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A CHAPTER ON SNOBS.

HE late James Sheridan Knowles, who was
a professor of elocution in the earlier part
of his life, afterwards a dramatist of consider-
able tmerit, and who ended his days as a contro-
versial preacher, used to say, that, when compos-
ing his theatrical productions, he carefully avoid-
cd reading Shakespeare’s plays, lest he might
insensibly reproduce any of their thoughts and
metaphors. - Whether he were wise in tbus
placing his intellect on half rations, it is not for
us to decide; und we are led to- withhold our
opinion on the matter from the fact that we,
ourselves, intending to take a glance at the
world of snobdom, have never read Thackeray’s
book on the same subject, the reason being that
before perusing it we lent it to a friend, who, by
never returning it, demonstrated to any impar-
tial mind that, if somewhat lax in his ideas of
honesty, he at least was no snob.

We may here premise that snobbism is an evil
of ancient date: we could mention the names
of men who stand in the front rank of history,
and who, tainted with this socialstain, provoked
the gilded witticisms of Athens and the epigram-
matic satire of Rome ; but we refrain from bring-
ing these prototypes of modern snobdom on the
stage, lest their imitators in our own days
might excuse themselves in following their
example, by much the same argument as was
used by the semi-intellectual and sentimental
young men of the past generation when
upbraided with wearing eccentric shirt collars.
«Oh, we use them because it was Lord Byron who
introduced the fashion.” A snob, like the rain-
how, a Turkey carpet, or a peacock’s tail, is
composed of different colours, but with this dif-
ference that,in the former case, the diverse lines
are orderly, pleasing and natural, while in the
latter they are jumbled together, they are repul-
sive and artificial. Now these colours apperiain
cqually to his mental as well as to his exterior
man; and just as in beings of a higher order
the mind gives the tone to the manners, to the
couversation, to the attire, we shall, in the
exercise of an all-embracing charity, suppose
for the nonce, that the snob is endowed with a
mind of some kind, and that it imparts its
characteristics to what we may style his depart-
ment, and personal bearing.  Now, the external
signg are those by which this social monstrosity
is the more readily discovered ; and these signs
are easily desoribed. First of all, he seeks to
shine in the matter of dress; the clothier’s shop
is the temple in which be worships, and a mirror,
no matter where it is, the shrine at which he
most frequently bows. He watches the latest
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fashions with all the nervous anxicty with which
iinpulsive young ladies look for the postman’s
knock in the season of valentines. Heis a tailor's
walking advertisement, and thinks more of a
crease in his coat than a crease in his conscience.
He affects the sunny side of the street,and stalks
pompously along, as if heedless of ladies being
compelled to step into the gutter, and utterly in-
different to the overturning of the apple-woman’s
basket. Finally, he sports an eye-glass when
lounging through the streets, or even when con-
descending to glance at an object of such
microscopic proportions as a horse. The eye-glass
like the mark set upon Cain, is a sign by which
all men may distinguish the snob : it is, to use a
somewhat paradoxical metaphor, the key-stone
to the arch of his vanity.

The mental characteristics of the personage
we have been describing, are on a level with his
outward decorations. He converses in monosyl-
lahles, as if afraid of opening the flood-gates of
his « loquence, and overwhelming with a torrent
of u:.ught, the person to whom he deigns to
addsoss himself. He generally lisps, and has &
mortal aversion to give the letter “ R” that
full, rasping enunciation which it rececives from
an Irishman, a Scotchman and a Frenchman
naturally, and from educated Englishmen
as a matter of course. The letter “ h” he
strikes out of the alphabet, or slurs it over
with the weakly intonation which sounds as
if combined of the mew of an asthmatic kitten,
and the chirrup of an unfledged house-sparrow.
Insociety he stands upon the dignity of higsilence,
and is well informed as to the popular topics of
the day as is a South African Bojesman if agked
to expound a question in conic sections, or attempt
the equally difficult task of explaining the mys-
teries of Canadian or American politics for the
past ten years. But the snob is wise in his day
and generation, and knows well enough that a
net-work of jewellery spread over the breast of
his vest, a refulgent ring or two, a shining coat,
symmetrical pair of boots, hair redolent of per-
fumes, and capacity to invest in any number of
tickets for the opera, will bear him gaily along
the sparkling current of “ the best society,” when
a man with ten times his brains, but without his
money and gewgaws, would sink at once to the
bottom—would be smothered unpitied in the
black and fetid mud that often forms the bed of
the sparkling current aforesaid.

Now, we would not be understood as saying
that we have ever experienced much annoyance
at the hands of snobdom, nor do we fear that ex-
clusive class will ever be strong enough in Ca-
nada to procure from our Government a special
Act of Incorporation. They ought to be watched,
however, for bad weeds grow fast; social fungi
multiply as rapidly as the fungi of our forests,
fields and gardens. But we would not, with all
his faults, desire that the snob should be pointed
at, or insulted ; while there isa chance of reform-
ing him, let him have it, for he is more a subject
for pity than for anger. And in spite of his fol-
lies and his personal decorations, we would not
have him treated like the Bird of Paradise, which,
being the most beautiful of all the feathered race,
has the misfortune to possess the most unsightly
feet, and for this reason its captors cut them off,
and tell the unwary European purchaser that,
unlike the other birds it never alights anywhere,

but lives upon the odours of the ecinnamon trees..

Now, the snob has many deformities, while the
Bird of Paradise has only two; still as heis a
man and not & bird, we would neither have his feet
amputated, no, nor one hair removed from’ the
graceful semicu:cle of his moustache ; we would
only ply him with a little good-natured banter,
for to weak minds ridicule is far more terrible
than argument.

We had intended to say something on the
female counterpart of the snob-——we mean the
coquette. We know the ground is a ticklish one
upon which we tread ; but the way to avoid the
sting of a nettle is to grasp it resolutely, and
¢¢ it soft as silk remains.” Tbe coquette is even
more dangerous than the snob; and in a fature
number of the- Reader we may tind time to prove
it; but, for the present, we may illustrate our
meaning by comparing the one to the rattlesnake
that warns you to leave its lair, and the other to
the terribly beautiful cobra di capella, the hooded
snake of India, that calmly awaits your approach,
and without a sign of its presence, strikes at you
with the rapidity of lightning and prostrates you
almost as instantaneously. The snob and the co-
quette generally avoid each other—their intuition is
marvellous—their natures cold; their calculations
wary ; and if they approach it ie with the ealm
and watchful attitude with which two practised
fencers advance to a duel with the sword. The
snob is a kind of soeial antidote to the coquette,
and she to him ; and we may all be glad there is

more truth than polish in the sentiment:
 Big fleas have little fleas
noath their wings to bite ’em;
Little fleas have lesser fleas,
And so on ad finitum.”

THE TOILERS OF THE SEA.*

Although this novel will scarcely add to the
laurels which deck Victor Hugo's brow, it is never-
theless a more readable work than ¢ Les Miséra-
bles.” 1t containsless coarseness, less of digression
and detail, in fact, less of that prosiness which char-
acterized the magnificent Frenchman’s pen when
he wrote his great onslaught on society. The scene
is laid in Guernsey, M. Hugo's adopted home, or
rather we should say in and around Guernsey ; for
one of the three parts of which the work is com-
posed is wholly devoted to adventures upon a
group of rocks lying some fifteen miles from the
coast. It is these adventures which give the
book its peculiar character, and justify the title
sclected by the author.

Our space will only permit us to give a very
rapid sketch of the story, and one which we fear
will do but scant justice to the peculiarities and
beauties of the work. It opens on Christmas
day 182-, with an event ; the roads were white
with snow, an unusual scene in Guernsey.
Gilliatt, of whom the anthor says, ¢ He was only
a poor man and knew how to read and write;

"most likely he stood on the limit which divides

the dreamer from the thinker—the thinker wills;
the dreamer is passive. Sometimes he had that
astonished air I have mentioned, and you might
have taken him fora brute ; at other timnes he bad
in his eye a glance of indescribable profandity.”
Gilliatt, walking behind a young girl, Déruchette,
observed her write with her fingers in the snow,
and then turn round smiling. On reaching the spot
he discovered that it was his name that she had
written. Gilliatt pansed,won lered and went away
thinking. He was not popular in St. Ssmpgons,
where he dwelt. The house he lived in was
unquestionably haunted—he was accused of
being a sorcerer ; and more than that, he was a
stranger, no one knowing from whence he came.

A brave, rugged old sailor, named Lethierry, is
pext introduced. He had spent his life on the
sea, hut fortune had smiled upon bim in his old
age, and he was knoown as a man of some pro-
perty. His delight still was to battle with the
elements, in endeavours to save the lives of

#* A Novel.,

By Vicror Huco, sutbor of ¢ Les
Misérables.” al

New York: Harper Bros. Montreal:
Dawson Bros. .
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shipwrecked sailors, or to bring disabled vessels
into port. Lethierry had two pets—his niece
Déruchette—¢¢ A bird transmuted into & young
maiden—~what could be more exquisite ? Picture
§t in your own home, and call it Déruchette.
Delicious creature ! one might be almost tempted
to say ‘ good morning Mademoisclle Ggld{inoh.’ ”
It is thus that M. Hugo commences h.ns airy and
graceful description of Letbierry’s nicce. The
other pet which shared with Déruchette the old
sailor’s love and care was Durande—his steamer,
the first which had been seen in any Guernsey
port. The introduction of this boat had been
opposed by self-interest and religious fanaticism,
headed by the preachers, who had berated it in
their sermons and nicknamed it ¢ the Devil-boat.”

Sometime before the commencement of the
narrative Lethierry had takena partner Rantaine,
who proved a clever rogue, and decamped with
50,000 francs in excess of his share of the
partnership. This was a serions blow to the
old sailor ; but, nothing daunted, he persevered in
running his steamer, and was in a fair way for
making up his loss. The time came however
when from increasing years Lethicrry was com-
pelled to secure a captain for the steamer in his
own place. He seleeted Sieur Clubin, a taciturn
man with a spotless reputation, to suspsct whom
would be to make one's self suspected. Clubin
moreover had penetrated Rantaine’s character,
and, previous to his flight, had warned Lethiery
respecting him.

Four years passed without change, but the
owner of the steamer was desirous of securing a
husband for his niece who should also be Cap-
tain of the Durande, for Sieur Clubin was almost
as old as himself. Lethierry’s beau ideal for hus-
band and Captain was a brave, powerful tawny
sea king ; “for,” said he # a man who can manage
n ship can manage & woman.” Deruchette's ideal
however was cast ina different mould. A clergy-
man, the Rev. Ebenezer Caudray, is now brought
on the scene, and appointed rector of St. Samp-
con’s; he belonged to a good family, and, report
said, would be very richat the death of an uncle.

But in this rapid sketch we must not forget
Gilliatt, the reputed sorcerer. The simple act
recorded at the beginning of the story had led
him to love Déruchette. He nursed this love in
silence for four years watched her by stealth,
learned her favourite song * Bonnee Dundee” on
the bagpipes, serenaded her with it violently by
night. Lethierry was disgusted, and Déruchette
did not know what to make of it. Comirg home
from a fishing excursion one afternoon Gill att dis-
covered some one asleep upon areef in the Little
Bay of the B de la Rue which is covered at high
tide. The tide was rising, the sleeper almost
submerged ; with much difficulty Galliatt rescued
bim, and he proved to be the Rev. Ebenezer Cau-
dray. As Gilliatt was wandering home dream-
ing of Déruchette, Sieur Landoys shouted to him
% There is news at the Bravées” (the residence
of Lethierry). « What is it ?” “I am too far off
to tell yon.” ¢« Is Miss Déruchette going to be
married 2" “ No! go to the Bravées, and see.”
But for some thirty-four pages Mr. Hugo leaves
us in suspense as to what has happened.

Sieur Clubin, during one of his stays at St.
Malo, the French port to which the boat ran,
discovered Rauntaine. He procured a revolver,
sarprised Lim on the cliff, and compelled him to
return the 50,000 francs, with compound interest,
amounting in the whole to 73,000 francs. This
scene is very dramatic, and the conversation
between the two is perhaps one of the best
specimens in existence of Victor Hugo's lighter
style. The 73,000 francs, in the shape of three
one thousand pound notes, are contained in
a small iron box; this box Clubin secured in a
belt he wore round his waist, &gld be it remem-
bered that on the inside of this belt his name
was written.

Forthwith the Durande steams away for Guern-
sey, but encountering a heavy fog off the coast
of the islcnd is wrecked upon the “ Douvres”
rocks. Clubin compels the crew and passengers
to leave in & boat, but magnanimously resolves
himself to remain with the wreck.

And now M. Hugo has prepared a surprise
for the reader. Clubin proves only second to
Rantaine in villainy. He has wilfully wrecked

the vessel; intending to retain possession of the
three thousand pounds, and to swim to the island
about a mile distant, whence he has engaged his
passage in a smuggling vessel -to England.
America was to follow.

When Clubin found himself alone he ventilated
himself, Hypocrisy had weighed for many years
upon him—he had made it an art, and now he
rejoiced that upon those barren rocks he could
throw aside his disguise and frankly confess
himself a villain, Clubin was triumphant, but
retribution speedily followed. He was preparing
to swim when the fog lifted and he disecovered
that instead of the ¢ Hanway” reef—upon which
he supposed he had driven the steamer, and
which lies one mile from the coast—he was
wrecked upon the “Douvres ” fully five leagues
from land. The fog had deceived him, and in-
stead of one mile he had fifteen to swim. After
enduring frightful agony he stripped, plunged
}nto the sea, and—something scized him by the
oot.

We now return to Gilliatt. When he reached
the Bravées he found Lethierry, crushed and
bewildered with his y head bowed upon his
breast, and Déruchette seated by his side weep-
ing. A vessel had picked up the Durande's
boat, and brought the passengers into port. The
Captain reported that the wreck of the Durande
had been thrown between two high rocks where
it rcmained suspended, and that the machinery
wa3 probably uninjured. On the impulse of the
moment Déruchette declared that she would wed
the man who succeeded in bringing the ma-
chinery safely into port. Gilliatt came forward.
“You would marry him, Miss Déruchette ?”’
Lethierry ¢ took off his sailor’s cap, and threw
it on the ground; then looked solemnly before
him, and without seeing any of the persons pre-
sent said ¢ Déruchette should be his. I pledge
myself to it in God’s name.’”

The next day Gilliatt sailed for the “ Douvres,”
and it was to the grand episode of his adventures
upon these rocks that we referred in the opening
paragraph,  Single-handed for almost three
months, be worked heroically upon his task,
a giant in fortitude; marvellously fertile in
resources ; his food limpets, gathered from the
rocks ; half naked and uncheered, save as he
dreamed of Déruchette; yet undaunted by diffi-
culties, and finally, surmounting every obstacle
be ded in placing the machinery intact
upon his boat, and humming ¢ Bonnie Dundee,”
sailed for St. Sampgons and Déruchette. In con-
nection with his labours on the “ Douvres” rocks,
there is a sublime and prolonged description of a
great storm in which M. Hugo excels himself.
Here, too, Gilliatt met with an extraordinary and
revolting adventure with the Devil-fish, a species of
jelly-fish, Whilst searching in a submarine cave
for a crab which had escaped him “ suddenly he
felt himself seized by the arm ; someliving thing—
thin, rough, flat, cold, slimy—had twisted itself
round his naked arm in the depths below.” A ge-
cond, third, fourth and fifth form issued from the
crevice and seized Lim in various parts of the

‘body. The description of this horrible monster of

the deep -and the terrible encounter is conti-
nued though three chapters. Gilliatt recoiled,
he uttered no cry, he was spell-bound, but after
a time of frightful agony remembered that the
cephaloptera is vulnerable through the head.

¢ He plunged the blade of his knife into the flat
slimy substance, and by a rapid movement like the
flourish of & whip in the air, describing a circle
round the two eyes, he wrenched the head off as
a man would draw a tooth. The struggle was
ended.” The death of this monster was followed
by another revolting discovery that of Clubin.
He, too, had had a struggle with the Devil-fish,
but with different success. The belt containing
the money was still fastened around his fleshless
vertebral column, and was secured by Gilliatt
and carried with the machinery to Lethierry.

When Gilliatt arrived at St. Sampgon’s he left
his boat and crept to Lethierry’s garden where
ke had for four years been accustomed to watch
Déruchette. She was walking there in the moon-
light, and after some time was joined by Ebe-
nezer Caudray. The cler, who had be-
come rich through the death of an uncle, and was
compelled to leave the next day for England,

asked her to become his bride. Déruchette con-
sented, and Gilliatt crept back, bowed down and
stupefied, to his boat.

. The happiness of Lethierry, at the recovery of
his precious engine, was unbounded. He was
fall of projeets, he would rebuild the Durande H
Gilliatt should be her Captain. He had been
as one dead, had gone clean out of his mind, but
he recollected everything now. ¢« Ah{ by the
way you are to marry Déruchette.”

“ Gilliatt leaned with his back against the
wall like one who staggers, and said, in a tone
very low, but distinct”—

“ No.»

Lethierry started.

“ How ? no.”

“I do not love her.”

But the old sailor was not to be deceived.
“You don’t love Déruchette? what! was it
to me then you used to play the bagpipe?”

There was a parting between Ebenezer Cau-
dray and Déruchette the next morning, previous
to the starting of the packet for England. Gil-
liatt interrupted tkis parting, and said : « Why
should you say farewell ? Make yourselves man
and wife, and go together.” With his assistance
the marriage was performed, and when the Cash-
mere left St. Sampgons it bore them together—
man and wife. As the vessel passed the reef from
which Gilliatt once rescued Ebenezer Caudray, the
wind carried it near the shore, and Déruchette
exclaimed ¢ Look yonder. It seems as if there
were a man upon the rock.” The man was Gil-
liatt. He watched the receding vessel regardless
of the rising tide; the waters reach his waist, his
shoulders, his chin, but he moves not ; and when
the Cashmere ¢ vanished on the line of the
horizon, the head of Gilliatt disappeared. No-
thing was visible now but the sea.” Alas! poor
Gilliatt.

Such is an outline of * Victor Hugo's story.”
If we except Gilliatt's labours upon the wrecked
Durande, there is but little originality in the
plot. Occasionally the book contains digres-
sions which have but slight bearing upon the
progress of the narrative; but nevertheless the
“ Toilers of the Sea” contains some of
great sublimity, many of great beauty; and for
touching sweetness and heroic self-sacrifice the
closing scenes have been but seldom equalled.
We trust what we have written will lead our
readers to the book itsslf, We have essayed
but a slight sketch of the story, and are con-
cious that we have conveyed no adequate idea
of the power, depth, and sublimity with which
Victor Hugo has invested many portions of his
last work.

Tug ApvENTURRS OF REUBEN DAVIDGER, by James
Greenwood, auther of “ Wild Sports of the
World,” &c. New York : Harper & Bros. ; Mon-
treal : Dawson Bros.

Wae believe this work is from the pen of the
celcbrated volunteer Casual of the Pall Mall Ga-
zette. Itis an exciting book of travels and hair-
breadth escapes, and will undoubtedly be a great
favourite with boys. Reuben Davidger escaped
to sea a8 & ‘‘stow-away,” on board & vessel
bound for India, but after suffering shipwreck
was taken prisoner by Bormeo pirates. A large
portion of the book is occupied with his adven-
tures among these pirates—from whoin, however,
he eventually escaped and reached an uninhabited
island, where he lived a sort of Robinson Crusol
life for two years. Finally, wearied of solitude, he
put to sea again in a eanoe, manufactured by him-
gelf. Again he was taken prisoner ; but this time
fell into better hands—became a great man, and
was finally rescued by a British man of war, and
returned to England. The descriptions of scenery
and the manners and customs of the Borneo
gavages are graphic. Davidger's adventures are
varied and interesting ; and last, but not least, the
illustrations are numerous and well executed.

MAGAZINES.

We have received from Messrs. Dawson Bros, :
Good Words, Temple Bar, Frazers Magazine, and
the Dublin University Magazines—all for April,
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Across the Continent. A Summer’s Journey to the
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THE FAMILY HONOTUR.

