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TO ARMS! TO ARMS!

—

A cry from the west!—the foe
Have dared pollute our soil;
Up! up! in your native might,
Sons of wealth, and honest toil. .
To arms! to arms! let tho dastards feel
The vengeful weight of patriot steel.

To arms! with a gallant rush—
With brave, stout hearts and true:
As our fathers fought, still fight
And crush the robber crew.
Strike home! spare not! let your blows be strong—
Short shrift for the outlawed Fenian throng!
GARDE,
Montreal, June 1st, 1866. .

«MY MAIDEN BRIEF.

LAWYER, says an old comedy which I once
A read at the British Museum, “is an odd
sort of fruit—first rotten, then green, and then
Tipe.” There is too much of truth in this homety
figure. The first years of a young barrister are
Spent, or rather worn out, in anxious leisure.
His talents rust, his temper is injured, his little
Patrimony wastes away, and not an attempt
shows a sign of remorse. He endures term after
term, and circuit after circuit, that greatest of
migeries—a rank above his means of supporting
it. He drives round the country in a post-
chaise, and marvels what Johnson found so ex-
hilarating in its motion—that is, i he paid forgjt
himself. He eats venison and drinks claret ; but
he 1oses tho favour of both when he reflects that
his wife (for the fool is married, and married for
love, too) has, perhaps, just dined for the third
time on a cold neck of mutton, and has not
tasted wine since their last party—an occurrence
beyond even legal memory. He leaves the festive
board early, and takes a solitary walk, returns to
his lodgings in the twilight, and sees on his
table a large white rectangular b9dy, which for
& moment he supposes may be a bngf—alas! it is
only a napkin, He is vexed, and rings to have
1t removed, when up comes his_clerk, drunk and
1usolent: he i3 about to kick him down stairs,
but stays his foot, on calling to mind the arrear
of the fellow’s wages, and contents himself with
wondering where the rascal finds the means for
8uch extravagance. -

Then in court many are the vexations of the
briefless, The attorney is a cruel animal; as
cruel ag a rich coxcomb in a ball-room, who de-
lights in exciting hopes only to disappoint them.
Iudeed, I have often thought the communica-
tions between solicitors and the bar hag no slight
Tresemblance to the flirtation between the gexes.
Barristers, like ladies, must wait to be chogen.
The slightest overture would be equally fatal to

oue gown a3 to the other. The gentlemen of the
bar sit round the table in dignified composure,
thinking just as little of briefs as a young lady
of marriage. An attorney enters,—not an eye
moves ; but somehow or other the fact is known
to all.  Calmly the wretch draws from his pocket
a brief ; practiee enables us to see at a glance
that the tormentor has left a blank for the name
of his counsel. He looks around the circle as if
to choose his man ; you cannot doubt but his eye
rested on you—he writes a name but you are
too far off to read it, though you know every
name on your circuit upside down. Now the
traitor counts out the fée, and wraps it up with
slow and provoking formality., At length, all
being prepared, he looks towards you to catch
(as you suppose) your eye. You nod, and the
brief comes flying ; you pick it up, and find on it
the name of a man three years your junior, who
is sitting next to you; you curse the attorney’s
impudence, and ask yourself if he meant to ingult
you. PerLiaps not, you say, for the dog squints.

My maiden brief was in town. How well do
I recollect the minutest circumstances connected
with that case! The rap at the door; I am &
connoisseur in raps,—there is not a dun who

| could deceive me; I know their trieks but too

well ! they have no medium between the rap ser-
vile and the rap impudent, This was a cheerfal
touch ; you felt that the operator knew he should
meet with a face of welcome. My clerk, who is
not much under the influence of sweet sounds,
seemed absolutely inspired, and answered the
knock with astonishing velocity. I could hear
from my inper room the murmur of inquiry
and answer ; and, though I could not distinguish
a word, the tones confirmed my hopes :—I was
not long suffered to doubt: my client entered,
and the pare white paper, tied round with the
brilliant red tape, met my eyes. He inquired
respectfully, and with an appearance of anxiety
which marked him to my mind for a perfect
Chesterfield, if I was already retained in —-
v, The rogue knew well enough I never
had bad a retainer in my life. I took a moment
to consider; and, after making him repeat the
name of his cagse, I gravely assured him I was at
perfect liberty to receive his brief. He then laid
the papers aud my fee upon the table, agked me
if the time appointed for a consultation with the
two gentlemen who were * with me” would be
convenient ; and, finding that the state of my en-
gagements would allow me to attend, made his
bow and departed. That fee was sacred gold,
and I put it to no vulgar use.

Many years have now elapsed since that case
was disposed of, and yet how fresh does it live in
my memory ; how perfectly do I recollect every
authority to which it referred! how I read and
re-read the leading cases that bore upon the
question to be argned. Onecasel go belhumbed,
that the volume has opened at it ever since, a8
inevitably as the prayer-book of a lady’s-maid
proffers the service of matrimony. My brief re-
lated to an argument before the judges of the
Queen’s Bench, and the place of consultation was
a Qoffee-house, adjoining the Court House.
There was I, before the clock had finished strik-
ing the bour. My briefI knew by heart. I had
raised an army of objections to the points for
which we were to contend, and had logically
slain every man of them. I went prepared to
discuss the question thoreughly ; and I gencrous-
ly determined to give my leaders tho benefit of
all my cogitations—though not without a slight
struggle at the thought of how much reputation
I should lose by my magnanimity. I bad plenty
of time to think of these thingr for my leaders
were engaged in court, and the attorney and I
had the room to ourselves. After we had been
waiting about an hour, the door flew open, and

‘through the half

in strode one of my leaders, the second in com.
mand, less in haste (as it appeared to me) to
meet his appointment than to escape from the
atmosphere of clients in whieh he had been en-
veloped during his passage from the court—just
a3 the horseman pushes his steed into a gallop,
to rid himself of the flies that are buzzing around
him. Having shaken off his tormentors, Mr. ——
walked up to the fire—said it was cold—nodded
kindly to me—and had just asked what had been
the last night's. division in the house, when the
powdered head of an usher was protruded
open door, to announce that
“Jones and Williams was called on.” Down
went the poker, and away flew —— with stream-
ing robes, leaving me to meditate on the loss
which the case would sustain for want of his ag-
sistance at the expected discussion. Having
waited some further space, I heard a rustting of
silks, and the great ——, our commander-in-
chief, sailed into the room. As he did not run
foul of me, I think it possible I may not have
been invigible to him ; but he furnished me with
no other evidence of the fact. He simply direct-
ed the attorney to provide certain additional
affidavits, tacked about, and sailed away. And
thus ended first consultation. ‘

L consoled myself with the thought that 1
had at least all my materials for myself, and that,
from having had s0 much more time for consid-
ering the sybject than the others, 1 must in-
fallibly make the best speech of the three.

At length, the fatal day came. I never shall
forget the thrill with whieh I heard —. open
the case, and felt how soon it woyld be my turn
to speak. Oh, how did I pray for a long speech!
I lost all feeling of rivalry ; and would have glad-
ly given him everything that 1 intended to use
myself, only todefer the dreaded moment for one

half hour. His speech was frightfully short, yet,
as it was, it made sad havoe with my stock
of matter.

The next speaker was more concise,
and yet my little stock suffered again severely.
I then found how experience witl stand in the
place of study ; these men could not, from the
thultiplicity of their engagements, have spent a
tithe of the time upon the case which I had done,
dnd yet they had seén mueh which had éscaped
all my researeh. At'length, my turn came. I
was sitling among the back rows in the old
court of Queen’s Bench. It was on the last day
of Michaelmas Term, and late in the evening.
A sort of darkness visible had been produced by
the aid of a few candles dispersed here and there.
I arose, but I was not perceived by the judges
who had turaed together to consult, supposing
the argument finished. B-——was the first to
‘sep me, and I received from him a nod of kind-
ness and encouragewment, which I hope 1 never
shall forget. 7The conrt was crowded, for it was
& question of some interest; it was a dreadful
moment ; the ushers stilled the audience into an
awful silence, I began, and at the sound of an
unknown volce every wig of thé white inclined
plane at the upper end of which I was standing
suddenly turned round, and in an inatant I had
the eyes of seventy « learned friends” looking
me full in the face! It is hardly to be conceived
by those who have not gone through the ordeal
how terrific is this mute attention to the object
of it. How grateful should I have been for any
thing which would have relieved me from its
oppressive weight—a buzz, a scraping of the
ghoes, or a fit of conghing would have put me
under infinite obligation to the kind disturber.
What I said, I know not; I knew not then; it
fs the only part of the transaction of which I sm
ignorant; it was a “ phantasma or & hideous
dream.” They 0ld me, however, to my great
gurprise, that I spoke in a loud voice, used
violent gesture, and as I went along seemed to
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shake off my trepidation, Whether I made a
long speech or a short one, I cannot tell, for I
had no power of meaguring time, All I know
is, that I should have made a much longer one if
1 bad not felt my ideas, like Bob Acres's courage
oozing out of my fingers’ ends, The court
decided against us, erroneously as I of course
thought, for the young advocate is always on
the right side.

The next morning I got up early to look at
the newspapers which I expected to see full of
our case. In an obscure corner and in a small
type, 1 found a few words given a3 the speeches
of my leaders,~and I also read, that ¢ Mr. ——
followed on the same side.”

THE JAUNDICE.
A’A SEQUEL T0 THE S8OARLET FEVER. .
In & series of letters, edited by Chas. H. Stokoe.

Harry Towrniquet, Esq., M.D., at Ottawa, to Mr,
Thobert Trepan, medsoi stiudint, ot Monireas,

LETTER VI.
Aiss Jennie Barker to her sister Kate

DEAR KATE,

I've to tell you with sorrow and pain,
That Harry’s got into his tantrums n—
He'’s grown angry and jealous, ferocious and grim,
And all from a toolish and unfounded whim.

My last letter mentioned a “ Woman in Black,”

hgglc kSpnker marched off with, and did’'n¢ come
The next day, while walking, I happened to meet
The recreant Ensign in Wellington Street;
By a very cool bow my resentment X showed,
And without farther notice, X passed on my road :
But the Ensign declared he was dying with pain,
Until he could bopo my good will to regain—
So 1 listened; and learned }hat_ ]the lttuly be met
Was a vory dear cousin—a family pet;
le'd not sgen hersince Ponsonby’s bride she became—
To have passed her in silence had been a great shame!
So he’d walked with her onward a very short way,
And when scarce round the corner, was ordered

awa

TUgron vaemment duty, that brooked no delay— )
1o was on his way now, just ¢ to make his amends,”
And he beartily trusted we still should be friends.

Well! what could I do, but just joke him and chaff,
And accept his apology with a loud laugh?

And this gave him courage to profier a note,

'T'o read which, he hoped, I'd one minute devote—

Heo blushed and grew norvous, and long ere we parted
1'm sure his poor whiskers must sadly have smarted,
Ina mmchalgnt way, I his Jetter received;

When, near hand ata window, I Harry perceived!
His brow, as he viewed us, grew darker and darker—
He hates, and has always been jealous of Sparker!

I was greatly annoyed, and felt sorry for Harry—

‘Though, as long years must pass cre he’ll venture to
marry ; . .

In spite ot his being a gay, lively rattle,

An engagement with him would be like a long battle,

I have given no cause for his anger and scorn,

And really, dear Kate, ho is not to be borne;

If I'm not to ebatter and laugh when I meet

With a t{ljeud, my poor life would turn out a fine

trea
I wish the r Doctor great joy of his passion:
1'm not mfg?ﬂ to be used in that fuhign.

I found I had still got some shopping to do‘,

And so with the Ensign away I withdrew—

¥or Harry’s black looks had excited me so,

1t relieved mo to chatter aud flirt with 8 beau—
Major Martinet passed us; his bow was so stiff, b
That I saw very clearly he’d taken * a tiff;"’

1 found out my crime! Do not Jaugh, littlesister,

I’d aflronted * the Major”’ by calling him ‘¢ Mister!”
Dearme! On what triflesand toys it depends

‘These « Lords ¢f Creation” to keep as our friends!

Safely seated athome, I almost felt choking,

The whole contretemps was so very provoking!
1'd half made my mind up to fancy poor Harry,
And at some digiant day 1o accept ham and marry,
But the way he takes huffs, just at nothing at all;
18 more than sufficicnt my heart to appal.

But a truce to this nonsense. I’_ll_read Sparker’s note—
Perhaps it may set my poor spirits afioat—

Come, Katie, and listen to this charming bit— i

1 declare our brave Ensign has grown quite a wit,

Ensign Sparker to Miss Jennie Barker,

* It would be, sweetest Jennie, a terrible shame

If you ever were greatly to change your sweetname;

Butif from your  Barker’ you’d banish the B,

And if from'my ¢ Sparker’ you’d borrow S.P. .

"l‘henh'];% hame made your name would gloriously
8n1

When the dear little owner for ever was mine.”

8o, darling, it only depends upon me
Wilenevmgi please LFI? Spagl?er” tobe—

¢ What! follow a soldier from pillar to post,

No woman should try it excapt 48 a ghost—

For the best constitution d soon be & wreck,
To broil at Barbadoes and freeze at Quebec;”
Now, that is my sentiment, just to a dot,

Though I freely confPss that the verses are not.

