeMUs Warp
to lecture in England for six months.

Arexanper Duxasg’s son is at work on a novel
wkich is to be a pendant of the « Famille Be-
noiton.”

Messps. Haun & Co, of London, have in pre-
paration a new weekly periodical, to be entitled
the Sunday Reader. 1t will be embellished with
engravings from drawings by the best artista.

Tag fertility of English novelists has often
been animadverted upon in the German press;
but what is to be said of an authoress (Mrs. or
Miss Kathinka Litz) who, under the name of K.
Th. Lianitzka, is about to publish twenty eight
volumes all at once ? .

ProTo-LITHOGRAPHS of & manuscript of Ptole-
my, the eelebrated geographer, are now being
prepared in Paris by Mr. Sevastianoff, who took
tracings from the original preserved by the
monks of Mount Athos, who ask £3,500 for it.
Some very curious maps are contained in the
manuscript.

Moca has recently been said concerning M.
Victor Hugo’s knowledge of English. A friend
recently spoke to him upon the subject. “I can
not only speak English,” the author of “ Les
Travailleurs de la Mer” replied,  butI can write
English poetry. Here,” said he, laughing, “look
at this !’

“ Pour chasser le spleen,
oo duging
God save the Queen |



1868."

-\ e am e e

THE "SATURDAY READER.

276

LIST OF NEW BOOKS. S
{ ,
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DORA MARSTON AND L

Sy
} BY FRED BRNGOUGH,

WAS twenty-five years of age, tolerably
good-looking, moderately wealthy, and a
bachelor. Twenty-five years of age, becaunse of
the natural progress of time,—tolerably good-
looking, because my parents were 8o before me,
I suppose,—moderately wealthy, because the
property I owned was inherited,—and a bachelor,
heennee 1 was a Cynic, and believed that any
yoinyg lady I chose to ask would have me, if not
for myself, at least formy possessions; and that
should I ask any one of them, I should never be
able to tell which was the object she had in view.
Besides, pister Alice was an excellent house-
keeper, and taking a wife while she vas with
me, would be somewhat supererogatory. Alice,
however, had signified her intention of leaving
me. Iknewatonce the full import of her signi-
fication, although she had imparted it by a
gentle hint. Tom Marston, it was evidsut, bad
not travelled a hundred miles by steamboat and
railway every five or six weeks to see me, not-
withstanding his allegations to that effest. My
acquaintance with Tom had not been of long
duration, neither had it ripened into a very deep
friendship,~not at least, on my part Those
more intimately acquainted with him than I then
was, pronounced him an excellent fellow, but I
had seen nothing in him to warrant the appella-
tion. He had always treated me well, it was
true ; yet there was a something in his manner
that rendered him nothing more than tolerable
to me. Alice and I had met him at Niagara
Falls, and invited him, with many other newly-
made friends, to our house—an invitation he was
not long in accepting or availing himself of.
When he had been with us & week, I made up
my mind that I should soon lose my sister, for
that she had taken a faney to his handsome face
and pleasing address, I could plainly see. I
knew my sister's worth, also, and believed that
no man could live under the same roof with her
for onc whole week without losing his heart, if
it hadn’t been lost before, and I had many
reasons for thinking that Tom's hado’t. I was
jealous of himfrom the first, and each subsequent
visit of his only served to increase that jealousy,
although I kept it to myself, resolving to bear my
misfortune in silence, rather than let Alice know
of my dislike for one whom I foresaw I would
soon have to acknowledge as brother. After a
time, this aversion wore off; and I am
not gure but after six months, I began to look
upon their marriage ag a very desirable one on
many accounts. 1 had reached this frame of
mind, when Alice blushingly hinted at her in-
tended departure. All my past jealousy and dis-
like for her intended momentarily arose again,
and T could not reply. But, on the day follow-
ing, I asked her to confide in me and rest assured
that her wishes, no matter how much they might
vary from mine, would reeeive my earnest supe
port. She told me all, and all was as I had sup-
posed. They only required my consent, ag her
natural guardian and protector, in order that
they might become one. I gave it, unhesitating-
1y, unconditionally.

“And what will you do then, my dear
brother ?” Alice asked, trying to suppress the
little pearl-like tears, which would not be sup-
pressed.

% Oh, never mind me, Alice,” I replied, *I will
shut up the house, and take a couple of rooms at
Mrs. Whitney’s boarding house, and make my-
self comfortable there. I would rather remain
here, it is true ; yet you will see, I am not going
to let self mar your happiness, althougl: I shall
always envy Tom Marston his wife.”

8he laughingly and tearfully thanked me for
my self-abnegation, and half seriously, half play-
fully advised me te follow Tom’s example, and
take to myself one who could more than fill her
place in my heart and at my hearth, I scouted
the idea. Did Alice suppose that there was a
girl in the country who would not jump at the
chanece of becoming Mrs. Bengough, with one of
the finest houses in the country, and an income
of three or four thousand a year, at har com-
mand ! There was not one, I declared. Alice was

not 8o eynically disposed towards the sex ; she did
not believe they were all gordid or ambitious,
and ventured to affirm that she knew of one
at least, who would not become the wife of even
Frederick Bengough, Esq., bad he millions in-
stead of thousands, if she did not Iove him.

“ 8how e that disinterested creature, Alice,”
I said, ¥but couvince me that there is such an
oue living, and I am ready to. lay my heart and
wealth at her feet.” - :

“ Qh! only convince you, Fred! that's the
trouble, I can show you lLer, but conviace you |
I give up the task as hopeless.”

“Name her then,” I said, * and when I am
convinced that she is free from sordid or ambi-
tious desires, I give you my word that she shall
have the refusal of my hand.”

“1 will name her,” Alice roplied ; “but you
will say that I am prejudiced, not really know-
ing her, but thiuking I do, and all that,—'though
I tell you Fred, that you will find bor just as I
say. She will be here soon to spend a fow weeks
with me, and then you can judge for yourself.
Don’t prejudge her now, brother, but wait the
result of your own observations. I refer to Dora
Marston, Tom's sister,”

The very one I believed she would name. I
had never seen Dora, but she having been a
school-mate of my sister’s, while in the city, and
quoted by her as a model of perfection on all
occasions evor since, I thought myself quite as
well acquainted with her ag if T had personally
known her for years. I did not prejudge Dora
Marston, but made great allowances for my sis-
ter's enthusiasm in regard to her, believing it to
be nothing more than a romantic school.girl's
attachment, which, now that they had become
women, would wear off and be forgotten, I
could mot bring myself to believe that I should
ever come to love Dora—first, becanse she knew
of my wealth and could easily dissimulate ;
secondly, because I believe that Alice had for
some time been planning that her fair friend and
1 should meet, fall in love, and marry. Now, if
there was one thing I detested more than an-
other, it was these matches, cut and dried for
one, by one’s friends. Were a Princess of the
Royal blood, picked out, trained for and taught
to look upon me as her fature husband, she
should never become my wife, I averred ; simply
because she had .been so picked out, trained
and taught. I would not stand it even from the
best of sisters, and I fear that I cordially dislik-
ed the name of Dora Marston, even before my
eyes ever beheld her.

Time slipped by, and Dora Marston came to
visit us. 1 should have met her at the station,
80 Alice said, but I pled a previous engagement,
went down town and had tea with Charley
Sparks, at Mrs. Whitney’s. I made it convenient
to stay out pretty lgte that night, my sister and
companion having retired when I came in. I
did’'nt intend to let Dora think that I was at all
anxious to see her,not I. Alice might tell what
stories she pleased, but I was not going to show
myself the least interested in her visitor. I would
show these little conjurors that it took three to
gettle this matter to their satisfaction. I heard
them talking and laughing down stairs next
morning before I arose. Dora’s wasa very plea-
sant voice, full of life and animation, but rather
too effeminate, I thought, for a lady’s. Wishing
to see her before she could possibly see me, I
arose cautiously, stole out upon the landing and
peeped over the balusters, hoping to catch a
glimpse of her, while passing from one room to
the other below. My wish was gratified, for
presently she emerged from the sitting room,
came skipping down the hall and disappeared
through the dining room door. Brown hair, blue
eyes—I should say they were, though I could’nt
exactly see for the distance that intervened be-
tween ug—a trim little body, neatly dressed, with
rather a plain face, 80 I thought. I was not at
all particular about my toilet that morning,
coming down stairs in the costume I usually
wore when Alice and I were alone. There is no
denying that I used dissimulatlon on this occa-
gion, a8 on many that followed it, for I had
already taken an interest in our visitor, which I
searcely dared acknowledge, even to myself. I
must dissimulate, T argued. Quo jure? To meet
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dissimulation. It is ruse contre ruse thought I,
and the end will justify the means. I kept this
scheming pair waiting breafast for me, for nearly
an hour; then entering the breakfast parlour,
majestically hoped I had'nt detained them. Alice
replied by introducing me to Dora. I stared,
bowed and looked stern.

“ Very sorry that a previous engagement pre-
vented my meeting you at the depot last even-
ing, Miss Marston.” ~ I said. .

“ Thank you; I got along very well, I had no
difficulty whatever,” was the reply.

Conversation turned upon the weather, the

fatigues of railway travelling, &c. It was ex- |

traordinary how easy and lady-like this young
girl of nincteen was in her manners and conver-
sation, how captivating the roguish expression
in her childish face. Itwasmoody and taciturn
when [ entered that room, with a strong deter-
mination of leaving it in the same spirit; but I
had scarce been theré a half hour when I found
myself in the midst of an animated discussion
concertting the writings of one of the standard
poets, and when we had neither of us convinced
the other of having “ erroncous views, but both
had modified our notions” somewhat, two hours
had slipped away. 1 arose, not a little in dread
of one of Alice's salient speeches when we should
be alone, but I left the house and thus escaped.
Once more in communion with my own thoughts,
I #wondered at and condemned the exhuberance
of feeling that had taken possession of me and
found vent in words, during the morning’s repast;
and I vowed that I would not again be thrown
off my guard, even by one so voluble (and I ad-
déd) volatile as Miss Dora Marston. Here was 1,
stern, uncompromising Fred Bengough, arrogant
and self-willed, determined upon feeling the posi-
tion I had assigned myself, and upon making
others feel and respect it too—thrown off my
guard, and whirled away on a directly opposite
track by-~well by a namby pamby little school-
girl—good looking, I grant you, (she was by no
means 80 plain as I at first thought her,) simply
because she was glib with her tongue and pos-
sesged a fresh-from-school-girl's knowledge of the
matter under discussion,

Bah! Fred Bengough! where is your stoicism
now ! What a simpleton you have been! N ow,
sir, when you go home to dinner, sit down quietly,
answer your guest’s and “sister's questions
with civility ; propound none of your own ; when
you can retire, do so. By this means you will
atone for your conduct of the morning, and raise
yourself in your own cstimation,

It is very easy giving oneself advice ; follow-
ing it is quite another matter, and I did no¢ fol-
low it on this occasion. I had been throngh
dinner fully an hour before I wag exactly aware
of having dined at all. This Dora Marston, with
her simple ways, her captivating speech and
pretty face, was too much for me, I admitted,
and I must put myself without her influence at
once, or I could not answer to myself for the con-
sequence,

Charley Sparks had a companion out fishing
that afternoon—it was I. We were old “ chums®
and had no secrets from cach other, so I told
him the whole story, He was indignant, but
consented to holding a consultation with me
about the matter, which resulted in confirming
my previous saspicions that I waga fool, or some-
thing approaching one,

“ Was I really going to fall in love with and
marry that little chit, when it wag g, evident
that her whole energies were called into play
and directed at me, for the sole purpose of mak-
ing me fall in love and marry ?°

“ Could I, self-reliant, sensible Fred Bengough,
that T was, could I stand calmly by and see the
yoke prepared and fashioned to suit my hending
neck, and stoop while the sly little artificers were
taking my measure and ensuring a good fit?”
I could'nt, and told Charley so. Fred Bengongh,
you are a fool sir. Now go and have tea with
Charley—then hame, and if those good-for-no-
thing little witches attack you again, listen as
quiet]y as you can for to-night, then to-morrow
morning shoulder your gun and gtart on a
hunting excursion with your best fricnd, and
mind you don’t return until Dora Marston goes
home, no matter if ghe does think you rude, and

Alicedoes say so
trouble,

I did jt—that is part of it. 1 had tea with
Charley, passed four hours (from eight till
twelye pan.) as quictly as I could, in the parlor
with the girls, went to bed, slept a little towards
morning, ate & two hours breakfast, took my
gun, excused myself to the girls, who thought me
rude,and said so— Alice being spokeswoman-—and
was on the point of leaving, when Alice slipped
out to tho stable, where I was harnessing Dick—
for her usual farewell kiss, and in receiving it
naively remarked in a whisper—that I needn’t
go on Dora’s account as that young lady was
engaged, and expected to be married at Christ-
mas.

By the time I had got around to Mrs. Whitney's,
Charley had given up the notion of hunting. I
gave him my sister’s bit of news verbatim, and I
gave up the notion of hunting also. We went
for a drive instead. I was congratulated, and we
renewed our old promise of not marrying with-
out being fully assured of getting wives who
loved us, not our property,

When six weeks had passed away and Dora
had left us, there was a blank in my heart, which
I dared not acknowledge,even to myself, although
T afterwards became convinced of it. Alice hinted
at it, jested about it, but I strenuously denied it.
Time sped onward, and the first of September ar-
rived—Alice’s wedding-day. Tom Marston came,
bringing his sister and her affianced, who was
tohs groomsman with Dora as bridesmaid. I
alsowas toofficiate as groomsman ; Jessie Baldwin
was told off to go through the ceremony with
me. I can’t say that I liked the arrangements,
but nevertheless submitted to them. After the
ceremony, during which Alice gave vent to an
unusual quantity of tears ; and we were all back
to our cosy little dining-room, I remembered a
letter T had carried in my pocket all day; a let-
ter from Aunt Bancroft, of Toronto—¢ the
Duchess,” we used to call her on account of her
aristocratic manners. When Alice had made
known her engagement to me, I had written our
Aunt concerning it ; this was the reply~~numerous
polysyllabic words of congratulation for her, a
lecture and advice for me. I had better marry
at once, and if I had not as yet made a selection
amoug the beauties of my neighbourhood (and
she thought I was wise if I had not done 80,
country girls being her abhorreace,) I had better
vist her. She would introduce me to a young
lady who would make a man of my position an
excellent wife—none of your silly school girls,but
a genuine lady, full of accomplishments—never-
theless, one who could make herself ¢ useful as
well as ornamental.” One who wouldn't care a
rupee for my wealth, having enough of her own;
but if I chose to be represented as a ¢ poor rela-
tive,” it should be done accordingly. (In my
letter to the Duchess, I had revealed something
of my scheme for choosing awife). I never had
& particular regard for my aristocratic relative,
and thought I should not fancy any young lady
whom she might select for the honour of becom-
ing Mrs. B——; in fact I should notlike any one'’s
advice but my own, yet I resolved on visiting
her. Here was Alice going away to-morrow to
be gone for weeks—to be gone almost forever as
far as I was concerned. Charley Sparks Lad
already left for the country on a visit to some
friends, and I'should be literally alone. Yes, I
should go and see the Duchess und her charmer,
forthwith, for a little diverion—and perhaps to
keep from—thinking. Alice read her aunt’s let-
ter and cried over it,

“ Fred, my dear brother,” she exclaimed, « go,
and if you can find one who can make you as
happy as I am this day, marry her by all means.”

“ Now Alice, don't be a child,” T said « you
know I shall never marry, and that this high-
toned cflusion of our aunt’s is simply inreply to
a jest of mine, when I wrote her, Sheis so highly
aristocratic that she can’t stoop to a joke, and
has taken my letter thoroughly in earncst, an-
swering accordingly, 1'll show her that I'm a
confirmed old bachelor—gee if I don’t.”

The nextmorning, Alice and her companions
left me. In her whispered and tearful fare-
well, she bade me, “ not think of Dora, for il
couldn't be.”

; do it and save yourself future

What ¢ eouldn't be, I did not ask, but I knew
full well, and replied that she might make herself
perfeotly easy on that score ; J was not troubled
in the last aboutit. All of which my heart con-
demned my tongue for uttering,

Aunt Bancroft lived a fow minutes walk from
the city, out on Yonge street. A very pleasant
house was her's, with a beautiful garden attach-
ed, and & pretty wire fence dividing it from her
neighbour, Mr. Jackson's premises. Mr. Jackson
was & widower with an only cbhild, Flora. She
was aunt Bancroft'sbeau ideal of beauty,grace, vir-
tue.. From the moment of my arrival the name of
Flora Jackson was continuously sounded in my
ears—her beauty praised-—her virtues extolled—
until I plainly stated to my aunt thatif she had
any desire of bringing the fair object of her praise
to my particular notice, she had taken the least
effectual way of accomplishing that object. She
was piqued at this, I thought, far from that mo-
ment till my departure she scarcely mentioned
Flora’s name in my hearing. It was two days
after my arrival before I saw Miss Jackson, and
then only to catcha glimpse of her, in her father’s
garden. To all appearances she was equal to the
representations I had had of her—a beautiful girl.
Mr. Jackson often ran in of an evening to chat
with the Duchess. I was introduced to him and
invited to his house, an invitation I soon accepted.
The next afternoon I called there, was introduced
to Flora and passed a huppy hour in her society.
I was particularly well pleased with her, although
the form of Dora Marston would thrust itselfbe-
fore my mental vision, to the detriment of her
who stood before me in the flesh.

Still aunt Bancroft's assertions in regard to the
beauty before me, could not be doubted—she had
rather under than over-praised her, I thought,

I called on the Jucksons very often after that ;
indeed I am not sure but I passed more time
under their roof than under that of the Duchess,
Hints were thrown out on several occasions,
which led me to believe that my good aunt had
acted her part well, and that the true state of my

pecuniary affairs was not known to my newly
acquired friends. Six weeks passed rapidly
away, and I thought myself deeply in love with
Flora.