BY MRES. C. L. BALFOUR.
Continued from page 117,

Gertrude was innocently unconscious of the-

reason why of late she had read the biographies
of geveral scientific ;uen with such great interest;
why German literature was so increasingly
absorbing, or that anything but admiration for
Rupert Griesbach’s scholarship, and gratitude for
bis Llp, made ber reserve passages that puzzled
Ler, for bis solution. If Marian had been one of
those young ladies whorallied their female friends
on incipient predilections, shemight have jndulg-
ed in a little jesting at Gertrude's expense when
that young lady recently was expressing her
compassion for Rupert's having never known a

| mother’s care, a8 she had learned from what Ella

Griesbach had told her of the fumily history.
But Marian never jested on the subject of the
affections, and, indeed, sought by study to absorb
Gertrude’s mind in those pursuitsin which itwas
her office to assist her; 8o that withouta thought
beyond the present, as far as Rupert Griesbach
was concerned, Gertrude had yielded unreserv-
edly to the pleasure which she occasionally enjoy-
ed at the parsonage in his society. To him—a
shy, absorbed student, Gertrude’s beaming,
spiritual face had come like an embodiment of
his ideal of beauty. Her sylphlike grace and
childlike frankness, combined with her taste for
poet.y and her many acquirements, rendered her
a paragon of perfection in his eyes—the one
guidinyg star, as he told himself, of his destiny.
But what was he that she should ever be won to
love him in return? Would her father ever con-
sent to give her to him, when she might surely
look above him in worldly station? Would his
own father, for years to come, approve of his
wooing any bride but science? These were ques-
tions that troubled the course of his love; and
while they did not prevent its stream flowing in
an everdeepening channel, checked its rising as
yet to sight above the banks that bounded it.
Meanwhilo youth and hope had made the days at
both Hall and parsonage delightful for the last
six weeks to all.  And here they were now on
the breezy knoll, a happy company, whose joy
was by no means diminished by finding Harriet
and Mysie there, who, in good truth, had both
been amusing themselves by running races down
the knoll, when their childish amusement was
put an end to by the arrival of spectators. Ger-
trude, who had a prescience of their sport, was
not a Jittle amused to see how Mysie, who was
just on the scamper, suddenly brought herself up,
and, swinging round, regained her equilibrium
by éropping alow courtsey to Allan. It seemed
80 oddly ceremonious that the laugh was general.
And certainly neither Mysie's grace nor beauty
suffered in Allan’s estimation by her elaborate
stateliness of welcome—for what with the recent
exercise and the little confusion, the brilliancy of
her look last night, which Allan had thought
could not be surpassed, was exceeded by the flush
of this morning, which not only added to the
rich bloom of her cheek, but deepened the glow-
ing light that kindled in her rich brown eyes.
They all stood in & group looking at the scene
before them.

%1t is certainly fine,” said Mr. Nugent, calmly
critical,

“Fine! I never saw anything more beautiful
in my lifel” cried Allan, with enthusiasm, but
not looking at the distance.

“ This brother of mine always talks in super-
latives,” cried Gertrude, apologetically.

. “DoI? I spoke asl felt,” said Allan, Perhaps
it was not the prospect that had caused his exu-
berant exclamation.

How they rambled about, tried to talk of his-
tory, and how Norman William had depopulated,
places in the district; tried to talk of science,
and the geolqgical strata, and really succeeded
only in talking merry nonsense—need not be
said. They all enjoyed themselves rarely, and,
returning from their walk, parted at the lodge
gates, with the promise of all meeting at tea at
the parsonage, perhaps next evening.

Marian, who wished to return home early, had
left them on the road.

Gertrude and Allan, as they strolled in pleas-
ant, youthful fatlgue-how different from other
kinds of weariness!—up to the Hall, were both
silent, and enjoyed their reverie; for each had
pleasant matter for reflection. They were startled
by the voice of Miss Austwicke, who was on the
lawn, with an open letter in her hand, and came
up to them gloomily, with the words—

“Your father, Allan, sends me word that he
comes down to-morrow evening, and will stay
till Monday.”

“Oh, I'm so glad!” said Gertrude.

“ Ho has some trouble ; some unpleasant news
from Scotland. He would have come down at
once, but he waits for your mamma to join bim.”

“ What, from Scarborough ?* said Allan.

“Yes; she will travel thence to London to-
day.n

“ Dear me! mamma will not like that, I fear,”
said Gertrude, the smile vanishing from her face,
and an indefinable sense of impending evil set-
tling on her mind, and even Allan laughed rather
blankly, as he said—

“ Well, the more the merrier, dear True.”

But, cheerily as ho spoke, they two went into
the house in very different spirits from their set-
ting out ihat morning; and, if they had known
all, with good reason.

CHAPTER XLV. EXHUMED, '

+ Some peasant then shall find my bones
‘Whiteniog ainid disjointed stones.”
S18 WALTER SCOTT.

Whether it was that Miss Austwicke’s presence
at the dinner-table was not exhilarating, or Allan
and Gertrude bad expended too mnch animation
in their morning’s walk, certainly they were
neither of them very cheerful over tho meal. In
truth, the conversation was not interesting, for
Miss Austwicke only spoke to utter a complaint.

“T understand, Gertrude, you have given Ruth
a holiday to-morrow.”

Yes, aunt ; is there any harm in that? You
can, of course, countermand it if you choose.”

« And put myself in the unpleasant character
of a sort of domestic tyrant ?—preventing relaxa-
tions that would otherwise be allowed. I think,
since Martin has been so taken up with other
duties that I have had to put up with inefficient
people, if I choose to employ Ruth I might be
consulted about her.”

“Dear aunt, if I had thought that you cared
to be troubled about such a matter I would have
told you. I'll speak to Ruth.”

“No, no; I tell you, I will not have that
done. I can surely speak to you, True, as to the
futare.”

Allan interrupted the conversation by saying—

“ Of all co-partnerships, defend me from shar-
ing a servant with any one. If the services are
good, neither employcr gets enough ; and if bad,
both are bored.”

“Ruth nursed me very well, and that made
Aunt Honor take notice of and employ her.”

“I don’t know, True, about taking notice of
ber,” said Miss Austwicke, quickly. “I was in
want of some one, I suppose.”

¢ Doubtless, aunt,” replied Gertrude, feeling
inwardly that everything she said seemed to be
wrong, and annoyed on Allan’s account that the
peevishness of one should make them all uncom-
fortable. She was therefore glad when her aunt
rose from the table, and they left Allan to sit
over the dessert and amuse himself with a8 news-
paper. Gertrude would not have been sorry if
her aunt, in her present temper, had betaken
herself to her own domain ; but as she intimated
her intention of taking her coffee in the drawing-
roomswith Gertrude, the yonng lady was fain to
accompany her there. She was surprised at Miss
Austwicke returning again to the subject the
moment they were alone.

« Remember, Gertrude, I will not have yoa say
a word to Ruth about what we have been speak-
ing of.”

«I'm not in the habit of talking to servants
about our conversation, aunt,” was the comment,
in a surprised tone, of Gertrude. And then came
the basty, nervous rcjoinder—

¢ No, no, of course not ; excuse me, True.”

There was a fluttering sigh, so painful to bear,
as Miss Austwicke spoke, that Gertrude waa
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tempted to throw her arms round her aunt in a
pitying embrace, and ask if she were not ill ; but
she was checked by secing her draw herself
stifly erect, call up a stern look to her rigid face,
walk ~tiffly across the room, take a seat at the
window farthest from where her niece was, and
look iutently out on the grounds. Gert}‘l}de
turned to the piano, as to an ever-sympatl'nsmg
friend, and began to play softly some SI.n:Iple
melodies in a minor key; and as the twilight
gathered, and her skilful ﬁngeys gxte.mpqnsed
upon the keys, she lost he}'self in intricacies of
thought as completely as did the thxq, pale, grey
woman, who sat immovable at the window, star-
ing out on the lawn, and seeing nothing but the
troubled visions that haunted her weary brain.

Both started suddenly to their feet in vague
terror, as Allan, hastening into the room with
the Scotch newspaper in his hand, said—

« QOnly think, True, such a strange thing has
happened! The workmen at Glower O’er—but
I must read it to you. Do ring for lights. How
dark that trellis makes this room!”

“You noisy fellow ! I declare you have quite
frightened me,” 8aid Gertrude, ringing the bell
as she spoke.

But her aunt, in a concentrated tone that
sounded sepulchral in its enforced calmness,
8aide—

“ Speak, then, Allan, if you've read it; say at
once what it is—this strange thing.” .

“ Why, the excavators for the line were going
through that district where that old kinsman of
mamma’s, Angus Dunoon, once sunk his shaft,
when he took it into his head that there were
mineral treasures there; and, lo and behold,
there’s some trinkets found there, that have been,
on examination by some local authority, sent to
my father, forthwith.”

« What, family jewels, hid in the old tronbled

times?” said Gertrude.
— « No, no, True; there have been no troublesin
loyal Scotland since 1745, and this Angus Du-
noon flourished until a year or more after our
mother was born. I suppose he would have been
forgotten long ago, but that his vagaries brought
our grandfather to grief. A man may lose his
money by being too clever, as well as by being
too foolish.”

“Yaes, yes, every excess is bad,” said Gertrude,
impatintly; ¢but these trinkets, Allan, what are
they, if not family jewels ?”

« They are not family jewels ; strangely enough,
they are a child’s ornaments, a necklace and
coral, and there was with them—-"

Candles were just then brought in, and the
young man paused a moment, and ran his eye
over the paragraph in the paper, till the servant
left the room, and then resumed, seriously—

“There was with them a rather awful accom-
paniment.”

« Awful, Allan! What?” said niece and aunt
simultaneously.

“Why, a kind of old oak chest, or ¢mistletoe
bough’ affair—-"

«A gkeleton? never! You're romancing, Allan,”
said Gertrude, turning pale as she tried to put
off the idea.

“Yes! bones of a child—and a grown person.”

Miss Austwicke heaved a long sigh as of re-
lief, and said, having recovered her usual tone
of voice—

“ Well, and how can that concern Basil-—your
father, Allan?”

¢ Why, the trinkets have the Austwicke crest
and name on them.”

He read the short paragraph in the paper
which furnished the incidents he had related—

« SINGULAR DISCOVERY OF HUMAN REMAINg,—
The workmen engaged in excavating for the new line
of railway past Glower O’er, on Friday last, laid open
an old shaft, sunk many years ago by the late Angus
Dunoon, Esq., and came upon some bones, which on
inspection proved to be these of a child and a grown
person; by the size, the latter is judged to be a female
skeleton. " A child’s coral and necklace, with a orest
and the name of ‘ Gertrnde Austwicke’ eugraved on
them, were with the bones. From the complete de-
eomposition of clothing and flesh, it is conjectured

that these extraordinary relics must have been many
years in the place where they were found.”

And concluded by saying—

*“ The remains await the investigation of the au-
thorities, and the police have the trinkets in their pos-
session, to take them for identification, to the learned

counsel, Basil Austwicke, Esq., brother-in-law of Lord
Dunoon, and owner of the land.”

“What is the date of the paper”

“The seventeenth, and this is the twenty-
seeond.”

““The dreadful things have come then, I sup-
pose, to papa,” said Gertrude, her face pallid to
the very lips. " )

“Well, the trinkets are not dreadful; and
there’s nothing to scare you, True. That they
should be found in such ghastly companionship,
is certainly very strange.”

“Can my brothers sending for his wife, have
anything to do with this? Why should he send
for her?” said Miss Austwicke, speaking to her-
self.

Though the remark was not addressed to them,
they both replied—

¢ Bhe has, of course, to see the trinkets.”

The paper passed from hand to hand, and was 4

read over and over again.
time, remarking—

“T heard mamma once tell Dr. Griesbach about
her uncle, Angus Dunoon, who, she said, pre-
vailed on grandpapa to mortgage his estate.
Mamma added, that a learned experimentalist
was qunite as fatal to the Dunoon family as any
spendthrift could have been. Mamma was warn-
ing the Doctor against letting his son Jive with
some relative, who wag, in some way, a devotee
of science.”

“Oh! Professor Griesbach she meant, said
Allan. ¢ Well, if people haven't acres to lose,
they can’t lose them; and I fancy the elder
Griesbachs are not of the genus, ‘learned fool!
Rupert, here, may be.”

“I am sure, Allan,” began Gertrude; but she
stopped short; and if it was a defence she meant
to volunteer of Rupert Griesbach, she stopped
short in time to avert Allan’s banter, if not her
own self-condemnation.

One good arose from the turn given to the
conversation: the colour had returned to her
face.

Miss Austwicke still continued abstracted and
uneasy, and soon after left them.

Gertrude, after a

CHAPTER XLVI. DREAMLAXD AND DAYLIGHT.

‘ A feeling of sadness and longing,
That is not akin to paln,
And resembles sorrow only,
As the mist resembies rain.” LONGFELLOW.

With the aid of books and music, the brother
and sister passed the evening, without any
further reference to the subject, though it had
taken possession of the thoughts of both—Ger-
trude, especially. On retiring to her room, she
resorted to that infallible balm for troubled
minds, the Book of books, and read over, more
than once, the ninety-first Psalm, before bending
her knees and offering her evening prayer; yet
th_isddid not wholly succeed in tranquillising her
mind.

She lay awake many hours; indeed, it was
not until the morning sun came brightly into her
room that she fell into a troubled sleep, and
dreamed that she was in a spacious apartment,
standing between her father and brother; and
that her mother walked up the whole length of

“the shadowy hall, with hLer face convulsed with

either grief or anger: that she was shrinking
back, to avoid her mother's approach, when the
floor under her feet opened, and she fell down a
black and yawning gulf, an immense depth, nnd,
trying to rise, was held down in the grisly arms
of a skelcton. Her struggles to free herself
woke her, She started up in bed with a cry,and
as consciousness returned, saw Ruth standing at
her bed-side, dressed in her bonnet and shawl.

‘ Thank goodness, it was but a dream !” she
cried adding, “ what folly to remember.,” And
then, in a cheery voice, as the golden beams of
the morning made the room pleasant, and chased
away the ugly vision, she added, What, going
so soon, Ruth ?”

“It's mot very soon, miss. You've overslept
yourself. I'd a mind to waken you, for you
looked so troubled—and I must be going by the
nine o'clock train, and it's a long walk to the
station.”

“Yes, yes, go, good Ruth, and mind be back
punctually, for mamma and papa come to-night ;

and you had better ask my aunt, in fatore, when
you want to go out.’

Ruth curtseyed, and left her, and as Gertrude
was not one of those young ladies who allow
themselves to become dependent on a waiting-
woman, she was soon dressed, and out over the
lawn, into the shrubbery, and rcady, as far as
she herself was concerned, to ‘laugh at her
drearn. But still there was quite enough in the
reality made known to her of this mysterious
discovery in Scotland to check' any exuberance
of spirits. So she spent a quiet day over her
books with Marian,

Allan, directly luncheon was over, went to the
parsonage, to take a ramble with Rupert Gries-
bach.

Dinner was ordered at six o'clock. An hour
before that time, the house was in all the bustle
of an arrival, which, however was much more
quiet than had been expected, for the two
younger sons had not come. They were still at
Scarborough, with friends of Mr. Austwicke’s.
That lady and her husband both looked excited,
worn, and troubled. Fatigue, merely, was it?
~—80 Gertrade hoped. :

It was characteristic of both parents that, as
their children came out on the steps of the, great
porch to meet them, Mrs. Austwicke-should rush
into Allan's arms, while Gertrnde was folded to
ber father's breast. He held her there, as it
secmed to her, with even more affection than
usual. Then he released her, and handed her to
her mother, who stooped forward and kissed her
cheek, saying, in a constrained way—

“ You are looking well, Gertrude” Then,
turning to Martin, who was curtseying in the
hall, she exclaimed, * I'm wearied to death,
Martin I

¢« And no wonder; whirled along those hor-
rible railroads,” said Miss Austwicke, who walk-
ed out of the shadowy side of the Hall, to shake
hands stiffly with her sister-in-law, and rather
more cordially to welcome her brother. ¢ You,
Basil, I suppose, are used toit; but it tries even
you—T see it does.”

The greeting on each side was soon over, bat
it rather startled Gertrude, as she and her aunt
were leaving Mr. Austwicke, to be conducted by
old Gubbins—now tottering with age, but tena-
cious of his privileges—to his room, that, instead
of accompanying the ancient butler, Mr. Aust-
wicke should turn back in the hall and come up
again to his daughter, fold her in his arms and
kiss ber; then, holding her at arm’s length,
should say, appealing to his sister—

¢ Who is she like, Honor ?” )

“ Well, T don’t deny, Basil, that she bhas the
Austwicke eyes and brow; you may-see them
repeated over and over for two hundred years in
the corridor pictures; but she's more of a blonde
than we Austwickes are, and smaller, though,
fortunately, not quite a pigmy. That's the
D'unoon hair and complexion.”

¢« Of course it is—of course!” cried Mr.
Austwicke, in a triumphant tone, that sounded
strangely excited. “If I wanted to make my
darling vain, I should say she blends what's best
in both houses ; but, there’s no doubt that little
head has nonsense enough in it.” .

“ Well, yes—and some sense too,” said . Miss
Austwicke, with unwonted kindness. )

“ Perhaps a little of that goes & great way,”
laughed Gertrude. .

« With young ladies, doubﬂess,_“ rejoined Mr,
Austwicke, laughing in concert with Allan, who
.wasg an amusecd spectator of the little scene, and
speaking more like himself than he had yet done,

They all separated to dress for dinner, and
when they met at table the topic that had been
50 mnch in Gertrude’s mind, and it may be also
in that of her aunt andbrother, through the day,
was not alluded to. Mr. Austwicke chatted
pleasantly ; his looks dwelling, evidently with
great complacency, on his daughter, :who, in
honour of the occasion, had dressed herself very
prettily in a pale pink silk, trimmed with filmy,
white lace; her abundant curls of the very palest
gold falling round her snowy.neck. A little
pearl locket, suspended from & delicate gold
necklet, wag the only ornament in the way of
jewellery; but what need of more, with that
resplendent hair, softly-tinted cheeks, and beam-



1866.}

"THE SATURDAY READER

133

‘ing eyes, and the youth and grace that made a

sort of atmosphere of light around her ?

« My own little True!” murmured the fond
father, as he looked at her.

«T thipk it is quite time that we call her Ger-
trnde, Mr. Austwicke,” said the lady of the Ilall,
petulantly. ¢ I diglike nick-names; they're, to
@y thinking, very vulgar.” '

“ Ob, mother dear! said Allan, “ pet-names
and nick-names are two very different things.
True she is, and True she must be—and no pun
intended, I assure you—to the end of the
chapter.”

“ Bravo, Allan, that's a good motto, my boy,”
cried Mr. Austwicke. ¢ ¢ True she is, and True
she must be.”

Miss Austwicke seemed to shiver.

“ As to frue, if you really have any grand
moral meaning in your words, Allan,” interposed
Mrs. Austwicke, tartly, “ there’s no great merit
in people being that which it would be disgrace-
ful not to be.”

Aguin a thrill ran through Miss Austwicke,
though she felt it incumbent on her to say—

« Certainly—you are quite right.”

“ When you keep talking of me so, Allan, I
feel quite savage,” said Gertrude. ¢ 1 should
like to be Dr. Johnson.”

“ You—you little goose ! and why, pray, that
wise wish ?”

« Why, then I might say something as severe
as he said to Boswell: ¢ You've only two gub-
jecta: yourself and myself, and I'm heartily sick
of both.””

% He was a very sensible man, T think,” said
Mrs. Austwicke.

Her husband coughed drily, and rejoined, ¢ e
was, rather, my dear.”

When the dinner was over, and the ladies
were going to the drawing-room, Mr, Austwicke

said—

“ Well take teain the library this evening.
There's something there, Honor, that you must
look at; and you, Allan, and Gertrude; I want
you all to see it.”

« Excuse we, paps,” said Gertrude, hardly
conscious why she spoke, and certainly unable,
if she had been asked, to give a reason for
declining to go. .

« Certainly not, dear. You are quite an
interested party in this—this unpleasant m_attex.-.’

« Unpleasant?’ said Miss Austwicke, inquir-
ingly.

% yYes, very much so. Everything that makes
a family talked about is unpleasant. Rumour is
at once & contemptible and yet a dangerous
thing : families suffer by it.”

«] should think, in our case, the family
honour,” began Miss Austwicke, in her old way
—but she stopped of herself, even before Mrs.
Austwicke, with a derisive laugh, gaid—

« Spare us any Austwicke glorifications ; I'm
too tired, indeed; for them to-night. You're
always the family Honor, you know.”