A proposal so very facetiously made

I can treat as in earnest, or joking, evade—

I need not accept it, nor need I decide

7o banish the Ensign away from my side—

But Harry! if you’d ever gain my consent,

You had better be prompt to amend and repent,
To glead for forgiveness—for mercy implore,
And faithfally vow to be jealous no mare;

'Till then, my flirtations lot nobody blame,

For I find *“ Rouge et Noir” such a very nice game!
You will say it mus¢ be—since my obstinate pen
Has written ofnothing except these two men.

Well! dearest, forgive mo for such idle prating; '
‘While I've not said one word of the rink or of skating!
As its ﬁreat.ly the fashion, I often attend,

Thoulg to cut out fine figures I cannot pretend;

But 1 boast that in straightforward skating not many
Are more graceful or faster than your sister Jenuie:

I can dance & quadrille, and the feNows extc:}

The elegant way I perform *¢ the Dutch roll.

But whenever a thaw has removed the deep snow,
And a frost has ensued, to the river we go;
For its there the best pleasures of skating are seen,

‘| When the wind’s not too high and the airnot too keen—

For the width of the stream afforde plenty of space,
For a good lengthened dash, or for running a race.
The exercige makes one delightfully warm, .
Lends a glow to the cheok, and augments ev’ry charm;
It brightena the eye and inclines one to chatter—

I don’t wonder men are then tempted to flatter—
Butwhen, before skating, they are so presuming

A to talk of the flames which their hearts are consum-

ing,

WhengFuhrenheit shows ten degrees below zero,

I've léo Iaugh, though they call me more cruel than
ero

For their checks look as pale and as stiff, I oft tell ’em,

As the books on pa’s shelves, boand in old-fashioned
vellum.

The river just now’sin a cagital state, .

But for further description I mean you to wait;

As Friday is fixed for a grand gala day;

When I hope our wise Doctor will not stop away—
ve to pa and to ma; and don’t let me complain

That so rarely you write to your fond sister,

JANE.

LITERARY GOSSIP.

Gusrave Dorg has finished his illustrations,
thirty in number, for Tennyson’s *1dyls of the
King.” They will be engraved in London.

“ Tam Natural History of the Devil” is the

don, by a dissenting minister.

A coupLETs uniform edition of the novels,
tales, and miscellaneous writings of Thackeray,
including all his scattered pieces in journals and
magazines, i3 in preparation by an American
publishing firm, who were the first te collect and
publish his humorous poems in a volume,

A caTtaLogte of some 3000 Armenian MSS.
contained in the library of Edcimiadzin, near
Mount Ararat, the seat of the Patriarch, has just
been printed, Amongst the MSS. are some un-
published works of the Fathers, and also some
unpublished fragments of Aristotle and Diodorus
Siculus. Copyists ars employed in the library,
and these treasures, hitherto inaccessible, are
now thrown open to scholars. Notice has been
given that extracts will be sent to the lcarned in
all parts of the world who will pay the expense
of copying them out.

A Nzw York publisher announces “ The Life
of James Stephens,” with a history of the origin
and progress of Fenianism, authorized and re-
vised by the great “ Head Centre” himself, who
furnishes, among other curijous material, a de-
scriptioh of his miraculous escape from the iron
bars of “John Bull's” stongest hold,

“ Tae Fortnightly and Contemporary Review”
are among the mew periodieals which are most
talked about in English society.

Taw MSS. and autograph letters of Sir Jobn
Fenn, Knt., the celebrated editor of ¢ The Paston
Letters,” are about to be sold. Assomuch curi-
osity has been felt of late concerning the genu-
ineness of the * Letters” said to have been edited
by him, this undistarbed collection of his MSS.
and papers will excite considerable curiosity

amongst antiquaries and others,

| with considerable gusto,

title of a discourse preached last month, in Lon- |

TaeEre has recently been privately printed in
Liverpool a very interesting volume, in quarto,
“ On the Origin of certain Christian and other
Names: an attempt to draw deductions s to
the Spread of Nations, of Trade, or of Missionary
Enterprise, by a Comparison of N ames,” by Dr.
Thowmas Inman, late President of the Liverpool
Literary and Philosophical Society. The writer
says, ¢ The germ from which the essay sprang
was the question—‘ How is it that Jack is uzed
as the short or pet word for John 7"

Mgssrs. Rivingtons have published the first
part of “The Annotated Book of Common
Prayer,” edited by the Rev. John Henry Blunt,
which is described as an historieal, ritual, and
theological commentary on the devotional 8ys-
tem of the Church of Kogland; a ritual intro-
duction on the principles and practice of Church
ceremonial ; notes on and illustrations of the
prefaces and tables of the Prayer Book ; the
calendar, with notes on the minor holidays ; and
a comparative view of the ancient and modern
English, the Roman, and the Eastern calendars.
The second part will complete the work, and will
contain a commentary on the communion service,
the occasional offices, and the ordination services,
with the English and Latin Psalter in parailel
columns, and a short liturgical exposition of
each psalm, a full index, and a glossary. It
will be published in a fow months.

Tae authorship of “Ecce Homo” is still a
vexed question with the English public, and
there can be no doubt that the well-kept secret
has had a great deal to do with the large sale of
the work. In nine cases out of ten, the second
question asked by an iutending purchaser is,
“ Do you know who is the auther?” Various
tradesmen have selected several distinguished
individuals as the author whom they believe, in
their own minds, to have written the book.
Vice-Chancellor Page Wood was early chosen
for the post; then came Mr. George Waring, of
Magdalen Hall. A later favourite was Professor
Goldwin Smith, and his recent visit to Amcrica
and sojourn with Emerson has been dwelt upon

as throwing some light
upon the authorship. The last favourite will
strike many persons with surprise. It is no
other than the Emperor Napoleon III, whom
many persong in Paternoster-row roundly assert
wrote the book in French, and then sanctioned
its translation into English |

We are unable to give the “Minuetto” from
Mozart’s opera « Il Don Giovanni,” in the present
issue, as promised, in consequence of being short-
banded in the printing office. A number of the
employées have nobly responded to the call of
their country, and are doing duty at the frontier.

WHAT EMMA SAID.

GENTLY floating down the stream,
" Softly flowing; .
It is sweet, as in a dream
To be going .
On the bosom of the waters,
To the light—
Far beyond the dread and darkness
Of the night.

Hear you not the songs of angels
From afar,

Like the fire that ofttimes flashes
From a star? :

They are coming, dearest mother|
Unto me—

Bpirits hear what eyes can never,
Never see!

Beatific forms stil} nearer,
Nearer come;

And the burden of their weloome’s
“ Rither, home!”

‘Would you could but hear them, mother !-=
One last kiss,

Ere my soul is borne, in music,

Into bliss! J.P.H
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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

Taked Meats of the Funeral, A collection of Essays,
Poems, Specches, Histories, and Banquets. y
Private Miles O’Reilly, author of 1rivate Miles
O’Reilry ¢ His Book.” * Montreal: R. Worthington.
Price 81.25.

Gilbert Rugge. A Novel. By the author of “ A First
gorciendshlp.” Montreal: R. W orthington. Price

Miss Majoribanks. A Novel. By Mrs. Oliphant,
author of *“ Chronicles of Carlingford,” * The Per-
petual Curate,” &c., &c. Montreal: R. Worthing-
ton. Price 60c.

A New Novel by Charles Dickens! Joseph Grimaldi:
his Life and Adventures. By Charles Dickens. Mon-
treal: R. Worthington. Price 60c.

The Naval Lieutenant. A Novel, by F. C. Armstrong,
author of **The I'wo Midshipman,” &c. Montrea%:
R. Worthington. Frice 40c.

The Toiler of the Sea. A Novel by Victor Hugo,
author of * Les Miserables,” &., &¢, Montreal: R.
Worthington. Price 60c.

In Trust; or, Dr. Bertrand’s Household, By Amanda
M. 2é)oug]se. Montreal: R. Worthington. Price
$1.25.

Beyminstre: A Novel. By the author of * The Silent
oman,” &c., &c. Montreal: R. Worthington.
Price 81.25.

Josh Bﬂli}nlgs, “ His Sayings,” with Comic DNlustra-
tions. ontreal: R. Worthington. Price $1.

Brave Old Salt; or, Life on the Quarter Deck, A
Story of the Great Rebellion. By Oliver Optic.
Montreal: R. Worthington. Price 81.

The.Game-Birds of the Coasts and Lakes of the North-
ern States of America, &¢. By Lobert I3, Roose-
velt. Montreal: R. Worthington. Price $1.40.

Every-Day Cockery; for Every Family: containing
nearly 1000 Receipts, adapted to moderate incomes,
with "Illustrations.
Price $1.

Broken to Harness, A Story of English Domestic
Life. By Edmund Yates. Second edition. Mon-
treal: R. Worthington. Price $1.75.

Only a Woman’s Heart. By Ada Clare. Montreal:
R. Worthungton. Price $1.25.

Moutreal: R. Worthington.

Essays, Philosophical and Theological. By James
%llazrgineau. Montreal: R. Worthington. Price

Tho Book of Roses. A Treatise on the Culture of the
Rose. By Francis Pookman. Iliustrated. Mon-
treal: R. Worthington. Price $2.

Garden Vegetables and How to Cultivate Them. By
Fearin urr, Jr. Beautifully Illustrated. Mon-
treal: K. Worthington. Price $1.75.

Garden Flowers. How to Cultivate Them. A Treatise
on the Culture of Hardy Ornamental Trees, Shrubs,
2nnuals, Herbaceous,” and_Bedding Plants. By
¥dward Sprague Rand, Jr. Illustrated. Montreal :
R. Worthington. Price #2.

Culturo of the Grape. By N. C. Strong. Illustrated.
Montreal : R, Worthington. Price sg

Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary in North Amer.
ica. By the Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod, Professor
of Rhetoric and Belles Lettres in St, Mary’s College,
Cincinnati, with a Memoir of the Author. By the
Most Rev. John B. Purcell, D.D., Archbishop of
Cincinnati. New York; Virtue & Yorstan. ]igon-
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THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY MRS. 0. L. BALFOUR.

Continued from page 213.

Yes, Martin said the squire had expressly said,
¢ I will see Miss Honor in the morning; I and
Miss Gertrude. We will not trouble her before.”
What could it mean? Conscience was instant-
ly alarmed.  She rose up and paced the room,
saying, “ My brother here! Gertrude brought
back!”

“ Ah! T always thought as that Mr. Rupert
was too fast,” said Martin.”

“ Silence | Rupert Griesbach wonld not dare
aspire to my brother's only daughter. Let me
hear no more of such insolence.”

There was a wild light in her flashing eye that
terrified Martin. Of late, Miss Austwicke had
been so silent and gloomy, that an outbreak like
the prescnt was startling from the contrast.
Martin did not require further dismissal.

Left to herself, Miss Austwicke paced the
room and wrung ber hands ; a wild alarm, as of
a hunted creature at bay, dilating her eyes.
“ He's found out something : what can it be?”
she kept repeating, ever and over again, in a hiss-
ing whisper. Sbe must have unconsciously
walked miles to and fro—that terrified woman—
before the house seemed stilled for the night.
There was a passage over the archway of which
she kept the key, which communicated with the
ceatre of the house. As she ¢ould not attempt
to cotire to rest, she wrought herself up to the
the determination to risk meeting her brother,
and, at all hazards, to sec Gertrude, This reso-
lution was no sooner formed than it was carried
into effect. Threading some unfrequented but
to her familiar passages, she came, uninterrapt-
edly, to the lobby on which her niece's chamber
opened. . She listened a moment, and heard no
sound. It was evident Gertrude had been left
for the night.  Afraid to knock, she opened the
door noiselessly and entered. A glance showed
her that Gertrude was not in bed : indeed, she
had flung herself on a sofa, dressed as she was
from her journey. Her hat lay beside her on the
floor. She was in a troubled sleep ; the tears
still wet onher flushed check, and her parted lips
quivering. There was something so touching
in her innocence and helplessnes, as she had,
like a child, wept lierself to sleep, that the soul-
worried woman who bent over her was awed,
and shrunk back, feeling the difference there was
between innocent and guilty grief. Suddenly
her eyes fell upon a sheet of paper, with writing
on it, on a table, beside the couch, or which the
lamp was burning, Other sheets, as of a letter
began and thrown down, were scattered on the
floor. ’ o

CHAPTER LX, RETRIBUTION,

# Thero’s madness in the sudden shock!
1 hear the fiends’ wild laugh;
They como my shame to mock,

They drive me on tho fatal path.
Through air, through fire, through flood
Their yell is wildly toss'd;
It curdlcs all my blood :
. All’s lost \—all’s lost!”” |

Tar tears yet wet on Gertrude’s cheek, the
meekly drooping head and unwonted pensive-
ness that made her a sweet picture of sleeping
sorrow, did not affect Miss Austwicke, as she
gazed at her niece with any other emotion than
fear. She looked at the fragments of begun and
torn-up attempts at letter-writting scattered
around. What was the letter that Gertrude had
tried, and failed to write 7 Miss Austwicke stoop-
ed and read one—

X may not call you mamma again. It was not won-
derful you did not love me. But pity me, and forgive
my innocent share in the deception. The woman Kuth
told me that Aunt Honor knows all, and has the

papers.