Alice hiad written me that she was at home,
—at her new house in the west, and wished
me to spend a few weeks there. Toronto had
become endeared to me. I thought it hard to
leave it,—harder to leave the Duchess (who had
been kind as a mother during my stay,) hardest
of all to leave Flora, but I resolved to do it. I
was encroaching upon my aunt’s good nature,
by so prolonging my stay, I argued ; and if ever
I intended proposing to Flora, I could do so ag
well now as a year hence. I was to leave the
city by the Wednesday evening train—it was
Wednesday morning. Mr. Jackson was in the
city, whither he went every morning, returning
at sundown. I called upon his daughter, after
an early dinner. I announced my intention of
leaving. She regretted it, as our few weeks ac-
quaintance had been very pleasant weeks for her,
she said. They had been very happy weeks for
me, I said. Thave n’t mach recollection of what
followed, I only know that I proposed, was re-
ferred to *papa ” whom [ probably would not
again sce before my departure. I might write
him, Florasaid. T objected to writing, but would
try and see him that evening. In the meantime,
I had an explanation to make, one that wag dye
both to my future wife and myself. I wag poor,
almost penniless, dependent upon my own exer.
tion for n livelihood. If she became Mrg, Ben-
gough, she would be deprived of many luxuries
now usual to her, nevertheless, it would be the
sole object and aim of my life to make her com-
fortable and happy. She bowed her beautiful
head, gave me her hand, which 1 eagerly kissed,
but made no reply. Emnboldened by the favour
shown me, I pressed for a reply. She would see
papa immediately upon his return, and write me
by one of the servants, who would deliver it be-
fore I left the city, she said. Fervently kissing
her blushing cheeks, I left her.

I was to leave the Union Station, at eight
o'clock, p.m,  Six o'clock found me looking over
the daily papers in the reading-room of the .
“ Queen’s.” I had been there but s short time,
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when one of Mr. Jackson's servants placed a
letter in my hand. Tremblingly I took it, and
retired to & private room, where, without looking
at the superscription, I tore off the cuvclope, and
read with great amazement the following :

¢ Beech Grove, Wednesday afternoon.

« My Dear Papa,~Mr. Bengough proposed to
me this afternoon, and I have just written hima
note of refusal, although I did so with great re-
luctance, thinking more of him than any man I
ever knew. But papa, he told me with his own
lips that he was poor and dependent upon his
own exertions for a livelihood, so that what you
and Mrs. Bancroft said about hig wealth, cannot
have been true. I have, therefore, refused him ;
believing that in 8o doing, I was acting accord-
ing to your wishes in the matter.

« Your affoctionate, F.Jr

Before I had time to recover from the astonish-
ment and anger caused by reading this note, an-
other had been placed iu my hand, bearing my
address, and running as follows :

‘ Wednesday, p.m. 6.15.
« F. Bengough, Esq.,

“ Dear Sir,—I enclose you a note from my
daughter to you, placed in my hands through
the carelessness of a servant, who is unable to
read. Not looking at the address, [ opened it,
and shall not deny that I read it, for which in-
decorum I beg to apologize. It would be foolish
in me to pretend not to understand the
nature of the refusal, whereof she speaks. I re-
gret that she has seen fit to refuse your kind
offer, and not seen fit to consult me before doing
80, as my feelings in the matter are quite at vari-
ance with her expressions to you.

¢ Your ob'dt. servt., JAMES JACEgON.”

This covered a note from Flora to myself,
couched in the following terms :

¢ Beech Grove, Wednesday afternoon.
“F. Bengough, Esq,
¢ Sir,—In rejecting your kind offer of this after-
noon, I wish to say, by way of an explanation,
that I am quite sure that papa would not approve
of any other answer, had I given it; and I feel
quite unwilling to place myself in a position of
go much importance to my future welfare, with-
out bis unqualified approbation and consent.
Allow me to wish you a happy future, with some
partner more worthy your regard, than can ever
be, Yours truly, ~
FLORA JACKsON.”
We sometimes write as well as say things
when angry that we afterwards regret. I wrote
the following to Mr. Jackson, sent it, and re-
gretted having done so ever since:

¢ Queen’s Hotel, Wednesday, p.m.
¢ Jas. Jackson, Esq. :
¢ 8ir,—I enclose you a note from your daughter
to you, placed in my hands through the careless-
ness of your servant, who is (I suppose) unable
to read. Not looking at the address, I opened
it, and shall not deny that I read it, for which
indecorum I have no apologies to make, It
would be foolish in me to pretend, that I do not
see the whole situation at a glance, I do not
t the carelessness of your servant, nor is the
result at all at variance with my present wishes
or desires, Please convey to your daughter my
best thanks for her kind note of this afternoon.
¢ Yeour obedient servant,
Frep Bmxeoven.”

‘ All aboard for the train going west ;” shout-
od the Queen’s porter, and I got on board accord-
ingly. While stepping into the cars that even-
ing, a servant handed me still another note which
1 perused at my leisure. If I were at all egotis-
tical now, I might suppress its contents, but I
got over that, hence it is at the readers com-

mand :
¢ Wednesday, p.m. 7.15.
« F, Bengough, Esq. ;

“ Sir,—Notwithgtanding your sarcastic and in-
sulting note of this p.m., I feel constrained to
offer some explanation in regard to the motives
of my daughter in refusing your offer of to-day,
—more in justice to her, ?mn from any desire on
wy part to prolong the disagreeable eorresponds
eace. When you were first introduced to me,

Mrs. Bancroft was good enough to inform me,
confidentially, that you were secking a wife, and
that your means were quite adequate for the sup-
port of one comfortably. She also confided to
me her plans in regard to yourself and my
daughter, at tho same time telling me that you
had a very silly notion of keeping the state of
your finances a secret from your intended wife,—
wishing to be known as a poor relative of hers,
&c. This, I told my daughter, at the same time
informing her, that I, through unfortunate spe-
culations, was upon the verge of bankruptcy,
and that I would gladly see her well settled in
life. Believing that you could afford her these
comforts and luxuries to which she had always
been accustomed, I further advised her to accept
your offer, (in case one was made), and reiterat-
ed my hopes that she would soon become the
wife of one who could command for her that
position in society, to which her past means en-
titled her. If she believed your statement, in
regard to your means, to have been correat, she
did right in refusing you, as she was but acting
up to my wishes, and if she believed it to have
been false, as I believe she did, she was equally
right in refusing one who could stoop to false-
hood for the sake of a little sickly sentimentality,
which is not worth a straw in real life. In
either case, her conduct is perfectly justifiable,
and mer.cs my fullest approbation,
“Your ob'dt. serv't.,
JaMes JACKSON.”

I wag somewhat inclined to have the last word
in thig controversy, and drop Mr. Jackson a line
through the Post Office, but afterward, better
thoughts prevailed, and I refrained from doing
80, not at all convinced that I was that badly
gsel()i individual, whom I at first thought myself

0 be. .

How I got over Alice's tantalising questions
about my Toronto lady-love, when I had been
settled at Marston Vale a day or two, I hardly
remember now. I-expect that I framed various
little deceptive answers to many of her home-
thrust questions, and I suppose that she gave
credence to them all, no matter how far-fetched
somo of them may have been. At all events,
all allusions to my Toronto visit were disearded
after a week or two, and I became more happy
than I had been for months past. Dora called
in frequently, and I was thrown much in her
society,~too much for my heart's ease, as I
discovered full goon. 1 had hardly made the
discovery, however, before I had also made a
firm resolution to quit my native Canada, if not
for ever, at least for a number of years. I
would visit the Old World-—its farthest limits——
and strive, ‘'midst its turmoils, its beauties, its
novelties, to forget that I had ever seen Dora
Marston, or sceing, loved her. To resolve was
but to perform, and at the close of Oetober—
that October which so closely preceded the
Chiristmas that was to deprive me of all hope—
I was en route for New York, whence I took
passage on a Cunard steamer for Liverpool.
Let me hurry over the year that followed, as
having but little relation to the thread of my
story. Suffice it, that aftera hasty tour through
England, France, and Italy, sojourning a while
in the principal cities of continental Enrope,
and crossing the Mediterranean, I found myself
at the end of the year under the shadow of the
Mosque of Omar, in the Holy City, Jerusalem,
and without having heard one word from my
beloved friends at home. Expecting to bave
passed some weeks in England, I had ordered
my letters to the care of a friend in London; I
had passed through Londor without seeing him,
and had written him only after arriving in
Naples, then only to advise him not to forward
my mail matter until I had again written him,
as I was quite at a 1oss to know whither next my
wayward feet might lead me. Weary of the
turmoils, beauties, and novelties of that far-off
land, I atlength began my homewsard way. An
undefined, unaccountable longing for home had
geized me, and inereased at each subsequent
stage of my jourmey. A flying visit to the
Crimea, & day or two at the Turkish capital,
and I had left the Orient for ever. From Vienna,
through the lesser German States, the end of

[ property, my love, according to that very

January found me at Berlin, just fifteen months
from Canada, and no word from home. I wrote
Alice from the Prussian capital, directing her to
reply to London, whither I speedily went.
Finding my friend, I eagerly enquired for letiers.
He had only one for me, and that had arrived
but a few days before, with & note requesting
him to forward it to my address, if he knew
where I was. He had received several during
the first nine months of my absence, but not
being able to ascertain my address, he had re-
turned them to my sister but a few days before
her last letter to me bad reached him. Like a
waif upon the waters this one had come bear-
ing tidings of those I loved. There was but
one item of interest to the reader in it, compa-
ratively but one of interest to me.

“Dora comes in to see us often, and looks
charmingly, now that she has lain aside her
mourning and her pale face at the same time.
She desires to be remembered to you kindly.

What mourning! what poor pale faco! who
was dead! what friend or relation! Could it
be her husband! She had no other relation
except it were Tom or Alice. Oh, the agony of
that suspense! Was it & wonder that the first
westward train took me to Liverpool? the first
steamer to New York ? the first New York Cen-
tral train to Suspension Bridge? the first Great
Western train to—Alice and Dora? My suspi-
cions were confirmed ; her affianced had been
accidentally killed a few days before the Chsist~
mas that was to have seen them married.

I was & week at Marston Vale before I hafl
seen Dora. 1 had seen Dora but a wosk before
she had promised to become my bride,—~on one
condition.

¢ But name the condition, darliag,” I said.

With something of the old roguish looks that
had so captivated my heart in days gone by, she
replied :

“ You used to tell Alice, Fred, dear, that you
would never marry one that kmew of your
wealth. Now, you know that I know of it, and
to convince you that I bave neither sordid nor
ambitious motives in accepting your offer, I have
resolved to become your wife only on one con-
dition. Ihave an income of five hundred dollars a
year; yours, I suppose is very muchmore. Now,
you must promise to give awaey, within a period
of six months or thereabouts, to some one or
several of your fricnds or relatives, as much of
your property as will actually reduce your an-
nual income to the same amount as my owa.
How does that suit you? That will be & test of
your affection, sir. What do you say to it?”

A very severe test of affection, thought I.
Was I equal to the emergency? I took time to
reflect before answering.

“T agree to the proposition, Dora, dear. It
will not be hard for me to do even that, for the
sake of gaining you,” I said; ¢ but I expect to
have the greater part of the six months in
which to consider who shall be the recipient of
so large a share of my goods and chattels; and
I suppose I shall not be interfened with in meking
the selection of the fortunate donee ?”

# Certainly not. I only expeet that within a
period of six months you will deliberately, and
of your own free will, deed away the portion of
your property I have designated. If you agree
to that, I am yours, dear Fred.”

« I agree, and you are mine, dearest.”

In less than three months, Miss Dore Marston
became Mrs. Fred Bengough, and I am author-
ized to say that neither of them hawve regretted
the step unto the present day.

1 had been a happy husband buta short time,
when, according to promise,I visited my lawyer,
and had him make out the necessary papers for
the purpose of transferring a large share of my
wealth to the person of my choice. Returning
home with a formidable roll of them under my
arm, I was met at the door by Mrs. Dora, with—

« Why, Fred, dear, what are all these papers
about?”

« About giving up the greater portion of my
exact~
ing condition of yours. I have the deeds here
ready to be signed. You know the time is fast
drawing to a cloge,” '
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& Oh, yes.
ling, who is the lucky one of your choice.
ter Alice and I are dying to know ?”

¢ Well, then, madame, know that the fortu-
nate individual is no less a personage than one
Dora Bengough né Marston!”

¢ Oh, Fred, how could you ?”

Well, you must tell me now, dar-
Sis-

THE CIGAR SHIP

MAGINE a cigar much larger than Anak or
I Chan would care about smoking—indeed,
longer than any of our river-steamers; not
exactly the shape of an ordinary cigar, having
no blunt end, but a point at each end. Now,
take a small steamer, and cut off all the part
below water, and place the remaining upper
part on the middle of the cigar, and you have a
tolerable approximation to the form of the cigar-
ship.

Before we go on board, we notice at a small
distance from each end what appear to be, and
are really, the fins of the ship. Three metal
blades are visible near each end, and three more,
we are told, are out of sight under water. Each
set of blades, or fans, forms a screw-propeller, it
being intended that the vessel shall go ahead or
astern with equal facility. Tho propellers differ
in many respects from the screw of an ordinary
vessel—in there being one at each end of the
ship, in half of each being out the water, whereas
usually the whole is immersed, and also in the

ticular way in which they are connected with
the ship. "The engineers say that their six blades,
of which, as they revolve, three will be always
immersed, will do the same work as the the three
blades of an ordinary screw. Those pointed
pieces beyond the screws are to divide the water
as the ship goes ahead or astern; they turn
round with the fans, the whole revolving with
an axis or ‘shaft,’ which extends the whole
length of the ship, and turning abont a straight
line drawn from point to point of the cigar.
The ship really ends inside of the screws, and
divested of the screws and points, would look
like & cigar with two blunt ends; but the form
of the vessel appears perfect to the point, and
the blades seem to have been thrust in to the
surface. Like the fins of a fish, they are so evi-
dently not parts of the surface as not to take off
the effects of its curvature.

On board the ship, we are first shewn the
engine-room. We go down a staircase 8o con-
structed as to put our hats in imminent danger
of being knocked in or off, and find ourselves
on one side of the engines, which are in the
centre of the ship. What an intricate maze of
pipes and rods and cranks, all polished to a
marvellous degreo of perfection! Every cubic
inch appears to have been made some use of;
and when the engineer, who has volunteered to
shew us the engines, lifts up a piece of iron in
the flooring, we see that the small place beneath
is full of pipes and taps also. ¢OQur great diffi-
culty,’  says he, ¢has been to find room for
everything ; we never fitted engines of such
great power in so small a space.—You can see
here, he resumes, ¢the way in which the ship
is put together, This, which you can touch, is
the half-inch outside plating. What would they
have said a few years ago to having ships half
an inch thick!’

He informs us that these half-inch flat iron
plates form the skin of the ship, and are kept
out to their curved form by iron ribs, which, in
the ends of the vessel, aro complete circles;
but here, where we are roofed in by a deck,
they form three parts of a circle, and the ends
turn up, and make the upper boat-shaped por-
tion of the ship. The ribs are formed of what
are technically called angle-irons, a section
being an angle, each of whose two bounding
lines is about half an inch thick. An idea of
the form of one of these ribs may be obtained by
half opening a book first dividing the leaves in
the middle of the book. One of the covers with
it leaves may be taken to represent the leaf of
the rib which i8 next the skin, the other the
leaf which is at right angles to it, and imparts
the strength required to keep the skin in its
proper form, The advantage of this form of rib

appears to be that it can be easily fastened to
the skin by rivets. The ribs in the engine-room
are placed about a yard and a half apart, that
being the largest compartment of the ship, and
also being subjected to great strains by the
motion of the engines.

As the cngine is only interesting through
being fitted in so small a space, we do not spend
much time over it, but ask our guide to shew
us the next compartment. He says the next is
the stoke-hole ; s0 we mount the staircase, and
go down a still more difficult descent into a box
about three or four yards square. We notice four
furnaces, two on the fore and two on the after
side. ¢ You see, says our guide, ¢ there i3 not
much room for stoking, and I can assure you
it is very hot here when steam is up, although
we have got thick doors to our furnaces.’

¢ Where do tho coals come from? I inquire.
¢ The coal-bunkers at the side scem very small’

¢ Oh, they are stowed under the saloons and
cabins; but we can get at them from here.
Perhaps you have seen an absurd drawing of the
ship in some shop-windows in the city. The
artist appears to have seen your difficulty, and
has shewn the coals in the points beyond the
screw. It is true we might have filled the
points with coals, but we should never have
been able to get them out.’ :

I remark that they seem to have a very small
space for water in the boiler.

¢ Yes, only three inches all round the furnace ;
and so our pumping arrangements have to be
very carefully contrived, so that the boilers shall
be filled as rapidly as the water is turned into
steam.—I must introduce you to the donkey,
this small engine in the corner; his dutyis to
pump water into the boilers, and to work the
ventilating apparatus.’

¢ The ventilating apparatus-——where is that?’
I ask.

¢ The part of it which you can sec here is that
tube overhead, and the barrel through whieh it
appears to pass. The tube extends nearly the
whole lgngth of the ship, and small pipes convey
the hot air into it from the cabins. It empties
itself into the barrel, in which are revolving
fans. The donkey turns the fang, and thus the
air is drawn out of the tube, and expelled
through the opening which you see in the bar-
rel. When we have steam up, we are so hot
here that the heated air from the cabins is cool-
ing, and as we only get the draught on our
heads, it is something like having one’s feet in a
warm bath, and head in a snow-storm.’

¢ And I suppose the donkey works that bal-
last-machine whieh I have hcard of as onc of
the curiosities of the cigar-ship ?