Pleased with this smartness, which, as in
many other instances, prevents rather than aids
its possessor having any insight into what is
going on around, the three ladics walked at once
to the library.

CHAPTER XLVII. THB RELICS,

o been doings dark as night,
“ i‘,‘,‘i,“;,’},‘; as death: which the clear e:vos of day

gﬁhﬁm‘)ﬁhm many counsels of the dark;

whispers of the self-reproached,
?:dhgwkgegmwﬁ' ANONYMOUS.

The two elder ladies maintained an anxious
silence. Gertrude, agitated by vague fears, tried
to tranquillise herself over a book, when Allar

and Mr. Austwicke joined them. .
There was a strong new oak box on a side-
table, with a padlock on it, towards which the
the looks of three ofthe party weresoon directed.
Not a word was spoken until the servant and the
tea-things had departed; then Mr. Austwicke
brought the small box to the centre table and,
placing it under a tall lamp, unlocked it. He
took out a child’s coral necklace, finished with a
very handsome fastening, and two clasps of the
same workmanship mounted in gold ; a stick of
coral, ornamented with gold bells; a tattered
old Testament, and & common tin tobacco-box.

These laiter be had scarcely laid on the table,
when Miss Austwicke, who had put on her
spectacles and was leaning over the first-named
articles, hastily turncd the clasps, and ex-
claimed—

‘“ Why, these are the necklace and clasps
which I gave to you, Gertrude, a8 a christening
gift! See, here’s your name on the back of the
clasps—* Gertrude Austwicke, from her Aunt
Honoria.'”

“ Of course they are,” said Mrs. Austwicke,
*¢ the very same ; and you know how annoyed I
wag that by the carclesness or dishonesty of the
servants, they were lost while I was at Madeira,”

¢ Yes, I remember your writing to me about
it. I never thought you would have left the
child's trinkets with that poor old, infirm Scotch
nurse of yours.”

“ Liza Ross was as faithful a creature as ever
lived,” said Mrs. Austwicke, decidedly. ¢ She
nursed me, and I know, whoever was to blame,
she was not.”

¢« But you told me she became blind, sister.””

“ Yes; she couldn’t, of course, belp that.”

¢« And this coral; was this Gertrude’s? and
lost at the sawe time?” asked Allan, wishing
to interrupt the rising anger.

«] gave that to her,” said Mr. Austwicke;
adding, ¢but what puzzles me most is this.
He took up a bit of wool out of the mildewed
ravel of a silk purse, in which it bad been wrap-
ped, and displayed an antique plain gold ring,
with & motto inside, and a date, 1672, remark-
g, ¢ This was found too.”

Miss Austwicke reached out her hand, and no
sooner looked at the ring than she started to her
feet with a faint cry.

¢« It's Maud Austwicke’s marriage-ring! It was
given as an old family relic to my mother, and
then—"

¢ Aye; and then, what then?” inquired her
brother, anxiously. “ Why do you look like
that, Honar ? the ring won’t harm you.”

Miss Austwicke, trembling in every limb, sat
down, she would bave fallen if she had not, and
gasped out— .

¢« It was left to Wilfred.”

¢« Left to him ? Bat was it ever given to him ?”

# J=1 don’t know,” faltered Miss Austwicke.

« Oh, but I do know that,” interposed Mrs.
Austwicke; ¢ 1 saw him wear it on his watch-
chain, and I once told him he used a family
relic badly in so doing. Yes, he bad it when he
visited at Dunoon, before Gertrude was born.”

¢ Indeed, had he?—but,” gasped Miss Aust-
wicke, “I can’t talk of poor Wilfred.”

She leant back, and covered her face.

They had all been too intently occupied to
hear a single knock, which had been twice
repeated, at the door. It opened, and Ruth,
with a shambling curtsey, entered.

“ What do you want?” said Mr. Austwicke.

¢ Please, sir, it rains, and the bay window is
not fastened.”

“ Go round that way, then,” said Mrs. Aust-
wicke, indicating, as she spoke, that Ruth should
pass behind a low screen, in the rear of the table,
to the bay window, which was at the end of the
room.

Gertrude fancied that Ruth was rather anxious
to show her that she had come home early.
Meanwhile the woman, taking the direction
indicated, had to mount some steps at the
window to close an open pane. She did her
work quickly, and was decending, when, turning
her head an instant, shesaw, by the light of the
lamp which fell full upon them, the mnecklace,
clasps, and coral. The latter lay by itself very
conspicuously. No one noticed her, and, after a
wild stare of dumb surprise, she descended, and,
with the creeping step of one fearful of notice,
tottered out of the room. Yes, tottered. Allan
turned bis head, and observed her gait with
something more than surprise, but he said
nothing. Could it be possible, he was asking
bimself, that Ruth (who had, he knew, been so
attentive to his sister, and was o valued servant)
had been drinking? He feared so; the woman,
he was sure, actually staggered. However, there
were other things just then to think of, and his
attention was recalled by Gertrude’s remark—

# It is fortunate these things are found, papa.”

¢ H—em ! my dear—ye-——s. But there's this
unpleasantness—don’t be shocked—the remains
of two people, & child and a woman, were found
with them.” .

“ So we read, papa, in a newspaper Mr. Hope
sent us, That is very dreadful.”

« If that was the thief's skeleton, she met her
deserts,” said Allan, with rashness,

¢« Bat the little child?” cried Gertrude.

% The unfortunate woman, Allan,” gaid Mr.
Austwicke, solemnly, “met more than her deserts
poor wretch! she must have fallen down the
old shaft. I hear that it was very sligktly, if at
all protected. Some planks of wood put over it,
that had rotted away; and, what made it worse,
a growth of weeds and grass had gathered about
and hid it.” .

“ 1 wonder a place was 8o left,” said Allan,
indignantly.

“ You would not wonder if you had ever been
in Cornwall. They often leave shafts of exhausted
mines there quite unprotected,”

¢ Angus Dunoon had ounce an estate in Corn-
wall. He had to sell it, and it now belongs to
the Pentreals,” remarked Mrs. Austwicke.

The Testament and tobacco-box were then
looked at. There was the name of ¢ Niel Glos-
sop” in the onme, and the initials, “N. G.,”
roughly scratched on the other.

“ Well, but, mamma, when had Gertrude
these things? and what servants had you in
Scotland 1"

Mrs. Austwicke was justabout to speak, when
they were startled by cries and voices, and a
great confusion in the house. Just as Mr. Aust-
wicke’s hand was on the bell, a man-servant en-
tered in haste, saying—

" ¢ Please, sir, Ruth’'s down in a fit. She's des-
parate bad.”
(To be continued.)

JAMES BARRY, R.A.

AMES Barry was born in tbe city of Cork,
J Ireland, October 11, 1741, His father was
employed, during the early portion of his life, as
& coasting trader between Ireland and England.
Young Barry made some trips when a boy ; but
the occupation was very distasteful to him, und
consequently he had to be allowed to follow the
bent of his own genius. It issaid that he painted
his first picture when only seventeen : atabout
twenty years of age he had madesuch rapid pro-
gress as to venture on a visit to Dublin, with
one of his productions, which he exhibited in one
of the rooms of the Society for the encourage-
ment of Arts, Manufactures and Commerce. The
subject he chose was St. Patrick on the shore
of Cashel ; who, in conferring the rite of bap-
tism on the morarch of that district, has uncon-
sciously planted the sharp end of his crozier
through the foot of the royal convert. One of
the guards is uplifting his battle-axe to revenge
the injury, but is restrained by another, who is
pointing to the unchanged aspect and pious
demeanour of his royal master, as an evident
proof that he will not suffer his pious feelings to
be interrupted by the pain.

Burke, on seeing this painting, at once per-
ceived the merits and defects of his young and
aspiring countryman. He immediately gave his
advice, and what was more his assistance, and it
was chiefly through his aid that Barry was
enabled to visit Italy,

After remaining in Rome for about five years,
he left, in the spring of 1770, and passing leis-
urely through the various cities in the north of
Italy, so rich in the treasures of art, he arrived
in England early in the following year. In
London he attracted considerable attention by a
picturo of Venus. This was followed by many
others, which all tended to confirm his already
establighed reputation.

His next productions of any note, were his
grand series of pictures in the great room of the
Society of Artsat the Adelphi. These are six in
number, and represent severally the following
subjects ; The Story of Orpheus ; A Greek Har-
vest Home ; The Crowning of the Victors at
Olympia ; Navigation, or the Triumph of the
Thames ; The Distribution of Premuims by the
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Society of Arts; and Elysium, or the State of
Final Retribution. Of the above the Greek Har-
vest Home is said by good judges to be the best
and most perfect as a picture. He completed the
paintings in 1783 : and the only remuneration
he received for his nearly seven years' labour,
was two hundred and fifty guineas, and the
proceeds of two exhibitions of the works.

Barry was elected to the Professorship of
Painting to the Royal Academy in 1782 ; but
was expelled seventeen years after, chiefly on
account of a publication of his entitled: © A
letter to the Dilettanti Society, respecting the
obtention of certain mattersessentially necessary
for the improvement of public taste, and for ac-
complishing the original views of the Royal
Academy of Great Britain.”

The lectures which he delivered before the
Academy are literary productions of considerable
merit ; they arc invaluable to the student of art,
and may be perused with profit by the amateur
and general reader.

Many stories are extant of the civil feuds betwen
Barry, and the courtly painter, Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds. Passing these over, however, we will try to
amuse and interest the reader, by recording one
of & more pleasant nature, the actors in it being
Barry and his kind and worthy friend, the Right
Hon. Edmund Burke. A long time had passed
without their having seen each other, when one
day they met accidentally in the street. The
greeting was, of course, cordial. Barry invited
his friend to dine with him the next day. Burke
arrived at the appointed hour, and the door was
opened by Barry’s housekeeper, Dame Ursula, as
she was called. She at first denied her master ;
but when Burke mentioned his name, Barry,
who had overheard it, came running down stairs,
He was in his usual attire ; his thin grey hair
was all dishevelled ; an old and soiled green
shade and a pair of mounted spectacles assisted
his sight. He gave Burke a hearty welcome,
and led him into the room which served him for
studio, gallery, parlour and kitchen ; it was,
however, so filled with smoke, that its contents
remained a dead letter. Barry showed the utmost
surprise, and seemed to be at a loss to account
for the very strange state of affairs. Tho secret
was goon found out by Burke, for it appeared
that Barry had removed the stove from its usual
situation by the chimney-piece, and had drawn
it into the middle of the room, placing it on an
old dripping pan to defend the carpet from the
burning ashes. Recourse was had to the bellows,
no blaze would come, but volumes of smoke were
puffed out, as if to show that the fire could do
something if it liked. After opening the windows
and getting rid of the smoke, Barry invited his
friend to the upper rooms to view his pictures.
As ho went from one to the other, he applied
the sponge and water, with which he was sup-
plied, to wash off the thick dust which covered
them. Burke was delighted with them, and
with Barry’s account of each, as he pointed out
its particular beauties. He then took him to his
bedroom ; its walls were hung with unframed
pictures, which had also to be freed from the
thick coating of dust that obscured them. They
were, it i3 almost unnecessary to say, noble spe-
cimens of art. Near the fireplace, stood the
rough, stump bedstead, with its covering of
coarse rug.

¢ Yonder is my bed,” exclaimed the artiat, “ you
see I use no curtains; they are very unwholesome,
and I breathe as freely and sleep as soundly as
if I lay upon down and snored under velvet.
Look there,” continued he, as he pointed to a
broad shelf bigh alove -the bed, « thatI consider
my chef-d'euvre; 1 think I have been more than
a match forthe dastardly rats.”

Barry had no clock, so depended on the crav-
ings of his stomach to regulate his meals. By
this infallible guide, he perccived that it was
time for dinner ; but forgot that he bad invited
Burko to partake of it, till reminded by & hiat.

% 'Pon my word, my dear friend, I bad totally
forgotten, I sincerely beg your pardon ; but if
you'll just sit down here and blow the fire, I'll
get a nice beefsteak in a minute.”

Burke did bis best, and had a # rousing fire” when
Barry returned with the steak rolled up in cabbage-
leaves, which he drew from his pocket ; fromthe

"' man of very extraordinary powers of mird, with

same receptacle ho produced a parcel of potatoes,
a bottle of beer was under each arm, and each
hand held a fresh French-roll. A gridiron was
placed on the fire, and Burke was deputed to
act a8 cook, while Barry performed the part of
butler. While he laid the cloth, Dame Ursula
boiled the potatoes, and at five o’clock the friends
sat down to their repast. As soon as dinner was
despatched, the friends chatted away over their
two bottles of port till nine o’clock. The great
orator was often heard to say that this was one
of the most amusing and delightful days he had
ever spent.

Doctor Samuel Johnson, having visited an ex-
hibition of some of Barry's pictures thus speaks of
him: * Whatever the hand may have done, the
mind has done its part. There is a grasp of mind
there which you find no where else.”

The latter portion of poor Barry’s life is said to
have been a perfect blank. He scldom appeared
in public, and his last literary effort was & letter
and petition to the king, which was published in
the Morning Herald, December 3rd, 1799. In
1805, some friendgof his, and particularly the earl
of Buchan, supposing his finances to be in a very
low state, raised a subscription, and purchased
for him a comfortable annuity, but he did notlive
toreceive even the first payment. He was taken
ill ata tavern where he usually dined, and was
carried to the residence of Mr. Bonomi, the
architect,where he languished fifteen days, and ex-
pired Pebruary 22nd, 1806. He was baried in
St. Paul's Cathedral, and over him isa flat stone
inscribed

] THE

GreaT HisTORICAL PAINTER,

’ JAMES BARRY,

Diep 2280 FzBRUARY, 1806,
Acep 64.

¢ Barry, take him all in all, was certainly a

the clearest views of what ought to be the objects
of art, but with a temper 8o irritable, and man-
ners 80 brutal, as totally to destroy all chance
of success, in any of his propositions for its
benefit, and almost to render nugatory the
strength of his understanding. In his earliest
letters from Italy this irritability is very palpable,
and what isextraordinary, heseems never to have
had any distinct view how to ground himself in
the fundamental parts of his profession, or to have
had patience to be slow in acquiring knowledge
before he attempted to be rapid in executing it. Of
this defect Burke seemed aware, and cautioned
him often in his letters. ¢ Whatever you do,
my dear Barry,’ says he in one of them, ¢leave
off sketching ; study with a knife in your hand :
I am convinced that exquisite masterly drawing
the glory of the great sehool, can only be acquir-
ed by particular studies, and not by general com-
positions.”  This sound adviee of Burke seems to
bave been very little heeded by Barry. Judging
from his works one would say, it was evident he
never had dissccted, and his power of drawing
was ignorant and inadequate ; he knew scarcoly
a principle of the human figure, and so blind
was he to his own deficiencies, that he asserts
that ¢the Adelphi works possessed the castigat-
ed purity of Grecian outline, and would bear
comparigon with any work ancient or modern.’ ¢

« His mind seems tohave been engrossed by some
undefined idea of grandeur, of which he saw no
traces in the worksof his contemporaries, and
which accordingly his impetuous character
treated with little charity. His notions of
grandeur appear to have been too closely identi-
fied with vastness. The series of paintings in
the Great Room at the Adelphi, which Barry
painted gratuitously, display much power of
thought, but at the same time exhibit with equal
force the undisciplined mind and pencil of their
author.”

“ And Barry, who, scorning to prostitate
his talents to portraiture or paper staining, was
necessitated, after the most unparalleled exertions,
and more than monastic privations, to accept of
charitable contribution ; and at last received his
death-stroke at a sixpenny ordinary! It may,
however, afford some consolation and some hope
to observe that the public felt for Barry,that they

acknowledged his abilities, subscribed readily to
his necessities, and at least did *

‘ Help to bury whom they help’d to kill.””
Montreal, March, 1866° ARTIST.

AN ADVENTURE AT LABRADOR.

Translatcd from the French for the Saturday Reader.
HE Labrador coast is extremely sterile,
gloomy, and intersected with ravines, marshes

and small lakes. With but few exceptions there

are no trees to rejoice the sight of the traveller,
by their green foliage, or afford shelter from the
fiery heat of the summer's sun; for, notwith-
standing the sharp cold which predominates in
mid-winter, the summer's heat is frequently

excessive in the extreme. Not a hedge—not a

fence—no roads, only here and there a little foot-

path, winds itself, like a serpent, sometimes
over & precipice, sometimes through a taft of
brushwood.

One must walk three or four miles before
coming to a solitary human habitation. All is

vast and solitary—everything bespeaks desola-
tion and gloom.

The stillness of the scene is only interrupted
by the cry of wild birds, which ire foumf in
abundance—the croaking of the crow, and the
noise of the sea waves. Nevertheless to this
place resort the different people of Europe and
America—English, Scotch, Irish, Jersey, Cana-
dian, and others; there do they establish them~
selves—such is the love of gain,

Winter is the season for deer-hunting at
Labrador; then is it, that the lover of this
laborious pastime may give full scope to his
passion, provided he has plenty of courage and
musclo. With what zest does he set out, at the
first beam of sunlight, snow-shoes on his feet,
knapsack on his back, and a gun upon his arm
or on his shoulder, leaving in his wako a line of
oval figures upon the yielding snow. Bat them,
what dangers beset his path? The sun, till now
80 beautiful, suddenly disspgents behind a dismal
veil of thick vapor, the wind whistles fiercely, and
the snow rises in whirls, till all is lost to view.
‘Where will he go then, alone—sometimes on the
summit of a sharp rock, sometimes on the edge
of & precipice, sometimes between two walls of
snow? He no longer remembers his point of
departure ; it is cold, and the wind pierces him,
though be does not see a pace before him—still,
he must keep on walking or he will freeze to
doath.

Then is it that prudence and presence of mind
become necessary ; and we will see, hereafter, how
it is brought to bear, on such occasions a3 this.

Last winter I was present at one of the jovial
gatherings so frequent at Labrador, during the
snowy season. We sang, danced, and amused
ourselves as wo best could. Anecdote had also
its turn: and here is one I gathered from the lips
of one of the guests—a man of probity and truth.
The conversation fell upon the chase of deer.

“It is & fine—a noble amusement,” said he ; “at
one time it was my passion; but that time has
passed. A few paces are the most I can now per-
form and even those with difficulty—what would
I not give to be able to do as I once did 7*

“Tqll us all about it—tell us about it, if you
please,” said a voice.

« About what?’ .

«Your adventure ; I have not heard it yet.”

#With pleasure ; provided you have sufficient
patience to hear me out to the end, for I am a
bad story-teller. However, a8 truth needs not
the embellishment of art I will tell you crudely,
what happenened to me about,—yes—about ten
years ago.” .

So saying, our speaker, having complacently
filled and lit his pipe, 8 most indispengable obser-
vance—commenced somewhat in these words :

One fine afternoon in the month of February,
having supplied myself with all the requisites for
the chase, I started off with one of my employes,
& Jersey.

#What fine weather,” said my companion,ad-

* Annals of the Fine Arts, t Mr. Wornum.

dpessing me in his jargon; “Ihope it will not
. ® John Ossle, B- A.
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turn out bad, by and bye. Tell me, what is the
distance to your cabin?”

« My cabin may be about twelve miles from
where I live.” .

« Oh, that's nothing; we'll reach it before
aightfall”

We walked on, in silence, for about five or six
mi'ges, when my companion, again addressing me,
salde—

“ What the deuce!” said he, ¢1look there ; is not
that & deer track 7—see there, chum.”

In truth, before us lay a lang track, lost in the
distance.

We followed the track, and hurried on our
pace; we walked on for upwards of threehours
without perceiving anything ; the night was fast
approaching, and wo took the road to my hut
where we arrived at dark,

As you know, the deer occupy a track of
about three or four leagues in this place, it is
usual for huntsmen to erect a hut, on the limits,
containing a stove and all things necessary to
render it comfortable; sometimes we passed
whole weeks in this manner,

We entered the place, struck a light, made a
fire, despatched a part of our provigions with an
appetite undiminished by our recent walk, lit
our pipes,and began to feel a little lonesome,
when my companion, animated no doubt, by
our desolate situation, and by the prevailing
silence, broke out suddenly,

“ Do you believe in spirits,” said he.

¢ In spirits, you clown,” replied I, laughingly.

“What! you laugh ; ah well! I tell you there
are such things.”

¢ Have you seen any ?”

¢ Yes sir—that is to say—no~—but others have
seen them for me. I could tell the name of the
person who did ; she could tell you as I do.”