Transfixed by these words, Miss Austwicke
reared ber head in a sort of spasm; then her
hand fell heavily on Gertrude’s shoulder, and she
shook her. ¢« Wake,” she gasped, “ wake! What's
this 7—this about—deception, about—"

She kept one hand in a tight grip on Gertrude,
and passed the other distractedly over her own
brow. X '

5

The light slumber «f the young girl was over.
Broad awake, she sat up, shook back her rippling
curls, and said simply—

“What's the matter 77 .

Then, in an instant recollecting all, she addeaq,
ag the other again gasped out, « Deception—
papers—what ?”—

“Yes, Aunt Honor, papa has come down about
o marriage register which Ruth gave me a rough
copy of when she was dying; and oh! aunt, she
says I am not Gertrude. His—papa’s child was
—was killed.”

“Marriage register!” cried Miss Austwicke
unmindful of all else. “Speak ; whose?”

With a strange access of strength, the excited
woman lifted Gertrude to her feet, and shook her
to and fro as she spoke— .

“Don’t tell me about a child. Whose register?”

“Wilfred Austwicke and Isabel Grant's,” said
the young girl, almost involuntarily repeating
the names aloud that she had conned to herself
all the day.

¢ Lost—Ilost! The family honour lost for ever I’
faltered out the wretched woman, between her
shut teeth, relaxing her hold of Gertrude, who,
awed by the dreadful pallor and gleaming eyes
of the ghastly face before her, was about to cry
aloud for help. But suddenly the expression
changed—the features became less agitated.

“Hush!” she said, laying her finger on her
lip~—*hush! not now, Gertrude ; not now.”

“To-morrow, aunt,” said the young girl, re-
lieved from the mortal terror that it was a raving
maniac who stood before her. “Let me go with
you,” she added, gently.

“No, no; no, no, little one,” replied Miss
Austwicke, softly; and, turning, went towards
the door. She was just going out, when, yield-
ing to some sudden impulse, she returned, lifted
up the fair young face, balancing the chin on
her marble hand, whose touch chilled Gertrude
to the bone, while, with the other, she smoothed
back the hair from her brow, and, stooping for-
ward, kissed her. It was such a kiss as dying
lips might give: it seemed to curdle Gertrude’s
blood.

“ Aunt, aunt! what's the matter?” Gertrude
said; but even as she spoke, with a fleeter step
than she had thought possible to her, Miss Aust-
wicke was gone.

At that instant, a conviction that her aunt
ought not to be left alone flashed on the young
girl's mind; and, at the same time, & terrer, in
the present state of the family affairs, of doing
anything precipitate, made Gertrude suddenly
determine to follow Miss Austwicke, and see her
safe to her own apartments. She lost no time in
opening the door. It was a clear summer night.
At the end of a long passage she saw Miss Aust-
wicke, retreating towards the east wing. The little
passage over the arch Gertrude was not acquaint-
cd with, and she feared that, if a pass-key was
in her aunt's possession, it would prevent her
flight being followed. However, Miss Austwicke
paused for nothing: she was through the pas-
sage, and down the opposite stairs, before Ger-
trude’s fleet footsteps even gained on her.
Through a door at the bottom of the passage, the
light was shining in Miss Austwicke’s accustom-
cd sitting-room ; but, instead of entering it, she
opencd a door on to the lawn, and fled out into
the night.

Gertrude, in these last few hours, had known
something of the sorrow that longs to soothe
itself by active effort or contact with the open
air. The starlight on the grass, to the young
girl, had something of a benign tenderness in its
sweet calm : she ceased to wonder at her aunt’s
impulse to go out in it. “Some trouble has
nearly turned her brain, poor thing. She'll
walk, this clear night, and get calm.

Nearly | Ah, Gertrude, you little knew how
nearly.

Imgelled now more by affectionate solicitude
than fear, Gertrude continued to follow her aunt,
but, instead of gaining on her footsteps, was soon
completely distanced. Sceing Miss Austwicke
take the most secluded path through the shrub-
bery her niece accounted for it by supposing
the fugitive had the natural wish not to be seen
from the house ; but when she continued on that

'} path, and diverged into another which led by a
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short eut to Ferny Gap, instantly it came into
Gertrude's mind that Miss Austwicke was intend-
ing to go to Marian Hope.  As to the fact that
her aunt had for years studiously avoided Marian,
that no more appeared to Gertrude, in her excite-
ment, to be an inconsistency, than if the whole
scene was a tumultuous dream. On, on, through
the clear starlight, now hidden by the trees, now
emorging into the open, went the tail, dark,
swift figure, until she neared she hollow in which
lay the cottage. Then, as she was just by it,
and Gertrude, from the upland, could see her
more plainly, for the first time a dread, too terri-
ble to be endured, of the purpose of that flight,
darted into her mind.

Just before Ferney Gap there was a little
tonguo of land, with a tiny green knoll on it,
jutting into the river, which at that spot was very
deep. With straining eyes, Gertrude—rooted,
for a moment, by awe, to the spot——noted that
Miss Austwicke did not enter the wicket of the
cottage, but shot past it. Terror then put a
winged speed into the young girl's fect. She
bounded forward wildly, leaping rather than
running along thedeclining path, rushed through
the thicket, tore past the cottage gate, and was
Jjust at the knoll, when she saw, in the brigkt
starlight, Miss Austwicke on the knoll, give one
wild look back, toss her arms high above her
head, and with a cry that was less a scream
than the pain-wrung yell of a creature in mortal
agony, leap frantically into the deepest part of
the river, .

' The sound of the plash seemed to beat against
Gertrude like a torturing blow, She screamed
aloud, again and again. Suddenly Mr. Hope's
door was flung open, and a voice shouted ; then
came & vigorous step on the path through the
gate, and rushed towards Gertrude, who, point-
ing wildly to the river, could but utter shrick
upon shrick. Yes, there before them, in mid
stream, was the bubbling agitation of the death-
struggles distinetly gurgling in the quiet river,
Norman—for our readers recognise that it was
no_other—instantly understood the exigency,
aud, fortunately, could swim ; indeed, if he couid
not, his impulse would, just then, have been too
strong to beresisted. e leaped into the river,
suiking out towards the drowning woman,
whuse head rose darkly to the surface, amid the
quivering light tracks of the peaceful stars. Ger-
trude’s emotion had thrown her to the ground,
but sho could not tarn her eyes from the eight
before her, and did not hear that other cries were
added to her own, and that it was Marian who
called distrac‘edly, ¢ Help! help I” It was little
use, that ery at that hour, in that lonely place,
though one of the keepers chanced to be in the
preserves in the uplane copse, and, hearing the
cries coatinued for several minutes, came rashing
down towards Ferny Gap, but not, indeed, before
Norman, spent out, had reached the shore, bring-
ing in his grasp a lifeless form, which, as he laid
it on the grass, Gertrude and Marian instantly
tended.

Mr. Hope, halting on his cruteh, by this time
had come to them, followed by the onc maid-
servant of the cottage. He was ablo to give
divections as to the best methods of recovery ;
while Norman, after a few minutes’ pause to
recover hreath and thought, regardless of exhaus-
tion ard his wet clothes, sct off to run to the
village and rouse the medical man.

Efforts at resuscitation were made for some
hours. With the least possible delay, help of
all kinds came. In vain—in vain." She wag
dead.

CHAPTER LXI. INVESTIGATIONS,
¢ The more tho snfferer seoks for ense,
He1inds the moro distress and pain, 3
Who evorywhere the loathed handwriting secs,
On wall, and door, and window. e would fain
Question al this, but holds his peace,
- . Jearing to make it all too plain,
This thing which he would cver shroud,
- Wrappiag it eafein dark oblivion's cloud.”

~—FRoM THE ITALIAN.

Mr. Austwicke and his son had both been
roused im about an hour after the awfui oceur-
rence regorded in the last chapter, to find the
whole vis®ige astir, and Mr, Hope's cottage the
scene of death in its most fearful form. As

father and son together entered the abode, nei-
ther could at once comprehend the whole fact.
Death in any shape i3 appalting to poor huma-
nity,even when God's hand is seen in the bereave-
meat ; but when that sovereign hand is hid-
den, and human violence, or, worse still, human
despair ig alone visible, what words can paint
the horror?

Gertrude threw herself into Mr. Austwicke's
arms, saying, ¢ Oh, papa! she was distracted. I
saw it all, though I knew not what it meant”
And then, amid choking sobs, she tried 1o give
him an account of the decd.

Allan interposed, with the words, ¢ She has
been strange for some time lately ;" and then
came the unuttered, but not less keen regret,
how often felt by the survivors in such cases,
that they had not given more heed to the indi-
cations of mental change. ¢ Insanity” had been
uttered only about a fortnight previously, to Mr.
Austwicke’s grave displeasure, by his wife, in
reference to his sister,

“ What could cause insanity ?” was his won-
deving, involuntary question, not expecting a
reply.

“ Trouble,” faltered Gertrude, without a mo-
rent’s hesitation ; and MArian added—¢ She has
long seemed to have something on her mind.”

This recalled Mr. Austwicke to Gertrude’s
recent statement, which he had come down to
investigate, He was silent a moment; then
rather abruptly took hig leave, and, followed by
Allan, returned to the Hall, having, in the con-
fusion, scarcely noted the tall young man who
had attempted Miss Austwick:’s rescue, and
gone to and fro amid the tumult and grief, with
a help ag ready as it wag silent,

Not 80, Gertrude : she had an interest in Nor-
man, as Rupert's friend, and for his own sake,
too—he was so brave, alert,.kindly. He had
lifted her from the ground in his strong arms
and, carrying her into ihe cottage, had laid her
down as gently as if she had been an infant,
while Marian, who had followed iim, had said,
in Gertrude’s hearing—

* The poor lady yon have tried to save, dear
Norry, was the Miss Austwicke named to you—
I'm sure of it. If there's been anything wrong,
she knew of it. It has not broken her heart,
but her brain.”

During the gloomy day that followed, Mr.
Austwicke, shut up from all, gloomily looked
over his sister’s papers, and found uot only those
entrusted to her by her brother Wilfred, but her
correspondence with that crafty old wretch,
Burke, and o brief summary, written by herself,
in some moment of compunction, and addressed
to Mr. Basil Austwicke, of the promise she had
made to Wilfred—how she had postponed its
fulfilment, until she could not bring herself to
tho task ; how the then heir, De Lacy, having
died, plunged her into the guilt of defrauding the
rightful heir. The narrative was of the briefest
—a mere fragment—and so blotted and inter-
lined, that it was evident she meant to have
copicd it fair, and finished it, but never could
bring herself to the completion. Many scraps
begun, and then torn or scored out, proved that
her mind had wandered as she wrote, and
revealed the pangs of a spirit sufficiently enlight-
cned to know the wrong she did, and not faith-
ful enough to duty to forsake or undo that
wrong. One delusion seemed strong above all
tho rest—~what she did had been done to preserve
the family honour.

Mr. Austwicko had at length called his son to
aid him in searching through the papers, and
the impression made upon both was profound.
What a mockery, employed as she had used it,
was this term, « family honour!” In her pride,
ihe had ioflicted family disgrace of the deepest

ind.

“ Gertrude not my sister '—Gertrude one of
Kvin children of my father's elder brother 1” said

llan, ~

* An heir of Austwicke in existense, who can
displace us,” snid Mr, Austwicke, moodily. “You,
my boy, I feel for. As for me, I'm but where I
was ; bat you, Allan, I had hoped, would have
held on here a country gentleman, as the elder
branch has always been ; and you were so well

?

fitted for that.”

Yes, Allan felt, if he was now fo have to
study for his f.ther's profession, it would add
double bitterness to his naturally great disap-
pointment,

“Id rather be a sheep-farmer in Australia
than brook the change,” he said, impetuously.

 Well, but this heir has Yet to be found,” said
Mr. Austwicke, catching, like a drowning man,
at a straw. It seemed to him, that if young De
Lacy Austwicke perished, this unknown claimant
might not, by a cruel malignity of fate, be yet
alive to injure him and his.” But any such cogi-
tations were dispelled by Allan saying—

“ At all events, father, he must be sought. Tt
will be tough work, giving up the old place to
some underbred scamp, perhaps; but it would
be dastardly to finesse about it. There's been
tragedy enough” Tragedy enough! There
rose to the meutal vision of both father and son
the ghastly spectacle they bad recently beheld,
making the sumirer night hideous, the rigid face
bearing in death the impress of both pride and
anguish—the face of one who had pursued a
crooked policy to her own destruction—in self-
will had followed the mocking phantom, world}y
honour, and neglected the pure and straight path
of simple truth, How miserable now seemed
the delusion! How impotent before raan ! how
insolent before God !

% There shall be no more of this paltering, as
far as far as I am concerned,” reiterated Allan,
“ Living or dead, this unknown claimant must
be sought.”

While they were thus discussing, the sound of
carriage-wheels was at the door, and, just as Mr.
Austwicke’s hand was on the bell, to give orders
for being left undisturbed, the welcome voice of
Dr. Griesbach struck on his ear. The order was
instantly suspended, Allan merely putting bis
father's thought into words as he exclaimed,
‘ Dr. Griesbach ! Has he heard of our trouble ?
has ae come to offer us counsel ?” J

“ No friend in trouble like an old friend,” said
Mr. Austwicke, as the Doctor entered ; and
then, as their hands met in & mutual clasp, for
the first time the lawyers cyes filled, and he
turned away his head, not trusting Limself to
speak, l
No wonder he wag overcome, for his hougse
secemed and his hopes appeared, just then, all
wrecked around him. The favoarite child,
whose gentleness had been his solace, proved a
changeling ; the estate, which he had chiefly
valued as being able to transmit it, no longer
his ; his son beggared ; his wife both wronged
and humilitated ; his sister ending a series of
concealments by an awful death; the family
honour laid in the dust. Enough to overwaehn
him. Indeed, as a heavy blow stuns while a
slighter stings, the very weight of trouble which
had befallen Mr. Austwicke made him calm ;
while Allan, to whom the words poverty and
toil expressed no appreciable idea, was excited
and incoherent.