*0 no; there is another small engine on pur-
pose,” answers the engineer. ¢ You know, then,
that we have something new in the way of bal-
last, It is under the cngine-room, just in the
middle of the ship, and consists of a pendulum
of lead weighing about seventeen tons. When
the ship is-too much over on one side, we move
the pendulum to the other, and she is righted at
once ; 80 you see we shall not roll over and over
in the first heavy sea we meet, a3 people are
fond of saying about us.—You have now seen
all I can shew you of the engines; I suppose
you will not care about the saloons, which are
only painted and gilded as they might be in
any other yacht, but would prefer, seeing the
novelties of the ship. Ifso, I am at your ser-
vice.’,

Cheerfully accepting this offer, we ascend to
the deck, and go forward. Here is a ladder-
way to the smoking-saloon, but just above it we
are told to look for the steering apparatus, or
rather the part of it which is to be. seen above
the deck. The compass is in close proximity to
it, and is so suspended as to be unaffected by
the pitching of the ship, and to uninterruptediy
tell its tale in storm and calm. The represen-
tative on deck of the steering apparatus is a
brass handle and axle, the handle something
like that we see used to set a railway locomo-
tive in motion. The handle turns horizontally,
the axle being vertical, and, as we are informed,
extending the whole depth of the ship. It is of
course impossible to put the rudder in its usual
position at the gtern of the ship, the stern in this

case being one of the cones which revolve with
the fans : so where could it be placed, and how
moved ? This was one of the many problems the
solution of which the peculiar form of the vessel
involved. The rudders (for there is onc aft,
and one forward) are square thin pieces of
metal, and if we could see under water, they
would appear to project from the keel. One
edge touches it, and the other three edges are
made sharp like a knife, s0 as to offer no resist-
ance to the water. The axle, of which we can
see the upper end, runs out through a tube to
form a connection with the middle of the rudder,
and about it the rudder turns. And baving
thus settled to our satisfaction the steering
question, we ask what next. )

¢ The next intercsting thing,’ says our guide,
¢ will be the anchor, or rather that part of its
gear which can be seen on board. To see it, we
must pay a visit to Jack’s quarters: here is the
boatswain, we will ask him if we can go there.’

The boatswain, on being asked, says that
Jack has just finished his dinner, and if we
don’t mind the odour of pea-soup, we are at
liberty to go ; and he'll go with us, as Mr. Jones
is wanted ashore. As we walk along the deck,
he informs me that ¢ We berth the blue jackets
right aft, abaft the cabins, and the stokers for'-
ard ; but what you want to sec you'll best sec in
Jack’s quarters.

We accordingly descend another ladder, and
first we notice a table in the middle extending
the whole length of the compartment. ¢ That,
the boatswain informs us, ¢is the casing of the
shaft. You know how it is just in the middle
all the length of her, in the way everywheres,
and the shipwrights have bad to make tables,
and steps to ladders out of its casing, anything
to hide it, just as the ladics like you to think a
sofa bed stead’s only a sofa. The men use that
table to mess on, and sleep in the berths along
the side.

¢ What! in those places that look like shelves
in a limen-draper’s shop ?’

¢ Yes; there is just height enough between
two shelves for a man to get in and drop down
inside the boarding in front, which kecps him
from rolling out. Talk about over-cramming
the people that the railways turn out of their
houses ; none of ’em are crammed like this, I
know ; but sailors are used to it.—But you want
to sce about our anchors. I don't believe in ’em
myself. Qur guv'ner thinks they’ll hold her by
their weight; but I don’t think as the skipper
trusts to 'em much, for he’s got a pair of other’s
as a stand-by.

We cannot sce anything like an anchor, and
are decidedly of opinion that a cabin is not the
most likely place to find one; but our guide
does not leave us to wonder long. He shews
us an upright iron tube, something like a small
funnel, up whieh, he tells us, the chain comes
from the anchor. Another strange contrivance !
The anchor is shaped like a mushroom, and has
a hole just its shape cut out of the bottom of the
vessel for it, so that when it is ¢ weighed’ the
surface of the ship is unbroken, and there is
nothing to tell of the existence of an anchor.
When the ship is to be anchored, the chain is let
go, and the mushroom is dropped into the water,
to find a hold in the bottom of the sea.

The compartment at the other end of the ship
corresponding to the one we are now In is ap-
propriated for the stokers. A}thougl} it i8 much
like the other, we go to see it, passing on our
way the cooking-place, which is in a house on
the deck. We are rewarded for our trouble:
the doors between this house and the spaces on
the fore-gide of it happen to benow open, and we
can see one of the ends of the vessel, The ship
is divided into eight compartments, the parti-
tions being made watertight ; and thus hitherto,
in going from one to another, we have had to
ascend to the deck, and descend by another lad-
der. But now we cannot do this, as we are in
the extremities of the ship, beyond the deck.
The remaining spaces must be entered through
this, and so the usual contrivance of watertight
doors is adopted, the doors being shut upon
india-rubber, and screwed close, so that the
india-rubber completely fills up the joint. These
compartments are used for provisions and stores.
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At the end of the next one to us is the bulkhead
or partition upon which the shaft turns, and
which communicates the power of the screw to
the ship. It is made very strong, and is rigidly
connected with the ship, it being the part of the
ghip which first receives the moving force of the
gerew, and thus has a tendency to move from
ils position.

¢ And now for the saloons,’ says the boat-
swain ; and accordingly we visit them, and see
that the engineer’s description is correct. Every-
thing is done on the principle of getting as
much accommodation as possible out of a little
space. The cabins in which the officers will eat,
drink, and sloep are about the size of a compart-
ment of a railway-carriage.

¢ And what do you think of the Ross Winans,’
says our guide in parting; ¢ isn’t she a queer
fish 7"

Without expressing ourselves in guch decided
terms, it is certain that any one who has seen
the cigar-ship must allow that in many respects
she is a great curiosity ; and whatever may be
thought of her chances of answering the ex-
pectations of the owners, there can be but one
opinion ag to the excellent and skilful manner
in which every detail has been suited to the
general design,

WHAT IS THE QUADRILATERAL?

N view of the almost certain outbreak of war
L in Europe, the following description of the
Austrian strongholdsin Venotia will probably be
intercsting to our readers. It ismore than pro-
bable that they will soon be the theatrs of stir-
ring events. )

The term Quadrilateral is applied to a group
of four fortresses erected by Austria for the de-
ferice of Venice, and which form the corners of a
four-sided space of considerable extent. These
fortresses are Peschiera, Mantua, Verona, and
Legnago.

After the war of 1859, the Austrian province
of Lombardy was ceded to Piedmont, and it be-
came necessary to define the boundary of the
Austrian empire on the one hand, and of Pied-
mont—or, as we should now say, of the kingdom
of Italy—on the other. Rivers and mountains
are the natural boundaries of states, and in this
instance the line selected was that of the river
Mincio. The Mincio flows from the Lake of
Garda southward to the Po, the latter the great-
-est of Italian rivers. At the northern extremity
of the Mincio, just where it leaves the lake, is the
fortified town of Peschiera; and twenty-one
miles southward on its course is the fortified
city of Mantua, round which the Mincio forms a
lake, and then winds its way onward to the Po.

This line of the Mincio between Peschiera and
Maatua is the western line of the Quadrilateral.
The eastern line is bounded by Verona on the
north and Legnago on the south, theriver Adige
flowing between the two, a distance of twenty-
three miles. On the south the river Po divides
the Austrian territory fcom the provinces of the
{talian kingdom.

These rivers are an important element in the
strength of the Quadrilateral, as their passage
alone would present a work of some difficulty in
the face of an opposing army. But the great
strength of the position is, of course, to be found
in the strongly fortified towns at each corner,
which mutually support each other. They are
8o far apart that, for an opposing army to reduce
them, four separate sieges would have to be
undertaken, if the position were maintained to
the last; but they are, at the same iime, 80 near
together, that, if one were attacked, the others
could readily fory&rd troops or supplies to its
agsistance. Again, no enemy could attempt to
advance towards the other portions of the Aus-
trian empire on this side, without having pre-
viously subdued the Quadrilateral ; for such &
movement, by which a strong opposing force
would be left in the rear, would be against the
most elementary principles of military science,
and its danger is obvious. The four fortresses of
the Quadrilateral are, therefore, not only astrong-
hold of Austria in Venetia, but they are also a

e

bulwark of defence for the Austrian empire ; and
this is why Austria clings to their possession with
a determination which other circumstances in
connection with Venetia would scarcely bo suffi-
cient to justify.

No better illustration can be found of the
strength of the Quadrilateral than the fact that,
after the victorious armies of Franco and Pied-
mont had advanced to the Mincio in 1859, fresh
from the fields of Magenta and Solferino, they
wero compelled to pause in front of this almost
impregnable position, and to bring their con-
quests to a close. In a formal bulletin issued to
the army and the people by the Emperor of the
French, it was candidly acknowledged thatithad
been thought unadvisable to prolong that bril-
liant campaign into a  sterile war of sieges,”
and a favourable peace had therefore been con-
cluded. Butunless the obstacle were almost in-
surmountable, there can be littlo doubt that the
war undertaken for the ¢ liberation of Italy
would then have been pursued to the comple-
tion of the task, and Venetia would not have been
left under German domination, while its sister
province, Lombardy, was set free.

Large sums have been txpended by Austria
upon tho works of the four fortresses, and, espe-~
cially since the war of 1859, the greatest carc has
been taken to strengthen them in every possible
way. Only twoof the towns possess auy import-
ance apart from their military position ; these
two are Mantua and Verona. Mantua has a
population of about 30,000 people, and was once
the capital of a republic. It possesses many
valuable remains of Italian art, and boasts several
academies and scientific institutions, The birth-
place of the poet Virgil is near the city. The
population of Verona is about 60,000. Thisalso
is a very ancient city, and posscsses remains of
Roman antiquities. Itis now a town of con-
siderable commercial activity, having its woollen
and cotton manufactures, silk mills, and dye
works., The fortifications takerank among the
most remarkable in Europe, and the garrison is
capable of accommodating 20,000 men. Peschi-
era and Legnago derive all their interest from
their place in the Quadrilateral. The population
of the former is about 3,000, and of the latter,
6,000,

THE RILEYS.

—

NO"P long ago I was hailed, with an offer of
service, by a young cabman whose face
seemed to belong, in some indistinci manner, to
my recollections. I was not in need of his aid
at the time, but, pausing to answer him, I ob-
served such a decided look of recognition in his
eyes, that I was moved to say in reply—

« T think I must have known you, but I have
forgotten.”

« Why, bless you, miss,” said he, with a ra-
diant countenance,  I'm Tom Riley. Don't you
remember me 7"

« 8o you are, sure enough,” I said. “I'm
delighted to see you, Tom. And where are all
the other boys ?”

« Scattered about, miss,” was Tom’s reply;
«but,” he added cheerily, ¢ we're all afloat now;
and the little one, you know, miss, is dressed up
smart, and goes to school, and is took good care
of.’

I was almost as much pleased as Tom when
we parted ; and as I walked along, straightway
theres rose hefore me the green sequestered lane
and lonely old house where Tom, In company
with eight or nine brothers and one little morsel
of & sister, spent the half vagrant days of his
early existence. The lane skirted a piece of
open common, on the border of which, and near-
ly opposite the house, lay a fine clear pond,
prettily fringed with alder bushes, and in the
gpring season With

¢ Siller saughs wi’ downy buds.
A gigantic old willow stood at one end, stretch-
ing its long arms half across the water. Thi-

ther came the robins every year, and reared their
families successfully under the stout protection

of the Riley legion. , The brethren permitted no

gtraggler to encroach upon their lawful spoils,
and brought home many a shilling from the
neighbouring city by skillfully transferring the
finest of the young birds to small wicker cages
of their own manufacture, and hawking them
about for sale. But little as they were troubled
with sentiment in their ordinary-lived hunting
txcursions, no shot was ever fired into the old
willow, aud the robin who built her nest in jts
branches was safe even in the hardest times
from the family gridiron. .

When I first knew these Rileys the carriage
of a kind doctor, now in his honoured grave,
might have been seen daily standing at the door
of the old house which they inhabited. The
poor mother, worn out at last with endless toil,
and many hardships, was near the close of her
labours, and neither skill nor charity could do
more than sooth her last hours.

The father was a poor drunken creature, treat-
ed with some toleration by his sons, chiefly to
please their mother, whom, in their careless
way, they respected and loved. 'When she died,
the last trace of filial sentiment for the man
disappeared from their behaviour towards him,
although they never denied him & share of what
they earned and scraped togetber. When he
wandered off to the city of a morning, they
would shout after him the most familiar and
forcible admonitions, which were always un-
heeded, regarding the sobriety of his returning
condition ; and the youngest of the children
looking out for him in the evening, would re-
port loudly to the others through tho open door-
way that ¢ John Was coming bome as drunk as
a pig.”

I"1’56 forays of these boys were perhaps not
always of the most strictly unquestionable char-
acter, but the poor scamps never got into
serious trouble, and were never idle ; and it was
beautiful to observe the unceasing regard which,
according to their light, they manifested for the
comfort and welfare of their motherless little
sister, They traversed the neigbbouring parts
of the country and fished, aud shot, and foraged
in all directions, Perhaps the most important
personage in the household was Bob, who, during
the long illness of his mother, bad assumed the
position of cook and general manager of family
affairs. Bob was remarkable for an administra-
tive faculty, and gave much satisfaction in his
department, and after the death of the poor
woman, he continued in_his responsihle office,
regarded with not unmerited respect, especially
by the younger children.

Perhaps Bob's greatest performanee was the
production of what he called a * pot-pie.”
Every imaginable ingredient that camc to hand
assisted in the formation of this work of culinary
art, Débris from the tables of neighbouring
families, odd crusts past relishing in their origi-
nal state, a fat plover, a handful of robing, and
[ am afraid the tail of a fried trout, or a piece of
a good stout eel, if they had happened to be in
the way, would not have been co:'nidex:ed un-
worthy of the compound by Bob, his being an
original mind. Atall events Bob{s cookery was
regarded in the family with unhmi.ted favour,
and his ¢ pot-pie” was as savoury, if not quite
so romantic a mess, a3 ever issued from a gip-
gy's caldron. ’

The dead mother had helped out her scanty
means of living by the sale of young poultry,
and Bob was now grown skillful in the matter
of getting the old fowls, and continued, with the
advantage of the pond I have mentioned, to rear
fine broods of ducks and goslings. He was as-
gisted in these pursuits by the younger members
of the family, who were of an aquatic, or, to
say the least, amphibious natare, and quite as
much at home in the water as on dry land.
These children were familiar with a_ll the general
arrangements of the feathered families; but one
of them, 8 little fellow of fine or six years, being
one day at the house of a lady in the neighbour-
hood, was struck with amazement at witnessing
the unusual circumstance of two gosling in the
act of being brought up by a very motherly old
hen. For some time he was transfired with
wonder, and  at last exclaimed—* Dood Dod! 1
never see & hen lay a doslin before!”

Somewhere about this period of the family
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history, a kind woman from a country settle-
ment ten or twelve miles distant, who bhad been
a friend of the dead mother, offered to take the
solitary little girl home with her, and provide
for it 88 her own. As things were, it was 4 good
prospect for the child ; but the boys, one and all,
segarded the proposed separation asa grievance.
The society of the little creature was one of the
few pure pleasures they possessed, and without
well knowing why, they felt themselves better
boys in ber company than they could boast of
being upon many other occasions.

Nevertheless the greater numbgr of them had
sense enough to see that the project was a wise
one; they knew the character of their friend,
and were not ignorant of the comforts of her
home, and soon began to submit with a good
grace to the proposals. Bob alone was wholly
rebellious, and indignant, at being suspected of
incompetency in the task of correctly bringing
wp the child. He knew that he had done his
best, poor fellow, and was wrathful at the
thought of parting with his pet-lamb. But
even he was conquered by circumstances, and
the little girl departed to her new home.

After this event, Bob lost some of hig relish
for domestic life, and occasionally emerged from
the vast canvas apron in which he thought it
necessary to perform his household operations,
and soughtemployment at one or another of the
fancy farms in the vicinity. I remember Bob,
in this way planting potatoes for a relative of
mipe, and the amusement we had at am occur-
rence connected with his labours, Bob had a
little garden-patch at home, which was to him
a source of great pride and some profit. That
portion of it usually devoted to the culture of
potatoes, was still unplanted. Seed, that spring,
wag scarce and dear, that of his employer was
very good, and Bob was very poor. The tempta-
tion was great; Bob pondercd the ‘matter, and
finally helped himself to as many potatoes as
were required to put one bit of ground ina
thriving condition. But Bob shared the common
fate of guilt, and was not too clever to be found
out, The theft was discovered, and it was also
observed that gimultaneously with his departure
in the evening, some Dighy herrings had disap-
peared from the kitchen, in which he had taken
the closing meal of the day. 'The caso was
rather plain—the fish had newly arrived from the
city, their exact number was known, they had
been left for a. few minutes in an exposed situa-
tion, and their pungent odour assailing Bob's ap-
preciative nose, had proved too much for his vir-
tue. He was contented with five or six, and
hoped they would not be missed, but he was
mistaken.

It happened, however, that a mercifu]l mistress
reigned in that establishment, who spoke to Bob
upon his arrival the next morning, with so much
trath and kindness about his potato privileges,
that the lad melted into contrite tears, and con-
fessed his crime. She abstained from mention-
ing the missing fish, and Bob, glad to be allowed
silence og that point, went to his work compar-
atively happy.