« Well! and what bave you seen 2—What has
she seen ?”

#1ts awful what she has seen. Il tell you
all about it. It was on a night in the autumn—
it was as dark ags in the——"

He had not time to fiuish the sentence, when
frightful howls were heard a few paces from the
cabin door. My companion trembled, but quickly
recovered himself.

#Chum,” said he,  wolves,—my gun.”

He rushed out of the cabin, and I followed
with my We looked around us
on every side—nothing could be seen. Shortly
after I heard the distant howling of wolves; we
re-entered the hut, and the Jersey was about to
continue his ghost story, butseeing mestretched
upon the pallet, where we were to rest, he
followed my example and we were soon fast
asleep.

The next morning before sunrise we were
afoot——not the slightest cloud was to be seen;
afow stars glistened here and there—we had
every prospect of & beautitul day before us.

«Chum,” said my companion,” after baving
slept so well, I hope we will be able to run
well. IfI could only take down, at least, three
deer—how I wish I was that dog there.”

« Get ready and let us start,” said I, * without
so much bluster; perhaps you may not see even
one; how, then, are you to kill three ?”

« You haven’t forgot your spectacles, I hope.”

 No! no; everything is there,” (pointing to the
knapsack.)

These spectacles, generally green ones, are ab-
solutely necessary to the sportsman, if he wishes
toescape getting sorecyes. Itis by no means an
uncommon thing to see persons, who have had the
imprudence to neglect their use, become blmd.for
several days, from the glare of the snow, during
which time they suffer acutely. .

Breakfast over, we started off. After having
strayed hither and thither during the whole
morning, without seeing anything, we came to
the conclusion to separate,—each taking a differ-
ent direction. You can understand ; this gave us
a double chance. We parted, then, promising
each other to meet again at the hut, ifwe did not
happen to do 8o before.

Off I went, then, towards a spot where I had
been successful more than once. I took care not
to breathe a word of my intentions to my comrade ;
for you see, o hunter, like a musician, possesses
at heart a sort of a jealous rivalry towards others.

I walked on for about an hour. Arrived at the
point I had made for, I could see nothing ; however,
Iresolved to wait there a little, Thisspot wasa
lake, from which, at variousintervals, arose slight
eminences. Placing myself in ambuscade behind
one of them I remained there. I was beginning
to feel the time very ong, when suddeuly I per-
ceived a deer running, or rather flying towards
me, leaving behind him a track of blood upon the
snow~I presented my gun,and couched in joy.
On he came—TI fired, and the deer fell.

I went up to it, the ball had entered his heart ;
but, what has wounded it in this way, said I,
examining one of its legs, from which poured a
stream of blood.

I had not to wait long—my companion came
up as fast as his egs could carry bim, and blow-
ing like a whale.

¢ Ah, chum, master—you've hit him; much
obliged to you for the trouble—but it was I who
commenced his destruction; to me is the honour
due,”

«But where would he have been now, my
brave, if I had not been here ?”

# Oh, what's this about! I have good legs, I
would have caught up to him ; he was fainting
fast,”

#'Tut, tut; your gun is still loaded.”

“ Look there!”

At this instaut we again sought cover of the
little hillock. Coming towards the lake, like a
moving forest, were a hundred deer, wending
their way carelessly and quietly, sometimes brows-
ing upon the bushes or tufts of moss, that here
and there peeped above the snow ; they advanced
as sportively asso many dogs, stopping occasion-
ally to eniff the air on every side.

I hastened to reload my gun—they were on
the lake—they were getting nearer—¢ Hold
yourself ready,” said I, to my companion; “we
will fire together.

¢ Oh, chum, look at them! I'm ready.”

They were an‘ectly in front of us——b-—bang
~——two deer remained upon the spot, the rest
vanished like a shadow.

« Behold my spoils,” said my companion.

“« How! your spoils? and do my shots go for
nothing ?”

+ Behold my spoils, I repeat. Did notI tell you
a3 much this morning. Well, look at them.”

“ Listen, my brave boy, who killed the first?”

4T did.”

“You're a—toad,” said I a little roughly, for he
rather nettled me,

¢ Ah, master—any other name but that if you
please.”

You see this epithet to a Jerseyman is
what that of Jack Bull or roast beef would be to
an Englishman,

“Don’t get angry,” said he ; “I'll explain the
thing to you. When I left you I had not gone
five hundred paces when I perceived at least
sixty deer. I wounded one and he came in this
direction. Had I not wounded him, he would
certainly have followed the rest, and flown to-
wards the opposite point—there, chum.”

« But who felled him ?”

¢ Oh, why didn’t you let him alone? he was
mine.”

«7 tell you it isnot 8o ; we'llsee. And how can
you say that these two are yours ?”

“ Very easily—I had two balls in my gun.

«1 had three.”

“Possible, master—but you aimed too high.
I saw that.”

“Mortal to a—"Iwas going to say the words,
but I could not give expression to my contempt
for the man.

“ We'll arrange about it,—we'll arrange about
it,” said he, and so the dispute ended.

As you are aware, it is seldom that
similar altereations do not arise among the sport-
ing fraternity on such expeditions. Each one
has the modesty to beligve himself the most
expert of the number, whether as marksman or
pedestrian ; and if his success does not equal his
boasting, he had a bad gun or he fired at too

great a distance, or the priming was bad, his
snowshoes were to large, too small, or too heavy;
in ghort, he has a thousand excuses to give.

“There!” said I, “I think that’s enough for to

day ; let's cover these carefully and return. For

you know, gentlemen, the foxes would have had
an agreeable festival had they got hold of them.”

¢ But, chum, it'sstill early ; I'll bet yow'll knock
over three more before dark.”

“ Ah! well, you can remain. I will go and
bring the comitick” (a sort of sleigh, drawn by
dogs, in use at Labrador) ‘“ and the dogs, to take
this load to the house. To get there more
quickly, I will leave you my gun; I have plenty
of time before night-fall, and shall return by
moonlight, and bring 4 man with me.”

I cutout the threedeers’ tongues to bring them
withme, by the way of triumph. Thisis a thing
& huntsman never forgets.

“In case you go away, don't forget to bury the
defunct,” I cried to my companion, and started
off, on my return journey.

The weather was most beautiful,~ravishingly
beautiful—disencumbered of my gun I feltaslight
as a feather. The snow-crust, over which 1 trod
was yielding as sand, but not deep enough to
incommode my pace. It was charming to see
how quickly I went—I almost flew. 1 should
add, that what gave me am additional stimulus
was, the three tongues, of wbich I1had possessed
myself. Three tongues, thought I—the idea
kept me in a transport of joy ; with what pleasure
would I display the three jewels of my crown,—
for I was as happy as a king. What happiness
would I not enioy in spreading them before my
friends!

1 did not feel as if I was walking at all, so
overjoyed was I, and I never noticed the thick
fog forming insensibly in myrear. I only observ-
ed it when great snow flakes began dropping
through the air, and the sun had alroady disap-
peared. I hurried on, for I doubted the safety of
this atmospheric effect in Labrador. Iknew the
danger which generally followed it, and I had
still a good part of the road before me. However
having examined the points of the horizon—ah,
bah—sgaid I—it will be nothing, I am certain. I
was mistaken; soon the wind increased and
whistled loudly, and the snow drifted furiously.
I respired with difficulty, stillon I went. When
—all of a sudden—the snow seemed to give way
beneath my feet; I felt as if flying through the air.
I was overcome—suffocating—choking ; 1shook
the snow off myself several times, but felt it com-
ing ufresh upon me.

That I had fallen from some precipico I had
no doubt ; but from what side I had come I could
not say, Where, then, was [ to direct my steps? L
could scarcely see my hand before my eyes—it
was already night—what ought I do—perish?—
No! said I—I must not lose hope yet. What gave
me some courage was that the cold was not very
intense.

I took my snow-shoes from off my feet, and used
them to dig a hole in the snow, a sort of ditch,
in which I seated myself, having wrapped alarge
shawl around me, whieh I had been using as a
sash, so that I might notbe choked with the snow.
I then covered my retreat with my snow-shoes,
and confiding in Providence, I thus awaited the
fine weather ; or at least, the light of day.

I was tired ; my eyelids closed in spite of all
my exertions to kecp them open. I did not wish
to sleep ; for had the cold fastened upon me, I
would have run the risk of perishing. Constrained
then to keep awake I set myself to think of the
delightful hunt I had just achieved—of the
effrontery of my Jersey companion, who pretend-
ed that the full merit belonged to him ; and finally,
I took to castle-building in the air. Two
or three hours had elapsed ; suddenly it seemed
tome I no longer heard the wind—I uncovered my
face and raised my head ; judge of my surprise
when I found that all around was calm. The
heavens glistened with stars, and the moon con-
tributed the glory of its soft light to thescene—
in an instant I was on foot, my snow-shoes on,
and my shawl around my waist—

Involuntarily I almost danced for joy—when 1
found myself face to face with a man; who dc
you think ? My brave Jersey,

« Where, 7 said I, ¢ do you come from ?”

«From the cabin, chum?"

4 But, tell me, then, were you on the road
during the great storm 7"

¢ By my faith was [.”
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“ Why, truly, you are a gallant knight, and
merit the cross of honor, were there one to give.”

“ Qh, that’s not all, master. I've fired five
times since you left,”

¢ Possible ? what success 7

“ Five,”

“ Five more! But you're jesting ?”

“You'll sce them to-morrow.”

“ Show me the tongues?” )

He showed me them. ¢ Horrible,” said I to my-
self. ¢ He has five and I only three. Why did not
I remain longer 7"

« Call me toad now.”

«Oh! but, my friend, do you still think of
that?” .

« Do I still think of it?”

And my companion regarded me with an air
that surprised me—and then I overheard him
holding the following soliloquy :

¢ ShallI doit? I can—he is unarmed; I have a
good gun—toad—eh 77

1 did not know what to think ; I began to feel
alarmed ; for I knew him to be of an extremely
vindictive disposition, inclined to take offence at
the least trifle, and he was not likely to look upon
the epithet I applied to him in a moment of
anger as a slight injury. However, a moment
afterwards I heard him continue,

“ No—TI'll try him otherwise ; but if he refuses,
I'll stretch him at my feet. Chum,” and turning
towards me, “stay there, master,” said he.

I stopped. i

“ You insulted me, a short time ago—a thing
you had no right to do—and if you do not apo-
logise this instant, I'll fire through your brains.”

And he covered me with his gun.

« John.” said I, you surcly would not take the
life of your master.”

¢ Make haste, or I fire 1”

« 1,7 said I to him, “I apologise to my servant
—do you think to intimidate me.”

I had not tine to finish my sentence—zing ! a
baull whizzed past my ear. I jumped forward to
seize the gun, but Juhu disappeared like a flash
of lighting. I made use of my legs to try and
catch him, but without success. I lostsight of
him in turning & slight rise in the ground.

“He is a demon,” said I; * such audacity! I
never thought bim capable of ii. But he has not
got off yet. TPeople don't escape here, as they do
ina city.”

1 walked oun, looking carefully around me at
each pace ; for he might have concealed himself
behind some ambush and have fired on me as he
would on a deer. In a short time I perceived
something white glimmering in the indistinct
light of the moon, and making its way towards
me. I thought, however, I might be mistaken,
and I rubbed my eyes several times to make cer-
tain, I looked at it ; the phantom seemed to be
stealing softly over the snow—the nearer it came,
the more I became convinced that it was super-
natural, I was, however, far from being super-
stitious or believing in spirits ; still fear gseemed
to take possession of me in spite of myself,

I stopped—the phantom placed itsclf imme-
diately before my eyes and stared at me. I en-
deavoured to test its reality. I tried to touch it,
but my band seemed lost in space. The hair of
my head begun to bristle—-my tongue parched—I
trembled violently, my legs shook under me, I
tried to rid myself of its presence, but the ghost
stalked on by my side. I tried to speak, but my
tongue was dumb, I rubbedmy eyes again—it
was still there. I was dying with fear—when
suddenly—

« What happened ?"" said the speaker, turning
to me. .

¢ I don't know,” I replied; the ghost disap.
peared ; or, perbaps you spoke.

¢4 Nothing of the kind.”

“Well, do you believe in spirlts now ?”

“ You will be able to judge in a moment, my
friend, whether I have reason to do <o, or not.”

Ous speaher arose and having re-filled and re-
lit his pipe sat himself down again and looked at
us in silence.

“Al, well,” on my showiug someo impatience
at his delay, “I was dying with fear when sud-
denly—"

“I awoke,” said he, “and the apartment rang
with a peal of laughter.”

“My encounter with John and the ghost were
the. productions of a dream, and I found myself
in my diich of snow, the cold reality bofore me.
1t was fearfully cold, and the snow had hardened
around me. I was completely benumbed and
sick to the very heart; I raised myself—the
weather was clear and the wind had fallen. The
day had just begun to dawn. As I had suspected
[ found myself enclosed between two hills. With
much difficulty I managed to walk around my
excavation during a whole hour, in order to warm
myself. I had much trouble in recovering from
my torpor. At last I tried to climb one of the
hills in order to ascertain the locality, for I had
scarcely any idea of where I was; but I tricd in
vain. I made a desparate stride and fell. I was
surprised to feel my limbs so feeble. I, who many
times had clambered up rocks, steeper and higher
than these; all my efforts were futile, and I be-
held myself obliged, at last, to take a long wind-
ing to arrive at the desired point. I then found
that I was only threc miles from my dwoelling,
but I could no longer walk ; I fult my limbs be-
numbed to an extent I had mnever experienced.
It was cold—oh! cxcessively cold—I could not
put one foot before the other.

I stretched myself upon the snowy crust and
waited for death ; for that I was going to perish
I made certain. About half an hour passed. I
no longer felt chilled; indeed I experienced—
the most agreable sensations. I enjoyed a sort of
existencs bordering on ecstasy or enchantment—
a sweet repose we rarely feel. When [ perceived
two hunters not far from me, I made a sign to
them, thcy came, and I explained my situation ;
thoy took me by the arms, and dragged me
home.

Gentlemen, my feet were frozen. I have now
but onc toe remaining ; judge of my misfortune.
I, who had the reputation of being the best sports-
man on the coast, can no longer share in the
pleasures of the chage.

As he had finished his story, we thanked him,
and the dance and fun was revived.

NOTES ON LIONS.

IONS appear to be monogamous. The lioness
L carries her young five months, and has two
or three at a birth. According to Jules Gerard,
the cubs begin to attack animals, as sheep and
goats, that stray into their neighbourhood, "as
carly as from cight to twelve months old. About
two years old thoy are able to strangle a horse
or camel, and from this time until maturity (about
cight years), he adds, they are truly ruinous
neighbours. They kill not ouly to obtain food,
but apparently to learn to kill. The age to which
lions attain appears doubtful: Pompey, the lion
in the Old Tower of London Mcnagerie, reached
his seventieth year; and fifty years has been
somctimes given as the ordinary limit reached
by them; but this, most likely, is over the mark.
Dr. Livingstone has observed that they appear
to suffer from loss of tecth as they advance in
years. A great number of these animals would
appear to have existed in the earlier ages of
man's history, and must have presented an im-
portant obstacle to the spread of the human race.

Taking Holy Writ as the carliest record to
which we now have access, it is remarkable how
often the lion is referred to in a figurative man-
ner by the writers. In the original text, we find
various names used to distinguish the lion at
different periods of his existence. Thus (accord-
ing to Dr. Kitto), we have gur, a lion's whelp, as
in Jeremiah 1li. 38, and Ezekiol xix.; chephir, a
young lion just leaving his parents, the most de-
structive period of his cxistence, sce Psalm xci.,
and Ezekiel xix. 3 and 6; ar, a young lion hav-
ing just paired, as in 2d Samuel xvii, 10, and
Numbers xxiii. 24 ; sachel, a mature lion, as in
Job iv. 10, Hosea v. 14, and Proverbs xxvi, 13 ;
and laish, a fierce or black lion, as in Job iv. 10,
and Proverbs xxx. 30. Regarding the last ex-
pression, we may rerark, that black lions—that
is, those with a blackish muzzle, and black tips
to the haira of the mane—are to this day account~
ed the most formidable both in North and South
Africa,

Lions appear to have been the object of special
worship at Leontopolis in ancient Egypt; and

in one of the Egyptian bas-reliefs, to which Sir
G. Wilkinson assigns an antiquity of three thou-
sand years, some Egyptians are represeanted
hunting with tame lions, ,much in the style
chetahs are used to this day in the Deccan.® ~ If
not one of the animals universally regarded as
sacred in ancient Egypt, the lion still seems to
have been a universal favourite, for in every pos-
sible form of ornament we find the head and
claws reproduced in water-spouts, chair-legs, and
sword-handles.

M. Gerard has remarked that, in North Africa
(besides a considerable destruction of human
life), the damage done by carrying off and kill-
ing cattle cannot be estimated at a lower figure
than three hundred pounds per annum for cach
lion.

Lions appear to attack game by seizing the
flauk near the hind-leg, or the throat below the
jaw— points which instinct seems quickly to
teach dogs of all kinds to assail, when in pursuit
of the larger animals. Dr. Livingstone, while
tteanng Witness to the enormous strength of the
l{on, truly wonderful when compared with bis
size, remarks, however, that all the feats of
strength, such as carrying off cattle, that have
come under his observation, had been performed
by dragging or trailing the carcass along the
ground. The tales of lions never devouring
game save when killed by themselves, are un-
founded. We have ourselves seen a family of
lions (they often hunt in families) in the Trans.
vaal territory quarrelling, like a pack of hungry
hounds, over the putrid carcass of a horse, which
had died of Paardsikté (pleuroneumonia) s few
duys previously, while the plains around were
teeming with those countless herds of migrating
game (antelopes and quaggas), of the numbers
of which it is so difficult to convey an idea to the
fireside traveller.

A point where imagiuation has wrought won-
ders i3 in the matter of the lion's voice. This
fancy has been also demolished by Dr. Living-
stone. ‘To talk of the majestic voico of the
lion, "he writes, ‘i3 merely so much majestic
twaddle. I have never found any one who could
fairly distinguish between the roar of the lion
and that of the ostrich, altbough the former
appears to proceed more from the chest. To this
day, he adds, ‘I am unable to distinguish one
from the other, except by knowing that the
former roars by night, and the latter by day
only.

Jules Gerard is, however, more enthusiastic in
his appreciation of the vocal powers of his fa-
vourites. He remarks, that the sound of a lion’s
voice a league off, appears to an inexperienced
observer as if close at hand; and that he has
frequently tracked lions at a distance of three
leagues (nine miles), by the sounc_l of their voices;
he also testifies to a certain musical grandeur in
the sound.

Naturalists have generally considered the
Asiatic lion as a distinct species from the African,
but this appears by no means well decided.
There are several varieties of the African lion.
The Arabs in North Africa distinguish three—
the yellow, the gray, and the black; and M.
Gerard states, that while individuals of the two
former varieties have been known to roam over
immense tracts of country, specimens of the black-
maned lion have been found to inhabit one spot.
for over thirty years. Mr. Gordon Cumming, on
the other hand, whose opportunities of cbserving
these animals were only second to those of Jules
Gerard, states that he is satis{ied that the two
varieties of South Africax} lion (the Vaal, or
yellow, and the Btasuw or Zwaart, or black) are
one and the same species at different ages; that
their manes inveriably become darker as they in-
crease in years; and that. the thickness of the
coat, and the luxuriance of the mane, appear to
depend on the nature of the cover frequented by

the animals, being always greater where there is
least shelter.

* The ancient Egyptians seem to have been very suc-
cessful in utilising the Felina generally. In several
bas-relies, fowlers are represented accompanied by
cats in place of dogs, and in ona, an Animal, apparent-
ly of that kind, is depicted in the act of relrieving. A
tame lon mtyomge still met with in Cairo, though
lions in a state of nature are not found nearer, we
ligve, than Abyssinia in the prescnt day.
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LONGING.

W AITING, longing, love, for you,
Listening to the cushat’s coo,
Cooing, oh, 50 plaintively!
Watching as the sun sinks down,
And the moon sails o’er tho town,
Longing, yearning, love, for thee,
In my heart of hearts.

Listening to the autumn rain,
Rattling on the window pane,
Sounding, oh, 8o dismally!
‘Watching, as the snow-flakes fall
And the earth assumes its pall,
Waiting, longing for the time
‘When we meet again.