Jt is vain to analyse the strange complexity of
the human mind at times of great excitement, for
strange as such a thought might be, if it must
be owned, some feeling of Mysie, as being far
more within his reach by parental permission,
now that he was landless and moneyless, thanag
the heir of Austwicke, did, like a sunbeam,
flicker on the troublad depths of his mind, How
he was ever to reconcile duty and inclination,
by getting his parents’—especially his mothers
—consent, had been no small perplexity, since
he had discovered that Mysie Grant, when she
left Anstwicke parsonage to commence her voca-
tion as a teacher, had taken his heart with her,
Somehow, he made no end of excuses 1o go to
Elm Grove. Mrs. Maynard, as Mr. Nugent's
sister, became wonderfully inieresting to him.
As we have seen, only on the previous day he
had been there, and brought back from thence,
a8 his ostensible errand, some wedding presents
of needicwork for Marian, So to him, dark as
the present Was, it could not wholly obscure the
distant light. : ;

Dr. Griesbach’s presence was not a mere ex-
pression of sympathy : he came to help; and,
though at first he did not mention him, Rupert
accompanied him down, but, out of delicacy,
bad not come to the Hall, but awaited his father
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at the parsonage. Trouble is the true test of
real love—the refining fire, that proves whether
or not it _is the genuine oro. A prescience that
the cloud on Mr. Austwicke's brow, and the per-
plexed look on Dr. Griesbach's calm, grave face,
Lad betokened something painful to Gertrude,
had made Rupert's heart full to over-flowing
with earrest solicitude for the fair girl, whom he
kiad as yet known only in the golden light of
unclouded prosperity, and who was dear beyond
words then. But now, if that light was to be
overshadowed, if—though it seemed an impos-
sible thing—sorrow was approaching her, how
he longed to be her shield and defender! Hither-
to he had been only suppliant to her ; but now,
if he might be something more than that,—how
the bare thought kindled all his energies, and
made him exchange all his wonted gravity for a
perfect fever of nervous irritation! He had pre-
tended to rcad during the journey, yet not a
word of the journal before his eyes was revealed
to his sense ; and when, on reaching the village,
he and the Doctor heard of the fatal event of the
past night, now on every lip, and Rupert
Griesbach, in obedience to his father's wish and
his own sense of decorum, had gone to tho par-
sonage to wait for further information before
venturing to the Hall, he knew not how to con-
trol the agitation of hig spirit.

Meanwhile long and serious was the consulta-
tion in the library at the Hall. The letters and
papers of Miss Austwicke were examined again ;
and Mr. Austwicke said, « Of course, we could
legally make a good fight for our position, and
nmight upset this Scotch marriage. Or, given
that poor dear Gertrude is the girl, the boy may
bo dead.” For it was hard, both to heart and
circumstances, to give up hope, both as to the
child and the estato; and Mr. Austwicke, as a
lawyer, had been used to litigation. Dr. Gries-
bach heard him with sympathy, but yet, a3 he had
scanned all the papers. was fully convinced that
neither Gertrude nor the land belonged to his
friend. Liko his son Rupert, the good Doctor
thought most of the innocent girl, who had ever
been so great a favourite with him, when, all at
once, a3 his eyes fell musingly on a paper, he
started as if receiving a shock. Mr. Austwicke
noticed the movement, and exclaimed, ¢ What
is it, Doctor? Has anything struck yYou? Do
You recognise any flaw

CHAPTER LXII, KINDRED CLAIMS.

“If faith, and hope, and kindness pass’d
As coin "twixt heartand heart,

How, thro’ the eye’s tear-blindness,
Should tho sudden soul upstart!

The dreary and the desolate
Should wear a sunny bloom,

And Love shonld awng from'buried Hate,
Like flowers o’er Winter’s tomb,

The world is full of beauty, as other worlds above,
And if we did our duty, it might bo full of love.”

The sudden agitation of Dr. Griesbach which
Mr. Austwicke had observed, had been caused
by sceing a name, “ Norman.” The doctor had
laid down a letter, and wag glancing over a birth
register, when he saw the word,

¢ Norman!” he exqlaimed—¢ Norman | Why,
1 know a sort of fiolius fortune of that name—
at least, he gave mo that name, Let me 8ee.”

He paused thoughtfully, and both Mr. Aust-
wicko and Allan gazed expectantly at him, as,
with his finger on his brow, he scemed recalling
and arranging particulars.

“Age suits, stature—aye, and looks, Yes ;
and though the contrast in size is as opposite ag
1n sex, he has eyes so like little True, that I wag
struck with something, I know not what, famil-
iar to me in them, Ah, sure a8 fate, my Don
Loftus is the man.”

“ What aro you talking about?” said Mr.
Austwicke, Deevishly, ag if unable, just then, to
bear with his friend’s eccentricities,
“ Well—well—I'm only thinking; J may be
Wwrong—quite wrong—that the twin brother
of our little True is not dead. But it’s not of
him, or of this painful atter, my good old
friend,” addressing Mr, Austwicke, “ that I came
%o speak. My time is short; ang I came to say
this, ag one father to another—iet that dear girl

long by birth to whom she may, I want her
and my "Rupert wants her, to belong to us:
There, “that Plain English, As to the Aust.

wicke acres, if sho has any claim, we can afford
to forego it.”

“My sister?” said Allan, then pausing rueful-
ly and correcting himself, he continued « I know
cnough of her—of dear True, to know sho will
not be married out of compassion.”

“ Compassion, forsooth! you young. Boreas,
who talks of it ?—say out of honour and rever.
ence ; for something far higher than money or
rank—for her truth and nobleness we come to
woo her. Yes I'll say we—Rupert and I arc
agreed fully in that. She's True, and that's dowry
enough.”

Mr. Austwicke grasped his friend’s hand and
said, huskily—

“ The child must answer.
to consult.”

#Oh, a3 to that, Pve nét come without being
pretty sure of the ground: the young people
scem to have settled the matter, though I own
Rupert complains of coldness recently ; and
tatked so gloomily, that it, and the desire to be
of use to you, if possible, decided me to run
down at once.”

“Pardon me, Doctor,” said Allan, who had
been for a few minutes in deep thought, ¢ from
your manner, just now, I thought you knew this
—this Norman.”

There was a tap at the door, and a servant
entered with a message—« Mr. Hope, Mr.
Nugent, Mr. Rupert Griesbach, and another gen-
tleman,” requested an audicnce on important
business.

“See them for me, Doctor,” said Mr. Aust-
wicke gloowily ; «it's something about the in-
quest.”

“Nay ; excuse me, my friend, do you see them
at once, while your son, and I, your old friend,
are with you. I don't know why they comeo so
thick, and fourfold j=—my Rupert’s coming must
be mere impatience ; but you will have to face
your difficultics, and its tho best way togo for-
ward and meet them.”

“ Shew them in,” said Mr. Austwicke, gloom-
ily; and the party entercd, Mr. Nugent first,
with an open letter in his hand ; he was follow-
ed by Mr. Hope, who leaned on the arms of
Rupert and Norman. The blinds of the wine
dows were down, but through 1he opening at the
side of one, a sunbeam poured its ray 8o strong-
ly that it made a bar of gold athwart tho shaded
room, and fell on the face of the last person of the
group, lighting up hLis dark eyes, as he raised them
steadily, with a melancholy lustre. Mr. Aust
wicke, glancing past the three facos ho knew,
fized his eyes ou Norman, and said—

“You are the young man who so bravely risk-
ed your life in the attempt to save my poor sis-
ter. I forgot, in the confusion and horror of the
scene, to thank you. I do so now. You are
come, I presume, gentlemen, about the inquest ?

“We are come on other business, and nearl Y,
wo fear, as painful business to You, sir,” gaid Mr,
Hope. “ We would—that is, Mr, Nugent, my-
self, and this youth”—pointing to Norman—« 500
you alone, or you and your son.”

“You can have nothing, Mr., Hope, to say to
me that I should wish to concea] from my
friends, Dr. Griesbach and hig 8on ; they know
all my family affairs, including some I "did not
know myself till recently, and do not yet under-
stand.”

“All?” again, inquired Mr. Hope,

(To be Continued.)

She has no mother

THE BIRDS OF CANADA., *

Omm—

R. President,—my young friends: I shall

to night briefly direct Your attention to a
study, which no doubt to the majority here pre-
sent has proved ever sinco their boyhood an
unfailing source of pbleasure, and which I have

* The substance of this r was delivered as a
lecture, before the mef‘?.?é’ Historioal Society of
Quebe, on the 25th April, 1868, by J. M. Lemoine,
Esq., Vico President, for th benefit of the pupils of tix
High 8chool and other public institutions and for
the avowed object of making known the contents
of the Museum. The lecturer, well known by his
French work “ Les Oiseaux du nada,”’ also furnish-
ed several specimens frgm his own extensivo museum
at Spencer Urange.—(Ep. S. R.)

no hesitation in saying will afford increased
gratification the more it is followed. No season
of the year appeared to me moro propitious for
bringing under your notice the feathered race
than the period of the 8pring migration—than
thoso lovely April mornings, when the gardens,
the ficlds and the forest resound with the soft
melody of hundreds of winged choristers, Ng-
tural History in all its branches has ever beeu
reckoned a most attractive subjéct: it is, how-
cver, a study so comprehensive that [ find my-
self to-night under the necessity to take up one
department only: let it then Lo the most in-
teresting. '

Let us spend a social hour, and hold con-
fab with the friends of your youth and of
mine—the Birds. You will credit me when I
tell you that it is not in the spirit of exact
science, nor with the pedantry of a professor,
but rather with the freedom of an old acquaint-
anco that I shall to-night introduce to you some
of the denizens of the woods and minstrels of the
grove—so correctly styled, “the accredited and
authenticated poets of nature.” Do not then
expect a set discourse on ornithology, Stray
jottings—rambles amongst birds and books—-
that is all I can promise you at present.

That branch of zoology which treats of birds
is denominated ornithology, from two Greek
words—opwiflo, a bird, and Zoyoc a discourse—
a discourse on birds—the history of birds. [t iy
beyond a doubt, that the animal kingdom at-
tracted the attention of mankind in the remotest
ages: several birds, as you are aware, are indi-
cated by name, and their peculiarities alluded to
in Holy Writ. Mention is frequently made in the
carliest and best of books, the Bible, of the soar-
ing eagle, the dismal raven, the tiny sparrow,
the grave looking owl, the migratory stork. The
care taken of the prophet Elijah by our sablo
and fur secing friend the raven, you all remem-
ber. The dove and the raven wereboth honoured
with important missions by that distinguished
aod most successful navigator Noah. You know
how much the ibis was petted, nay honoured in
Egypt: the whito ibiswas in special veneration
in Thebes—had the run of the city. The stork
was sung by Ierodotus, the swan by Homer and
a host of other Greek poets: Aristophanes somo
twenty-three bundred years ago celebrated, not
only the croaking of frogs, but also the miclod y
of birds.

It was, however, reserved to one of the loftiest
minds of antiquity, Aristotle of Stagyra, to fur-
nigh the world with tho carliest methodical in-
formation on zoology., This great man was tho
first to observe and attempt to explain the orga-
nization of animals. His treatise, TEMEWOY
Toropeag, will ever he regarded as one of the mas-
terpieces of antiquity. The generation of animals,
their Labits, their organs, the meebanism of thejr
functions, their resemblances and differences arc
therein discussed with astonishing clearness
and sagacity. Aristotle may bo reckoned as
having established a solid basis for Natural
History ; and his principal divisions of tho animal
kingdom are so well founded, that almost all of
them aro still substantially admitted. In arrang-
ing fucts, he goes back to causes from gencral
results,

Wo next come to the Roman, Pliny the Elder, '
born A. D. 23, who died a3 you may bave read
in the year 79 of our cra, from the noxious
fumes of Vesuvius during the eruption which,
it is said, destroyed Herculancum. He had then
charge of a Roman fleet, and had, in attempting
to succour some of the unfortunate inhabitauts,
ventured too near to the scene_of the calamily ;
he died during the following night. I presumeo
some of you have perused the very 1nteresting
letter recording the event, written by Pliny the
Younger, the nephew and adopted son of the
Roman Naturalist.