But ¢ Nemesis’ was at hand, and, as often hap-
pens, the avenger took a familiar shape which
his victim could neither withstand nor avoid.
The eldest som of the family, a clever boy of six-
teen, much about Bob's own age, and not at all
averss to his society, haunted the wretched
youth for the rest of that day, like an accusing
apirit. In vain, did Bob take refuge in sulks and
obduracy. At every turn, and at the most un-
expected moments, he found bimself confronted
with mercilegs persistence by his enemy, and
heard himself solemnly adjured to relieve his
conscience by a full confession. First, it was,
‘“ Were the Digbys good Bob,—you know you
had them for supper when you went home last
night?” Then it would be, “ Now Bob, we'll
say no more ahout the potatoes, but make a clean
vreast of it, and say you stole the Digbys?”
Former friendship, combined with other substan-
Lial reasans weighed with the . transgressor, in-
ducing him to make a considerable effort at hear-
ing his trial with outward meekness, but at last
nature triumphed, and the persecuted Bob, fling-
ing down the spade, offéred hattle to his tormen-
tor on the spot,

Well, those days are gone, as incvitably lost
to us, as they are to the family in the lane.
Change and eath, and sorrow, have since been
busy among those whom that former time re-
calls. Some who were friends then, have parted
corepany in this world for ever. The wide sea
rolls betwecu some of us who still remember
each other with affection, and the church-yard
grass still more cffectually severs our companion-
ship with the best and kindest of the band. We
are, a3 Tom said of bimself, and the kindred
Rileys’ «“scatteréd about.” Poor Bob, you have
vanished from your historian’s Ken, and are as
intangible to me as is the old time in which you
figured so prominently ; but you were a kindly
vagabond then, and, recollecting your many
virtues, T have a strong hope, that you are not
an irreclaimable one now.

Halifax, N. 8. To.

REVIEW OF THE PARISIAN
FASHIONS.

E—

Translated for the Saturday Reader.

Wearied with the effort necessary to disengage
their beautiful leaves from the buds which im-
prisoned them, the time-honoured trees of the
Tuilleries, and those of the wood of Boulogne,
instead of directing their branches towards
heaven, lower them submissively to the earth.
What are these leaves saying in the low rustling
sound which serves them for a language? Are
they expressing the joy they feel in being born,
in living, in receiving caresses from the sun, in
being cradled by the wind ? Isit their astonish-
ment at beholding the animated flowers, the joy-
ful {;roups, who frolic ‘through their avenues,
rivalling themselves in freshness ? Truly the
livery of beautiful weather is everywhere ex-
hibited ; feathers take the place of furs, aud lace
of velvet; to survive at all Benoiton chains are
compelled to transform themselves into garlands
of flowers. .

Two forms of existence divide the empire of
Fashion between them ; clegance, which is the
worship of the beautiful, of the simple, of har-
mony in form and colour; and extravagance,
which treads on the heels of absurdity, and
often outstrips it. The followers of the last, it
must be owned, are numerous, hut good taste
maintaing a vigorous struggle, and will, I am
certain, dethrone masks, gold dust and dresses
with sleeves dissimilar in pattern; perhaps.even
though that is a more serious matter, the gigan-
tic puffs which have recently adorned certain
gracious villagers, and which must bave felt
astonishment at finding themselves in such high
company. '

I know a pure and simple country, where it
is the custom fo bless whatever is admired ; Do
envy mingles with this fraternal salutation.
“Oh! the lovely head of hair; may God bless it
and the wearer,” exclaimed a fair stranger, who
had recently arrived from this far distant land,
a8 she saw bent forward from her carriage, a
lady dressed with the greatest care, and whose
hair was adorned at once with all the modern
styles; bands, ringlets, horns, plaits and what-
not! “At Paris said I, “you must add good
wishes for the true proprietor of what you see
or for the artist who knows how to deccive you
so skilfully by a false mirage. By this means,
justice is done, and we ‘render to Casar that
which is Owsars.’ Unquestionably thig magni-
ficent head of hair comes from the banks of the
Rhine. For a few pieces of silver some poor
girl has sold her beautiful braids, her golden
ringlets. Alas! look closer; they now frame a
forehead, which knows not how to blush.” ¢ Is
it possible?” said the unsophisticated stranger,
“does she thus exhibit what is not her own ?”
“But,” said I, “it i3 the fashion—the age is
given up to dissimulation, and the false is now
without the slightest scruple, the order of the
day. We no longer plate but electrotype ; no
diamonds, but paste; no gold but copper; no
silver but aluminum, At one time methods
were sought to beautify the hair, and to increase
its growth ; but why? we can purchase it. At

one time, decoctions, preservative of the skin,
were secretly employed ; but now we fatfoo it with
enamel. Commerce complains, but it is wrong ;
every thing js sold, even hairs bleached by age
or by misfortune. Pioug talismans, formerly
preserved, of burnt with reverence, now, thanks
to industrial skill, compose a tissue which
advantageously replaces the net once employed
as a base for periwigs. The price of hair is
quoted ; it is riging on the yellow, but falling on
the black. Every day the demand for thig kind
of merchandize augments, thereby proving how
rapidly the world is growing bald. It is sought
for even in the basket of the rag-picker. This i
literally true. A company, which allows noth-
ing to be lost, using at first the finest flour, then
making biscuits from the crusts gathered from
beneath the table, employs a large number of
workmen in sorting hair.

It is separated into its different shades, then
into differentlengths. Capillary artists, who are
not rich enough to shear the living, find their
mmterials here through - their mediation.
Extremes meet, and the proudest heads form &
communism with the dust,

But let us speak of spring materials. Mohair,
Cashmere and taffetas, under a thousand differ-
ent names, are worn; that, which is called
English in the faubourg St Honoré, is Chinese or
Mexiean in the Rue de Rivoli, and becomes
Prussian on the Boulerards, The tissues and
their arrangement are made to agree ; striped
patterns are the same as they were last year,
worn with fowers, sprinkled, or as embiems.
Chambery gauzes, wuslins especially, are very
much worn. If the material of the dress ig
without pattern, it is relieved by a rich border
round the petticoat, which resembles a light
garland, and constitutes the only ornament of
these robes, which are worn with lace shawls,
or pardessus of silk ; while striped or half plain
dresses require a similar pardessus with long
dentelures, confined to the body by a girdle
ornamented with pearls, or trimmed with
guipure. These toilettes may be prepared, but
at the present season a prefercnce is given to
light taffetas, fantaisies, or to the JSoulard, that
admirable vehicle for the display of taste.

Dresses of taffetas are not overloaded with
ornament; & cordeliere of silk commonly sur-
rounds the bottom of the dress, and also forms
a border to the pardessus. Lighter dresses arc
worn with a little volant, Whi(ﬁl, by the aid of
an embroidered border, forms festoons. Dessus
in black taffetas are short and without ornament,
and often with divided skirts for young ladics,
or with puffings of guipure surmounted by lac-
ing for their seniors. They are fitted or half
fitted to the waist; some do notshow the figure.

Hats are smaller, and vary more in shape than
ever. There is the Empire hat, which & simple
garland surrounds; the Fanghon hat, entirely
covered with flowers ; the Lamballe hat, a chatm-
ing nonentity, where the rose couches in a Mara-
bout nest, or the violet takes shelter beneath a
foilage of peacock’s feathers; and, finally, that
hat, which departs from all accustomed forms,
and consists simply of an oval circlet of straw,
tulle or crape, surrounded by a garland of daisies,
or of hawthorn. Very wide ribbons accompany
this keaddress, a flower replacing the traditional
bow.

After having thus spoken of robes and head.
dresses, ought we not to give a souvenir 1o
the two faithful serpants, 10 whom we owe
the greater part of our enjoyments, in spring
especially, when the enamelled plaing attract
and invite us? How can we run along the
grass, how even smile upon the charms of
nature, wearing & clumsy and displeasing chaus-
sure? Butin revenge, how delightful, when the
foot is, a3 it were, gloved by a dainty little boot !
And now-a-days there is no need for tedious
waiting in a sbop, until your turn comes to bo
measured ; no, all that is now required is to
drop a little parcel in the post, containing a boot
which you have worn, and in forty-eight, or even
in twenty-four hours, you reeeive a charming
pair of boots, fitting you deliciously! Is not
this & fine concession to the lazy ?

CRINOLA.
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PARLING LILY.

et

Lirrie Lily, darling Lily,
Cloth’d in flowing robes of white:
So she camg, the angel baby,
Makiog all her pathway bright.

Little Lily, darling Lily,
Swoet sho sat upon my knee,
Gazing at me with her dark eyes,
Gazing, oh! so earnestly!

Little Lily, darling Lily,
Said ber first prayer by my knee,
With her hands so sweetly folded,
And her eyes closed rev’rently.

Little Lily, darling Lily,
Thus she lives, of all the light,
Lovely as her sweet name flower,
Like a little sanbeam bright.
I8ABEL.

TIE

TWO WIVES OF THE KING.

Translated for the Suturduy Reader from the
French of Paul ¥éoal.

Continued from page 269.

Samson gave an cquivocal sign of the head.

« By all the powers of satan, thou shalt tell
me,” exclaimed the scholar, putting his two
hands on his shoulders.

« And if I tell it tuee thou wilt come with
us?” .

s Yes! though that masquerade be a profana-
tion

« And thou wilt speak Latin along the road ?”

« Latin, Greck, and Hebrew, if necessary.”

« Ah, welll mon compere Tristan,” said Sam-
son, striking him upon the stomach, “ thou art in
better luck than thou hast deserved to be; for
the most beautital girl in Paris is at the very
place to which we are going.”

« At the abbey St. Martin-hers-des-Murs ?”

« At the abbey St. Martin-hors-des-Murs, in
attendance on madame Ingeburge.”

Tristan cocked his cap and plunged into the
crowd, working his way with his elbows; from
that out he took the lead of the cortege. Sem-
son followed laughing.

In la rue des Arcis the university, headed by
its banner, met the freemasons with their banner
displayed.

These two respectable bodies, escorted by an
enormous crowd, took the direction of la Porte
aux Peintres.

The tumult increased as they advanced—the
bourgeois hung out of their windows, and their
enchanting wives pretended to be frightened.

At the head of the crowd there was a man
chosen for his fine voice who repeated at regular
messured periods—

4 Le loz des écoles el les privilegs de P Univer-
sité!” and the crowd of beggars growled out—

« Death to Ingeburge the foreigher—the curde
of France and her king I

Those who had not witnessed the prologue of
that infamous comedy discovered nothing but
the lugubrious side. The bourgeois, persuaded
that tho schiools had risen and joined the people,
demanded, with arms ia their hands, thedeath or
banishment of the gueen.

And that had & great effoct upon the city ; for
the schools, not being understood at that period,
enjoyed & great prestige.

The sovereign protected them, and the igno-
rant placed fhith in their vain and empty pre-
tensions. It required ages to lay bare the
gnisel;&ble pomp and the falsity of their teach-
ings

As the cortege ascended la rue St. Denis the
crowd increased, augmented by the wild theories
of those gossips that Paris produces, and will
produce to the end of time.

The success of the masquerade was complete:
no one had the slightest suspicion of its real
character, and the agitation spread rapidly
through the city.

“ All goes well I” said Samson.

“Yes,” replied Tristan, whko had sworn to
speak latin, ¢ bat—si forte virum quem....!"

«¥ believe that king Phillip bimself would
be unable to place here the quos ego.”

Ezekiel cried—

&« Tarlipit credo, discipulis suis ! Ergo! porro!
confiteor.”

And Trefouillonx repeated his famous “ Mag-
nifical Cicero” &c.

How was it possible that the people could
avoid fancying themselves in the presence of

| scholars, on licaring such learned words?

When the head of the cortego arrived at la
Porte aux Peintres half the city had followed it
as accomplices— the gossips emulated each other
in their attempts to heap abuse upon poor Inge-
burge; and some of them spoke in Latin in order
to pass with the crowd for young scholars,
though many of these idiots had outlived twelve
school periods.

Beggars, sham masons, and sham scholars
sang, from time to time, with open throat; the
nymphs of the city—the fairest and vilest of
whom had been convoked for the occasion—
danced and laughed oneither wing of the army,
and carried flagons and cups to seduce the
guards of 1a Porte aux Peintres.

“ Mars adamat venirem,” said Tristan, who
bad recovered his good humour, and was vomit-
in%Latin at all pores.

amson added—

« By the aid of Bacchus, and some nympbs,
we shall have soon overcome these blockheads
and then we shall be able to say—

« Pandunture Porte !”

“That's it exclaimed T refouilloux, translat-
ing in his fashion that Virgilian Hemistich.
¢« We will hang them all at the gate, if they
don’t open to us.”

Tristan was so enraptured with Trefouilloux’s
translation that he was necar choking with
laughter.

The Bourgeois said, speaking of Trefouilloux,
“that's a learned scholar, though so full of
metriment.”

The gnards at the gatc had been kept for some
time on the qui vivc; and their chief had ordered
them to let down the port-cullis.

« What means all this disturbance 7" he asked,
# we have surely not yet reached the fools' fete
duy

There were pessibly among his men some old
veterans who had been gained in advance ; for
whenever the ehief asked for some explanation
of the noise that reached him from time to time,
they always replied that it was nothing, and
when the first rioters reached the gate the archers
hastened to fraternize with them.

In fact, these poor soldiers saw nothing in the
affair but a troop of women dancing and singing,
and they apprehended no danger from them.

The mob part of the crowd at first observed a
profound silence, and having extinguished their
torches, the guards of the Porte aux Peintres
believed in good faith that they had to do with
some merry making party that they had rambled
without design into these parts.

For some minutes there were shaking of hands
exchanged through the bars, some free jokes and
some fall glasses tossed off.

Then, as though it was woman’s destiny
always to play the tempter and always to saceced,
the bars were half opened by an amorous soldier,
and the women poured thiough the gate.

A great cry of triumph now rose from the
crowd in the street, and the guards found them-
selves all at once in the power of the beggars.

At this moment Fontanelle, who had followed
the drunken precession at a distance, took hold
of a very young girl—whom she had compelled
to accompany her—by the arm. ’

“Martha,” said Fontanelle, «dost thou re-
member thy sister Agnes the pretty "

The little maiden who up to that moment had
been laughing like a fool, fell at once into tears.

«1 see that thou dost remember her well,
Martha,” said Fontanelle. ¢ Thou art weeping
because they have killed thy poor sister.
Would’st thon like to revenge her ?”

Little Martha seized Fontanelle by both hands
and her dark eyes shone like two lights in the

shade,

“ Good,” said Fontanello, “then dost thou
degire to avengo her; Martha, the man who killed
thy sister is there in that crowd, disgnised and
bidden llke a coward. Take thy way, Martha,
directly to the tower of the Louvre; ask for
young Albert, the king's page, and tell him all
that is going on bere.” .

« And will he kill my sister’s assassin ?” asked
little Martha in a voice full of emotion.

“Yes, Martha, he will come and kill thy
gister's assassin, egpecially if thou forgettest not
to add that those who have forced the Port aux
Peintres are going to take the abbey St. Martin
by assault, where queen Ingeburge is with her
attendaut, the Danish woman, Eve.”

Martha waited to hear no more but flew away
with the speed of a fawn, and disappeared like
an arrow shot iuto darkness.

Along the whole line of road, not a bush, nor
a flower, nor a blade of grass, escaped the
withering influence of these human locusts.

Three tall rascals who preceded the crowd,
and immediately behind the university banner,
bore on their shoulders a heavy oaken beam, in
form of a battering ram, which constituted the
artillery of the invading agny.

Behind these came fifty sxundrels, armed with
axes and mallets, and in the centre were some
of Cadocu’s brigands that had allowed them-
selves to be debauched—these men formed the
most formidable part of the expedition; for
Cadocu’s companions were worth more than the
whole of the army of Phillip Augustus put to-
gether. !

The greater part of this howling pack were
armed only with wooden stakes, old swords,and
old halberds, past service, and even Kitchen
spits: .

The motley crew were now fast approaching
the end of their march, and on their flank two
figures might be seecu—a man and a woman—
who seemed to keep aloof, and to be walking un-
concernedly in the cultivated flelds, as though
they felt no interest in the movement. The man
was dressed like one of the dirtiest beggars.—
the woman’s toilet was that of a bold and
cxtravagant harlot : but if any one could have
heard the style in which the seeming beggar
addressed his companion, when they were alone,
they would have thought they were listening to
that exaggerated kind of gallantry which has
been preserved to us by the romances of chivalry :
they would have heard the beggar addressing
the woman as ma souveraine, just as though it
had really been messire Amaury Montruel, the
friend of the king, talking to the noble Agnes
de Meranie; but they would have heard mothing
but abrupt and ungracious replies on the part
of the woman.

¢ Eight days,” she muttered, when they had
gained their first battle and passed la Porte aux
Peintres, “eight whole days without any result.
I believe that I have donc wrong to trust my-
gelf to you, messire.”

«Oh | ma souversine,” exclaimed the doleful
rogue, Montruel—for it was.indeed him, and the
bold harlot was no other than madame Agnes—
«if you knew what I have suffered during that
age which you call only a week 7"

Agnes shrugged her shoulders and interrupted
him —

«That miscreant that you reckon upon so
much?” said she.

“« Mahmoud-el-Reis has been at the abbey for
several hours,” replied Montruel.

“Then why all this masquerade? will your
Saracen hesitate to strike at the proper moment.”

«] did not think so this morning,” replied
Amaury; “but since morning I have discovered
a secret which astonishes me and frightens me.”

Agnes darted her eager eyes at Montruel.

« What secret?” she impatiently demanded,
gecing that he had stopped short,

«The statue,” said Montruel gravely, ¢ that
Mahmoud has been making is the portrait of
madame Ingeburge, and it appears to be an
object of idolatrous worship to him.”

.« Holla! brothers!” called out a blown voice
in the crowd, not so quick, I pray you ; the road
is very steep and we have plenty of time.”

- 4 Celsd sedit eolus arei” replied the learned
scholar, Tristan, who continued to maintain his
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place at the head of the cortege, ¢ the monks’
wine i3 at the top of the hill—courage, mes
enfants, if you would arrive before supper I

*“And if Mahmoud betrays thee 7 resumed
Agnes,

“If Mahmoud betrays me,”
speaking still lower, “I ‘have
who will replace him.”

They now drew near to the thickest part of
the crowd, and Moatruel pointed out _to his
“ souveraine,” a miserable object, whose ignoble
features lighted up by the flare of a torch, was
working energetically in the midst of those hang-
dog faces.