Oh! those pleasant summer days!
When I basked in love’s own rays,
How the time passed cheerily!

Yes, the past is very pleasant,
And the future; but the preszent
Passeth, oh, so wearily!
Longing, love, for thee.

Speed then, speed, thou lingering present,
Faster then belated peasant
Past some haunted house;
For I eco a bright day dawning,
At the sight my dreams are warming,
When, my love, I’ll fold thee to me,
Mine for evermore.

Quebec. WYVANT.

THE

TWO WIVES OF THE KING.

Translated for the Saturday Reader from the
French of Paul Féval.

Continucd from page 123,
CHAPTER VI,

Messire Amaury Montruel, lord of Anet, and
friend of the king, wasted not that day-—the eve
of which he had so well commenced. X

We witnessed, in the morning, the scene in
which Samson, the clerk, one of his .sgents, ex-
ecuted a part of his orders; but Messire Amaury
had many strings to his bow, and did not con-
fine himself to such small matters.

At about the same hour as the page gained the
Louvre with his pretty companion, Messire
Amaury was in his retreat at the RueSt. Jacques-
1a-Boucherie, in conference with two much more
important personages than the clerk, Samson, or
the scholar, Tristan.

The first of these personages was a man of
fifty, with a swollen and blotched countenance,
and rusty grey hair, he was called Herbert Melfast,
Yord of Canterbury. He had been a long time
the private and confidential counsellor of John
Plantagenet. For more thana year he had been
absent from the Epglish court, travelling in
Europe, and even in Asia.

Those who knew John Sans Terre and his
worthy servant, the lord of Canterbury, said that
the latter had not been travelling merely for
pleasure. Ho was met in the divers courts of
Europe, at Copenhagen, Germany, Bohemia, and
Flanders ; he had crossed the Bosphorus, to confer
with the Greek emperor at Constantinople; in
short, he had made a bold pus}x into the heart of
that country, so little known in those days, and
which was grovelling in tho Mussulmans’ error.
He had confronted, they said, the dangers of
barbarous Kourdistan, and clearcd the limits of
the fearful country of assassing !

The other personage with Messire Amaury was
that man with the remarkable and intelligent
face that we encountered in the opening of our
history, upoa the high road between St. Lazare
and the Porte-aux-Peintres. An eagle nose—a
keen and proved look—hair dark as cbony, cut
short over & brow slightly depressed; of a tall
and slender figure—but under whose frail
appearauce was hidden an uncommon degree of
strength, He was handsome, though not from a
European point of view—which exacts a round-
ness of contour and an amplitude of form as

imperiously as gracefulness—his was the bizarre
and wild beauty which seems to belong to the
Great Desert.

He was, in comparison to European warriots,
what the high-bred Arab steed, with his muscles
of steel, is to ourrobust and heavy chargers from
Normandy or Luxembourg. Everything about
him denoted a man of decision—his beard was
pointed, and his nails were like the talons of a
tiger. His visage bore the impress of great gra-
vity and coolness, and all his movements betray-
ed that quiet indolence of the handsome panther,
by which we are 80 deceived, until we hpve been
frightened by the prodigious -vigor of its leaps.
His age appeared to be about thirty, The reader
already knows that this man borc two names:
Mahmoud el Reis and Jean Cador. Mahmoud el
Reis was the Mussulman who came from Syria
with a mysterious and terrible mission, and was
the man that Herbert Melfast, lord of Canterbury,
bad been to seek at the peril of his life, among
the deep gorges of the Anti-Libian. He was
one of tke initiated and fiercer brotherhood, called
the Fedavi, or Sons of the Crystal Poignard,
who executed the orders of the Prince of the
Mountain.

Jean Cador was the enthusiastic artisan, who
had profited by the crusades to learn, at their
very source, the secrets of the Saracen chisel.

Mahmoud carried a poisoned dagger next his
skin ; hi3 thoughts were red with blood, and he
belonged to Herbert Melfast, who had purchased
him from the Old Man of the Mountain, on
account of John Sans Terre, his master.

Jean Cador carried the sharp gouge of the
image-cutter—his thoughts hovered over artistic
spaco: he dreamed only of delicate lines—hand-
some arches—and beautiful granite saints. The
pious pmlate, Maurice de Sully, after having seen
one of nis sketches, had shaken his two hands
with enthusiasm, calling him his dearest son.

“ Now,” gaid the lord of Canterbury, at the
moment we introduced our readers to the scene
enacting in the retreat of the king's friend,
¢ Now, Messire' Amaury, my cousin, the time for
hesitation has passed—I warn you of it; before
we leave this place, we must know whether you
are with us or against us.” )

Amaury’s eye was fixed and his brow was
bathed in perspiration—for he was a rogue with-
out any strength for mischief—but traltor enough
for a dozen ; and Phillip Augustus would seem
to bave been inexcusable for having chosen such
a man for a favourite. We can understand
kings deceiving themselves, and opening their
gsecret counsels to great criminals, and we cannot
understand a king soiling bis hand by bringing
it in contact with such impotent perversity.

Amaury Montruel made no reply. Herbert
Melfast looked at the Syrian, who maintained
his impassibility.

“Well,” exclaimed he, a3 the blood mounted
to his face, I am placed between one who has
been little better than a mute from his birth,—
pointing to Mahmoud el Reig—and my cousin
Amaury, who trembles like a timid old woman,
without cver being able to decide upon any-
thing.”

« If it was a thrust of the lance or & blow of
the sword” said Montruel.

“Ah! Mort de Diable!” interrupted the
Englishman “if I was in thy place I would soon
choosc between the lance and thesword. Thou
hatest that man as much as we do—more than
we do—for thou art madly in love; and that
man holds to thy beard the woman that thou
worshippest.”

Amaury wiped his anguished brow.

“ That man,” continued Herbert Melfast,
% thou followest night and day—thou sittest at
his table and thy couch is spread before his door
when he sleeps ; and yet, instead of killing him,
thou watchest over him. When thou art
capering on thy steed behind him could’st thou
not use thy lance? When he sleeps after the
repast of the morning could’st thou not use thy
sword?"

« We, French chevaliers,” said Amaury, ¢ have
other uses for our weapons, milord,” in a tone
which showed that for a moment he had re-
covered all his pride.

Melfast gave him a bitter smile of disdain,

 Say plainly that thou art against us!” said
he, in a dry and hard tone.

“I could heartily wish that I was, my lord,
at the price of half my blood; for Phillip of
France is my lord, and I have sworn fidelity to
him. But alas I have neither stremgth mnor
reason; I love Agnes tomy utter ruin. I am
not against you. 1 am with you.” These last
words were uttered as with & feeling of pain
and regret.

In spite of this assarance the countenance of
Melfast still expressed a doubt ; as to Mahmoud
el Reis, he remained standing in the middle of
the chamber as immovable as a bronze statue.

“If thou art with us,” said Herbert Melfast,
with a tone of distrust, “ make thy conditions,
my cousin ; I have power to-accept them, what-
ever they may be.

Amaury seemed to collect his thoughts.

¢ In the first place, I wish for Agnes de Mera-
nie,” said he.

¢« The love of Agnes,” replied Herbert ; ¢ she
alone can give thee ; but as to her body, thou
ghall have it, though a whole army of chevaliers
disputed it with thee 1"

“ And as it is necessary that Agnes should be
happy, that is to say, powerful and rich as a
Queen, I must have the appenage of a prince.”

# Choose among the duchies of France and
England, my cousin.” :

«T desire the duchy of Bu%nndy, in Franee,
and the duchy of Suffolk, in England.” =~ -

« Thou shalt have them.”

¢ By letters of the king.”

« By letters of the king, sealed with the
great seal !” )

“But,” resumed the friend of the king,
« Agnes has been suffering a long time.”

Herbert Melfast pricked up his eats. Amaury
seemed to be selecting his words. -

« The hatred of a woman,” said he, lowering
his voice, ‘is not like the hatred of men, so
long as Ingeburge lives, something will be want-
ing to the happiness of Agmes.”:

The.Englishman assumed & oynical smile.

“«Wo must do something for that beautiful
and excellent lady,” said he; and then turning
to Mahmoud, he addressed himself to the Sy-
rian % would'st thou have any repugnance to
poignarding queen Ingeburge ?”

The Syrian folded his arms upon his breast.

% None ” replied he, in & grave and soft voice,
in spite of its strange guttaral accent, ‘‘sheis a
queen—she is a Christian,—and she i3 con-
demned.”

Herbert Melfast turned towards Montruel.

“See my love for thee,” exclaimed he; “and
this should make thee great shame, my cousin
Amaury ; the bargain is then conctuded. We
will give thee a queen and two dachies, and
thou shalt give us a king. It is not a bad
bargain for thee; and I will concede that thou
hadst thy good reasons for holding out; but let
us to facts—how wilt thou deliver to us the
king 7" .

«The king is now always surrounded by his
new guards,” replied Montreul ; ¢« we must watch
our opportunity and gi ive——— My cousin,
the noble John Sans Terre, is subject to changes
—T must first be secured in my duchies and in
the balance.”

Herbert Melfast did not show himself in the
least offended by the distrust testified against
his master.

« The duchies are my concern,” said he, “ with
a great laugh; ¢ but as to the balance, my cousin
speaks of, that is the affair of thy poignard,
friend Mahmoud.”

The Syrien raised his handsome fgure,
rolled his eyes from one lord to the other, and
then made a sign that he was about to speak.
He threw a strange and solemn dignity into all
his actions. -

«There is only one God,” 8aid he, slowly,
«and Mahomet is_his Prophet; seven times
glory to-God, and three times glory to his
Prophet. The sons of Sebbah were sent direct
from Allab. From the day of his translation to
the regions of felicity, his successors became
heaven’s representatives on earth. I am
Mahmoud el Reis, son of Omar. My master
Mobammed, said to me, follow that man—point-
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ing to Herbert Melfast—and take thy poignard
with thee! I love Dilah, who is mere beautifal
than the daughters promised for the eternal
pleasure of the faithful; I was loved by her.
We were about to be united. Dilah shed tears
that my burning lips tried to dry up. The
master said to me, if thou returnest with the
blood of the king upon thine hands, I will watch
over Dilah for thee.”

The eyes of Mahmoud turned towards heaven,
and he still spoke more to himself than to his
two companions, as he continued—

« ] went to Dilah, at the hour when the great
trees cast their shadows on the terraces of the
City of the Pure, and said to her, I will return—
wilt thou wait me! Dilah gave me her timid
brow and replied—*I will wait for thee.’

« And a8 I left the next day, at the rising of the
sun, I heard the voice of Dilah murmuring be-
hind the flowery hedge, ¢return quick I’

« From that day,” continned Mahmoud el Reis
turning towards the Englishman and the French-
man, “] am a body without a soul—my spirit
remaing in the shady gardens of the Pure.
When the sun sets my eye seeks the same
cherished star in the sky that Dilah watches, while
waiting for me; but you have nothing of ours
here,—~not even our stars. If the blood of the
queen will give me tbe blood of the king, then
the queen must die, in order that I may return
to my betrothed I”

Amaury was about to reply, but Melfast re-
strained him quickly. ]

“He has :lloweg us to speak,” whispered
Melfast, and he is noble smong his brothers.

« ] have promised to the priest with white
hairs,” continued the Syrian, ¢ to carve him a
statue ; eight days are necessary to enable me
to keep my promise. In eight days, if- I have
finished my statue, and if the queen is dead,
thou shalt show me by what road I may arrive
at the breast of the kingl”

Eight days, for men of the temper of Amaury
Montreul is an age—they reckon on the events
of the day, withouta thought of the day after.

“In eight days,” replied Amaury, *if the
Danish woman is no more, I will do what thou
eskest me.”

At Montreul's gate there stood a horse of the
purest Arab blood, richly caparisoned, in the
Persian style ; two black slaves waited at the
stirrups.  Mahmoud leaped into the saddle, and
gently stroked the shining neck of his horse,
while the slaves handed him his stone-cutter's
tools, and then took the road to the purlieus of
Notre Dame. . .

All Paris was waiting, with curious anxiety,
the crrival of the celebrated image-cutter that
had been engaged by Maurice de Sully to scalp-
ture a statute of the Virgin—to complete the
twelve signs of the Zodiac, which were to orna-
ment the chief portals of the cathedral. As
soon as Mabhmoud made his appearance, the
crowd became more dense and tumultuous than
in the morning.

« Jean Cador! Jean Cador!” they shouted on
all bands, ¢ that's the good artisan who is going
to give us an image of our lady!”

The Syrian, on his wagnificent Arab, and fol-
lowed by his black slaves, passed through the
press of his admirers, taciturn and proud. On
the arrival of Jean Cador at the chief door of
the church, two deacons presented themselves
and conducted him to a temporary atelier that
had been constructed for him on a level with the
first gallery; Cador eatered it with his two
negroes—the doors were closed—leaving the
disappointed crowd grumbling like the andience
of a theatre upon whom the curtain has heen let
down too soon.

] suppose that’s too great a lord to work in
the open air, like ordinary people,” said one.

“Does he think we want to learn in his
school ?” said a jealous artisan.

% We have not been among the Pagans,” said
a third; “we work as our forefathers worked,
and without the assistance of apprentices like
demons. I hope that man will bring no misfor-
tunc on the chureh, or on those who are building
it!”

At that moment they could hear from the
little work cabin the dry noise of the hammer on

the granite, and the splinters of stone flying off
in every direction, striking sharply against the
sonorous wooden partition; it was as though
twenty men were working there with all their
might. Artisans and bourgeois looked at each
other, and more than once crossed themselves,
repeating the words of the stone-cutter, % God
forbid that that man bring us any misfortune I”

CHAPTER VIl

Through the large trees of a vast and ir-
regular garden, planted on the side of a hill,
might be seen the towers of an immense old
abbey. It was at that season of the year when
the large trees are still bare, but in which the
shrubs are just putting forth their verdure.
Wandering through the parterres whose com-
partments represented hideous monsters and
and fabulous animals—might be seen a young
damsel walking slowly, and followed by two
women in the costume of nuns,

The latter had their faces covered with long
veils——they spoke not a word, and regulated
their steps by those of the young girl who prece-
ded them. The young girl bad just descended
the moss-grown and balf-ruined steps which led
from the cloisters of the abbey into the narrow
paths that wound through the bushy parterres.
She appeared a little older than the sister of
Eric, the mason; but she was at that time of
life when a fow years only add additional charms
to beauty: and she was therefore, by so much,
more beautiful than our pretty Eve. If we were
not afraid of perpetrating a comparison too aca-
demiocal we should say that Eve was the rose-bud
and the other the full-blown flower ; further, we
may say that there was a resemblance between
our charming unknown, and if not strictly a
family resemblance, they were unmistakeably of
the same country.

Both were blondes, with the same soft golden
hair—~both had blue eyes—both were siender
and well formed ; Eve’s figure was perhaps the
stronger—but the recluse of the convent was
more graceful and high-bred. For this delight-
ful unknown was a recluse, and the two nuns
who accompanied her, might well pass for her
jailors.

The cloisters, towers, and vast dwellings,
whose austere profiles could be traced through
the trees, belonged to the abbey St. Martin-hors-
de-Murs—the nuns were there only by a favour
conceded to royal authority, for the convent be-
longed to the monks of St. Benoit, whose severe
rules forbid the presence of women within their
abbeys,

The beautiful young girl was the sister of
Canute, King of Denmark, and was the wife of
Phillip Augustus, King of France, Queen
Ingeburge.

And yet, though we have called her a young
girl, it was not from forgetfulness, for Ingeburge
was 28 much a maiden as on the day when she
quitted the old forests of her native country, and
sailed for the land of France, with a heart full of
hope and pride....to be the queen....to be the
well-beloved wife of the most glorious soverign
in the universe !

It was only necessary to see her to read in her
face the virgin purity of her soul. The poor queen
had wept much ; but she still preserved a little
of that childish insouciance which can sometimes
smile through its tears. It was early in the
morning and the sun was playing over the newly-
opened leaves of the lilies and white thorns.

On first coming out of her cell the head of the
young girl-queen was bowed sorrowfully upon
her breast, as though she was overwhelmed with
ber grief and solitude. History has told us that
she loved her ungrateful husband with a pro-
found and undivided love. And even those who
have elevated the coarse Agnes into a heroine
of romance, have never been able to tear from
the truthful brow of poor queen Angel the
sweet and poetic aureole that adorned it,

And for all tho scorn, and all the injustice,
and all the honors which were heaped upon her
unworthy rival, and which where 8o many bleed-
Ing outrages, the loving young queen had always,
in the depths of heart, pardon and devotion for
her lawful lord. She loved: and in that slow

martyrdom, which was consuming her youth—

one word could re-animate—one caress would
have made her happy.

She thought, alas! by times, of the fate of
other women who were wives and mothers, and
of the smiles of their cradled infants, while she,
though queen, was neither a wife or mother.

In days gone by, she had her brother, her
companions, her country. Phillip Augustus had
robbed her of all these, and had given her, in-
stead, a solitary and cold prison.

And wherefore? what had she done to that
king? At the first call she had thrown herself
into his arms, all radiant with joy. She had
brought him her youth, her beauty, and all the
exquisite perfections of her heart and soul ;—and
in return for these priceless gifts—the king had
struck her down, without anger as without pity,
and given her a living death.

And still she loved the king.

We have said that she was sad on leaving her
cell, but as she left the gloomy arches of the
cloisters, the fresh air struck her bent brow and
ghe raised her beautiful blue eyes, fall of melan-
choly, and when her pretty foot had once touch-
ed the gravel of the parterre, a smile already
shone through her sadness.

Like those first flowers, called by the country
people ¢ pierce snow ”"—which, by the aid of the
suu, thrust their heads through the frozen ground,
queen Apgel raised her head, and her lungs drew
in that sweet air so different from the air of her
prison. She gave an involuntary start, and
seemed about to run over the grass plats, still
wet with dew.

The two nuns gave a cough, which reminded
poor Angel that she was the queen, and she re-
sumed her slow and measured step.

But the breeze shook gently the branches of the
odorous cytises—the amorous birds were singing
in the green bushes—and the heart of Angel
expanded in spite of herself, and in spite of her
two austere duennas—a voice seemed to speak
to her from the depth of her soul and promised
her happiness.

Alas! if she believed in these promises it was
the hopefulness of childhood—hoping ever. What
happiness could the inhospitable and treacherous
land of France give her—that land which, in-
stead of the promised power and felicity, had
given her death and abandonment ?

All at once she uttered a cry—a veritable cry
of joy.

The discreet nuns gave another warning cough ;
but the queen gave a spring light as that of a
fawn and cleared at one bound the wide border
which separated the parterre from the grass plat.

“ Madame! madame!” shrieked the two nuns.
But the young girl run over the grass, with her
bair flowing over her shoulders, and her white
robe streaming in the wind. She was no longer
queen Ingeburge, but Angel, daughter of the
North, and free, as formerly, in the fields and
woods of her own country.

The two nuns, who had quickened their steps
to overtake her, found her kneeling on the grass,
and as they were opening with a duet of re-
proaches, she turned towards them with a smile
on her lips and tears in her eyes, and in her
hands she held & bouquet of small biue flowers,

“Pardon me, my sisters,” said she, with the
gentleness of an infant, “I could not resist; for
I saw from afar, that my vennen (forget-me-nots)
had blown.”

« What does that signify,” began one of the
duennas, and the other supported her companion’s
question by a sharp glance.

Angel looked at them with astonishment,

“ What signifies my vennen!” exclaimed she,
clagping her beau.tiful white ha.nds, ‘“can you
agk me that, my sisters? You know not, then,
that this is the first flower which makes its ap-
pearance upon the terrace of our palace at Copen-
hagen; it is the flower of souvenir—it is the
flower of our country.” Her voice trembled as
she bore the bouquet to her lips.

#Oh! my poor country!” she murmured, ¢ oh!
my cherished flowers; see how weak they are,
and how their stems bend. That i3 because they
are not the native flowers of France. They arc
exiles, like me; perhaps they suffer like me. Oh!
my sigters,” she added, bursting into tears, « your
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France is not good for everything that comes
from our country!”

Some minutes after this queen Ingeburge was
seated on a stone bench by the side of a friar,
whosee bald head and white beard gave him a
very venerable appearance; the monk and the
queen were conversing in a low voico—the two
nuns stood off at a distance.