As a laborious, but not always reliable com-
piler you have heard of Aldrovandus, born sbout
1535. To illustrate this later point, I .shall
now quoto from the 1st vol. Canadian Naturalist,
an extract purporting 1o deseribe onme of our
most beautiful winter visitors, the Bohemian
Obatterer: a fiue specimen is in the muscum of
tho L. and M, Socicty. I was fortunate enough
to snare three very fine birds of this species ni
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January, 1864—this is the only time I saw them
round my house, at Spencer Grange. I kept
them all winter in my aviary, and they soon be-
came 50 bloated, so uncommonly portly from good
eating, that they were struck down by apoplexy,
and oné after the other died. I need not tell you
the sorrow such a catastrophe caused to my
family circle. *

« That the Bohemian Chatterer was known to
the ancients there can be little doubt; but a
great deal of obscurity prevails as to the names
by which it was distinguished. Some have taken
it to be the Incendiaria avis of Pliny (book x.,
¢. 13), the unauspiclous bird, on account of which
appearance Rome more than once underwent
lustration, but more especially in the consulship
of L. Cassius and C. Marius, when the appari-
tion of a great owl (Bubo) was added to the
horrors of the year. O‘hers have supposed that
it was the bird of the Hercynian forest (book x.,
c. 47), whose feathers shone in the night like
fire. Aldrovandus, who collected the opiunions
on this point, has taken some pains to show that
it could be neither the one nor the other. The
worthy Italian gravely assures his readers, that
its feathers do not shine in the night; for he says
he kept one alive for three months, and observed
it at all hours (“quarvis noctis horé contemplatus
sum”), It is by no means improbable that this
bird was the gnaphalos of Aristotle (Hist. anim.,
book ix., ¢. 16.)

‘ The geographical range of the Bohemian Chat-
terer is extensive, comprehending a great portion
of the arctic world. It appears generally in
flocks, and a fatality was at one time belicved to
accompany theirmovements. Thus Aldrovandus
observer that large flights of them appeared in
February, 1530, when Charles V. was crowned
at Bologna; and again in 1551, when they
spread through the duchies of Modena, Picenza,
and other Italian districts, carefully avoiding
that of Ferrara, which was afterwards convulsed
by an earthquake. In 1552, according to Gesner,
they visited the banks of the Rhine, near Mentz,
in such myriads that they darkened the air. In
1571, troops of them were seen flying about the
north of Italy, in the month of December, when
the Ferrara earthquake, according to Aldrovan-
dus, took place, and the rivers overflowed their
banks.

¢t Necker, in his memoir on the birds of Geneva,
observes that from the beginning of this century
only two considerable flights have been seen in
that Canton,onein January,1807, and the otherin
1814, when they were very numerous, and, having
spent the winter there, took their departure in
March. In the first of those years they were
scattered over a considerable part of Europe, and
early in January were seen near Edinbugh. Iani
observes that they are not seen in Tuscany, ex-
cept in severe winters, and that the years 1806
and 1807 were remarkable for the number of them
which entered Piedmont, especially the valleys
of Lauzo and Suza.”

I could enlarge considerably on the history of
this mysterious bird, which appears to have so
startled antiquity. Here is the ominous indivi-
dual: gee how silky his plumage looks: mark
the wax-like tips of his wings : this is no doubt
the h}:.orﬁon which was supposed to shine at
nig

Nor shou]d we omit the names of Redi, Swam-
merdam, Willoughby, John Ray, and especially of
Francis Bacon amongst the laborious tillers of
the soil of Natural History.

Next to Aristotle and Pliny, ranks the great
botanist and naturalist Linnaeus, who devoted
a life time in reforming and rearranging the his-
tory of all natural productions, and lived to see
his method triumphant and almost universally
reseived. Nor was he a mere nomenclator; his
vast genius led him to take the most elevated
views of nature. He penetrated with a glance
into causes which wero the least obvious on
the surface. Order, precision, clearness, exacti-
tude of description and accurate knowledge of
relations in detail distinguish his works. He it
was who sentto America, to Quebec the eccentric
Peter Kalm; every old guide-book reminds you
of the amusing account Kalm wrote of Quebec and

* Canada Naturalist and Geologist, I., p. 467,

Moutreal society in 1749 ; what a fine fellow Count
De la Gallissoniére the Governor Generalin thoso
days, appeared to the Swedish traveller; how
our respected grandmothers chatted, flirted,
dressed, danced ; how well he related all he saw,
and some things he did not sce. We are led
next to consider the brilliant career of a French
naturalist, an elegant writer, and profound philo-
sopher, Count Buffon. Possessed of a vast for-
tune, moving in the highest circles of a nation
famous for its civilization and learning, Buffon,
during half a century, from his chateau of Mont-
bard, promulgated his canons to the scientific
world : -he tells us he spent forty years in his
studies, perfecting and rounding the sentences
of his immortal works; but when bearing in
mind, the life-like sketches of birds written by
Buffon's successors and contradictors, the men
of the new school, such as Alexander Wilson,
Audubon, Chas. Buonaparte, one is inclined to
regret that the illustrious philosopher should
have spent so much time indoors writing about
his favourites instead of ransacking the forests,
the ficlds, the seashore, to sce for himself, like
Audubon and Wilson, how God’s creatures
lived, sang and died.

No doubt, my young friends, you would like
to have some details of the carcer of the two
celebrated naturalists just mentioned, especial-
ly as their fame is identified with the name
of America; both as you may know, visited
Quebee. Alexander Wilson, the author of Ameri-
can Ornithology, was born in 1766, at Paisley,
in Scotland. At the carly age of thirteen, he was
indentured as a weaver to his brother-in-law Wil-
liam Duncan. His parents were peasants; a few
years after we find him acting as a pedlar; deal-
ing in cambrics, cotton, calico by day, and poetry
and natural history by night. His restlessmind,
poetic temperament and poverty induced him to
seek fortune in the United States, where he
landed on the 14th July, 1794, In 1795, Keagain
took tothe pack and next became a teacher ashort
time after.  In 1802 he accepted a situation as
teacher in a scminary near Philadelphia.  There
he became acquainted with Mr. William Bartram,
the naturalist and botanist, who encouraged him
and lent him the works of Catesby and Edwards
on Ornithology. Space prevents me from fol-
lowing the ardent admirer of birds, through
the country. There is an interesting episode in
his life connected with the refusal of President
Jefferson to sccond the efforts of the aspiring
naturalist. He died in 1813, aged 47, from the
effect of a cold, caught whilst pursuing some
rare bird, having to swim a river in order not to
lose sight of it. Although much progress has
been made in American ornithology since the
days of Alexander Wilson, his treatise, as far as
it goes, serves yet as a text book to naturalists
of every nation.

How can I becomingly sketch the adventurous
existence of the Prince of American naturalists,
John James Audabon. Who can do justice to
the memory of this noble minded son of science,
whose great work, The Birds of America, is likely
to remain in succeeding ages—a permanent mon-
ument of the highest order of genius, cele-
brating the wonders of nature, in the denizens
of the air and songsters of the grove ?

John James Audubon saw day light for the
fiest time, in Louisinna, in 1782: he was of
French cxtraction, and was sent to Paris to com-
plete his studies. It is there he learned the art of
drawing from the celebrated painter David. On
his return to America, at the age of eightcen, he
lived with his father, near Philadelphia, on a
beautiful estate surrounded by park, lawns and
gardens. He soon gave himself up to commercial
pursuits, and started for Kentucky. The whole
of his books teem with the vivid descriptions of
his wanderings in Yankee'land. In 1810 he
met for the first time bis great rival, Alexander
Wilson. In 1811, Audubon said good-bye to the
Cushbook and Ledger, and, gun and sketch book
in hand, he dived into the depths of the southern
forests in quest of knowledge and materials to
buitld wp his great project. In 1814, he was
favoured with an introduction to the celebrated
prince of Canino, Charles Lucien Buonaparte, &
close relative of the present French Emperor,
and author of mest valuable treatises on Ame-

rican Birds, some of which ornament our shelves.
After visiting the States in all directions, Audu-
bon sailed for Paris, London and Edinburgh.
His drawings of American birds had already
attracted considerable attention. In England
e soon became acquainted with several men of
note in literature; Professors Sedgwicks, Whe-
well, Henslow, Dr. Thackery, Dr. Buckland, Dr.
Kidd—in Paris, Baron Cuvier, Swainson, Geof-
froy St. Hilaire, his son Isidore—D’Orbigny,
Lesson, and other savants shewed him attention.
The sovereigns of England and France patro-
nised the enthusiastic disciple of Linnaeus and
headed with their names the subseriptionlist to
the great work. I wish, my young friends, I could
gratify your wish, and follow in detail this won-
derful man in his ornithological rambles through
the length and breadth of this green land of the
West: this day, you might be ascending with
him one of the bayous of Florida, to watch the
habits of the scarlet flamingo, and next month,
scanning the prairies of Kentucky in scarch of
the Wild Turkey ; the season following, might find
you toiling up the rugged and barren uplands
of Labrador, a locality so desolate, so rocky and
inhospitable that, to use the words of the late
abbé Ferland, ¢ there is not enough of soil to
bury decently the unfortunate traveller who
might perchance die there.” Audubon visited
Quebec in 1842, residing several weeks with a
Mr. Marten, in St. Peter Street, a great taxider-
mist and admirer of the feathered race, and on
his departure, he requested him to accept as a
token of remembrance a copy of his magnificent
work on the Birds of this Continent. There are
yet many amongst us who can recall the digaified,
couricoug, white haired old gentleman, with
bluck, piercing eyes, eminently handsome in per-
son—one of nature’s true noblemen. Spencer
Wood in those days belonged to the late Henry
Atkinson, a warm friend of the gifted naturalist.
Many the stroll did_the latter enjoy, at Spencer
Wood, listening under the tall pines and ancient
oaks to the flute-like warble of the veery and me-
tallic notes of the Hermit Thrush. His steps oc-
casionally wandered, I am proud to say, over that
portion of the estate, which has since passed to
me ; the shady avenne consecrated by the pres-
ence of this man of genius, is now known to my
children under the name of ¢ Audubon Avenue.”
These memories, which to some may appear com-
monplace, I recall, with unfeigned pleasure ; and
whilst there and listening to the harbingers of
spring or poring over Audubon’s; works, I am
reminded that here breathed and stood the pos-
sessor of one of the most honoured names in sci-
ence, a most noble minded fellow-man—whose
glory and whose history is inseparable from that
of North America. Audubon spent more than
twenty years completing his superb drawings
and compiling the Biography of the Birds and
Animals of America; he sank to rest in 1852,
aged seventy years, in the full blaze of his glory.

Next to Wilson and Audubon, in the field of
Natural History, I shall point out to you & name .
widely respected in America and well known in
Europe—Professor S. F. Baird, of the Smithson-
ian Institute, Washington ; he is known to us as
the chief compiler of the celebrated 9th vol. of
the Reports of this Institution, which elabqrate
book you have now before you ; he was asssisted
in this laborious undertaking by Mr. G. Lawrence
of New York and Dr. John Cassin of Philadel-
phia. Dr. Cassin is also the author amongst
other publications of a most gorgeously illus-
trated work on some new Western birds, also in
the library of this society. .

In Wilson’s Ornithology published in 1814, we
find mentioned 283 species, Buonaparte in 1838,
has deseribed 471. Audubon writing in 1844,
brought up the list to 506. Baird’s report, which
appeared in 1858, enlarged the number to 738,
of which fully 300 species are to be found in Ca-
nada either as accidental visitors or sedentary
species. The Smithsonian Report divides the
birds into six orders, viz :

1. Raplores: Birds of Prey.
1. Scansores: Climbing Bird.

III. Insessores: Perching ¢
IV. Rasores: Dusting “
V. Grallatores : Wading “
VI. Natatores: Web-Footed «
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Each of these orders might comprise as fol-
lows: I. order,36; II. 18; II[.120; IV.15; V.
42; VI. 69. Canada, not embracing all the
varieties of climate and temperatare, which the
American Union does, cannot be expected 1o unite
all the varieties of birds to be found in the
United States. The Canadian Fauna is never-
theless very beautiful and varied in its features,
including a numerous collection of birds of prey.
The web-footed order arc well represented in
Canada—the Woodpecker family comprises
some most brilliantly habited individuals—Alex.
Wilson spoke eloquently and traly, when he
said, “ The ornithology of the United States ex-
hibits a rich display of the mostsplendid colourss
from the green, silky, gold, bespangled down of
the minute humming bird, scarce three inches in
extent, to the black coppery wings of the gloomy
condor, of sixteen feet, who sometimes visits our
northern regions ; a numerous and powerful band
of songsters, that, for sweetness, variety, and
melody, are surpassed by no country on ecarth;
an ever-changing scene of migration from torrid
to temperate and from northern to southern re-
gions, in quest of suitable season, food and cli-
mates, and such an amazing diversity in habit,
economy, form, disposition and faculties, so uni-
formly hereditary in each specics, and so com-
pletely adequate to their peculiar wants and
convenience, as to overwhelm us with astonish-
ment at the power, wisdom, and beneficence of
the Creator.

“In proportion as we become acquainted with
these particulars, our visits to, and residence in
the country, become more and more agreeable.
Formerly, on such occasions, we found ourselves
in solitude, or, with respect to the feathered
tribes, as it were in a strange country, where the
manners, language, and faces of all were either
totally overlooked, or utterly unknown to us;
now, we find ourselves among intercsting and
well known neighbours and acquaintances, and,
in the notes of cvery songster, recognize with
satisfaction the voice of an old friend and com-
panion. A study thus tending to multiply our
enjoyments at so cheap a rate, and to lead us, by
such pleasing gradations, to the centemplation
and worship of the Great First Cause, the Father
and Preserver of all, can neither be idle nor usec-
less, but is worthy of rational being, and doubt-
less agreeable to the Deity.”

The lecturer, by means of the diagram of a
bird drawn on a large board, explained the dif-
ferent portions: Primaries, Secondaries, Ter-
tiaries, Scapulars, rhump feathers, Auriculars,
Tarsi, Tibia, Iris, Mirror, total length, alar ex-
tent, and a variety of other technical terms.