“I have secn that man somewhers before,”
said Agnes, seized with a fit of horror and dis-

ust.
g ¢ You have seen him in the purlicus of Notre
Dame,” said Montruel ; “it was him who begged
for the largest ruby of your necklace.” Do
You not remember poor Louise 7”

Madam Agnes looked surprised ; for she was
not in a humour for joking.

But Amaury was not joking.

That man that all the great and small of
beggardom knew by the name of pauvre Louise,
was the fortunate rival of Ezekiel de Trefouil-
loux in the purlieus of Notre Dame; by counter-
feiting the character of a woman, with four
arms, one of which had the foot of a goat.

Pauvre Louise was now charged, in considera~
tion of a handful of sous, to supplement Mah-
moud-el-Reis, in case he refused to perform his
job, and to poignard queen Ingeburge as soon as
they could procure him admittance to her retreat,

Now with poor Louise, there was no fear of
false delicacy or tenderncss. When Agues had
well examined that hideous and repulsive face,
she said with more calmness—

“ The king gets weaker, messire. The result
of the first sitting of the council has not been
favorable; and I tell you that the life of this
woman threatens me more than ever.”

The three ram-bearers had now halted before
the principal gate of the abbey, and a heavy
blow against the folding doors awoke the
echoes of the interior.

The good mooks had not expected anything,
confident in therespect inspired by the character
of their establishment ; nothing was further from
. their thoughts than an assault on their abbey.
Most of them were waiking in the cloisters—
some had already retired to sleep—while a few
were still prolonging their vigils in the chapel.

By virtue of the temporal power of suzerainte
that the abbots exercised over the precincts of
the monastery every convent had its contingent
of men-at-arms,

The abbey of St. Martin-hors-des-Murs was
one of the most important in Paris, and had a
little garrison, well armed and well disciplined ;
but unfortunately most of the archers and men-
at-arms, warned of the intended assassination of
queen Ingeburge had momentarily left their
posts—but for that the beggars would have had
some trouble, for the abbey was a veritable
strong place.

The outer gates once forced, there was no-
“ody to defend the curtain, and the approaches
to the great staircase—the crowd, therefore,
rushed into the interior, with its thousand dis-
cordant cries, and dominating over all could be
heard the basochenitre clamor—“ Le loz des
écoles et les privileges ds P Yniversilé 1"

In an instant cloisters, galleries, and corridors
were filled by the intoxicated crowd—made
daring by its casy access.

In refectories might be seen beggars and
women feeding, mixed pell-mell. .

Scholar Tristan, who had been dx"h.lkmg all
along the road, was in a state of delirium, and
his Latin, like his hair flowed as looscly and as
wildly as the locks of a bacchante, so !hat the
beggars who tried to repeat what he said were
ullering the most prodigious barbarisms.

The outer crowd, who had not yet effected an
catrance, cried “Sack! sack the house of the
hiypocrites!”

“Let them bring us out the foreigner 1” replied
the rugues who were eating and drinking with
the wemen, under the austere eyes of the granite
saints,

replied Montruel,
a man at hand

Further off might bo heard some contests
going on between the brigands and the archers
of the abbey, Who had now recovered from their
stupor,

Blood and wine were flowing at the game time
—the monks, who had attempted to interpose
their sacred character to quell the fury of the
combatants, had been outraged.

A truce was no longer possible, and the mad-
heads began to debate whether they should burn
the abbey or pull it down.

“This nest of hypocrites must be rooted out,”
8aid the amiable Trefouilloux, de fundus in com-
blum.”

Which the purer taste of Ezckiel converted
into——

‘* De fondo in comblos,”

It was on the whole an atrocious orgie, in the
midst of the holy saints; but in spite of the
delirium that seemed to.have taken possession of
every head there was one present who had been
economizing his faculties, and that was maitre
Samson. )

He whispered a few words into the ear of a
bandit, snd immediately a fatal clamor burst
forth on all sides—

“The foreigner! the foreigner! give us the
foreigner I”

A few moments after the invasion of the
monastery, and at the moment when the tumult
was at its height, there might be seen in the
darkness of the night which covered all exterior
objects, three shadows moving on through the
broken doors. '

Two of these were Messire Amaury Montruel
and pauvre Louise, the latter holding in his hand
a long and sharp cutlass : following them, in the
deeper obsturity, was a masked woman, who
seemed desirous of concealing herself,

“On leaving the vestibule, thou wilt take the
right cloister,” said Amaary in & half whisper,
but loud enough to be heard by the masked
womean, who was listening attentively. ¢ Ascend
the great staircase, at the first landing of which
stands the statue of St. Martin. Turnirg to the
right thou wilt find thyself in the cloisters of the
second story, into which the doors of the in-
firmary open. There thou wilt meet some monk
or brother, and compel him at the point of the
cutlass to show the cell of Jean Cador. Dost
understand ?”

“I have understood,” said pauvre Louise,
with a self-satisfied air ; ¢ is that all 7

“Jean Cador, the image-cutter, will be able to
tell theo where to find madame Ingeburge.”

¢ And when he shall bave told me that?....”
began pauvre Louise,

He did not finish, but made a
with his cutlass.

One could hear the short and hurried breath-
ing of the veiled woman.

Montruel turned towards her as though to ask
whether she was satisfied. Pauvre Louise had
already started on his errand.

“Stop!” cried the veiled woman.

Pauvre Louise stopped with an air of bad
humor—Tlike a man who feared they were about
to complicate his work.

Montruel, iu his simplicity, believed that his
souveraine was seized with remorse; but his
error did not last loug.

*Suppose that Jean Cador has turned traitor 7’
said the veiled woman in a harsh voice, “or
suppose he is sick on his bed, and impatient from
not baving properly measured the poison that he
took 77

Montruel sighed.

“Listen,” said he to pauvre Louise, “ yon
understand, if Jean Cador refuses to tell theo
where madame Ingeburge is, or cannot move
from his bed, dispatch him, and return again to
the cloisters; and again at the point of thy
sword compel some monk or brother, to lead thee
to madame Ingeburge—monks and brothers
never resist these arguments.”

“And if thy commission is well executed,”
added the veiled woman, advancing a step, I
will give thee, over and above our agreement, a
gold chain weighing thirty-two crowns.”

Pauvre Louise uttered a wild scream and
bounded off, brandishing his weapon.

significant sign

He must have worked many years in the pur-

lieus of the cathedral to
crowns,

As soon as he had left, Amaury and his
souveraine disappeared among the bushes that
bordered tho enclosure of the abbey.

OHRAPTER YVII,

Tu the large hall which led to the refectory an
old man of tall form and 8nowy hair suddenly
appeared in the midst of the delirious crowd.

‘“ Madame Ingeburge! the foreigner!” they
cried pressing round him on all sides, for they
guessed him to be some great dignitary of the
abbey.

Prior Anselm cast a calm but sorrowful look
over the crowd.

“And who are you,” he demanded, ¢ that
come here to profane the House of God 7"

¢ May it please you, my lord monk,” replied
Tristan the scholar, “ we are pious sons of the
university. Wo have come from a pious motive—
pietates causa. It grieves us to be kept fasting
from all the sacraments of Holy Mother church.
We would break down the obstacle that stands
between us and our eternal salvation.”

“ That's it—that's it,” eried all the rebels in
chorus, °

And Trefouilloux, fearing to lose sucha solemn
moment, hastened to put in here his best Latin—

“ Mt_lgn{ﬁcat Cicero, cara Michel Sarigus.”

A slight flush roge to the cheeks of the monk.

“You are joking with fearful matters, lost
children,” he murmured, « may God grant you
repentance before your last hour.”

We need not say that religion at that day held
a supreme influence overall classes. There wags
no caste, however void of honour and propriety,
that had not at some day been made to submit
to that gigantic influence wiclded hy the power
of faith,

There avas immediately some sensation among
the crowd, some souls surprised, some heads bent,
and more than one countenance, inflamed by
drink, became suddenly covered with paleness.

A general silence prevailed, in spite of the
obstinacy of some incorrigible rogues,

“ Quousque tandem....” began Tristan,

But Samson, feeling that the success of the
enterprise was being compromised, interrupted
him— .

“Reverend father,” said he gravely, “joking
is very far from our thoughts. We have come
here to do what the assembled council of
Bishops have been vainly attempting to accom-
plish this last eight days. We have come to
put an end to the lamentable state under which
the kingdom of France is groaning. "We are
serving the church and we are serving the king.
Deliver madame Ingeburge to us that we may
conduct her out of France, where she ought
never to have entered; and if necessary we will
take her to Denmark, beyond the sea.”

The clerk Samson knew his business, for by
these words he had excluded the idea of profana-
tion or murder, and remorse that had began to
take hold of the public conscience, became
extinguished.

In short, what was there so culpable in remov-
ing an obstacle which prevented Phillip Augus-
tus from returning in a Christian spirit into the
bosom of the church, and bringing his people
with him ?

The beggars, lately so contrite, asked no better
than to be persuaded that they were engaged in
a pious work, and when the prior endeavoured
to speak to them again, his voice was smothered
in & general murmur.

“ Reverend father, you are wrong,” exclaimed
Trefouilloux, who eona!dered himself quite quali-
fied to settle that point; “the noble scholar,
Tristan, king of the Basoche, told you the truth
when he called you ¢ Quosque tandem I

Tristan endeavoured to speak, but the crowd
all cried “ Quosque tandem ! ue tandem !"

“Ah! ah! Tristan hag hijt the mark ; that's a
quosqne tandem.” . :

While prior Angelm was struggling in vain
against the sque tandem, which is in itself
an invincible thing, pauvre Louise was gliding
silently along the cloisters, thinking of the
thirty-two gold crowns promised by the un-
known woman.

gain thirty-two golden



18661 |

THE SATURDAY READER.

283

The choice of pauvre Louise, by Amaury, was
all in his favor; for that was a wicked soulless
brute—a kind of mad wolf, who, for thirty-two
crowns, would willingly have cut the throat of
sixty-fqur Christians. )

To be continued.

THE BED-MAKER'S STORY.

A TALE OF CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY.

Y family, sir, for three generations have
M been connected with this college, my
mother being college washerwoman, and my
grandmother before, and a better one for getting
up surplices there never was, at least 8o my poor
mother used to say. It is many years ago now
since my grandmother was bed-maker here; I
remember her as a child, an old woman, clean
and most respectable to look at, as all our family
ever were, sitting in the chimney-corner at home,
she was then nearly ninety, and had been pen-
sioned off fifteen years, but had as good a me-
mory as ever, and many was the talc she used
to tell me about the gents she did for. Of course
you know, sir, college isn’t now as it was then,
The room we are sitting in was part of the Mas-
ter’s old house, and that is the reason why the
fireplace is covered over with that curious oak-
carving. This room, so my grandmother used
to say, was one of the bedrooms; through that
panelling across the staircase was a door, lead-
ing to a long passage, which the Master in old
times used when he wanted to go to the college-
library, which you know has been pulled down.

¢ Well, sir, when my grandfather was first
made bed-maker, Dr. A. was master,—a great
scholar by all reports, but one who bore his
head rather too high.

« The young gentlemen did not like him, no
more than did the college-servants ; for the
smallest faults gentlemen used to be sent down,
and servants dismissed, Among those most
liked by the servants and the young gentlemen
in general, was a Mr. Bond, as handsome a man,
my grandmother declared, as ever came up,—
over gix feet two, with black curly hair, an eye
like a bawk, and a laugh that did one good to
hear.

«The college servants would have done any-
thing for him, as he spent his money like a
prince, gave suppers, and never asked about
perquisites, and had a cheery word for every-
one; and that is, after all, what they like better
than, anything.

“ There was nothing Mr. Boud couldn’t do.
He kept two horses, hunted in pink, rowed
better than anyone else, sang songs of his own
writing, and made love; and this leads to the
sad part of my story.

¢ Well, gir, never being at lectures, and giving
wino parties, when the noise used to be so great
that it could he heard in the street, was not the
way to make him a favourite with the Fellows
and Master. If he was loved by servants and
young gentlemen, he was hated by the tutors
and Master, the latter especially ; for one night
after having gated several gentlemen, his door
was screwed up, and painted pea-green. Who
did it, no one for certain knew ; but the Maater
and everyono believed it to be Mr, Bond.

«Dr. A. had a daughter, the loveliest girl
ever seen; grandmother used never to tire of
talking of her bluc .eyes, bright golden hair, and
tall slight figure ; Miss Darothy was her name.

¢ Her mother had died when she was a child,
and the poor young lady had a solitary time of
it from all accounts. The doctor was too much
taken up with his books to give much time to
his daughter, and too proud (for he was well
born) to lgt h.er essociate much with the other
young ladies in the town ; and so the poor girl
lived a dreamy solitary life, always looking out
of the window into the court.yard, or wandering
listlessly about the old home, exploring all its
corners and passages.

« There was no college chapel in those days,
the young gentlemen used to go to St. Bennet's
Church. The Master had a high pew there for
his family, which was generally only occupied
by Miss Dorothy, who ugsed to come (as grand.

mother would say) fluttering in by herself like
a pretty bird, and hide her blushing face behind
the red curtains, for all the young men could
not help looking at her as she came in, she was
8o pretty, and what i3 more, she knew it.

“Mr. Bond, from all accounts, was not a
very religious young gentlemen, but not one
single chapel did he evermiss, and this, I believe,
saved him from being sent down on several oc-
cagions, when he got into some mad scrape.
The bed-makers used to say that he went to
look at Miss Dorothy, but when they first spoke
to each other they did not know, though sure
it is they used to meet each other, I daresay,
8ir, you will wonder how my grandmother came
to know as much as she did; but you see, sir,
therc was a great deal of talk at the time, and
when Miss Dorothy was taken ill, my mother
acted as nurse, it being vacation time, and so
won the sweet young lady’s confidence, that she
used to tell her everything, and secmed happier
talking to her about the sad story than at any
other time.

“ told you, sir, that across the landing there
wag a private passage to the library ; the key
wasg kept in the Master's study, and no one was
allowed to use it but he,

4 The first time Mr. Bond ever met Miss Doro-
thy was when the Master’s door was screwed up.
The Master sent for Mr. Bond, suspecting him,
though unable to prove anything against him,
The young lady and gentleman met on the stair-
case. Miss Dorothy had often noticed Mr. Bond
from her window, and seems, sir, to bave taken
such a fancy to him, that every hunting morn-
ing, which was Wednesday and Friday, she was
at the window to see him walk through the
court, looking like a prince in his red eoat, and
get on his splendid black horse Eagle. T re-
member the name, for when my father started
his donkey and cart to take the clean linen home,
my grandmother begged him to call it Eagle
too. )

¢ Miss Dorothy, as I said before, was timid as
a bird, and vogy shy, when she met Mr. Bond on
the staircase. Trying to get quickly out of his
way, she would have fallen, being tripped up
by the stair-cloth, ifhe bad not put out lis hand
and eaught her.

¢ Thig was the first time that a word had pas-
sed between them, and it was only an expression
of regret at her clumsiness on #he one side, and
pleasure on the other that he had been able to
save her from a fall. Still this meeting soon
led to others,

“Miss Dorothy used to ride. Mr. Bond met
her first as if by accident, but in time met her
every day, feeing her groom handsomely each
time not to reveal that his young mistress had
any other companion than himself. For some
time theso rides went on well enough, till one
day who should they meet but the Master him-
self. He was driving with the provost of King’s
in a close carriage, and pretended not to recog-
nise the couple,

« However, when he got back he sent for the
groom, and dismissed him on the spot. Then
he sent for Mr. Bond. Miss Dorothy was coming
crying and pale as death out of her father's
study when she mct him.

“ ¢Bless you, my darling, he said, as she
passed him, ‘It is all my own fault; cheer up;
I ought to have spoken to your father before;
he can’t object to me as a son-in-law. I am rich
and well-born, 8o don't cry, my pet.! Then he
went into the study, and she into her room.

¢ The Master was white with fury when Mr.
Bond entered tho room.

“ ¢Sir, he said, ‘you are no gentleman;
you are adisgrace to the university. I shall expel
you.

“ ¢ And what for?’
his best to restrain his
tones of the old man.

“ ¢ What for, sir ? why, for insulting me: it
was you who fastened up my door, you who
dared to ride with my daughter.’

¢ ¢ The first of those charges you are not in
a position to prove, sir,’ said Mr. Bond, quietly ;
and the second, I fancy, would hardly be deemed
a reasonable cause for expulsion by the univer-
sity authorities, who must ratify your sentence.’

asked Mr. Bond, doing
passion at the insulting

There was truth in this, and the Master knew it.
¢But, continued Mr. Bond, ‘I humbly beg your
pardon. I have acted most wrongly; I should
have spoken to you before. Your daughter loves
me: may I make her my wife ? and indeed, sir,
you shall never repent having committed such
a jewel into my keeping. For God’s sake, sir,
forgive us. You were a young man once, indeed,
indeed——'

“ Quiet, young man!’ shouted the Master,
who had set his mind on Miss Dorothy marrying
a distant cousin, a nobleman who was then
undergraduate at Trinity, and had shown bher
considerable attention. ¢Quiet. I care not for
the honour you would bestow on me; lcave me,
sir, and never let me hear of either of you two
speaking to each other again, or it will be the
worse for both of you.”

“Mr. Bond left him in a towering passion.
‘You have no right to separate us, nor shall
you, by heaven, sir! I am in a position to sup-
port a wife, and your child is of age. Good-bye
for the present, sir !’

# ¢Send Miss Dorothy here,’ said the Master,
a8 the butler returned from showing Mr. Bond
out. Theyoung lady came, blushing and crying.

¢ ¢ Oh, dear father, forgive us both ; he loves
me so much, and he is so good and noble; we
did not intend to keep it secret from you any
longer; do, dear good father,—it will break his
heart and mine too,’

¢« ¢Child, said the old man; savagely, ¢get
up at once, and no more folly. You shall never
speak to Mr. Bond again. Promise me never to
sec him again.