«I have confessed my faults, father,” murmur-
ed the queon, her hands still joined and her eyes
still devoutly lowered; “but I feel that I am
still wanting in resignation to the will of the
Lord. I have many desires and many regrets. I
sigh for the past—the happy days of my child-
hood—my country—my brother—my companions.
1 long for some new country instead of the one
to which they have brought me. I desire the
attachment of some one near me—a little liberty,
and the confidence and love of a husband. Alas!
everything that I have not, my father. I know
that it is sinning sgainst God, thus to murmur
under the weight of his chastisements, But God
will pardon me, my father, for I have suffered so
much and am so weak!”

The priest, who was the prior of the abbey,
Jooked at her with a commiseration full of respect
and tenderness.

 God has pardoned you already my daughter,”
replied he. ¢ God pardons simple and honest
souls like yours; but it is a fault to give way to
obstinate despair, and to complain without ceas-
ing. Judge whether heaven has abandoned you:
the legate of our Holy Father has just arrived to
cite Phillip of France once more before the
council, to compel him to renounce his criminal
life, and hbe guilty consequences of his second
marriage.

The young queen shook her fair head doubt-
ingly.

« T am but & simple maiden, mon pére,” said
ghe, ¢ and perhaps I do not understand every-
thing ; but all this was judged in the former
council, and the second marriage was then con-
demned. Should not the first sentence be
revoked, before they enterinto judgment again ?”

Prior Anselme involuntarily turned his eyes
away. .

Women and young girls ss the sagacity
of & lawyer, when their private interests aro at
stake ; and though this has been apparent te us
ever since the days of our mother, Eve, we never-
theless continue always to express our astonish-
ment at it

«Qh! pray,” resumed the queen who had
observed the movement of the old man, “ donot
attach too much importance to my words, my
dear father, I am sure that the church will sus-
tain my cause; for the church could notbea
party to any act of injustice. And these judg-
ments and those councils....”

She stopped and the prior gave her an inquir-
ing look. . .

Ingeburge finished with a still more sorrowful
smile. “I desired to say that all these things
counld not give me back the heart of the king,
my husband.” .

'A silence ensued, during which the old priest,
holding the queen’s white hand in his own, con-
templated her with paternal interest.

# There are some things which are beyond me,
my daughter,” said he at last, ¢ bat to my mind
you are queen of France and were you only a
poor girl, without support or protection, I should
still feel myelf attracted towards you ; because

our pure conscience is to me like & beumfnl
iook—the pages of which I can turn _over with
love. If there is anything that you deSll'?, and
that is within the limits of my authority, as
prior of this abbey, tell it me without fe.ar.”

The queen blushed slightly, and replied—

“Js it really true that my prayer Will be
granted 7

Pére Anselme nodded assent.

« Ah, well,” said Ingeburge, ¢ they tell me
that in another and distant part of the buildings
of your abbey there is an hospital for poor
patients.” .

«You have not been deceived, my daughter,”
replied the prior.

 Accomplish, then, your promise, mon pére,”
continued the young queen, and grant that

which I shall ask thee.” Here I am useless to
others as well ag to myself, Here I can do no-
thing but dwell on my sorrows, and shed useless
tears, which are an offence against heaven; I
would rather that my days were turned to some
good account. I should like to devote my time
to ministering to those poor patients.”

@ You—the queen I” interrupted prior Anselme.

« If 1 was indeed queen,” said Ingeburge, “1
should know how to relieve the suffering and
aid the afflicted in a different way—but since I
can do nothing....”

« My daughter” again interrupted the old
monk, whose voice betrayed his emotion, “ there
are too often in our infirmary, contagious
diseases.”

« And if Ishould die by their means,” mur-
mured the queen, with an angelic smile, I
should no longer have to complain that France
had refused me the queen’s crown, since she
would have given me a holier one!”

The prior contemplated the queen with admi-
ration and raised her hand to his lips.  Your
wish shall be granted, my daughter,” said he,
¢ you shall minister to our poor patients. Have
you any other desire 7"

« Oh yes!” replied Ingeburge quickly, but
immediately hesitated—as one about to ask a
favour too ardently desired.

« Mon pére,” resumed she after a pause, ¢ I
am here alone—and my heart can only open
itself to you. Theseholy women—(pointing to
the nuns—who stood at a distance like two
statues of old wood—stiff and severe)—who
follow me always and everywhere, these holy
women do not understand me. Perhaps they do
not love me. 1Is it not possible to give me a
companion of my own age? and if you cannot
accord me a young girl from the North country,
speaking to me my own tongue—then a young
French woman.”

“ The orders of the king are absolute,” replied
the prior.

At that moment a noise was heard coming
from the cloisters, the arches of which were
hidden from the queen and her confessor by the
trees and shrube, Neither of them paid any
attention to that noise.

1 am told that you have much influence
over my dreaded lord, King Phillip Augustus,”
continued the young queen, in a supplicating
and caressing voice, “ mon pére, I pray you on
my knees: it would do me so much good to hear
the gentle voice of a young girl; she would
soon love me. Oh, I am sure she would soon
love me; and should I not love her who would
consent to share my afflictions.” The old man
oould make no reply; the noise in the cloisters
increased, and they could distinguish the voice
of a woman behind the thick bushes.

The attention of the queen and the prior wad
not yet aroused. A tear from the beantiful blue
oyes of Ingeburge was coursing down her pale
cheek.

% I do not insist,” murmured she,  for if you
refase me, mon pére, you, who are so good—it
must needs be because my demand is unreason-
able. Iwill try to forget the foolish wish which
1 have so nourished, of not being always alone
and abandoned—and of having the heart of a
friend always near me—a heart which might
have received the overflowings of my grief.
Alag! it is too true, when I reflect upon it—it
would bave been too much joy.”

She wept and the good old prior felt that he
was about to do the same ; but he sought not to
encourage a hope in her, that he could not share;
for in all that related to Ingeburge the king had
shown himself inexorable.

The young queen put her hands to her burn-
ing brow, and spoke no more, but her sobs be-
spoke her deep distress.

At that moment the noise behind the bushes
redoubled and seemed to draw nearer. Inge-
burge still paid no attention to it. What could
that noise signify to her? but the old prior
raised his head and listened.

All at once, among the confused murmaurs, a
clear and sweet voice arose—it was the voice of
a young girl—and tl‘m.t voice said :

% Angel——my sister, Angel l—~where art thou ?”
The young queen rose with a convulsive start;

her brow became paler, her eyes wandered—she
threw back the ringlets of her long fair hair—
and muttered in accents fall of fear—

# Oh! I am becoming mad I"—the prior him-
self knew not what to think.

Again the voice repeated, ¢ Angel! where art
thou—my sister, Angel 7"

The queen pressed her cold hands to her
temples—then, as though she would combat that
madness, which for a moment at least had made
her happy——she fell on her kness, exclaiming—
“ Here! Eve—my sister, Evel”

Suddenly the rustling foliage opened, and a
young girl, clothed all in white—fair and charm-
ing as the queen herself, flew like an arrow
across the grassplot and precipitated herself into
the arms of Ingeburge. .

It was our little Eve, who was no longer
master Adam, and who had laid agide for ever
her disguise as a mason’s apprentice.

Breathless and agitated, it was long before
Eve could find words to tell her joy to the laugh-
ing, weeping queen, who threw her arms round
Eve’s neck, looking at her affectionalely a long
time, without speaking.

¢ My sister! my gister " murmured she—with-
out knowing that she was speaking—* Oh! my
sister! do I see thee again ?”

« Oh, my queen!” exclaimed Eve in the Norse
language, “ I have suffered much to reach thee,
but I see thee. I kiss thy dear hands, and I
have nothing left to do but to bless the goodness
of God V”

Ingeburge continued to contemplate her as
though she dared not trust the evidence of her
eyes and ears.

At that moment the old nuns hastened forward
and each seized Eve by an arm.

“ What does this woman want ? said they in
one voice—* We have orders to prevent any
person whatever from speaking to the princess
of Denmark.” .

At that word you would have no longer recog-
nized the young maiden, whose portrait we
have just been sketching—she rose suddenly
into a strong and proud woman.

The prior had no time to speak for her.

¢ To the queen of France!” said she slowly,
while her haughty look disconcerted, for & mo-
ment, the two nuns.

“ To the quecn of France,” repeated one of the
nuns who still held Eve by the arm—* be it 80 ;
that title avails you nothing, madame—and you
will never miss it, by the respect you show for
it.” There was an ironical bitterness conveyed in
these last words.

¢ My daughter,” said the prior, moving towards
Ingeburge, ¢ the orders of the king are strict.”

But Eve, drawiog a parchment from her
bosom, interrupted him-—

¢« I am here by the orders of the king,” said
she,

The nuns could not conceal their incredulous
smiles. The old priest himself seemed to doubt,
while Eve extended the parchment towards him.

The queen seized it in its passage, and eagerly
sought for the king’s signature. When she had
found it she kissed it respectfully, without know-
ing the contents of - the order.

Then she returned the parchment to the prior
who read it:

« The young girl does not lie,” said he; «the
king wishes her to be the companion of madame
Ingeburge, the queen.”

The two nuns withdrew, muttering to them-
selves. The battalion of frére servants, and
other keepers of the monastery, who had chased
Eve through the bushes, did the same, on re-
ceiving & sign from the prior, who at the same
time laid his two hands upon the fair head of
Eve.

“ Thou hast a good heart, young girl,” said
he; “I pray God that he may give thee back
the consolations and joy, that thou hast brought
to our poor recluse. May this day,” added he,
turning towards the queen, before whom he
bowed, ¢be the commencement of a happier
life.”

The queen extended to him her two hands,

which he kissed, and withdrew with a slow step.
(To be contimmed.)
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WHO DID IT?

NE of the most pleasant recollections of my
childhood and its home is that of the
medical man, who, as my mother was delicate,
and some of her children often ailing, generally
called at least once a week, and often twice or
thrice.

He was a very becoming, genial, kindly old
fellow was Mr. Simley, or, as the village people
always called him, Dr. Simley.

There was comfort in every line of his rather
red face ; hope in ¢very ray of his bright, quick
eyes; and when he had time he would tell
stories of things that had happened to himself
or within his knowledge, and it was strange
that, though he himself was so gentle and sooth-
ing, his tales were generally full of horrors, and
quite of the ¢ thrilling school ;" but they were all
true, and it strikes me that they are better worth
recording and preserving than many that are of
the airy stuff that dreams are made of, and that
are not even ‘ founded on fact.”

One of these tales that I have resolved to jot
down I shall simply call “ Who Did It? or the
Doctor’s Story,” and I shall tell it as nearly as I
can in dear old Simley’s own words,

My dear madam, he said, for he always ad-
dressed himnself to my mother, as she lay, white
and wan, on her sofs, and we children crowded
round him,—before I go I'll just tell you a very
curious thing that happened when first I began
to practice at Deal. That book, which I gee ly-
ing on your table, “ Murder Will Out,” reminds
mo of it, but only in contradiction to the popular
adage, for in the story I am going to tell you,
murder would not out,

I had been in practice about three years at
Deal, and I was fast asleep one morning—a cold
winter's morning—having been up attending a
lady till about four o'clock, and I had got warm
at last, and fallen sound asleep, dreaming of a
delicious banquet, for I had gone to bed faint
with hunger, when my assistant rushed up to tell
me that a man was below in great distress, beg-
ging me to come with him immediately to his
house, for that his sister was lying in bed with
her throat cut; that no one knew who had done
it, but it was much to be feared it was herself.
I sprang out of bed, hurriedly dressed myself,
and hastened down stairs.

The man was walking up and down my
passage impatiently, He was a rough, seafaring
sort of man, on on seeing me, said—

¢« Thank heaven, you have come, sir; but I fear
you'll be too late!”

As he spoke I opened the street-door, and we
went out together. He led the way.

“ When was it done ?” I asked.

“Can't say, gir,” he replied. “I found her
bleeding to death, and quite insensible, when I
went into herroom to know why she wasn’t up
getting breakfast ready.”

¢ She is your sister 7" I asked.

The man nodded,

“ How old ?” ’

¢ About two and twenty, sir.’!

“ Married or single ?” I asked,

“Qingle, sir.”

“ Had she a sweetheart ?”

“Yes.”

¢ Had they quarrelled ?”

¢T think they had a few words.”

And she took that to heart?”

«I don’t know, gir. I only know he came to
stay a few days with us, to settle about he and
she getting spliced, and one day, after a talk
with ber, in which they couldn't quite agree, he
disappeared, and hasn’t been heard of since.”

By this time we had reached a very old and
miserable part of Deal. The houses looked like
tumble-down wharves, and were made of woed.

At high water the cellars wero twelve feet
deep and more in sea-water, The stairs were like a
bad ladder. I never saw a more Wretched
house.

I followed my leader up into a room on the
firat floor.

Several people were there, They made way
when they recognized ¢ the doctor.”

A man bound the wretched woman's

throat up, and the bleeding seemed to have stop-
ped. She was quite insensible, and almost cold.

She literally seemed to float in her own blood.
Asg far as I could judge, she was a very fine
young woman, with jet black hair and a very
white skin,

Though anything but new to dreadful scenes,
this one thrilled me with horror. Besides I had
not broken my fast. A feeling of nausea came
over me, and hurrying out of the room, I was
obliged to negative all the entreaties that I would
stop and see if the unfortunate creature was dead
or not.

“ That I can answer immediately,” said I.
“ She is not dead. But the loss of blood has
been so fearful, that from one moment to another
the spark of lifo may become extinguished.
There is no use in my staying, for she must not
be moved a hundredth part of an inch from the
position in which she is lying.”

“ But, sir,” said Tom Hobson, the brother,
“ only tell us this: is it possible that she should
recover ?”

% Young man,” said I, “ the issues of life and
death are not in our hands—there's nothing
impossible.”

% You know, madam,” said the doctor, ¢ how
much I am attached to my sister—my adviser~—
my friend—my housekeeper!” .

To own the truth, Hobson's great anxiety
about his sister interested me. The stern neces-
sities of the poor, the imperative wants of
everyday life, often swallow up the affections in
the humbler classes. But knowing that I could
do nothing until an evident change took place,
I sent word to this effect, by my assistant, when
Hobson came, at two the next morning, ringing
at my surgery bell.

Half expecting to hear that the bleding had
broken out afresh, and that the poor girl had
expired then and there, I visited Hobson's hut
the next morning. Tomy surprise, I heard she
secmed rather better; she had moved a hand:
therefore, a degree of sensibility had returned.

The man, & powerful navvy, who had bound
up the throat, cut nearly from ear to car, was in
the hut, and seemed to take almost as deep an
interest in the poor creature hovering over eter-
nity, as did her brother himself; but it was an
interest of a more hopeful kind.

This man's wife was also in attendance, and
I was informed that one or other of them never
left the patient for a moment.

Tom Hobson followed ms to the door with
cager thanks; but I answered there was not
much to thank me for, as I had done nothing—
but that doing nothing was his poor sister’s best
chance,

“ Chance!” exclaimed Hobson; ¢ then you
think there is a chance—I hope she may live 2

1 have more hape than I-had yesterday. It
is now clear that the jugular was untouched,
and that the hasty binding up completely
staunched the blood. However, she may, and it
is not unlikely, will sink from exhaustion ; for I
dare not venture to move Ler to pour a cordial
down her throat.”

“ But to-day you can, at least, give us hope,
sir?” said Hobson ; and perhaps to-morrow she
may be better still.” :

Bessio Hobson's fearful state was the talk of
the place, and cverywhere one heard the ques-
tion, ¢ Who did it ?”

% Would she live?” was the query which to
me, as a professional man, had the greatest
interest.

I found myself almost.unconsciously listening
to the neighbour’s gossip about this unfortunate
young creature.

I was told that the man who bound up
Bessie's throat was her sweetheart’s brother, and
this man’s wife confirmed what Hobson told me
about the young girl's having had words with
her sweetheart.

Some of her acquaintances told me that
Bessie, who, though a good, industrious girl, was
very fond of compliments, had been flirting with
a handsome French sailor, but that, in reality,
she cared for no-one but William Blake, and that
she hed tried all she could to make it up with
hg’n, and was very gorry at his taking bimself
ol

When I weighed all this evidence, and I put
to myself the question, * Who did it 7’ I could
not help thinking in my own mind that Bessie's
sweetheart, in one of those fits of jealousy that
differ so little from madness, had been tempted
by the evil one to do the deed.

In all my practice, I never knew a woman cut
her throag. The fair sex are, I grieve to say,
often as impatient of life wuder very trying
circumstances as men; bnt they fly to the
¢ tempting pool,” not “ the felon knife,” and so
I came to the conclusion that Will Blake had
done the dreadful deed.

The improbability of the suicide, the. jealous
quarrel, the sudden disappearance of Will Blake,
all went to prove the fact that Bessie had been
murdercd by her sweetheart.

As prolonged inanition was as certain to prove
fatal as the rc-opening of the ghastly wound, [
now resolved to administer a little beef-tea. I
trembled myself for the result. Would she be

able to swallow? Would the inevitable moment
prove fatal ?

. quert Blake seemed quite confident about his
bmdmg_ up, and certainly he had shown consider-
able skill. Hobson wag pale, and almost breath-
less. The brother, Blake, and his wife were pre-
sent when I attempted to give the unfortunate
young woman & little cordial'and a fow &poon-
fuls of broth. It was a moment of great anxiety
forallofus. The first drops were swallowed with
the greatest difficulty ; but, as the ‘patient pro-
cecded, shé gained a little strength, and opened
her eyes, but she soon closed them again—to the
weakened organs of vision the light was painful,
I ordered that the room should be darkened as
much as possible, and that the patieat should-bo
kept very quiet.

“ To-morrow,” said I, ¢ there will either be a
decided change for the better, or she will be no
more.?

1 was at Hobson's cot early the next worning,

i: %ge islng worseaz;:1 said Mrs. Blake.

en I have hopes,” answ L«
food has passed 0to the siomach h ered L *The

And I proceeded to administer more, and in
rather larger quantities than the day before ; but
the portions were very small, and given at long
intervals,

It was about five minutes after the last spounful
of broth that Bessie slowly opened her eyes, and
endeavoured to hold out her hand to me, but her
strength failed her. I could only say from the
bottom of my heart,  Heaven bless you I” and en-
Jjoin her to remain perfectly quiet and leave her
to the constant care of her kind friends.

Her brother followed me to the door. He wag
too much agitated to speak, but I answered the
question he put with his eyes.

¢ She will live,” said I'; ¢ that is, if she con-
tinues to be equally carefully nursed.”

“ And that you may depend upon, sir,” said
Blake, who had overheard my last words.

1 called the next morning. From the expression
of horror on the faces of Blake and his wife I feared
there had been some fearful relapse, and that poor
Bessie had expired in the night.

“ No, sir,” answered Blake; « thank heaven,
she’s doing well ; but her brother has pat an end
to himself, and I verily belicve it was he who did
it. We've kept the dreadful nows from the poor
creature there; but her brother drewned himself
last night. He must bave jumped off fhe jetty-
head at high water, and this" morning I,” with
gome others, found him stark, staring dead on the
beach,

“Yes,” I exclaimed; “I bolieve you are right
—he did it. Yet what motive could he have?”

« A still tongue makes a wise head, six,” said
Blake. “I know more than I choose to fell; but
everything comes out at last,” }

An inquest was held on the body of Hobson.
« Accidentally drowned” wag the verdict ; but I
felt certain accident had nothing to do with it,
and Ibecame convinced that the maun’s great
apxiety was not lest his sister should die, but
lest she should live,

‘I knew that all along,” said Blake, to whom
I had expressed this opinion; ‘“and I verily be-
lieve he'd have fimished the peor creature off, if
we had given him a chance; and since she has
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come {o berself, only see how she trembles when
he draws nigh!” L

«] vetily believe,” said I, “ poor Bessie Hobson
owes . ey 1ifé to your kindness and your wife's.”

«“Well, do you see, sir, we do pity the poor
creature heartily; but it's not only from pity
we've kept 80 closely waiting on ber, You must
know that it's my own brother, William, that
Bessie was keeping company with, and many and
many in the town believes he did it out of jeal-
ousy of that ere Frenchman. But Will's as in-
nocent as the babe unborn, and that will be
proved soon, though the police are after him.
Still, if that poor creaturé had died, it might
have goné very hard with my poor brother when
he did come back, as I expect he soon will. Now
there's good hope we shall hear the whole truth
from the lips of one who's sure to know who
did it”

Great interest continued to be excited in Deal
by Bessie’s state. That a woman should live
after having her throat cut almost from ear to
ear, seemed little short of miraculous.