“ Linnaeus, in his Systema Nature, divides
the class of birds into six orders. Blumenbach
makeg nine orders, Cuvier makes siz. Viellot,

Jive. Vigors, five. Temminck, in his Manuel
d Ornithologie, sizteen ; Agassiz and Gould, only
Sour orders.

The vastness of the subject now before us is
such that I am compelled to confess how rashly
I acted in promising you at the onset a digeourse
on the ornithology of Canada. It would re.
quire, at least, a dozen of lectures to place the
topic before you in a becoming manner, I ghall,
therefore, be satisfied with familiarising you with
some of the specimens belonging to our museum.
Let us select the Hawks, Owls, and some of the
singing Birds.

At least 20 species of the former family visit our
latitudes; the delicately spotted Goshawk, iden-
tical with the European species : the breast is of
a lovely ash colour, with most delicate mark.
ings; thereis the rough-legged buzzard ; there the
Marsh Hawk, whom I am sure, on viewing this
specimen, you all recognize as that unwelcome
prowler who made you miss by his swoop such a
shot, on the Chateau Richer, Grane Island—Sorel
or Deschambault marshes, at some period or other
of your sporting career ; there is another species
with large expanse of wing ; that is the Broad-
Winged Hawk, not so large as the Goshawk, and
of plumage less bright ; then comes the the sharp-
shinned ; the Pigeon Hawk and the Sparrow
Hawk, with its elegant cinnamon coloured back
and black bands on its tail. I misshere a splen-
did individual, the great Duck Hawk— Bullet

eaded Hawk, as some style him, and who is none

else than the celebrated Peregrine Falcon of
the days of chivalry; he is pretty common in
Janada West ; one wag shot at Charlesburg, near
this city some years back. The limits of my dis-
course prevent me from quoting for your benefit,
the elegant and truthful descriptions of the Pere-
grine and his fearless compeers, as sketched by
the great Audubon. Shall we leave this fierce
band of robbers by day, and investigate the
carcer of those formidable midnight raiders, the
Owls? See how grave, how omniscient they
look, with their rolling, shining yellow eyes,
their soft plumage and their warm fur leggings,
impervious to cold the most intense. There he
sits on his perch, the dignified patriarch of the
whole tribe: the Great Cinereous Owl; look
at him well—heis not an everyday visitor by any
means—the largest of the owls ; and even exceeds
in size that white and fierce marauder, the great
Snowy Owl, who as you know is frequently
shot in the surrounding country during the
winter months. Nature hag adapted itself
wonderfully, to these birds. They hunt by
day as well as by night, and in the soft moon-
light, you can scarcely hear the rustling sound
of their wings, when pursuing hares or other
small animals. Of the ferocity of the Snowy
Owl unquestionable proofs exist. The attack of
a Snowy Owl, rendered desperate through hunger
on a Roman Catholic Missionary, is amusingly
related in a Journal of Travel on the Labrador
coast. The Reverend Father was so astounded
at the daring of the bird of prey, that he sought
his safety in flight. Of the Virginian or Great
Horned Owl, there are some fine varieties, A tlan-
ticus, Magillanicus, Pacificus, Arcticus, Virgin-
ianus : Atlanticus ard Virginianus alone visit
Canada ; they are often found caught by the
leg in stcel traps baited for foxes; the fero-
cious attitude and indomitable courage this owl
exhibits, when approached by dog or man
is wonderful to behold ; he snaps his powerful
beak, rolls his bright eyes and erects his feathers;
—the very emblem of concentrated rage. I
have not heard of any successful effort to domes-
ticate the Great Horned Owl. In some countries,
the Barn Owl is highly valued as a destroyer of
rats and mice.

I have now placed before you in a row,
according to their size, the Owls which visit
Canada; you notice the gradation from the
Great Cinereous as large as a large Turkey, to
the little Saw Whet, a sweetly pretty, tiny fel-
low, not much bigger than a snow bunting ;
what an interesting group of wiseacres they all
seem ? Legislative or City Councillors in con-
clave! I have informed you that the most num-
erous order of birds by far was the Passeres. It
would require a great many evenings to initiate
you into their habits and history. I will conse-
quently merely direct your attention to those
now before you wearing the showiest liveries
and gaudiest uniforms; there, you will remark
the brightest of Canadian birds, the Vermillion
Tanager, or Summer Red Bird, how velvety his
black wings do appear, surrounded by red
feathers. Hot weather alone attracts him over
the Canadian border from the scented magnolia
groves of Louisiana and Florida. The peasant
lad, meeting him, in our green woods, in ecstacy
at such a display of splendour, hurries home to
tell his mother that he has at last seen ¢ Le Roi
des Oiseauz,” for such is the distinctive cogno-
men the Summer Red Bird, during his July
visits obtaing amongst the French Canadian
peatantry. That sprightly looking individual
with a cinnamon coloured back and wings, 8
white breast and long rounded tail feathers, is
the Black Billed Cuckoo ; his shrill note is occa-
sionally heard in hedges round the city. Unlike
his European congener, his habits ag & parent
are unimpeachable ; you never catch him depo-
siting eggs in other bird's nests,—foundlings at
at other individual's doors; thig shabby un-
natural practice may suit the Cow pen bird of
Canada ; but our dandy, merry Cuckoo, is too
excellent a gentleman, too  kind-hearted g
fellow to behave thus. We have two
Cuckoos in Canada, the white and the black
billed. Next to him, you notice a bird encased
in a sleek, shiny, black uniform, with gold and
crimson shoulder straps, a veritable rifleman

amongst the feathered tribe; that is the Red
Winged starling ;ishe not a jaunty, military look-
ing son of song ? sporting epaulettes, he ought to
stand well with the ladies; doubtless his name
of Field Officer is due to their admiration of his
gaudy uniform. There sits Robin Red Breast.
What nice anecdotes I could tell you about him
my familiar friend, who returns each spring to
nestle in a bughy evergreen under my Library
window, notwithstanding several murderous
raids made in the vicinity, in the dead of night
by some maraudering grimalkin, when unfortun-
ately for my feathered neighbour the trusty
guardian of the grounds, my mastif Wolf is
rapped in balmy sleep. You may understand
what a lively memory birds retain of the
spots in which protection has been extended
to them. For six years past have I protected the
birds building on my property ; it is certainly as-
tonishing so see how they have multiplied.

What a charming musician, the Red Eyed Fly
Catcher during his protracted stay from May to
September: scarcely visible to the naked, amidst
the green boughs of a lofty elm, he warbles forth
his love song from sunrise to sunset. How
eagerly I watched for the return, from the South of
the Sweet, Sweet Canada bird, the white throated
sparrow—whose piercing whistle resounds even
in the depth of night! How is it he did not
accompany this spring his congener,  the Song
Sparrow, so dear to every Canadian heart, with
his simple but soft melody ?

Have any of you ever watched the Red start
darting like an arrow, after the small flies, then
relighting on the twig, uttering his shrill in-
creasing note, very similar to that of that pretty
summer Yellow bird, also one of the fly catchers
ag you arc aware,—a family most numerous and
if net generally gifted with song, at least wearing
avery bright livery : the Red start, the male bird
is eagily known by its black plumage: when it
is flying, it discloses the under portions of its
wings, which ‘appear of bright maige. The
female is more of an olive hue, and does not
resemble at all her mate : they breed all round
Quebec and stop here about three months. Itis
needless for me to furnish you with a very lengthy
description of the Blue Juy : you are all acquaint-
ed with his cerulean plumage and harsh note
especially before rain.

I must not however, forget to point out to you
that richly dressed individual, wearing black
and orange badges: that is the Baltimore Oriole.
He visits the warmest parts of Western Canada,
Black and orange, did I say? why, that was the
official livery of a great English landowner of
Maryland, in the days when democracy amongst
our neighbours was not. We have it on the
authority of Alexander Wilson, no mean
authority, as you know, that this brilliant July
visitor took its name from Lord Baltimore, on
whose estates a great number of Orioles were
to be seen. It is satisfactory to find that even
in Republican America, the English aristocracy
is becomingly represented notonly atthe White
House, but also in the green fields and green
woods of the great Republic. The Baltimore
Oriole is a tolerably good musician. You can all
see how brilliant are the colours of these Canada
birds now exhibited to you ; as for song, we may
safely assert with the same Alexander Wilson,
that the Fauna of America can compete with
that of Europe: true we have not the Sky Lark,
nor the Black bird, and the Robin although very
similar to him in song and habits is still his in-
ferior ; but we have the Wood Thrush, with its
double tongued flute notes, Wilson's Thrush, the
Brown Thrush, the gingling, roystering Bobolink,
the Canadian Gold Finch whose warble reminds
you of the Canary. The far famed European
Nightingale has certainly met with a worthy
rival in the American Mocking Bird, whose
extraordinary musical powers have been so
graphically delineated by the great Audubon.
My young friends, I had promised to introduce
you in the very sanctum of Natural History, and
the advanoed hour of the evening compels me to
leave you, merely at the threshold. If it should
8o please you we may, at some future day, resume
the investigation of thig subject. I thank you
for your long and constantattention. Au revoir.

J. M. LeMoixg,
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A SALT WATER CURE FOR
JEALOUSY.

“ 1 ET her go™ said George Danvers, fiercely,

J as the wild wind thundered round the cliffs,
and dashed the spray on Lis angry face—* let
her go ; false and cruel!”

He leaned sullenly against a huge rock that
marked the high-water limit, and looked listless-
1y across the tossing, heaving sea. Thered sun
was going dowa in a bank of elouds, the gusts of
wind burst incessantly from the north, and dashed
showers of foam over the sand; and from the
harbour was seen the ominous ¢ drum” hoisted
—a presage of the approaching storm.:

A coast-guardsman came along the beach,
water-proofed, as if in anticipation of rough
weather,

“ Good evening, sir,” said he, cheerily.
¢ There's a gale blowing up from the north’ard,
and there'll be wild work if any vessel gets too
ucar the reefs.”

He pointed to a low, black line of rocks over
which the snowy surf was boiling, about half a
mile off the shore.

“ Yes,” suid Danvers, moodily, grinding his
teeth.

At this moment a shrill whistle from the little
harbour startled them.

“ Why, it's the Petrel’s steam whistle,” said the
preventive man ; ¢ surely they’re never going to
get up steam and move out of harbour

He pointed with his telescope as e spoke to a
dainty screw steam-yacht, which lay moored in-
side the harbour breakwater. The furious gale
blowing seemed to make her slender frame quiver
as she was slowly towed by a boat to the oppo-
site side. .

The wild, tossing waves roared louder and
louder on the beach, and over the reef the break-
ers spread a sheet of foam, through which the
black rockg pecred ominously. The wind blew
more strougly every minute, and every fishing
boat within sight came scudding in close reefed,
to seek the harbour’s shelter; yet it looked as
it the yacht Pctrel meant to brave the fierce sea.

We must change the sea to the Cliff Lodge,
through whose long French windows the fire-
light blazed, and made a cheerful contrast with
the wild scene without. A young lady, grace-
ful, tall, and very pretty, had risen from the
piano, and was standing at the window, her
dreamy, hazel cyes fixed musingly on the masses
of cloud that were driven rapidly across the sky.

The door opened, and a man dressed in yacht.
ing attire,and wrapped in a rough dreadnought,
cutered the room.

« Well, Agatha,” said be, * still in despair be-
cause Mr. Danvers has gone off in a rage "

¢ No,” answered the girl haughtily, “ I'm not
in despair at all, Clarence ; but I don’t see why
—why you should insist on this incognito.”

‘ And so rouse the jealousy of your admirer ?
Ab, but I do! It's a patent test, and I think its
bringing out Mr. Danvers in a very unamiable
light.”

«I think it bringg you outin one,” said Agatha.
impetuously, with a rush of pink colour over
her pretty face.

“ Possibly,” said her{companion, coolly, while
ho pulled a sow-wester over his head.

“ Are you going outin this storm ?” demanded
the elder lady suddenly.

« Certainly, mother,”

“ Pray don’t go! pray don't go!” said Mrs.
Bankley, the tears coming into her eyes as she
took ber son’s hand ir hers.

« Come, come, mother,” said Clarence, kiss-
ing her, ¢ you must get Agatha- to give you some
of her coolness. She doesn’t mind, Though,” he
added, mischievously, ¢ if Mr. Danvers were on
board, her quiet manner might be altered.”

He quitted the room as he .spoke without
noticing the deep blush on his sister’s face, and
was soon on board his- pet screw yacht at the
harbour mouth. .

Mrs. Bankley and her daughter were staying
at Chalktown, and had just been joined by her
only son, who had come round in his yacht.
Their long visit had procured them many ac-
quaintances, all of whom appreciated the great
gomfort of Mrs. Bankley’s house, for she wag

moderately rich. Among the men who attached
themselves to her train was George Danvers, a
young surgeon, rising into good practice, and
much respected in the town. Hisadmiration for
Agatha was by no means unperceived by that
Young lady, nor by her mother, and his known
good qualities and character gave him a very
favourable chance wish both. Latterly his at-
tention had become very marked, and all had
gone well until the arrival of Clarence Bankley.
He, after hearing the account of his mother and
sister, had insisted on being introduced to Dan-
vers as ¢ Mr. Clarence,” and, without saying so,
his actions implied that he was a cousin, and a
near and dear one, of the charming Agatha, He,|
quietly ignored Danvers, turned over the young
iady’s music, got her sea anemones, and generally
attended to her wishes in a way that very few
brothers do.