% ¢Qh, father, I dare not promise you that.
God knows I would do anything else to please
you, but it would be death'to me and to him
also. Oh! bhave pity, he loves me.’

“ ¢Loves you, fool!’ said the Master, ‘don't
flatter yourself; a man so devoid of principle
as he is has told many a girl the same story;
he has been making a fool of you for lack of bet-
ter amusement. I despise the man. Get up!’
Here he laid his hands roughly on ber shoulders.
¢ Go, little fool! She rose to leave the room,
pale as a statue, without saying another word.
¢ Stop, he eried, as she reached the door.
¢ Child, swear never to speak to that bad young
man again.’

“ ¢Never, father!’ cried the girl, her eyes
flaghing with passion. ¢You have no eause to
speak evil of Mr. Bond. He is good and noble,
and I love him. I widl not promise you this,’
Without waiting for an answer, she sailed out
of the room.

“But her self-possession did not last long;
she ran up-stairs, and threw herself on her bed
(in this very room, sir), where, when her maid
came to find her, she was still crying as if her
heart would break,

¢ ¢ Oh, miss,’ said Nancy, as she camc in,
¢ what is the matter ? you a-crying your cyes
out, and the Master furious. And, oh! I'm
agshamed to tell you what he has told me to do,
it i cruel like ; you are not to leave the house
all the week till Tuesday, when you are to go to
your aunt in Wales.!

« ¢80 I am a prisoner, am I? and you are
to be my gaoler. My father is kind and con-
siderate. Get me some tea.!

“ Then Miss Dorothy got up, set her things
straight, and determined not to show her sorrow
to her maid ; but Nancy told my mother it was
no good, the poor child went on terrible about
her father and Mr. Bond, and never got a wink
of sleep all the night.

% Next morning she thought she would try
once more to overcome her father's resolution,
but he was incensed at her display of temper
the evening before, and refused to see her,

«Miss Dorothy was allowed to go into the
little patch of garden where the stables used to
stand, Next morning when she went out to get
a breath of air, and to look at her horse, a8 was
her custom, she found the groom whe had been
dismissed packing up his thingg to leave.

% ¢Ob, I am sorry you are going to leave,
Williams, and I am glad I have met you to say
good-bye. Here's a little present for you.’

¢ William touched his hat as he took the so-
vereign. ¢Bless your pretty face, miss, don’t
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care about me. Mr. Bond’s taken me on to look
after his hunters, and miss,’ (here he lowered his
voice to a whisper, though thére was none within
hearing), ‘my new mastér bade me give you this
'ere, and I am not to go till I has an answer, ¢ No,”
says he, “not if your old master blows your
brains out.” ?

“Dorothy took it trembling up into her room ;
it was only a few lines beseeching her for the
love of heaven to let him sce her once more.
She had once told him, he wrote, that she had
discovered a way from her father's house to the
college library ; as she was forbidden to leave
the house, would she mcet him there, it was
their only chance.

“She took a pen, and Wrote a line promising
to be there the moment the bells ceased to ring
for evening service. As the bells ccased ringing,
Miss Dotothy left her room, and went to the
study, the key was in its old position, and she
took it. As she passed by the window she saw
her father crossing the court-yard in his surplice.
It was some time before the passage door would
open, nt last the latch lifted, and, hardly daring
to breathe, she walked to the library door. Not
daring to open it at first, she knelt down and
listened—the place was as still as death. In a
few seconds time she heard the door open and
a heavy footstep on the floor, then a voice hum-
ming a familiar air.

# Without waiting longer she timidly turned
the key and entered the room. What passed
between the two I never heard, but the inter-
view was interrupted by tke sound of some one
on the stairs. Miss Dorothy started.

“ ¢We shall be detected, George,’ she said.
Still he held her.

t ¢Promise, love, he said, ¢or I shall die.

¢ ¢ Yes, I promise ; God forgive me,’ answered
she. Then she closed the library door, ard ran
back to her room. Nancy was there arranging
a dress, and started as her young mistress enter-
ed, she looked so lovely, with her cheeks still
fAnshing with the hot kiss her lover had imprint-
ed on them, and the excitement of the meeting.

‘ As the clock struck nine, Miss Dorothy stole
down-stairs, the hall door was open, and she
was soon out of the college gates. There was
no gas in the courts and streets in those days,
and the porters who saw her hurry across the
court, took her for one of the bed-makers.
Wrapping her cloak round her, for it was a
cold November night, she hurried along the
street, nor did she stop till she reached the end
of Parker's Piece, where a fly with two horses
was waiting.

¢ William the groom was there, but no one
else

«' ¢Ho should have been here before, miss ;
clocks are striking quarter past. Get in miss,
you will catch your death of cold.

¢« ¢ No, thank you, Williams, I shall see him
sooner if I stop here. Ob, dear I wish I had
not come It is too late to go back 7’

# ¢ Go back! why, bless you, miss, he wili
be here in a minute. Look there, ain’t that him ?
No, he was to have come alone.

& ¢Oh yes, alone, said she, shivering and
beginning to cry. ¢ How wicked I am.

¢ Quiet, miss, for beaven’s sake. Get into the
fly ; iUs the proctors, I can see their bands, you
will be suspected.’

“She sprang in, and Williams lowered the
shutters. The proctors were there in a minute ;
they had scen a woman's dress, and were sus-
picious.

« ¢ Who have you therc?’ one asked as he
came up. .

4 ¢« A lady, sir, if you have no objection,’

4« Any one else?’ asked the other, ‘ no mem-
ber of the university too, I hope; my man, it is
a suspicious place, please to open the door.’

# The door was opeued, and they looked in.
Miss Dorothy sat back, and pulled the veil over
ber face. The moon was shining brightly, and
in the proctor she rccognised Mr. Hanl.y the
genior fellow of Corpus, who had once paid her
great attentions, and wha might have won her
beart if she had not met Mr. Bond.

« ¢] beg your pardon, madam,’ he said, rais-
ing his hat, but not recognising her. ¢ You must
forgive the liberty I have taken, but we are

foroed to be very careful.* Then he closed the
door, and walked off,

¢ What's the next move, miss ? I fear som’uts
up,’ said Williams, looking in as the clock struck
eleven. ‘No doabt he’s gated, and can't get out.
When did you see him last ?’

“ ¢ About six o'clock,’ said the poor young
lady, sobbing. ¢ Oh, Williams, he can’t have de-
eeived me!’

¢ ¢ Bless ye, no, miss, he ain’t one of that sort.
Why, miss, I knows for certain he'd die for you :
still, it's precious queer, Says he to me at three
this afternoon, “let the fly be ready.” Says I,
“ Yes, sir; but shall I sece you before night?”
“ Yes,” says he,  I'm just a going to say a few
words to your dear young missus, and then I
shall see you.” But he never came, so I follers
former orders, and comes up here. But, dear
heart, cheer up, them great gates is shut, and
the porters won't let him out. But what had
we better do now, miss?”

“«¢Qh, take me back, take me back! she
cried. ¢Oh! I wish I had never come. I will
ask my father to forgive me; he spoke unjustly
and cruelly of George, still I am very wicked.
Oh, drive me back !

¢« ¢ If[ were you, miss,’ said Williams, ¢ I should
not go back to college; therc's no cause, as I
sees, that the Master should know anything
about it. He thinks you safe a-bed, next morn-
ing you slips in with bed-makers, and no harm
comes of it.’

« ¢ 0 Williams, but then where can I sleep to-
night ?

“ This question puzzled him, and he scratched
his head in silence. At last he said, ¢ Well, miss,
g'pose you sleeps in this ’ere vehicle; I'll keep
watch on the box; eh, miss ?

¢ Oh, no Williams, you know you would die
of cold. I must go back ; perhaps he will for-
give me.

« Williams went to fasten some piece of har-
ness preparatory to starting; in a minute he
returned, and lowering the window, looked in
again,

“ ¢ Bless you, miss, what a fool I was not to
think of it afore : why, miss, you see if you goes
back it must be through the porter's lodge, as
the other entrance shuts early. A deal of gents
may be in the court. You will not like to go
by yourself; 8'pose you come to my sister’s, eh ?

“ ¢QOh, no, Williams; I should die if I met
anyone in the court. Thank you for thinking
of Mrs, Giffard; she was my nurse, and I know
would have pity on me.’

“ Well, sir, you know my grandmother’s name
was Giffard, and she was sister to Williams, he
being my mother’s uncle. Mother said she was
then only ten years old, but remembered the
night Miss Dorothy came to our house.

“ She and her father and mother slept in the
same room. They had been in bed about two
hours when they were awoke by a knocking at
the door. My grandfather sprung up, and
looked out of the window.

“¢Why, bless me, wife, he said, ¢if there
ain't that brother of yours. What on earth is
up now? Coming in a minute, lad) he said, a3
George again thundered at the door, ‘you'll
wake the whole street.’

“ Grandfather threw his wife's shawl over his
shoulders, and ran down-stairs. In less than a
minute he was back again. ‘For Heaven's
sake, old lady, get up; herc’s a pretty go, poor
beautiful young creature, and perished with
cold! Then he turned round to my mother,
who was sitting up wondering in bed, and told
her to go to sleep. This my mother pretended
to, but was far too excited and curious to do
more than close her eyes. Her father and
mother were soon both down-stairs, and the
sound of a tinder-box being struck, and a fire
lit, soon reached her ears. In another hour's
time her father returned alobe to bed, and in
the next room she heard her mother trying to
pacify some one who was sobbing loud enough
for her to hear through the partition. After a
time all was quiet again, and she did not wake
till her father rose; he was ono of the buttery-
men at Trinity.

« Then she got out of bed and listened ; there
wag more crying in the néxt room; she went to

the bed-room door, and looked out, and saw a
tall young lady, very beautiful and pale as
snow, pass hurriedly along the passsage, fol-
lowed by my grandmother.

“ Mother says she never saw a lily of the
valley without thinking of Miss Dorothy, as she
looked then, so frail and trembling, with her
white face bent down.

“ The Master had discovered his daughter’s
flight, and was beside himself with passion.
Grandmother knew this the night before, and
was not so much surprised that Miss Dorothy
had come to her house at that late hour ag she
would otherwise have been. She was Mr.
Bond’s bed-maker, and going to his rooms about
chapel-time, she had noticed his portmanteau
locked and lying on his bed, but had scen
nothing of him. He had not slept in college,
and no one knew anything about his where-
abouts. There was nothing else talked of in
college but the disappearance of Mr. Bond.
That Miss A. had intended to rum away with
him, thanks to the discrectness of my grand-
father and the Master's servants, was never
generally known : at last, like all other won-
ders, it ceased to interest any one. All knew
Mr. Bond was a mad young gentleman, and
cared for no one: what more likely than he
should have betaken himself to his home in the
north for a week’s change, snd had not cared to
consult the college authorities on the subject ?
Still to Miss Dorothy, my grandmother, and
others, therc scemed some myatery which they
could not fathom. Nancy, the lady’s maid, who
slept in a little room out of her mistress’s, had
sat up till past three, waiting for ber return.
Twice in the middle of the night she started up,
hearing something like a cry of distress coming
seemingly from the college library, At first she
thought it only a dream, for she was anxious
and nevous about her mistress, but the next
time she felt that it was more than a dream, and
woke one of the maids, who sat up the rest of
the night, sir, by this very same fire here, sir;
but there was no more sound, so Nancy believed
it to be a dream, till what was discovered after-
wards proved it to be no fancy. Well, sir, I
need not tell you that the Master was furious
about Miss Dorothy; at first he threatemed to
turn ner out into the streets, but his pride pre-
vented him doing this, a3 all the university
woulé@ have knowu his disgrace, so he wrote off
to his sister in Wales, begging her at once to
come and take her back with her, and in the
meantime strictly forbade her to leave the house.
At the time of which I am speaking, the Mas-
ter’s house ran along the west side of the old
college library, and there were two small cak-
panelied rooms at the end of the east corridor,
which were separated from the rest of the house.
In these rooms Miss Dorothy was confined ; they
were well suited for the purpose, for there was
but one means of escape, and that was actually
through the Master’s study, which had a door
opening on to the farther end of the passage.

¢ Poor child! she was miserable indeed, and
Nancy her maid hardly liked to leave her alone
for a minute; she was so low and nervous. One
evening, Nancy had to go out into the town,
and Miss Dorothy was left alone.

« It was getting dask, and the solitude of the
dark old room frightened her. It seems that the
library was connected with her bed-room by
means of a small door opening in the panel,
This door was not visible from the library, ag it
was covered by another thicker door, which was
covered with books, and Was not distinguishable
from the rest of the walks. Miss Dorothy had
noticed the door in her room, a door which had
not been used for years, and of the existence of
which I believe the Master himself was not
aware. As she wandered about the room, feel-
ing too nervous to sit still, her eyes fell upon an
old-fashioned key lying in the corner of an oak
cupboard. Taking it in her hand, she deter-
mined to try.the door en the opposite wall that
she had watched the morning befere.

4 Grandmother happened to be that evening
in the housekeepers room, when suddenly ghe
heard a piercing ory,—a ory, she says, she can
never forget, 8o full of horror was it,

“ She atarted to ker feet, and just at that
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minute Nancy daghed into the room. ¢ Come
with me, come with me.” All three started off,
pale as death, and met the Master, who had
heard the scream, hurrying in the same direc-
tion. They opened the door, Mrs. Brown the
housekeeper bearing a light. On the floor, pale
and rigid as marble, lay Miss Dorothy, the door
in the panel open, and just in front of her, and
across her feet, lay Mr. Bond, his hands stretch-
ed out and clenched, rigid and cold as a statue,
as if to embrace her, his once handsome eyes
staring lustreless out of their sockets, and the
marks of corruption already on his beautiful
face,

« Migs Dorothy was taken back to her old
room here, but only survived her shock two
days.

XAn inquest was held on the body of Mr.
Bond, and the verdict returned was accidental
death. It seems that the poor young gentleman,
knowing that as an undergraduate he had no
right in the library, after Miss Dorothy had left
him, seeing oune of the book-shelves swing back,
had retired behind it. It was the librarian who
was emtering, the shelves of the door were
empty, and he filled them with the large
volumes that lay on the table, and then left the
room.

« When the room was empty Mr. Bond no
doubs tried to leave his hiding place, but the
door closed with a hasp, and the heavy books
that had been placed on the shelves rendered
all his attempts to force it open vain, and what
is more, excluded the air, for the doctors all
agreed that the cause of death was suffocation.
The door the young lady opened corresponded
with the door in the bookcase, and when the
double doors were closed there was just room
for » man to sland up between them. The
body, which was in & standing position, fell
down at the wretched lady’s feet as she opened
the door in the panel.

* % And this, sir, is the story as my grand-
mother used to tell it, and many were those
among the servanis who rejoiced when the old;
library was pulled down ; unearthly noises and
screams, it was said, were ofton heard there,
and indeed, sir, there were several who declared
that they had seen Miss Dorothy herself more
than once in her shroud, kneeling, lifting up a
skeleton hand before the deor which had
made a living tomb for her leve.”

As Betsey finished her story I looked round
my room, and & shiver ran through me; nor
could I sleep one wink, thinking of the sweet
young lady who died in the very room where I
was lying, and never shall I forget that Christ-
mag-eve and Betsy’s,tale.

Raxponrr P1goTT.

A TALE OF THE CATACOMBS.

HE traveller who visits the Rome of to-day,

if & elagsic scholar and antiquarian, occu-

pies himself with the ruins of ancient Rome—

that “motherof dead empires.” The artist who

visits Rome spends his time in the galleries of

pictures and stataary. He cares little for the

Rome of two thousand years ago, or the Rome of

to-day, except in 8o far a8 they contribute to the
enjoyment of his favourite pursuit.

While there is a Rome for the artist, and an-
other for the antiquary, there is & third Rome for
the Christian visitor—a Rome of thrce hundred
churches, with St. Peter's, a world in itself, and
the treasures accumulated through fifteen cen-
turies in the Vatican. In this he finds a world
which occupies all his attention. And when he
has seen all that presents itself upon the earth’s
gurface, he finds that there is another Rome
beneath the ancient city—the Rome of the Cata-
combs. .

Why theso excavations were made originally,
no history tells us. But in the second century
of our era, they were used by the Christians in
Rome as places of refuge from persecation, of
secret worship, and for the burial of the dead.
Here were deposited the bodies of the martyrs,
the bones of those who were devoured by wild
beasts in the amphitheatre, and the ashes of
athers.

.

These catacombs are of great extent. There
are long galleries, with recesses on each side for
burial, looking like the tiers of berths in our
steamboats. When the bodies, or relics, were
deposited, the recess was walled up and plas-
tered over with cement, and the inscription,
giving the name and age of the deceased, and
commending his soul to the prayers of the faith-
ful, was carved in stone, or traced in the soft
mortar. The lamps are found which were kept
lighted before the graves of the martyrs, either
as a mark of veneration, or to light those who
came there to pray ; and in many of these tombs
are found phials of martyrs’ blood, and the
instruments of their torture,

Our story opensin the second centary. Marcus
Aurelius Antoninus, the philosopher, was Em-
peror. A fierce and genceral persecution drove
the Christians to the catacombs. The necessi-
ties of gaining a livelihood compelled them to
attend to their business and labours; but their
churches above ground were deserted, and the:
mysteries of religion eclebrated by the graves of
the martyrs in the bowels of the earth. Many:
were thrown into prison——many were tortured -
and slain.

At this period, and at frequent intgrvals during
the three first centuries, the pagan was zealous
in his own worahip; the malicious man who
wished to gratify a spite against his neighbour;
or the plunderer, who coveted his worldly pos-
gessions, had only to denounce him to the public
authorities, if Re was a Christian, to satisfy his
zeal, his malice, or his cupidity.

Octavian, an officer of the Emperor's house-
hold, proud of his rank, his wealth, and his posi-
tionas a favourite of the philosophical sovereign,
distinguighed himself by his talent and zeal;
and in no way more than by the activity with
whjch he pursued those enemies of the old
religion enshrined in history, literature, and
arts of Rome.