But live she did, and daily she gained strength
and flesh. A collection was made for her, and
ghie was soon surrounded with every comfort.
About a month after the horrible occurrence, she
wag able to get up, and take hermeals seated by
the fire; but, to the great disappointment of all
around, she had not. recovered the powers of
speech. This I attribated to the dreadful shock

6 nervous system had received, and, as month

t month passed away, and in this respect
thére was. no improvement, T began to fear she
would remain permanently dumb. However, she
no longer lived on chdrity. 'She was very clever
at her needle, ghd’ tb‘%p‘r’ ¢eéds of her work more
than supported herself. She bad left the rude cot
in which I first found ber, nearly floating in her
own blood, and had taken up her residence with
ber kind friends, Tom Blake and his wife,

Ohe fine afternoon, Bessie was seated with Mrs.
Blake in the honeysuckle arbour at the eénd of
the little garden, both. busy with their needles.
‘Who should suddenly appear before them but
William Blake.

«William!” exclaimed the pooni,}gi_ﬂ, who had
been 50 long speechless;  thank God, you have
returned!” and, almost beside herself with joy,
she was clasped in‘her lover's arms. . -~

Yes, joy and love had restored the power of
which terror and agony had bereft her,

William told her that, in a fit of jealousy, he
had determined to leave his native country, and
try to push hig fortunes in America. But he soon
repented of the step he hiad taken ; not only he
found he could not be happy far from Bessie, but
one of his fellow-passengers turned: out to be the
identical French sailor, who had driven him
nearly mad with jealousy. William returned.in
the ship that conveyed him 'from England.
We know tha reception he met with from the
being on eatth be loved the miost.

On Besgie's part there was now no hesitation
in confessing the wholo truth, Had not William
returned, she would have spared the memory of
her wretched brother; but now a full cotfession
wag pecessary to vindicate her lover. .

To.me, and to the magistrate, Bessie related
how, as she wag returning one night, much later
than usual, from & house where she had been
working st her needle, she lost her way, and, in-
stead of taking the road to the town, followed
the one which led to the beach, and how she had
suddenly come upon her brother, as, with & ruf-
fianly set of well-known gmugglers, he was roll-
ing barrels of contraband spirits into a cave,
through a door painted s0 as to resemble the cliff,
and of which the good people of Deal had not
the least suspicion.

Bessie was dreadfully terrified, and hoped to
retrace her steps before she was perceived. She
did nct so much fear her brother, but she had &
great terror of his companions. So great was
her agitation, she bardly knew how she gotback.
Her brother did not return for a couple of hours.
He found her pondering over the embers of their
scanty fire. She was & thoughtful, God-fearing
girl, and it seemed to her wicked to allow her
brother to go, on in his wicked ways, without
one word of warning or exhortation. She found
it rather difficult to approach the subject, and
she almost relented having done so at all, when,

by Tom Iobson’s start of surprise, she discovered
that he bad not seen her that night at the cave.

Unfortunately for herself, Bessie threatened
Tom with telling the minister of the parish if he
did pot, give up his wicked associates and lawless
practices. Bessie says she shall never forget the
expression that came over her brother’s counten-
ance when, hoping to deter him from utter ruin,
she had recourse to this threat.

But Hobson made no answer at the time, and
Bessie went to bed. She was roused by the sound
of the terrible words. ¢ You shan'’t live to peach
upon me,” uttered by Hobson, rushing at her with
a broad, sharp gardener's knife, which he used
when he went out occasionally as journeyman
gardeser.

Bessie remembered no more; but Blake told
me that he happened at the very time to be return-
ing from sitting up with his mother, who was
dangerously ill; that hearing shrieks he burst
open the door of Hobson'’s crazy dweilling, and
met the master of it, with the bloody knife in his
band, uttering loud lamentations, and declaring
that his sister had cut her own throat, as he be-
lieved, througha quarrel with his (Blake’s) brother
Will, if he had not got in at the window and done
it himself, to serve Bessie out for walking With
the Frenchman. .

« « Run for the doctor,’ says I; ¢ she may'nt be
quito dead yel,” continued Blake when relating
the facts to me ; * and while he did so, 1 tore up
one of the old sheets, and bound up poor Bessie's
:.lhll'oa; ;_n her own blood. I mu&x{:f have been

e rom on high, for you yourself say sir, you
co&n’t havedone ?{ better ygurselﬁ Blakeadded,
he did not believe ane word of what Hobson gaid,
for that Bess was too good a girl to lay violent
hands upon herself, and that he believed Will was
half way to New York; but one thing I said and
1 stuck to, Tom shan’t have this poor creature in
his power again, so I, or my wife, or the police,
have watched her ever since, but this you know
as well as I do.”

~ “ I know,” answered I, “ that under Providence
you.and your wife have saved this excellentyoung
woman’ {ife, and perhaps your brother Will's into
the bargain, So many murders have been com-
mitted under the influence of jealousy that it
would have gone hard with him, and he might
not have been able to get hold of those who could
prove an alibi.”

Thedoctor concluded his sensational story with
the information that Will Blake and Bessie Hob-
son were happily married.

¢ These details, my dear madam/ said Dr.
Simley, stil] addressing my mother, “ are a warn-
ing to all who place toomuchreliance on circum-
stantial evidence. Informer times, when human
life was held less sacred thanit is now, I fear
there are many of these cases of which Pope, the
great salirist, speaks—

 « When wrotches hang, that jurymen may dine.’

In the course of this story, to which you have
listened with such ﬂattering attention, how often
have circumstances pointed at innocent parties,
and whatastrange concatenation of circumstances
was necessary to prove ¢ Who Did It.”” L. G.

TWENTY-FIVE DARK HOURS.

'M what we calls a ganger, and have so many

men under me when we're making a new
line o' rail. I passed best part o’ my time in the
country ; but I have worked on the lines in
France and Spain ; but what I'm about to tell
you happened in London, where we'd sunk a
shaft right down, and then was tunnelling for-
rards and backards—the shaft being to get rid of
your stuff, and sometimes for a steam-engine to
be pumping up the water. It's rather danger-
ous work, and a many men gets hurt; but
then & great deal of it's through carelessness, for
lots of our fellows seems as though the whole o’
their brains-is in their backs and arms, where
they’re precious strong, and nowheres else ; but
Td got so used to it, that in cutting or tunoel it
was all the same to me, and now I was busy
supering the men digging, and sometimes brick-
laying a bit, 50 that I thought werry little about

danger when I'd séen as all the shores and props
was well in their places.

It was just at the end o’ the dinner-hour one
day, and I was gone down the shaft to have a
good look round before work begun again, and
I'd got my right-hand man, Sam Carberry, with
me. It was a ncw shaft, about thirty foot deep,
with ladders to go down, and a windlass and
baskets for bringing up stuff and letting down
bricks and mortar.

We hadn’t tunnelled more than p'’Paps some
ten or a dozen foot each way, 80 a8 you may
suppose it was werry fresh—-green, as we calls
it ; and I wasn't quitesatisfed about the shoring
up, and 80 on, for you know fellows do get so
precious careless when once they've got used' to
danger ; and as for somé of our big navvies,
why they're jest like a set o' babies, and for
everything ¢lse but their regular work, they're
quite as helpless. Tell 'em to fill a lorry, or
skid a wheel, or wheel a barrer, they'll do it like
smoke ; but a8 to taking care o' themselves—but
there, I needn’t say nomore about that—just look
at the great, good-tempered, lolloping fellows!
A man can’t have it all ways; and if he's got it
all in bone and mascle, why ’tain’t to be expect-
ed as he’s going to have all the brains too.

% That's giving a bit there, Sam,” I says, a-
pointing t0 one part o the shaft where the earth
was a-bulging and looked loose. ¢ That ain’t
safe, There'll be a barrer fall o’ stuff a-top o
somebody’s head afore the arternoon’s over.
That's the rain—that is. Take your mell and
knock out that lower shore, and we'll put it a
couple ¢ foot higher up. Mind how you does
it?” Sam nods his head, for he wasa chap as
never spoke if he could help it, and then he gets
up, while I takes a look or two at the brick-
work, 8o as not to be done by the men, nor yet
dropped on by the foreman, Then I hears Sam
banging away at the bit o’ scaffold-pole, and
directly after it comes down with & hollow sowid;
and then there was a rattling o’ loose gravelly
earth as I peeps out, and then feels as though
my heart was in my mouth, fof I shouts out:

hat'p the wrong one!” But in aninstant Sam
dropped to. the bottom, and as he.did go, it seemed
as though some one drew' a curtain over the
hole, and then I felt a tremendous blow on the
chest, and was driven backwards and dashed up
against the wood scaffolding in the tunnel, and I
suppose I was stunned, for I knew nothing more
for abit. Then it seemed as though I was
being called, and I sorter woke up ; but every-
thing was dark as pitch and silent as death, and
feeling heavy and misty and stupid, I shut my
eyes again, and felt ag if geing to sleep, for there
didn’t seem to be anything the matter to me. It
was as though something had shut up thought
and sense in the dark, and nota wink of light
could get in. But there I was in a sort of
dreamy comfortable state, and lay there perfectly
still, till a groaning noise roused me, when
thought come back with a blinding flash, and
go sharp was that flash that my brain seemed
scorched, for I knew that I was buried alive!

For a few minutes I stood where I first rose
up in a half-stooping position, with my head and
shoulders touching the poles and boards above
me ; buta fresh groan made me begin to feel
about in the darkness, and try to find out where
I was, and how much room Ihad to move in.
But that was soon doue, for at the bottom there
was about a yard space, and as far up as I could
reach it seemed a couple of yards, while the
other way there was the width of the tunnel, I
dared not move much, though, for the earth and
broken brickwork kept rolling and crumbling in,
so that every moment the space grew less, and
a cold sweat came out all over my face, asl
thought that I should soon be crushed and
covered completely up. Just then, however,
another groan sounded close by me, and for the
first time 1 remembered Sam Carberry, and began
feeling about in the direction from whence the
sound came. .

Bricks, bits o' stone, crumbling gravel, the
uprights and cross-pieces and bits of board all
in splinters, and snapped in two and three pieces,
witE their ragged ends sticking out of the gra-
vel. ButlI could feel nothing of Sam, and 1 sat
down st last, panting as though I had been
ronning, and there was the big drops a rolling
off me, while I drew every breath that heavy
that T grew wild with horror and fear ; for it
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seemed as though I shouldn't be able to breathe
much longer, and then I must be stified. It was
awful, the thoughts of all that ; and had such
an effect on me, that I dashed about like & bird
in a cage—now here, now there—in mad efforts
and struggles to get out. I cried, Help,
help!” and swore and tore about, jumping up
and plunging my hands into the earth; till at
last, panting, and bleeding, and helpless, I lay
upon the gravel crying like a child.

Ah! That did me good, and seemed to clear
my thoughts and make me mad with myself to
think I had been wasting my strength 8o for no-
thing, when perhaps I might have been doing
something towards making thy escape ; and while
1 wagthinking like this, all at once I sgtarted, for
there was a groan again close to my head ; ti:en,
ufter feeling about a bit, I got my hand upon a bit
of broken board, when I felt a groan again, and
then, after pearching about, found that under-
neath the board was a ﬁ.cehwhich by ecratching
away the earth, I could touch, and feel to be warm.

The first thing I did was to start up and
strike my head violently against a cross-piece
so that I was halfstunned ; and then I began to
feel about for a shovel till I got bold of a handle,
and found that the rest was so tightly bedded in
the goil, that I must have been a good hour
grubbing it out with my fingers. But I kept
leaving off to go and speak to the face, which I
knew must be that of Sam Carberry; and
though, poor feilow, it did him no good, he being
quite insensible, yet it did me good, for thero wus
company—I was notalone—and,_al\er leaving off
that way now and then, I worked again like a
good 'un till the shovel was at liberty ; for while
I was hard at work, I had no time to think about
anything else.

And now, though I could feel that poor Sam
was breathing, be did'nt groan; and I began
with the shovel to try and set his face more at
liberty, but at the first trial I threw down the
tool with & horrlble cry, as theloose gravel came
rattling down, and in another minute the poor
fellow’s face would have been completely covered,
if I had not thrust myself against the earth and
it back.

If I could only have kept from thinking, I
would not have cared; but now that I was
forced to keep still and hold up the the
thoughts would keep coming thick and fast,
and mixed up with them all were coffins—~black
eloth coffins with white nails; black coffins
with black nails ; elm coffins ; workhouse shells;
and insideevery one of 'em, I could seemyselflying
stiff and cold. There was one light-grained elm,
which looked sometimes qnuite like a little speck
right offin the distance, and then came gradually
closer, and closer, and closer, till it seemed as
t.hougi: the next moment it would crush me, or
drive e into the earth where I was crouch-
ing ; thenit would gradually go back further and
further, till it was quite a speck again. Then
there were processions o’ the people in black,
constantly crowding by.

Now and then thero was a noise of a stone
falling or & little bit of rolling earth, else all was
a3 still and silent as if there wasn’t such a thing
a3 hurlng. It was so still that the guietness
was horrible, and T began to talk out loud for
the sake of having something to hear; and then
I listened again, ho ingtoiw the sounds of
pick and spade, for I knew they would be trying
to dig us out, alive or dead.

¢« Thatl be it,” I sayd out aloud ; “they'll dig,
and dig, and dig, till they gets to us ; but then
they've got all the stuff to get up the shaft, and
shore up again as they goes, and I shall be gone
long before they gets to mel”

Then the horror of death came again, and I
leaped up and beat myself about till I was
drenched with blood and sweat, and then I lay
still again, with my heart throbbing and beating,
and, try what I would, I couldn’t get enough
breath. I tried to reach the face of my poor
mate, and I found it still warm, and that the
earth had not gettled over it. It was company
to be able to touch it so long as he was alive;
but I thought about what must come, and then
shivered as I felt that I should scrape the loose
gravel over it, and creep to the far end of the
wvarrow hole. And now I began, for the first time,

to think about home, and my two girls, and their
mother; and there was no comfort there, for I
began to wonder what was to become of them
when I was gone. Quietly as could be, I cal-
culated what my funeral would cost the Odd
Fellows, and then about the allowance there'd
be for my people out o’ the Widow and Orphan's
Fund, and then I thought how things might have
been worse than they was. At last of all, I feels
quiet and patient like, and, for the first time sinece
I'd been buried, I was down on my knees with
my face in my hands.

I don't know how long I stopped like that,
when all atonce I fancied I heard a voice apeak-
ing, and I started up; but it sounded no more,
and as I sat listening I could see again all sorts
of things coming and going. Now it was coffins;
now strange-looking beasts and things without
any particular shape; and as they moved, and
colled, and ratled forward, I kept feeling as
though they must touch me; but no, they glided
off again, and at last, to keep from thinking, I
stripped off coat and waiscoat, and, groping
about till I got hold of the shovel, I cried out,
“God help me!” and began to try and dig a way
out.

«Every man for himself,” I half roared, and
the curious, stifled sound of my yoice frightened
me; but I worked on till I had thrown back a
fow spadefuls, when I found that I had put it off
too long, and that I could do nothing but sink
down, panting for air. I couldn’t keep off the
idea that something was pressing down upon me
and trying to force out my breath; at last this
idea got to be so strong that I kept thrusting
out my hands and trying to push the something
away. Idon't know how time went, but at last
I was lying, worn out and helpless, upon the
ground, feebly trying to grub or burrow a way
out with my fingers.

All at once I remembered poor Sam, and, after
a good deal of groping about, I found the board
again, and laid my hand upon his face, but only
to snatch it away with a chill running through
mwe, for it was as cold as ice. ThenItriedtotouch
his breast, but soon gave up; for, with the ex-
ception of his face, he was completely bedded in
the earth, while the board had only saved him at
the first moment from instantaneous death,

I crept adg far off a3 I could ; for now it seemed
that death was very very near me, and that my
own time must be pretty well run out.

I won't tell you how weak I was again, and
how all my past actions came trooping past me.
There they all were, from boyhood till the pre-
sent ; and I couldn’t help groaning as I saw how
precious little good there was in them—just here
and there a bright spark amongst all the black-
ness. At last, I began to think it was all over,
for a heavy, stupid faintness came over me, and
I battled against it with all my might; butit was
like—to me, there, in that darkness—like a great
bird coming nearer and nearer with heavy sha-
dowy wings; and, as I tried to drive it off, it
weat paek, but only to come again, till at last
the place seemed to fade away ; for after groping
round and round the place such a many times, I
seemed to see and know every bit of it aswell as
if I saw it with my eyes, till it faded away, and
all seemed to be gone.

Nex’ thing as I remembers is & dull ¢ thud-
thud-thuding” noise, and it woke me up so that
I sat holding my head, which ached as though
it would split, and trying to recollect once more
where I was; and I #'pose my poor mind must
have been a bit touched, for I could make no-
thing out until I had crawled and felt about a
few times over, when once more it all come back
with a flash, and [ remember thinking how much
better it would have been if I had kept half
stunned, for now I knew what the noise was,and
I could hardly contain the hope, which seemed
to drive mo almost mad. Would they get to me
before I was dead ? could I help them? Would
tney give up in despair, und leave me ?

Ilay listening to the ¢ thud-thud-thud,” till all
at once it stopped, and the stillness that suc-
ceeded was 80 awful that I shrieked out, for I
thought they bad given up digging. But the
dull distant sound roused me sgain, and once
more I lay listening and counting the spadefuls

that I knew were being laboriously and slowly

thrown out. Now I was crying weakly, now

foaming at the mouth, every now and then the

noise could not be heard ; at last, when I could

just faintly hear the sound of voices and tried to

shout in reply, I found I couldn’t do more than
whisper.

All at once the earth came caving in again,
and I was half buried. Woak as I was, it took
me long enough to get free, and to crawl up
and sit behind an upright post or two, and it was
well Idid, for no sooner was I there than the
gravel caved ju again, and I heard a phout ; saw
a flash of light ; and then was jammed close
into the corner, and must have been suffocated
but.for the wood framing about which kept
the earth off. But as I set wed?e% in, I could
hear the sound of the shovels and picks, and I
knew how men would toil to get out a brother-
workman. And now, feeling quite helpless and
resigned, I tried my best to pray for my life, or,
if not, for mercy for what L had done wrong,

“ Ain'tnobody here ?” said & voice, as it seemed
to me in the dark, and I could not speak to cry
for help, be

¢ Must be,” 8aid another voice. ‘ Poor chap's
under them pln_mks " And then come that sou!:d
of shovels again, and then aloud harraying, and
I felt hands about e, and that I was being car-
ried, and something trickled into my mouth,
Then voices were buzzing about me more and
more, and I began to feel able to breathe, and I
heard some one say: ¢ He's coming to;” and
then one spoke, and then another spoke, and I
knew I was being taken up the shaft; bat all
was as it were ina tll I heard & loud
scream and felt two artns round me, and knowing
that now I was saved indeed, I tried to say—
“Thank God!” but could only think it,

After a bit I managed to speak, but I suppose
I said all gorts of foolish unconnected things,
till I asked the time, when the voice that revived
me 80, whispered in my ear thatit was nearly

«And how long was1 there 7" I got out at lust.
« Twenty-five hours I

The first school avowedly established in Great
Britain, for the purpose of instructingadults, was
formed in 1811, through the exertions of the Rev.
T. Charles, in Merionethshire. About the same
time, and without any concert or conuection
with the schools in Wales, an adult school was
established at Bristol, through the instrumen-
tality of Mr. William Smith.

The National Anthem of ¢ God save the King”
was first performed on July 16th, 1607, by the
composer, Dr. John Ball, mausician to
King James.

The first attempt at printing by & machine
was in England, April, 1811. After many ob-
structions and delay, the sheet H of the New
Annual Register for 1810, ¢ Principal Occur-
rences,” 3000 copies were printed by this
machine; and was the first part of a book so
printed.

Chatles Berger and Fleury Mesplet established
the first press at Montreal, in 1776; and in the
same the first attempt at stereotype print-
ing, in North America, was made by Benjamin
Mocom (nephew to Dr. Franklin) a printer at
Philadelphia. He cast plates for & number of
Pa oF the New Testament, but never com-
pleted them.