George Danvers foolishly showed jealousy
and coldness at the moment when his pretty lady-
love’s mind and heart were full of pity for him,
and when an avowal of the true relationship of
“ Mr. Clarence” trembled on her lips. But the
unlucky temper evinced by Mr. Danvers roused
the young lady’s pride, and she resolved to pun-
ish him in the velvety-tyrannical manner peculiar
to her sex.

The easy unconsciousness of her manner, while
with-her brilliant eyes sho saw cvery expression
of his face—the coolness she affected, while
her heart secretly beat quicker at his name—
and the carelessness of her -inquiries about him,
while she thought of no onc else, imposed on
Danvers, and drove him from the house in the
unreasonable and ‘irritable state which drives
a gentleman to stand with no overcoat in a
north-caster, and with the sure prospect of a tre-
mendous shower of rain to wet him to the skin.

To return to the point whence arose this
digression. The screw of the graceful yacht
flashed round through the green water, and the
Petrel made slow way toward the open sea. As
she neared the mouth, the full force of the wind
was realised by her owner and crew; but the
former had no idea of shrinking from his
purpose.

Danvers, from the beach, watched, in sullen
silence, the labouring vessel as she panted
through the waves, and was roused into vivid
interest as he saw her emerge from the harbour
into the open sea, when a huge wave broke over
her.

“ Whose is she?” said he to the preventive-
man.

“A strange gentleman’s, sir—a Mr. Clarence’s.”

4 Clarence’s I said the other, bitterly. % What,
has he a yacht, then 7”

“Ho has at present, sir. Whether he will in
half an hour, I can’t say,” said the preventive-
man, grimly.

Danvers looked towards the ClLiff Lodge, and
saw Agatha standing at the window, gazing
anxiously at the yacht.

¢ He must be on board, then,” he said, hoarsely,
“ and she watching—watching I and he turned
abruptly away.

The sea was running fearfully high, and the
green, broken waves rushed in sheets of foam
over the black, sunken rocks of the reef. The
wind was blowing such a gale that Danvers was
glad to get to leeward of a large rock.

A huge wave, rushing further than its fellows,
and flinging part of its water over his sheltcr-
ing rock, roused him. The salt water drenched
his coat, while the shock caused him to drop his
favourite meerschaum. He stooped, and searched
for it amid the wet shingle, when his attention
was diverted by a shout from the sailors and
fishermen on the pier, .

Gazing seaward, he saw the Petrel, despite the
efforts of the men at her wheel, who jammed the
helm “down” with the strength of despair,
slowly swept by the terrific wind toward the
reef. She had kept in the outer channel, and
had the boat answered her helm well, -and had
powerful engines, she might have been safe.
But the machinery which the crack yacht-builder
had esteemed sufficient for all pleasure purposes
in the sunny Mediterrancan or blue Egean was
all too weak for a gale like that which tried it on

such a coast a3 Chalktown, It gave way, and

———

the screw coased to move with its original
strength.

Danvers scarcely realised the position. As he
gazed, half stunned with the roar of the storm
and the shouts of the men on the pier and in the
yacht, he slowly came to perceive that Clarence,
his rival and enemy, was in a fair way of being
drowned.

Pity and manly terror filled his mind, for
jealousy lost its grim sway for the time. As he
looked, there suddenly rang from the cliff, high
above every other sound, a woman’s shrick, and
it sent the blood rushing to his heart.

He went as well as the wind let him to a point
whence he saw the house-windows. At one of
them, her golden brown hair blown back and
drenched, her face marble white, and her lus-
trous eyes terror-dilated, fixed on the sea, stood
Agatha.

Mixed emotions swayed Danvers, and a keen
pain shot through him as he felt how precious
such a love and pity as hers were for the happy
man who owned them. He turned seaward, and
saw what swallowed up in himself all feelings
save generous fear for his fellow men’s danger.

The Pelrel, powerless, had drifted on the
rocks, Her holding together, with the terrible
sca breaking over her, was only & mere matter
of time. Her small crew were together aft.
Conspicuous among them, bare-headed, drenched
and apparently maimed in one arm, stood
Clarence, but showing, as his rival was con-
strained to admit, thorough fearlessness and
cheery calmness through all.

Danvers ran round to the pier, and no run
cver seemed so long. Arriving there, he breath-
lessly demanded who of the men would volun-
teer to man a boat.

Stout hearts and strong arms were there, but
the fishermen, gallant as they were, might well
be excused for hanging back in face of such a

sea, when their wives and children were remem-
bered.

“ Well,” shouted Danvers, « I'm only a lands-
man, TlI go. Surely somebody will go with
me. There’s a boat.”

e pointed to a large fishing-boat, cumbroug
and slow in pulling, but not easily capsized. A
dozen men, stimulated by his example, volun-
teered. Oars were fetched, and in a few minutes,
amid the cheers of those present, the boat pulled
slowly from the harbour.

It was a new sensation with a vengeance,
when Danvers found himself out of shelter. The
roar and rush of an enormous wave, which
burst over the boat, soaking every man in it,
taking away the breath of each, and half filling
the boat with water, was an experience to bo
recollected.

In due time the yacht was reached—rapidiy
becoming a wreck. Clarenco and his crew got
safely into the boat, and few words were said,
for the dangerous return voyage with a more
heavily loaded boat had to be encountered.
After what seemed an age, the harbour was
reached, and all the inmates of the boat were
belped, exhausted, on to the pier.

Clarence munificently rewarded the fishermen,
and turning to Danvers, grasped his hand, and
said—

“ You've saved my life. Come up to the house

| with me.”

“No,” said the other, crimsoning, “I can’t |
can’t! DI'm glad I've helped, that’s all.”

“You don’t get off like that,” said Clarence,
smiling, and taking ourhero's arm, who, against
his will, led him to the Cliff Lodge.

They entered the drawing-room, where Mrs.
Bankley lay half fainting, and Agatha, with a
scream and sob, flung herself into his arms.

Dauvers turned away, choking.

“Come,” said Clarence, laughing,  don't look
so wretched, my dear fellow. I want you to be
thanked for saving my life by my sister.”

“Bister " said Danvers, with & revulsion of
joy. “Are you——

““Clarence Bankley, at your service. Forgive
my reticence. I wanted to test your affection
for Agatha, and I've succeeded.”

Agatha’s hazel eyes and eloquent silence told
Danvers ker opinion of him, and their mutual
explanations need mo chronicling.
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GONE LIKE A DREAM.
GoNE like a dream, those rambles sweet,
Through silent unfrequented ways,
When my young heart with rapture beat
And screened itself in beauty’s rays—
Nestling beneath her gontle wing,
Exulting in her endless spring.

Gono like a dream, those fairy toncs,
‘W hose music used to charm my ear;
My spirit still their magic owns,
1 seem to hear them lingering hore—
Here in this dim retired nook,
Beside the golden gravelled brook.

Gone like a dream, that loving smile,
That gladdened all on which it fell,
I deemed it innocent to guile,
But to that hope have bade farowell ;
That smilo is winsome as ot yore,
But falls, alas! on mo no moro!

Gone like a dream—all, all are gone,
And I must live upon the past—

‘When happier hours upon me shone,
{ sometimes felt tney could not last;

1 should forgot, but in 10y Lreast

Are thoughts that will not let me rest.

T, B. DOVETON.

THE

TWO WIVES OF THE KING.

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

Continued from page 219.

« At the place where I drove in my crystal poig-
nard,” said he, without in the least departing from
his slow and grave style, «there was nothing
but a grove of palms., I assumed a beggar's
dress, and drawing a large stone there, to serve
nie as a seat, in my watchings for the commander
of the faithful. I waited a little more than a
year. He came at last, with his black eunuchs,
and at the moment when I was about to spring
forth, one of those pierced my breast with his
scymeter. When I returned agaia to that plaee,
where I had said the sultan or myself should
die, n whole year had passed ; for a whole year I
had been streatched upon a mattress incapable
of moving. There were no longer any palm
trecs there, for they had broken np the ground
to establish the foundations of a mosque, and I
heard the people of Bagdad say, that the kaliph
Salim had built that temple to Allah, for having
protected his life. I searched a long time for
the place where I had thrust my crystal poig-
nard and I found it exactly in the middle of the
space reserved for the great door. All around
this mmosque, which was in course of erection, were
numerous stone-cutters, preparing the ornaments
for the windows, galleries and minarcts. The
Prophet inspired me; I quitted my beggar's
clothes and immediately set about learning to
cut stone. During four long years I lived in
that temple, which was constantly growing over
my head. It became my dwelling—I knew it
stone by stone. I had become a skilful artisan
—the master of the works spoke of me to the
kaliph. Mark on what occasion.” )

God knows, Messire Amaury had no desire to
know on what occasion the kaliph Salim had
wished to speak to Mahmoud ; but as Mahmoud
did not often speak, he pretended to agree with
bim,

“Over the spot where I had thrust my crys-
tal poignard,” he continued, “ the chief door of
the mosque had reached the desired height
—then nothing further was wanted than to
carvo and fit the key-stone of the arch. Twenty
times already that key-stone had been cut and
ornimented at great cost, according to the Per-
sian rules of art; but on each occasion some
demon that haunted the church had split and
rent it to pieces.”

“By Jove!” exclaimed Montruel out of all
patience, “ thinkest thou, maitre Jean Cador,
that I have time to stand here listening to thy
sleepy tales I*

“I waited seven years to kill the kaliph
Salim,” replied Mahmoud-cl-Reis, with the most
perfect tranquillity, ¢ and I have only been at
Paris a week.  If thou hast no desire to serve me
precisely as I wish 1o be served, let us separate.
L can wait still.”

« Speak, then,” said Montruel, with resignation.

«The demon who burst that stone,” said
Mahmoud, who would not abate a word of his
narrative, “ was me! [ had learnt in the king-
dom of Kathay how to manufacture that terrible
dust which bursts at the approach of fire, and
bursts through every obstacle by its prodigious
powers of expansion; I employed my nights in
boring the key-stone. [ filied up #he hole with
that dust of sulphur and saltpetre ; then on the
eve of the day upon which the stone was to be
keyed, I lighted a match and the stone was rent
agsunder. The sultan said to me, ¢ Mahmoud-el-
Reis, thon who art so skilful, wilt thou charge
thyself with cutting a key-stone and adjusting
it? If thou shouldst succeed, I will give thee
twenty thousand sequins; but if thou skwouldst
fuil thou shalt dic under the baton.

w ¢ will charge myself with cutting the key-
stone, and 1 will adjust it} I replied, ¢if the
king of kings, a sight of whom dazzles like the
light of ten suns, will aecord one favour to his
humble slave’! And as the kaliph made me a
sign 1o speak I added, while prostrating myself
at his knees, ¢ There is but one God, and Maho-
met is hig prophet! The grace that T ask of the
commander of the faithful is that he will assist
with his sublime presence at the placing of wy
key-stone, keeping himself at the exact spot that
[ shall indicate.’

“ ¢For what object?” demanded Salim.

¢ ¢ Because the presence of God's favourite, like
the presence of God himself, shall drive away all
ovil spirits and thwart their curses.

“ I was a whole year cutting and preparing the
stone, which was larger than the cube of the
chamber in which we now stand. When it was
finished I passed the whole night preceding the
day upon which it was to be placed, watching
over it, scymeter in hand. The following day
all the officers of the court, the virgins, the
priests, the doctors and the kadis were to ac-
company the kaliph Salim at the ceremony.
All the musical instruments that Bagdad con-
tained formed & concert to celebrate thelong-ex-
pected completcon of the mosque—Salim was
full of joy and said to me—

“¢What place hast thou assigoned me, Mah-
amoud-cl-Reis ? for I must acquit me of my pro-
mise as thou hast done of thine.’

«1 pointed to the place whereI had first thrust
my crystal poignard in the earth, scven ycars
previously, on my first arrival at the city of
Bagdad. The kaliph placed himself on the
spot, under a canopy of Cashmeres, borne up by
sixteen slaves. At asignal from my band the ropes
tightened in their pulleys, the enormous stone
left the ground and became poised in air. I was
on the crown of the arch and had a sharp scy-
meter concealed under my clothing. when the
stone arrived over the canopy of Cashmeres, I
scized my scymeter and called loudly, three
times before thestupefied crowd, upon the dread-
ed namo of Mahommed, the lord of the moun-
tain. Then my sharp steel severed the ropes and
the greatstone fell, crushing cverybody that was
under the Cashmere canopy. Dost thou now
understand, messire Amaury,” resumed the
Syrian, changing his tone ¢ why T have told thee
this long story

“ Not yet,” replied Montruel.

“I have told it thee,” continued Mahamoud,
“because here in Paris, as in Bagdad, I feel my-
gelf too weak against a sovercign surrounded by
his guards. And because tosuceed before him, I
require & longer arm than the poignard of my
order;‘bccause I wish to have, without further
delay, if thou canst bring Phillip Augustus here
to me, under the portals of Notre Dame, at the
day and hour that I shall indicate.”