In one of his expeditions against the Chris-
tians, he entered the house of Agrippa, a citizen
of high position, who bad been accused as a
convert to the new and despised faith. He did
not find bim. There were Christians every-
where, even in the imperial palace—and one of
them had warned Agrippa of his danger.

But in place of a Chtristian, whom he would
have joyfully dragged to prison, to be con-
signed, in turn, to the torture and the wild
beasts, Octavian found a young lady, whose
beauty was accompanied by a sweetness which
charmed the young and susceptible officer.

As be knocked for admittance, she met himat
tie gate, His soldiers were scattered about the
mansion to prevent escape. Calm and sweet,
withan air of purity and resignation, the majden
met him.

“ You seck my father?” she said.
here.”

“ Do you know where he is ?” asked the officer,
gazing at her with an admiration he cared not
to conceal.

«If I knew, would you ask a daughter to
betray her father ?”

« That father is accused of being & member of
an infamous and superstitious sect, which is
endeavouring to undermine and destroy our
ancient religion.”

« My father,” said Claudia, “belongs to no
sect, and nothing infamous can attach itself to
the name of Agrippa.”

13 not your father a Christian? Does he not
worship & man who was executed as a male-
faetor 7”

“ Again you ask a daughter to betray her
father. When you have found him, he shall
answer for himself. He is a man of truth, and
will not deceive you.”

Surprised at the mingled dignity and sweet~
ness of the beautiful maiden, Octavian was
forced to withdraw, baffled in his search. But
he could not forget her. She came like a vision.
He could see the flush of her face as she defended
her father ; and he asked himself the question,
which he had not bean able to ask her, go awed
had he been by her presence : # Can she, also,
be one of those Christians whom we have under-
taken to exterminate off the face-of the earth ?”

Her image sank deeper and deeper into his

“ He is not

heart. Her presence—her sphere, 48 modern
philosophers have termed it——her spiritual being
bad impressed itself upon his memory and heart
in ineffaceable characters.

The persecution raged on. Octavian was not
80 zealous as formerly; but the taunts of his
companions spurred him forward. One day a
spy brought him word that he had found the
entrance to one of the secret hiding-places of
the Christians. Losing no time, he took a'band
of soldiers, and following his guide, came to the
entrance of one of the catacombs. They de-
scended to the dark passages, their steps lighted
by torches. Octavian read the inscriptions on
the graves of the martyrs of the past eras of per-
secutions. He heard music in the far distance,
sounding as if it came from the bowels of the
earth. Then came the smoke of incense. Fol-
lowing the guide with stealthy stups, they came
to a subtertanean chapel crowded with wor-
shippers. They were all upon ‘their knees in a
posture of adoration, while a white-haired priest,
robed in flowing vestments, stood béfore an altar
made of & martyr's tonib.

- The armed men’ gathered in the dark spate, in
the back of the chapel, for the altar was lighted
with tapers, and l4mps were suspended from the
ceiling, All was hushed in a profourd silence
for a few moments., Then the worshippers aroe ;
and & woman, turning her head, discovered the
soldiers, and waa surprised into s cry of alarm.

The venerable priest turmed from the altar,
and approached Octavian, .

«Ig it [ for whom you search ?” he asked., I
am ready. Lead on.”

But before Octavian could give an order to his
soldiers, another form stood before him. Olaudis,
in her more than mortal beauty, as it seemed to
Octavian, threw herself betweon him and the aged
priest, and said, “1 am the one heseeks. Look
upon me, I am a Christian, Carry me to
judges ; bring me to the Eiperor. Youn will
need no proof—I avow it. I am a Christian.
Leave this old man—leave these poor people.
Youn want a victim—I follow you.”

Agrippa, her father, took her gently by the
arm, and said, “ Not go, my child ; what can he
have against thy youth and innocence? ItisI
for whom he has come. This is he who sought
for me at home. Here I am, sir; you shall not
a second time be disappointed.”

Alag! for Octavian. The spy who brought *
him was also a spy upon him, and would not fail
to give notice of any lack of fidelity to the Em-
peror and the laws. The soldiers, too, acting
under his orders, might reportagainst. him. He
bad no choice but to arrest some one; anfl how
could he refuse those who offered themselves ?

With a pang, which went to his heart, Octa-
vian ordered the soldiers to arrest the priest and
Agrippa.

“ Will you notarrest me, also ?” asked Claudia.
% Where are my fotters ?” said she, holding up her
little hands, with a smile.

“Let men answer for their deeds,” sdid Octa-
vian: “We need not burden ourselves with
women.”

«1 go with my father and my priest,” said the
heroic girl. Who will hinder me ?” '

She knew that it was to the prison. If ghe
refused to sacrifice to the gods, it was to torture.
And there was death—she knew it well, Al
knew it ; and yet there ensued this extraordinary
spectacle, Men, women, and even children,
pressed forward, and said, ¢ Take me, also1” and
held up their hands for the chains.

Octavian drove them back, and ordered the
goldiers to take the prisoners he had selected.
He could not hinder Claudia from going by the
gide of her father. J¥f he could but have taken
her and flown~there was no such possibility !
He was compelled to lead on to the prison ; and
he had no "power to resist, when the peerless
Claudin, holding the hand of her father, said to
the gaoler, “I, also, am a Christian ; lock me up
with my father!”

Octavian, filled with love, remorse, and des-
pair, went to the palace of tbe Emperor, and
made his report. He could not stay the course
of what Rome congidered justice. He knew the
course of the trial, for he hid been a Wwitness to
many such, He knew the tortures that would
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be applied to that delicate woman, scarcely more
than a child! .

The trial was over. The aged priest, the
father of his beloved, and she, whose image
never left him night or day, were sentenced “ to
the lions!” What a joy to Rome— Cristianos ad
lcones! The old cry rung out once more from
the ferocious Roman mob. ¢ The Christians to
the lions.

Octavian® resolved to make one effort to save
them. He threw himself upon his knees before
the Emperor, and begged him to pardon these
three Chridliany?’

- % Three Christians|” said the philogophic Mar-
cus Aurelius. “ Why should we forgive threc
Christians ? Have they been tried ?

¢ Yes, sire!”

. Condemnaed 7"

4 Yes, sire!” ]

¢ Then they must be punished. " Whoever hears
of a Christian being pardoned? The religious
tranquillity of the empire requires that the im-
pious sect should be exterminated.”

'No more hope. The day came; the Emperor
went to the amphitheatre, and Octavian attend-
ed him. The old priest standing in the midst
of the arena, his hands spread out in prayer, was
devoured by a great Numidian lion. Agrippa,
father of Claudia, sank under the spring of a
ferocious tiger ; and as he fell, seventy thousand
Romans sent up shouts of applause.

+But even this cruel mob was hushed to silence,
which gave place to a murmur of admiration,
when Claudia, pale as a lily, but with a higher
beauty than ever, walked with a graceful dignity
into the arena, She gazed around a moment,
hereye pausing with a look of tender pity on the
groap of officers behind the Emperor. Then she
looked up to that heaven in which alone she
trusted, and which now seemed open to receive
her.

VTwo lions bounded forwardfrom the two sides
of the arena. But they had not half way reached
her, when an officer of the imperial suite sprang
into the arena, and placed himself at her side !
The people were paralyzed. The Emperor, who
was not a cruel man, made & signal to rescue
them. It wastoo late. Before the guards could
gain the arena, two more martyrs had moistened
its sands with their mingled blood—two more
souls had ascended to heaven.

HAUNTED HILDERTON

« HY is this called ‘haunted’ Hilderton?

and how did you ever come to live here,
uncle George?” asked Ellen. “ You never said
one word about it in your letters to India.”

+¢ Unless an arrangement could have been
come to with her Majesty’s mails to carry ghost
stories at half-price, it would have been too
costly, my love,” replied Colonel Savage, “ Well,
welll  You have been hero now nearly a week,
and I—I trust you and Soph have found every-
thing comfortable.”

*“Everything delightful. But, uncle, why
haunted? I've never seen anything.”

"¢ I wouldn't brag, my dear,” said the colonel,
mysteriously. ¢ It is one of the polished pecu-
liarities of the disturbing influence here, that it
refrains from troubling newly-arrived visitors
until they have recovered the fatigne of a jour-
ney, and are beginning to feel themselves fairly
at home.”

-« I am sure it is very kind,” said Ellen, warm-
ly. -’*How good you all are in dear old England
—ghosts and all! But, uncle, yvhat is it 7

-Ah! thats the point,” replied the colonel.
¢ There's an idea~a vague, misty consciousness
of an indistinct impression—~that——But, wh
talk of it? However, do what I will, I have
never been able wholly to eradicate the terror
from my housebold. The butler, as bold a man
about a house as ever stepped, would fight agninst
any odds in defence of his plate-chest—but, at
the first rumour of the supernatural, his manly
cheek turns pale, and a reinforcement of Molly
the housemaid is necessary before he will even
descend the stairs.” .

*It's a noise, uncle ?” said Sophy. ¢ Ob, tell
us all about it,” ’

“To be sure,” said her uncle. “Why not?
You're sensible children. This is how it hap-
pened. Your uncle Charles, as you know, is &
great musician, [t is, or was, his intention to
become the first fiddler of the age. How far that
purpose may have becn modified by fortuitous
circumatances we shall know when he returns
from Southern Tartary, from whence his last
letters were dated ; but he certainly threw him-
self into the pursuit with all his natural ardour.
He practised incessantly, and when he wasn't
playing the fiddle, he talked it.

‘It chanced that he and I were staying to-
gether at the house of Sir Simon Mumford, with
whose fair daughter, (harley, in the intervals of
fiddling, believed himself in love. IJe was hard
at work on a fantasia, in a little roomn opening
from the hall, when Mumford, bursting out of
his study, pen in hand, rushed in, and caught
him by the hand. ¢ Charles, my dear fellow,’ he
said, ‘this is superb! A little more persever-
ance, and, by Jove | you are at the top of the
trec—the top, my boy I ”

“ Chatley, highly gratified, was going in for
another turn at the funtasia, by the way of ac-
knowledgment, when Mumford hastly added, ‘I
must warn ypu however, that if any of the pro-
fessionals get hold of your mode of dealing with
that glorious bit, they’ll adopt it, and claim it as
their own. You must be more private, Charles.
Paganini always practiced in the beer-cellar ;
Fillippowicz rented a hut on the Skerries, and
was provisioned, once a month, Tcom the main-
land.  Go you down to Hilderton. There's no-
body there but the gardener and the ghost,
The place is at your service ns long as you
pleage.

“Charley jumped at the idea, and thanked
our kind host cordially for hig considerate pro-
posal; but Miss Julia, who came in at the
moment, looked, I thought, less gratified.

“¢1 shall take down my Stradivarius—no, my
Kortz junior, said Charles, hesitating among
his family of violins, and tenderly carcssing the
child he at last sclected as he lifted it from its
green cradle. (Tt boasted fifty-nine patches, was
mellow, tremulous, and worth, Charles said,
three hundred guinems.) ¢I shall take down
this—a box of cigars—and Griintergronen’s first
movement—fifth quartette—you know it, Miss
Mumford ?’

¢ But too well murmured the young ledy.

“¢It is a teazer, said Charles, thoughtfully.
¢ First violin comes in at the ninth bar, accom-
panied by the other three instruments, forming
the chord of the second inversion of dominant
seventh, up to the nineteenth bar, when,’ added
the enthusiagt, preparing to illustrate his mean-
ing, ‘the following delicious passage 0CC—e—
No? Well, then, I'll hum it. Teecumptitye—
teeeumptitye—ti-la——tilom—-"'

“‘I like those words so much? said Miss
Mumford. ¢ Who wrote them, now ? Such pathos
~—such-———Was Griintergronen a family man ?
I am convinced that he composed that work in
commemoration of some domestic difference. I
am sure he was a kind, indulgent parent—wit.
ness that feeling teceumptitye—and yet firm of
purposc—hence that inexorable ti-lo.’

“He does not seem to have had it all his own
way,’ remarked my brother ; ¢ for there ensues a
jolly row, all the four instruments talking to-
gether, until—hist l—comes in that movement,
replete with softness and dignity—twee-tweeio-
twee—'

¢ ¢ That's the maiden aunt interposing,’ re-
marked Miss Julia; Irecognise her voice.

¢ There was more chat, no doubt, of equal in-
terest; but I need not pursue the dialogue. It
was arranged that my brother should go down
to Hilderton for, gay, a fortnight, and I, having
no engagement on hand, agreed to bear him com-
pany. I could not repress the idea that Sir
Simon regarded my brother’s temporary occupa-
tion of the house,while in a fiddling-fit, as a means
of exorcising the ghost. Touching the latter,
Miss Julia’s sole comment was :

¢ Fiddlestick ¥

% And my brother replied that was precisely
the instrument he intended to use.

-% You see what Hilderton is—one of those
jolly old buildings such as may be met with in

the castern parts of Belgium, which seem to have
been castles in their youth, but have since taken
to farming, and been unlucky. Excepting that
the rooms were darkish, we found it very com-
fortable. The gardener, who, with his wife, dwelt
in two back rooms on the ground floor, on being
questioned as to the natare of the haunting in-
Huences, replied, succinetly :

¢ ¢ Shadders.’

‘ Pressed further, he added :

¢ Wices.

“ And this was all he would say. - The process
of crogs-cxamination was too fatiguing to follow
up, inasmuch as this gentleman had acquired a
habit of condensing his speeches into a single
word—an eccentricity for which I was conscious
of a secret longing to punch his head.

“ It was from the clerk, sexton, beadle, con-
stable, postmaster, and general gossip of the vil-
lage, Mr. Adolphus Dollums—ecalled Dol-dol for
short—that we learned the real story of the
Hilderton ghost, Which, though sufficiently cu-
rious, was nothing more than this : Every family
—and they were not a few-—who had attempted
to occupy the house, had, after a few days’ resi-
dem_:e, become aware of alow muttering sound, as
of distant conversation—or, rather, of that pecu-
liar hum which, when issuing from behind the
scenes, is, with the initiated, the certain precur-
sor of a popular row, the observations of the in-
surgents being confined to the repetition of the
one word—¢ Mum-mum-m-m-m ¢

¢ At first hardly distinguishable, the séund, by
slow advances, resolved itsclf more clearly into
the measured note of conversation, broken, re-
sumed, with cadences, and, sometimes, apparently
a climax, yet never, on any occasion, reaching
the intelligible. All efforts to trace this sound
to its origin had proved fruitless. Time after
time had the house been cleared of every living
thing, the listeners excepted, and still the strange
debate went on, sometimes by day, sometimes by
night, without, apparently, coming to a division,

“ Time might have reconciled the tenants of
Hilderton to what the gardener called the ¢ wices’
(as for the ¢ shadders, I hold them to be but the
illegitimate offspring of the former), but for the
one distinctive feature, that the sound, through
many months, always seemed to be drawing
nearer. How it happened that this fact, instead
of affording satisfaction to the curious listeners,
only impressed themwith fear,ourinformant could
not explain. An idea had got abroad that, when-
ever the mysterious voices of Hilderton should
become intelligible, something of an awful nature
as concerning the then existing tenants would
be revealed, or would occur. Strange as it may
appear, the effect produced by this tradition was
such as to occasion the departure of three sets of
occupants, and the haunted mansion, which had
passed into the possession of my friend Sir Simon,
had remained untenanted, save by the gardener,
until he suddenly offered it to my brother in the
manner I'have mentioned.

¢ Such was the story ; and, I need not say, it
bad little effect upon our nerves. We enjoyed
ourselves, each after his own fashion, very much,
Charley fiddled and scraped in a manhef that
must have compelled the spiritof Griintergronen,
if it were within hearing, to come forward with
some sort of acknowledgment of 8o much perse.
verance ; and I lived the life of a frog. You have
seen that splendid plunging-bath, constructed at
some expense, by the original proprietor. Well,
I, who emulate the ancient Romans in their love
of water, passed a considerable part of the Lot
summer's days in that cool grot., The tap was
always running. Fortunately, the spring that
supplied it, and whichrose close begide the house,
was an abundant one,

% We had been here nearly a fortnight, and
nothing had occurred to remind us of the ghost,
when, one evening, as we sat smoking in this
very room, Charles suddenly removed the cigar
from his lips, and assumed the appearance of a
listener.  Almost at the same moment I became
sensible of a distant grumbling sound, whick
gradually increased in volume until it resembled
very many voices engaged in earnest discussion.
Not one word, however, was intelligible. We
could distinguish breaks, ripples, and rushes, in
the mysterious rivulet of talk, but that wag all,
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There could be no doubt that we wete listening
to the invisible debaters of Hilderton.

«Taking our candles, we commenced a careful
scrutiny. The sound evaded us. Go into what
room we would, it seemed remote as ever. Once
or twice, indeed, the voices appeared to combine
in a rushing rmermur, so as to convince us that
they must now inevitably become distinct. But
no; that point was never fally reached, end
when our stay, which was prolonged to nearly a
month, was on the eve of terminating, all our
gearchings, listenings, and inquiries, left us no
wiser than before.

¢« On the night before our intended departure,
we were sitting, a3 usual, in this room, a little
disgusted at having failed in fracing the source
of the baffling sounds. On this occasion, they
were in full low, and louder than at any pre-
vious time. There seemed to be dissensions in
the council. Every now and then a low roar
broke the monotonous murmur, but whether of
reprobation or applause, was doubtful ag ever.
I must own that, while listening to these un-
earthly dispatants, I was not unconscions of a
sort of awe, while at the same time, our com-
plete bewilderment had in it something of the
burlesque.