Bravx Vs is verse without rhyme, or the
consonance of final syllables. Of this species is
all the verse of the ancient Greeks and Romans
that has come down to us. But daring the
middle ages, rhyme, however it orig‘ln.ted, came
to be employed as & common ornament of poet-
jcal composition, both in Latin and in the verna-
cular tongues of most of the modern nations of
Europe. In the fifteenth century, when a re-
currence to classical models became the fashion,
attempts wero made in various languages to re-
ject rhyme. Thus Homers Odyesey was trans-
lated into Spanish blank verse by Gonsalvo
Perez, the secrotary of state to the. Emperor
Charles V, and afterwards to Philip II. The
first English blank verse ever written &
to have been the translation of the firat and
fourth books of the Kneid by lord Surrey.
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ST. JOHN'S FIRE.

N Midsummer Day, the festival of St. John
the Baptist, a singular custom is observed
in most of the countries of the Continent of
Europe, which i3 a relic of the pagan rites of
antiquity. A pile of fagots and brush-wood is
elaborately built up, and decorated with fruits
and flowers by way of offering, which is lighted
in presence of the civil and religious authorities
with much pomp and ceremony; and around
which the population of the town or village
dance, whilst the most active leap over the flames
in couples.

The ashes, charcoal, and small unconsumed
twigs are coliected with much care, a8 charms or
talismans against various evils. The crowning
wreath of flowers is especially prized, and the
young maidens wear the faded blossoms round
their necks, suspended by & red woollen thread.

In Provence, in the vicinity of the mountains,
on the morning of St. John the Baptist's Day, the
inhabitants rise at daybreak to watch the rising
of the sun. A soon agit appears, it is welcomed
with shouts of joy, and the sound of bells and

ts from all quarters. But during the in-
terval that elapses between the dawn and, the

appearance of the star of day, the pilgrims busy be

themselves Wwith collecting aromatic plants,
which, upon their return home, they put into
fiasks of olive oil. This infusion they regard as
appecific against various diseases, and especially
wounds. ~The festival of the day concludes with
the lighting a large bonfire, around which they
danee the falandoula, .

At Ciotat, in the game province, the signal for
lighting the fire i3 given by the firing of a cannon,
and while its flames rise high into the air the
young men throw themselves into the sea and
sprinkle each other, in commemoration of the
baptism in the river Jordan.

At Brest some three or four thousand persons
assemble in the evening upon the glacis. Child-
ren, workmen, and gailors, all carry a lighted
torch, or link, in their haunds, which they whirl
rapidly about in various directions. Itisa curi-
ous sights to observe from a distance, amid the
gloom of night, thousands of lights carried by
invisible hands, sparkling and moving ih every
capricious direction, .

In Brittany, upon the approach of night, a fire
suddenly appears on the loftiest rock or moun-
tain ; the signal is Immediately taken up, and
then & second, an%a third, a hundred, a thou-
sand even, are soon seen blazing in every direc-
tion. The earth seems to have as many stars as
the sky above. Presently a confused noise, or
roar, is heard, joyful in its character, but most
strange music, amid which singular metallic
sounds and vibrations of harmony mingle, pro-
duced by children, who rattle canes against the
sides of copper basons. The horns of the she-
pherds respond from valley to valley ; peasants
sing carols before the cawrica ; and young maid-
ens, clothed in their best attire, hasten to dance
around the fires of St. John, for they are told
that if they dance around nine fires on this eve
before midnight they will be married before the
year is out. The shepherds make their flocks
pass over the embers of the sacred fire as a pro-
taction against disease. Then the assembled
crowd form a ring, and dance around the flick-
cring fire, shouting and screaming like mad,
Empty seats are arranged around the fire; they
are intended for the souls of the departed, who
are supposed to come and listen to the songs,
and watch the dance. .

Iu the month of June the Greeks celebrated in
honour of Diana a festival they called Lophrics,
and on the day of the summer solstice they light
ed bonfires. This custom is perpetuated to mo-
dern times, althongh the object of it is entirely.]
changed.

PASTIMES.

PUZZLE.

Take one-fourth of five and not any more,

Add twoethirds of ten as you’ve oft done i)efore;
Next add a unit, place one hun ,

Then one-fifth of seven will make all quite clear.
"Tis & city in Europe; the name’s not very long

But its praises are sung in & favourite lonﬁ
ATTIE.

ARITHMOREM.

1. 1100 and he brogs =a geperal under the
Prince of Orange.
2.6 ¢ ahone = one of the Waverly :l:-
vels.
8. 1000 ¢« O! roe =one of Shakes '8
geroes.
4. 501 ¢ sworn = atown in Upper Canada.

5. 651 here = a town in Germany,
6.51 ¢ = & seaport of Asia minor.
7.163 ‘ U here! =sa prime minister of
France.
8. 1500 ¢ say hen =& governor general of
Canada.
9. 650 “ som grips =avillngeane-tem(&:-
nada.
10. 1001 “ ba! 1! = a division of Chinese Tar-
11, 500 * wear 6500 = aline of English kings.
12. 660 “ anaU =a town mhenbhgr

va
18, 1060 * sun go at noon = a Danish astronomerand
pil of Tycho Brahe.

pu
The initials form the name of a celebrated
astronomer, and the finals one of his discoveries.

R.T.B.
CHARADES.

1. If my second is allowed to grow in my first,
my whole will be the jnevitable result.

2. My firet is found in the sea, my second is
found in the sea, and my whole is found in the sea.
3. I am a word of nine letters.

My 8, 5, 1, 2 is what every one would like to

My 6, 1, 3, 4 belongs to a flame.

My 2, 3, 8, 4, 5, 7 is a solitary person.

My 9, 3, 6 is what gentlemen like to hear when
they pop the question.

My 6, 1, 2, 5, 6, 4 should always be avoided.

And my whole is an important science.

G. K. S.
ENIGMA.
Beauteous forms of grace and ease
The eye dougl;:. the fancy please :—
In , in nt{, I abound
Bu! ’tis my boast I’m usefnl foand,
E’en to your cook each passing day
(Though sculptors to me homage pay);
And yet sometimes when I appear,
She and fumes with sudden fear,
#n;l oultc m‘g:}on:, her r;t:mtz)l trow,
ere I'm too &, w;

‘Where rose, 5:9"' pepr.nel &0

loom in 00, there I dwell.

trace

Vain mortals! cast aside yo';:er de;
Know that to me you are
ACROSTIC.
. One of the books of the New Testament.
An ocean.
. Something we all like
. One of us two.
. A girl's name.
. A celebrated poet.
. An exclamation.
. A portion of time.
The initials will give the name of a town in
Canada. Harriz.

ARITHMETICAL PROBLEM.

A fatherdivided his money equally between his
two gons ; both of them were in debt and both
of them resolved at once to pay what they owed.
One of them expended in this way $15,600, the
other $1200; after which the latter found himself
seven tjmed ad rich as the former. What was the
entire sum left by the father ?

ANSWERS TO DECAPITATIONS, &c.. No. 33.

Decapitations.—1. Sark-ark. 2. Keel-eel. 3.
Speck-peck. 4. Pear-ear. 5. Gnat-nat-at.
Charades,—1. Cur-few. 2. Mar-grave.
Wo-man.
Enigma.—Empty-mpty-mpt-mt.
Names of countries—1. Chin-a. 2. S-pain.
3. Ire-land. 4. Can-ada. 5. Green-land. 6.
Tun-is.
Sguare words.~H a n d.
Ague,
Numb.
Debt
Arithmetical Problems.~1. 41 guineas, 86
crowns, 2. Grandfather 84, father 63, and son
36 years. 3. Cost £50, sold for £40.
The following answers have been received :
Decapitations—E. H. Festus, H. H. V., Canap,
R.T. B, Flors, Jos. T.
Charades.—~Presto, Cloud, E. H., Flors, Vig-
alent, Argus, H. H. T.
Enigma.—Argus, Camp, Ellen 8., H. H. V.
Names of Countries~R. T. B, E. H., Argus,

DT U LB =

3.

Flora, Camp.

RN

Square Words.—E. H., Vigalent, Presto,
Mentor.

JArithmetical Problems.—Presto, Argus, Men-
tor.

The following were regeived too late to be
acknowledged in our lastisssue. E.H, Fannie
A., Gordon W., Memo.

CHESS

BREVITY AND BRILLIANCY IN CHESS.

With t pleasure we are able to alinounce that a
new work on Chess, under the above title, is now in
press, to be shortly brought out by the Appletons, and
when we have announced that house as the dmbliﬁ)em,
we can give no higher guarantee thatit will appearin
the very higheet style of* grognphicu excellence, in
every particular. Chessically, as its name implies, it
consists of games short and brilliantly contested;
with theadditional interest, that they all have problem
terminations, ranging from two to twelve moves, all

. It ha, also, other interesting features.
the whole range of Chese literature, and
. Hazeltine. kaq.

12mo.,
N. ¥ Clipper. {about)

——

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

E.H. C., WasHINGTON, D.C.—Thanks
wishes, n’well asthe prot'nho that mmfor youthue::
which we trust will be soon redeemed. The solution

oorrect.

J.C. Roxxyx, Kinastox, N.Y.—Hope to report
P on that Problem suortly. You deserve, and
[} have a hard nut to crack in return. Many
thanks for the enclosure. Some of the back numbers
have been mailed to your address.

sLEM No. 20.—Correct solutions received from
H. K. C., Quebec; and Alms, Branttord; too late for
acknowledgment int week.

ProBLEM No. 21.—Correct solutions received from

8t. Urbain 8t.; J. McL.; C. C. H.; Rook, ton ;
R. B. Toronto; and H. K. C., Que&c.
SOLUTION OF PROBLEM No. 21.
WHITS. BLAOK.
1. Bto K 5th, Pto Ktbthor (adcd.)
2. Q to R 7th Mate.
(@) 1. = P takes Kt.
2. B to B 5th Mate.
1. ————— K takes Kt.
2. Q takes B Mate.
(c) 1. B to B 6th.

2. Q takes B Mate,

1 ——ee

2. Kt Mates at B 3rd.
PROBLEM No. 23.

We are unableto give the author of this neat and
difficult stratagem.

()] Anything elso,

BLAOK.

nn
W

¥ ‘/////‘

;
i
hwl

WHITS.

White to play and Mate in three moves.
Emoxa No. 2.

From Alexandre’s ** Beawties of Chess.”)

1]

¥

Qs.
‘White to play and Mate in threo moves,

&

K6

a

Q2
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Lizziz F.—We are sorry that our answer must
be “ no.” Whatever may be said to the contrary,
we believe that it is impossible to remove them.
Leave it to time, .

J. R., Canapa Easr.—Respectfully declined
in its present form, The subject is a good one;
but the article is susceptible of considerable im-
provement.

R. T. B—Always acceptable. You will find
an answer to your question in the previous page,
or rather an illustration of what we meant.

8. J. C.—We overlooked the request in the
concluding paragraph of your letter, when ac-
knowledging its receipt in our last issue. We
have not seen the lines before, tut from internal
@vidence believe that you are correot in your sup-
position. 1f they are original, we have a true
poet in our midst, and one whom we should de-
light to know,

N. A. 8.—Will you favour us with an article
on a less hackneyed subject? It} is difficult to
write anything new upon the one you have
selected.

E. H—Not at all too presuming, and we do
feel flattered, but unfortunately an objection was
raised. Can you guess from what source ? 1t is
too bad is it not? The popular version is that
4 learned Yankee Custom House officer was in
the habit of marking the packages he passed
“ Orl Korrect ;" all correct—hence the abbrevia-
tion O. K. :

G. W.—We have, indeed, good reason to be
proud of our gallant volunteers; and we doubt
not thatevery young Canadian, were it necessary,
would emulate the alacrity of the young men of
England upon the occasion you refer to. English
pluck forced the ¢ Little Corporal” to forego his
darling project, and Canadian promptness has
undoubtedly chilled the ardour of our friends, the
Feuians. Althongh we cannot publish your
communication, we respect the feeling which
prompted it, and are proud to reekon amongst
our correspondents one who carried arms in the
Volunteer Militia of Great Britain from 1798 to
1812,

J. H. Y.—~Declined with thanks. Will mail
as requested.

ArTisT.—We have only been able to-glance
at your last communication ; if accepted, will
endeavour to give it an early insertion.

Novice.—The first requisite is practice, the
second practive, and the third prAcTICE. Confi-
dence will come in good time. Join the Mercan-
tile Literary Society, and take an active part in
its weekly meetings.

Hotsewire.—One method of freeing a house
from Cockroaches is to sprinkle Scotch Snuff
into the holes and crevices which they frequent.
This is the best use to which snuff—so far as we
are aware—can be applied.

J.C.—Your contribution will appear in an
early issue. Please accept our thanks.

PaiLo.—We have met with the following state-
ment as to the origin of the word ¢ Tee-total,”
but cannot vouch for its correctness. ¢ One Dick
Turner a faithful but illiterate abstainer was
once stammering through a speech when he said,
‘m-m-modcration is n-n-no g-g-good—we must
have t-t-tec-total!’” (meaning the total), There
bad previously been a dispute as to the designa-~
tion of the total abstinence body, but Dick Tur-
per'’s eloquence settled the point, and the word
«tee-total” was selected by the early abstainers
as their distinctive name.

@G. Y.~—Yes, at your convenience,

A. B.—~We know of no better method than the
one suggested in the article referred to.

Lex.—Not in the present volume.

MISCELLANEA.

A peTRIiRD Australian male aborigine has
been brought to England. This singular speei-
men of petrifaction was, it is said, found in one
of the stone caverns which abound at Musquito
Plains, South Australia, It was lying in a
natural position, as if having fallen asleep.

Vanitas, VaniTaTokl—A gold coffin set in
precious stones now encases the body of the se-

cond King of Siam, aged thirty-scven, brother of
the reigning sovercign, 1t is deposited on 2
throne, to await the day of the solemn funeral,
which, according to the customs of Siam, will not
take place for a year.

CHARCOAL put to the roots of dahlias and
other flowering plants, will redden them vividly ;
flowers nearly white being thus turped to n deep
red, sometimes altogether, and sometimes mixed
with the lighter hue in half a dozen varieties
from one and the same root,

Crassic TrraTRE.—A new theatre isabout to
be erected at Paris, in which the works of Greek
and Latin authors will alone be performed—such
as those of Buripides, Sophocles, Aschylus, Ter-
ence, and others. Something like 3,000,000
francs have already been subscribed in shares, and
the architect has completed his plan for the
building.

Horsk FLEsg.—A letter from Berlin states that
great success has attended the introduction of
horse-flesh in that capital as an article of human
food. The meatis perfectly wholesome, and very
tolerably palatable, resembling rather coarse beef.
Grand dinners have been given by a society in-
terested in its introduction, at which horse-flesh
alone was produced, though prepared in various
ways.

By the death of the Earl of Harrington, the title
and estates, worth £30,000 a year, and which,
before long, will, it issaid, be worth £50,000,
have gone to a cousin who was in possession of
an income that would be considered narrow even
for a London clerk, and on which he has brought
up a family of thirteen children, the eldest son now
Viscount Petersham. and heir to the title, having
been educated as a civil engineer. The new carl
is & man of considerable ingenuity, and known as
the builder of many handsome yachts.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL

Mr. A. de Lentilhac, of Tomaqua, Pa., has
patented an artificial fuel composed of fine coal
dust, vegetable gluten, and ceal tar, pressed into
bricks or blocks, dried, then placed in hermeti-
cally sealed iron boxes, and baked or cooked in &
hot oven.

Tug latest wonder in chemical science applied
to amusement is the new article vended as
“Vesuvian tea.” A few grains placed in a small
tray, over a light for a few moments, ignite, and
transmute themselves into a shower of particles
exactly resembling ordinary tea.

Inalecture lately delivered by professor Fre.nk-
land, at the Royal Institution, he stated that the
alleged presence of ozone in the atmosphere can-
not be proved. Thus, there is no evidence .that
atmospheric ozone has any effect on the preva-
lence or ahsence of infectious diseases, as com-
monly supposed.

It was an observation made by Scheele, but
the fact has recently been published as a new
discovery, that ordinary brown vinegar will keep
bright and clear for any length of time if heated
to the boiling-point for a few minutes.

A Sprixe of natural ink-—a mineral substance
resembling crude Petroleum, but without any
smell, and possessing all the qualities of the
finest writing fluid—has been discovered in Les
Angles, in the vicinity of Buena Vista Lake
California.

Tug ABUNDANCE oF MaaNEsiom.—It has been
estimated, says the American Gaslight Journal,
that the occan contains 160,000 cubic miles of
magnesium,—n quantity which would cover the
entire surface of the globe, both sca and land, to
a thickness of more than 8 feet. In obtaining
salt from sea-water, the residuum is largely mag-
nesium. It constitutes 13 per cent, of magne-
sian limestone,~—a rock found in all parts of the
world in enormous quantities, Three years ago
all the chemists who had obtained magnesium at
all had probably not obtained an ounce among
them. One year ago its price was 112 guineas
per pound. Now, owing to improvements
recently introduced, magnesium wire is sold at

3d. per foot. It has been suggested that, when
it shall be chenp enougli, vessels of war should
be built of it; for whilst but little heavier than
heart of oak, it is as strong and tenacious as steel.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

—

Souz of the young ladies up West are so econ-
omical that they resort to tight lacing in order
to avoid being waistful.

IN the midst of a stormy discussion, a gentle-
man rose to settle the matter in dispute. Wav-
ing his hands majestically, he began—¢ Gentle-
men, all T want i3 common sense,”—“Ezxactly,”

| interrupted Jerrold; ¢ that is precisely what you

do want.”

Tag friends of a celebrated wit expressed some
suiprise, that, at his age, and with his fondness
for the bottle, he should have thought it neces-
sary to marry. “ A wife was necessary,” he
said. “My acquaintances began to say that I
drank too much for a single man.”

NeGATIVES AND Postrives.—Nr. Pitt was dis-
puting at a cabinet dinner on the energy and
beauty of the Latin language. In support of the
superiority which he affirmed it to have over the
English, he asserted that two negatives made a
thing more positive than one affirmative possibly
could. ¢ Then,”said Thurlow, “ your father and
mother must have been two complete negatives
to make such a positive fellow as you are.”

Ix an action for a breach of promise of mar-
riage the defendant’s counsel asked the plaintiff,
«Did my client enter into a positive agreement
to marry you?’ —‘ Not exactly,” she replied;
“but he courted me a good deal, ard he told my
sigter that he intended to marry into our farmily.”

GaLLANTRY AND IngENUITY.—Of 21l the declara-
tions of love, the most admirahle was that which
a gentleman made to a young lady, who asked
him to show her the picture of the one he loved,
when he immediately presented her with a mirror.

Cavent—A man who was bossting that there
never was any rope or cord, whether made of
hemp, wire, or anything else, in which he ¢ould
not tie a double bow knot, was summarily put
down by being requested to tie a knot in a cord
of wood.

TaR Frast oF IMAGINATION i8 described as fol-
lows:—When your stomach is empty, and
your pocket ditto, sit down and read a cookery-
book.”

A WinoraLL.—A jolly farmer, who resided
near the foét of the Grampiaus, was wending his
way to Forfar market, accompanied by his wife
and daughter. Having some business to transact
in Kirriemuir, they halted at one of the inns,
where they left their vehicle for some time.
After they had got their business transacted, and
the farmer bad carefully put in the right-hand
side pocket of his coat some money that he had
got in exchange, they again took the road, and
had proceeded a little to the south of the bridge
at the gasworks, when the daughter; who was
seated on the back seat of the vehicle, with her
back to her father, thought she saw & piece of
money on the road, and told her father. He
stopped the vehicle, dismou.nted, and went back
to the place indicated by his daughter, wl.xen he
discovered it to be a half-crown. After picking
it up and showing it to his daughter,.he put it
in his pocket among the rest of his money,
mounted his vehicle and drove off again, He
had several times to stop and pick up money
before they had got half-a-mile out of town, the
danghter keeping a sharp look-out, and the far-
mer, as he picked up the other half-crown, re-
marking, # 0dd, lassie, they're surely sawen the
ground with siller hereaboots,” When they had
reached near to the west end of the fens, the
daughter intimated that there was a knife and
some money lying together. The farmer was not
long in picking it up, when he remarked that
the knife was very like his own; so, after turn-
ing it over in his hand to look at it, he thrust his
hand in his vest pocket where hethought he had
it and his money, when, to his utter astonish-
ment, his fingers went through the bottom