« It had been a day of sudden storms, and the
rain, 'at times, descending in torrents, almost
drowned the mysterious voices, although it ap-
peared to us that the latter exalted themselves,
to meet the emergency. . At length, in the crisis
of one of these storms, there occurred a thunder-
ous mnrmaur, 8o loud and positive, that Charley
fairly started from his chairl

« Nowething's coming? he shouted, and was
gnatching up, a candle, when the gardener, pale
and cxcited, dashed into the room, and uttered,
as usual, one word :

# ¢ Run.”

« ¢ What's the matter, man ?*”

“ ¢ House I’

“¢What?'"

“¢ Fallin'V?

“ And he bolted from the room.

« A moise as of & crashing wall and a rashing
cataract roused ug to action. Weflung ourselves
down the stairs, and were instantly waist deep
in water, volumes of which came welling through
the bath-room door. Quickly wading into the
court-yard, we learned what had come to pass,
subsequently more fully understood. A large
spring that must have been forsome time mining
itg way in the direction of that which already
supplied the bath, had effected a lateral junction
with the latter, when the two together, overflow-
ing all obstacles, natural or artificial, had burst
into the house, How far their eccentric pro-
ceedings had contributed to the voice-like sounds
I have described, I cannot say. Iam told, how-
ever, that such a cause has produced still more
extraordinary phenomena tham these, and, also,
that atmospheric changes, rain-fall, &c., and the
disuse of the bath, when the houge was untenant-
ed (whereby the spring found a readier outlet),
would account for the intermittent character of
the gounds. Al can tell you is that the man-
sion did not fall; that the voices ceased with the
repair of the wall ; and that my friend Mumford,
finding that it was easier for his house to acquire
a bad name than to get rid of it, and that Hilder-
ton would be ¢ haunted' till its fall, sold it to me
for a song.”

« Then, uncle, therc is no ghost, after all?’
said Sophy, with a sigh.

1 trust it is the only drawback you will ex-
perience, my dear,” said the colonel, ¢ Remem.
ber, I didn’t promise you one.”

A sy for the protection of copyright, before
the French Chamber, is intended to give to the
heirs of an author a kind of royalty upon future
editions, in the shape of a small tax to be im-
posed upon works which, upon the cxpiration
of the ten years' privilege of the present law,
shall have become the property of the public.
Unlesg the bill passes before July, the heirs of
Alfred de Musset and Augustine Thierry will
lost(;l all claim upon the writings of these popular
uathor,
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‘ PASTIMES.

ARITHMOREMS.

1. Names of towns, countries, ete.
1. 60 and go wags.
2. 2,600 ¢ gearat.
8. 1,061 “ Etonnag.
. 66l ¢ eran.
608« henyrad
7. 60 “ anrose.
The inttials of the above will give the name

of a celebrated philosopher of the sixteenth cen-

LTS

tury. W.W.F.
1. 1. 561and N.nodb = A famous acrobat.

3. 601 “ R.rah = An English king.
3. 610 “ roqf = An En, eollege.
4. B0 * rest U, = A province of Ireland.
6. 660 ‘¢ tagnose = A modern statesman.
6. 1,000 ¢ Aah, grub= A town in Holland.
7.. 600 ‘ maebeer = A Scotch town.

8. 1,060 * omerat = A town in Canada.
The initials give the name of an aged Scotch
lord, one of the greatest statesmen alive.
: KEcHMACNIE.

CHARADES.

1. My firstiseither good or bad,
ay pleasure or offend you;
My second, in a thirsty mood,
y very much befriend you.
My whole, though called a cruel word.
May often prove a kind one;
Sometimes it may with joy be heard,
Sonrtimes with tears may blind one.
2. I am composed of 13 letters.
My 13, 11, 4, 10, 8 is & number.
My 9, 3, 7, 13, 9 denotes confidence.
My 3, 1, 13, 10 is a flower.
My 9, 5, 8 is a weight.
My 6, 2, 9,11 is a musical instrument.
My 12, 2, 8 is what my whole will never do.
My 13,9, 1, 4, 10 is pleasant in winter.
My 3, 5, 4, 11 is to wander.
And of my whole Canada may be proud.
May.

ANAGRAMS.
Romax ExPrroRS.

1. I do it clear.
2. Iam in dot.
3. OhTnorus, *
4. I go darn.

TRANSPOSITIONS.
CrrLeBRATED COMPOSERS.

ZTAORM.

. EVEHNBTOE.
CHAB.

. LEANDO.

. YHAND.

DECAPITATION.

1 Complete I am a kitchen utensil, behead me
and I am part of the earth’s crust, now transpose
and T am used for bottles.

2. Complete I am part of a vessel, beheaded I
am o slimy fish, beheaded again and my final
consonant doubled and I am a measure.

3. Complete I am a building, beheaded I am
an article of furniture, behcaded again and I am
strong. A. Pyxz,

ARITHMETICAL QUESTION.

Divide $79616.00 among 6 men, 45 women
and 130 children, giving each man 2} times
what each woman reccives, and each woman
43 times as much as each child. What will be
the share of each man, woman and child ?

A, Pyxne.

ANSWERS TO ARITHMOREM, &c. No. 41.

Arithmorem ~Marseilles, Christiana. 1, Mag-
nac. 2, Adanah. 3,Rochester. 4,Scutari. 5, Eu-
pbrates. 6, Inglostadt. 7, Lipari. 8, Liberia.
9, Emden. 10, Salamanca.

Transpositions.—1, Oliver Goldsmith, 2, Wil-
liam Carleton. 3, Allan Ramsay.

ANAGRAM.

The day wti’fh its l:’tl;xdds dipped in %ew tes,
passed throug e evening’s golden g&
H:t.nd a single star in the cloud)] cmsgluo
For the rising moon in silence waits;
‘While the winds that gigh to the langnid hours,
A lullaby breathe o’er the folded flowers.

A. Pyxz.

oo~

Orrve.

Charades.~1, France. 2, Watth-man. 3,
Copartnership. .
Decapitations—1, Bride-ride-die. 2, Flame.
lame.me, 3, Bread-read-dear.
Square Words—~R O M E.
OVEN.
MEAD.
ENDS.
The following answers have been received :
Arithmorem—Nellie, H. H. V., Flora, B.
Camp.
Transpositions.—Flora, Argus, H.H. V.
Charades.—Nellie, May, Isabel, H. H. V.,
Argus, Camp.
Decapitations.—Nellie, Isabel, May, Argus, H.
H. V., Flora. ' )
Square Words.—Isabel, May, Argus, H. H.
V., Nellie.
Anagram.~—H. H. V., Argus, Camp, Flora.

Received too late to be acknowledged last
week M, N., Chatham, Olive, May.

CHESS.

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

J. C. RoxeYX, KIixesTOoN, N. Y.—~The key move
corfect. We have not had leisure to uea’-ine thi:
positions you enclosed, but hope to report on them
shortly. ‘ShaM be ﬁxm to receive those promised
‘ beauties’’ by Dr. Hill,

871. UrRBAYN 81.—The interesting games will shortl
be ineerted. Thanks, & mind

Ravrry.—The fact of the Rook being en prise of an
adverse piece is 110 bar to a player’s Castling.

G. G., 8T. CATHERINES.—Have the Finnegans gob-
l()}l:g you up that you don’t write? Hurry up t‘nge‘:\d

g,

ProeLEX No. 28.—Correct solutions received from
8t. Urbain 8t., and Ral Montreal; R, B., Toron
and X L., Kingaton. P, ’ to

PROBLENM No. 8.

By Harr KLIne.
BLACK.

i
|

WHITE,
White to play and Mate in three moves.

SOLUTION OF PROBLEM No. 30.

WHITE. BLACK.
1. B to Q Kt 8rd. B to Q 4th,
2. Kt to K 4th, Anything
8. B Kt or I’ Mates. '

ENIGMA No.11.
Br L R.; M. B., Haxicrox, C. W.

® 4 8 5 H 4

QRS QR7. KRsq. QBS. Kb QKt2
& & 4

QKt6. QKtT7. Q4.

% X

QKt4. KRouq.
‘Whité to play and Mate in three moves.

SoLuTION OF Extoxa No. 9.
WHITE. BLACK.
1. P to R Gth (ch.) K takes P.

2. Pto K Tth. A .
3. Mate. pything -~
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

W. W.—We would have inserted your con-
tribution bad we received it a weeck or two
earlier. Happily the season of excitement and
alarm seems to be passed. .

Avrice G.—*The Two Wives of the King,” will
be completed in a few weeks.

Apa B.~If the offensive breath arises from
decayed teeth, which are the most fertile cause
of this annoyance, use ftequently as a wash to
rinse the mouth, a solution of permanganate of
potassa—sixty grains of the salt to half pint gf
cold spring water, also twice daily a toothpowder
containing charcogl. Butif it is the result of
derangement ¥ the digestive organs, a table-
spoontul of a solution of Chlorate of Potassa, sixty
grains to_the half-pint, may be taken internally
three times daily in a wineglass of water. Let the
mouth also be well rinsed with the first named
solutiont in order to deodorise any offensive mat-
ter deposited on the teeth by the breath. Either
of the solutions may be readily obtained from
the nearest chemist, and if perseveringly used
will, we believe, be found effectual.

H. M.—Received—Thanks!

C. H. S.—Will reply to your letter at the
carliest opportunity, - .

A. Pyxg.—~Many thanks for the welcome bud-
get; you will observe that we have already
made extracts from it. .

G. O. Lospox.—Our next jssue will contain
evidence of the decision arrived at,

WiLiiz.—Iagenions amd rather ptétty, baut
not up to the standard for publication. ,

May.—-Always weloome.

Arrasran Tuwis.—You omitted to append the
solution to your problem—please forward it.
The correspondent’s column in Iast week’s issue,
contains a reply to your posteript; we will,
however, refer to tho mattet agsin, if you will,
as our time i3 now mueh occupied, indicate the
chapter in which your authority treats of the
subject.

Orrve.—Many thanks for your kind attention
to our request,

Victor.—We bave found it quite impossible
to decipher your lctter. Please use pen and ink
in fature,

Susan J.—The lines you refer to were written
by Chas. Swain. We qudte them, as we believe
with Susan, that this would be a happier world,
if we dould always cdrry ¢ this truth” about with
ug—

“ Time to me this truth hath taught—
’Tis a truth that’s worth revealing,
More offend from want of shought
Than from any want of feeling.”

Youxa Canapa.—In England, employers cer-
tainly expect more deference from the employed
than the same class doin Canada, but our corres-
pondent is quite mistaken in supposing that an
English master can have his servant punished
for not attending church when requested,

L. A.—We think yours & good plain business
handwriting; a little more freedom in the style
however, would be an improvement.

Gro. L.—A good listener is always valued.
¢ Speech ig silver, silence is golden,” so say the
Germans.

M. M.—# My Adventures in a Shauty,” is re-
spectfully declined, -

———— e

MISCELLANEA.

B

A Saark was recently cnn‘gbt off the Austria~
lian coast, the stomach of which contained a
Bnake and a cheque-book.

A Parisian has conceived the notion of open-
ing an exhibition, at ten centimes ahead, to show
a million of money spread out in gold pieces,
He thinks Lo will havo a rush of visitors, as the
curiosity to know what a million is like, i3 unis
versal. ’

Wipow T0 Winow.—The widow of Major de
Vere, who was murdered by a private soldier
shooting at him, at Chatham, has been presented
with a regidence at Hampton Court Palace by
the Queen,

AR Eneuist Giant—The following inscrip®

tion is on a tombstone in the churchyard of
Calverley, Yorksbire :—¢ Also Benjamin, son of
the above John and Mary Cromach, who died on
the 25th of September, 18%6, aged 25 years, who
took a coffin 7 feet 11 inehes long.
_IT is stated that by transplanting flowering
plants geveral times a year for two successive
years, without allowing them to bloom, they can
be made to produce double blossoms.

A aENTLEMAN was always complaining to his
father-in-law of his wife's temper. At last papa-
in-law, becoming very wearied of these endless
grumblings, and being o bit of a wag, replied,
‘ Well, my dear fellow, if [ hear of her torment-
ing you any more Ishall disinherit her.” The
busband never again complained.

QuEsTIONS AsKEp.—-The first question asked
about a stranger when he enters a room vaties
according to the country in which he happens to

In France, itis, “Is he received at Court ?”
In England, “ How much has he a-year?” In
Holland, “Ts he solvent ?” and in Germany,
“Is he of gentle blood ?”

A DISCOVERY of an important character is sald
to have been made in France, which will enable
us to pass over the sflkworm and go direct to
the mulberry tree forour supply of silk. In the
bark of the tree a fine textile substance exists, and
M. Brunet has succesded in reducing this tothe
fineness, durdbility, and general appearance of
silk. He is buying up bark for the purpose of
pr(liducing large quantities of this new kind of
silk.

A morsk recently jumped over the rail of a
race-course and scriously hurt a young man.
While he was lying on the grass, another young
man uttered a piercing ery, and exclaimed, ¢ My
brother, my poor brother”. He flung himself on
the prostrate form, from which he was at kength
kindly raised, while the injured man was taken
away to receive medical eare. It afterwards
transpired that the affectionate creature who
flung himself on the body of his brother, had
done so to steal his gold watch and chain, and
portemonnaie.

A rocAn paper has just been started in one
of the southern suburbs of London, under, the
title of the Norwood Post, in the first number of
whieh is a clever imitation of the Roman satirist
called ¢ Juvenal in Loadon.”

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

AX easy way of preserving milk or cream
sweet for a long time, or of removing the sour-
ness when it has already come on, is to add to
it a small quantity of common soda, pearlash or
magnesia. .

Mg. Rexnie succeeded in boiling an egg by
heat derived from motion. He placed itin a
vessel containing 10 1b, of water, and which was
made to revolve 232 times in & minute.

Ta® Americans are good at saving themselves
labour by substituting machinery for hand work.
Their last invention is a cradle-rocker. When
the child is put to rest in the cradle, the mother
winds it up—the cradle not the baby—and forth-
with the child is rocked to sleep.

Tae following is an easy method of detecting
whether the red colour of wine ig artificial or
otherwise :—A small piece of bread or of sponge
which s been well washed e dipped into the
wine, and then placed in the water. If the colour
is artifieial the water will be at once coloured H
otherwise, the colour will not be apparent for
half-an-hour.

A New Pracrican Mecmanic's Roie.—Mr.
William Hay, of High Street, Dumbarton, has
forwarded us a practical mechanics’ rule, of his
invention, which will be found useful in the
drawing office as well as in the workshop. It
hag all the usefulness of an ordinary two-foot
rule, with the addition of several peeuliar ad-
vantages. Numerous practical questions can be
worked by its aid, such as finding the circum-
ference of any circle; the side of the greatest
Bquare that can be inscribed in a given circle ; the
radius of a circlo that will circumseribe a given

square ; constructing any regular polygon, &c.

In fact, the rule is one of the most usefal we have
ever seen ; and, with Mr. Hay’s book of instruc-
tions, should be found wherever mathematics are
practically dealt with.——Mechanic's Maguzine.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.
Larest YANKER RyMzoy yor BaLDNESS.~-Use
brandy externally until the hair grows, and take
it internally to clinch the roots,

IMPORTANT INFORMATION FOR THE Fimp Brig-
ApE.—~The man who was fired with indignation,
and burning for revenge, has fortunately been
quenched by a flood of tears.

Our lady contributor says the reason why tall
men best succeed in matrimony is because all sen-
sible women favor Hymen:

Few of our ladies have travelled ‘much, yetall
of them have taken tea in Cliina.

QuiBLE, reading that ¢ it has been decided
in the Court of Quoen's Bench, in Dublin, that a
clergyman of the Church of England can legally
marry himself,” observed that that might be very
well as a measure of economy, but that even in

the hardest times he would rather marry a
woman, :

“ MarcHLESS misery ” has been defined to be
having a cigar and nothing to light it with.

WHaT musical instrament has had an honor-
ary degree conferred upon it ?—Fiddle D.D.

REFLEOTION BY AN Inise Lover.—It's a great
pleasure to be alone, especially when you have
your sweetheart with you.

Tug following cpitaph cenveys a back-handed
compliment (unconsciously, no doubt) to the
unfortunate deceased lord and master :—¢ Maria
Brown, wife of Timothy Brown, aged eighty
years. She lived with her kusband fifty years,
and died in the confident hope of a better life.

Worring Our.—An unwashed street boy,
being asked what made him so dirty, his reply
was: ‘I was made, a3 they t€ll me, of the dust
of the ground, and 1 reckon it is just working
out.”

Fir Rigatr.— File right ! said an officer to
his company.—* Bedad,” said an Irishman, who
stood near by shatpening his saw, « It's me own
property, and I'll be after doin’ as I plase wid
it.? .

BarHOs.—An editor announces the death of a
lady of his acquaintance, and thus touchingly
adds :— In her decease the sick lost an invalu-
able friend. Long will she seem to stand at
their bedside, as she was wont, with the balm of
consolation in one hand and a cup of rhubard in
the other.”

Tra right man in the right place is a husband
at home in the evening.

¢ T ax all heart,” said a military officer to his
comrades. ¢ Pity you're not part pluck,” said
the colonel in command.

JErrOLD Was at a party when the park guns
announced the birth of a prince. ¢ How they
do powder these babies I he exclaimed.

A QUAEER'S ADVICE TO MONRY-HUNTERS.—A
prudent and well-disposed member of the So-
ciety of Friends once gave the following frendly
advice :— .

¢ John,” said he, © I hear thou art going to
be married.”

“ Yes," replied John, “Iam.” _

¢« Well,” replied the man of drab, I have one
little piece of advice to give thee, and that i8,
never marry a woman worth more than thou
art. When I married my wife, I was worth fifty
shillings, and he was worth sixty-two ; and,
whenever any difference has occurred between
us eince, she has always thrown up the odd
shillings.”

Waar air does the young mouse sing to the
old mouse, while biting his way through the
scenery at Her Majesty’s Theatre ?—* Hear mo
gnaw mal”

Ta® young ladies of Swamptown have passed
the following resolution : ¢« Resolved, that if we,
the young ladies of Swamptown, dor’t get nmarried
this year, somebody will be to blame,”