Montruel reflected a moment ; this fashion of
killing the king seemed to please him more than
wo can tell. He had a certain repugnance to
opening the door of the king’s chamber, which
wag confided to his care; but a stone falling
from the scaffolding of Notre Dame ; thai ve-
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gembled an accident so much, that the easy con-
science of messire Amaury found itself suddenly
at ease. In his joy he extended his hand to Mali-
amoud-cl-Reis, who kept his own crossed upon
his breast.

“ A good idea!” said he withont noticing ihis
proof of Mahmoud’s disdain, “a good idca,
mon compagnon ! T cannotbring the king under
the portals of Notre Dame at the precise day
and date that thou shalt indicate ; but I can tell
thee before hand at what day and hour the king
will pass under those portals. Does not that
amount to the same thing?”

“That will do as well,” replied Mahmoud.

“ Ah, well, then, since this business is arrang-
ed,” said Montruel, with vivacity, ¥ we come
now to the promise thou hast made me; thou
knowest not what I suffer, mon compagnon—
thou knowest not the madness that consumes
me. Itis now cight days since 1 have seen her
who is my passion, my happincss, my desire, my
hope—my whole being—since I live in her and
for her.

“Tt iseight days since I saw her, and I have
counted the hours and the minutes of the hours
of all theso days! Thou hast lately told me—
I remember it well, mon compagnon, that thou
also wort suffering from the absence of some one
—that thou wast a body without soul—ever
since thy departure from the pure onec. Ah!
well! I adoro that woman as thou adorest Dilah !
thy well-beloved I”

Mahmoud-cl-Reis frowned.

¢« Christian,” murmured he, “ never pronounce
the name of Dilah; and, above all, never com-
pare her to that woman!”

Montrucl turned pale, and his lips trembled ;
for of all outrages that is the most cruel whichis
addressed to the object wo love. He, however,
made an cffort to suppress the reply that came to
his lips.

Mahmoud had crossed the work-shed, and was
standing before his statue contemplating it with
a respectful love. “I was the causcof that!” he
murmurmed in a voice soft asmelody. ¢ Pardon
me, Dilah, treasure of my hfe! It was me, im-
prudent fool that I was for giving them thy name.
It was me who had no fear of profaning my heart
by showing them thy image. Pardon me, Dilah!
those who have heard thy name shall not repeat
it anymore; and I swear to thee an outh, that
they shall never possess thine image.”  These two
last phrases died upon his lips. .

Montruel did not hear them. )

Mabmoud drew a curtain, and the image of
Dilah disappeared suddenly behind that veil.

CHAPTER IX.

“ Time passes,” said Montruel, ¢ am waiting.”

« I am ready, “replicd Mabmoud. Thou hast
not told me how thou wouldst introduce me near
the princess ingeburge 7" At the name of
Ingeburge, pronounced for the first time, a
rustling noise was heard behind the wall of the
work-shed.

Mahmoud listened attentively, though taking
care to preserve his calm ; Montruel trembled and
rushed hastily towards tho window.

« Has anybody overheard us ?” suid he, full of
fear.

« Look,” said the Syrian

Montruel stretched himself as far as he could
out of the opening, but could sce nothing but 2
forest of unfinished clustered columns and stones,
lying pell-mell, waiting to be placed in position.

% There was nobody,” said he, drawing his
body back again into the shed ; by way of
caution, however, he closcd the shutters of the
window.

“ I3 access so very difficult to the convent
that containsqueen Ingeburge 7" said the Syrian.

¢ Nearly impossible.”

« Even for thee, the favourite of Phillip
Augustus ?”

« Even for me.”

« They tell me that there is an infirmary at
the convent.”

« It is true,” repliod Montruel, seizing that
idea impetucusly.

“ But,” added he, on further reflection, thou
art not 1l.”

“ T can, become so.’
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“ One might feign it,” began Amaury.

I did not say I would feign it,” said the
Syrian, dryly. #T said I could easily become ill
—listen and lose none of my words. Inaminute
Ishall be lying there on the ground, without
voice or motion ; thou wilt then call the nearest
masons who are working below at the portals—
command them to place me on a litter ; and I
think,” added he ironically, % that thy powerful
influence will go far enough to induce them to
receive a dying man at the hospital.”

Montruel looked at him stupefied.  Before he
could find words to reply, Mahmoud had drawn
from his breast a small flask and put it to his
lips.

pAt the same moment he fell back like one
struck to the earth by lightning, and after a sli ght
convulsion, had no more motion than a corpse.

—

The emotion in the city remainéd as great as
ever. Upon the place du Palais, in the rue de la
Barillerie, and beyond the two bridges the crowd
increased.

Every one was eager to learn the smallest
item of information regarding the proceedings
of that tribumel which was about to decide the
fate of such high destinies,

In the silence of every other bell of Paris, that
one from the belfry of the new palace rang out,
at meagured intervals, a long and deep tone,
announcing to the city and its neighbourhood
that the council of prelates were deliberating.

A thousand rumours circulated—for Paris
always insists upon having some news, however
impossible it may be to obtain it.

The walls of the throne-room were thick ; the
doors were closed ; it was certain that not a
word could escape from that redoubtable cham-
ber; and yet the lying and credulous bourgeois
related to each other, from minute to minute,
all that bad passed in the council—they were
not particular about details; but each risked
bis own little fable, and generously accepted the
fable of his neighbour—and these accounts,
fabricated with the usual Parisian ingenuity,
acquired a very respectable degree of authen-
ticity, after having passed through a dozen
menths.

Some said—* Qur sire the king is standing
in the midst of those churchmen. His helmet
on his head, and bis gauntlet hand upon his hip,
as well becomes a brave man-at-arms to do when
he is surrounded by a room fuil of "hypocrites I”

“Ah! ha!” said another  our sire, the king,
may well feel proud as Herod—he has made his
bow before all these assembled bishops.”

Another voice in the crowd proclaimed that
the king had said to the council, “ Judge not—
judge not, my good sirs—I am the king, and
will do ever and always as I please.”

Another voice affirmed that the king having
first crossed himself, like a good Christian, said,
“1 am the king, but our holy father is the
representative of the king of kings—and you
are the representatives of our holy father; what-
soever you shall judge proper, my reverend
masters, I shall accept your sentence devoutly.”

And between these two extreme versions,
there were a million of intermediate shades—
proving that Paris, though as yet only adolescent,
was already the most famous gossip of Eaurope !

The passing of a closed litter, containing a
poor patient, that- they were carrying to the in-
firmary, was notlikely to attract much attention
from a crowd so steeped in political considera.
tions, A few asked who that sick man was,
borne by four workmen from Notre Dame, and
followed by a man-at-arms, who seemed to be
escorting him.

Those who, in that man-at-arms, could recog-
nize sire Amaury, suspected that some diablerie
was on hand; but it was not considered so im-
probable that some unfortunate artisan might
bave fallen from the scaffolding. .

One remarkable thing, however, and Which,
under other circumstances, might have furnished
the text of many commentaries, was, that the
litter had already passed by many |infirmaries
without stopping. Every time they reached tho
door of some hospital or convent, the masons
Wwho bore the litter attempted to set it down,
bui were urged by Messire Amaury to advance,

Who said to them, % When it is time to stop |
will tell you.”

The last orders of Jean COador had been
executed to the letter. Messire Amaury had
called, at hazard, four of the magons who were
working on the scaffolding and had required
them to lend their aid. The three first who saw
Jean Cador extended on the floor of his Wwork-
shed shook their heads and said—

“Itis no use to carry him to the infirmary;
it is o coffin that he requires and not a bed I

The fourth, who had an indefinable expression
of fear and suspicion upon his face, knelt down
by the side of the supposed corpse and watched
ita long time. He rose at length without
uttering a word; and when Messire Amaury
gave orders that the body should be carried
away-—it was him who fetched the litter.

But once on their road the three others
assumed that air of sadness, that every fatal
accident gives to those even, who are not
directly interested. The fourth was nearly as
pale as Jean Cador himself—his anxious eye
seemed unceasingly to be interrogating the
crowd—and to be eagerly seeking some one,
among all those strange faces that surrounded
him.

One would have said that he had some great
secret in his heart, but could find nobody to
whom he could confide it.

A little before they reached the great crowd
which encumbered the approaches to the chatelet,
and at the moment when the gossiping groups
were increasing, that compagnon with the pale
and frightened face perceived, at the turn of a
strect an old man, with white hairs, who was
listening to the rumours of the crowd. His face
suddenly changed and became lighted up with a
ray of satisfaction :

¢ Christian,” cried he, “ come to me, Christian,
mon pére.”

The old man heard him,
proached the litter, .

By instinct, Messire Amaury seemed to under-
stand that his designswere threatened with some
interruption—of what nature he could not guess
—Dbut he desired to prevent the old man from
Joining and talking with the compagnon.

He urged on his horse, but unfortunately all
progress became very difficult, owing to their
proximity to the palace, where the cause of the
king and his two wives was being decided.

All that Messire Amaury could do was to se-
parate the old man with white hairs from thag
pale faced stone-cutter just as they had shaken
hands.

But it was too late, for the stone-cutter had had
time to say to the old man,—

“The man who is within the litter wants to
assassinate queen Angell”

Old Christian stepped back, mixed with the
crowd, and followed the litter at a distance.

The fourth stone-cutter, with the pale face,
was Eric, the Dane, who had come from the far-
off north country, to save the queen of France.

Eric remembered the prophecy of Mila. Eric
had not forgotten the strange rencontre that
he and his sister had experienced on the night of
their arrival at Paris. Ever since he had been
working on the portals of Notre Dame ; he had
pever, for a single moment lost sight of that
man, 50 plainly pointed out by the prophecy—
that man who bore both a Christian and a Mus-
sulman name—that Mahmoud-el-Reis who had
sculptured the image of the Virgin Mary, and
that the freemasons called Jean Cador.

When Messire Amaury had been suddenly in-
terrupted in the midst of his conversation with
Mahmoud, and bad thrust his body out of the
window to see if any one was standing on the
watch, he could perceive nothing along the en-
tablature of the first story ; but the intrepid and
agile brother of Eve bad been there and had
slipped down the outer columns to the ground.

Eric had heard the whole conversation—but
Eric had more of good will than of resources.
He would have been a stronger man in the wild
forests of his own country. In Paris he felt lost,
and wag a thousand times more isolated than in
those desert woods were he had passed his child-
hood—in the midst of these unknown manners

and immediately ap-

and customs his intelligence was at fault. Be-

sides he missed Eve, that gentle fairy, who was
at once his inspiration, his courage, his-heart
and mind,

At that moment he would have given ten years
of his life to have seen his sister, if only for one
moment. But where was poor Eve? It was
now & whole week since page Albret had led
her to the Louvre, by the orders of the king, and
Eve had not since returned ; and her brother, in
spite of all his enquiries, could not find the page,
who alone could have told him what had become
of her.

When they had crossed the bridge and had
reached the gateway of the chatelet, the litter-
bearers did not stop till they had reached the
inner door. Amaury Montrael then raised his
vizor, and the guards allowed the cortége to
pass in the name of the king.

At five hundred paces from Ia Porte-aux-Pein-
tres, Amaury took the lead, and before the litter
came up had rang at the bell of Saint-Martin-
hors-les-Murs,

In the name of the king, he demanded a
private cell for the excellent artisan, Jean Cador,
who was about to enrich the grand portal of
Notre Dame with an image of the holy virgin—
which was a chef-d'zuvre,

Prior Anselm came forward to reccive the
litter at the threshold of the abbey—the bearers
not being permitted to pass over it,

Montrael put both spurs to his horse and re-
turned to Paris.

Of the four bearers, threc resumed thejr way
to Notre Dame. Eric slipped behind that hedge
which enclosed those fields, where, on the eveq.
ing of his arrival at Paris, he had overheard that
conversation between the friend of the king and
Mahmoud-el-Reis,

Some moments after he met with Christian,
the Dane, who was waiting for him under the
high walls that enclosed the abbey.

Parr IV.

The sun was already descending towards the
horizon, and the belfry of the palace had ceased
to sound its measured and grave tones.

In a narrow cell of the abbey Saint Martin-
hors-les-Murs, and which contained nothing but
a bed, a bench, and a prie-dieu, lay Mahmoud-el-
Ries—his pale face had still some bronze tints—
but he was motionless ; by his side sat an old
monk, withan impassible face, lazily reciting his
rosary, and thinking no more of his patient than
of the grand Turk.

In fact, the new comer not having given the
slightest sign of life since his admission into the
abbey, in the king’s name, was supposed to be
really dead ; and Christian charity could only
now give him the prayers which help the soul
on its last journey.

The rosary of the old monk had many beads,
and when he was tired of passing them through
his fingers, ho relieved himself by performing a
little sum, which seemed to refresh him and give
him courago to pursue his task.

When the old monk was asleep, an observer
coming by chance into his cell wonld have been
struck with the strong contrast presented by the
two faces before him.

The monk’s face was in full bloom, under a
balf-bald skull ; his cheeks though slightly pen-
dant, presented a happy mixture of the lily ang
the rose ; he had three chins all well developed;
the general expression of his features was gentle-
ness, though with a shade of apathy. One could
see that- he was a kind man, and who, if he had
never done mueh good, had never done much
harm.

The other face, on the contrary, was energetic,
haughty, and powerfulwrepelling all idea of
negative qualities, and proclaiming an active
superiority, whether for good or evil.

Thelife of the monk had doubtless been glong
sleep—without dreams—without remorse—but
also without aspirations,

The life of the stranger had been a tempest,
and the bronze that tinted his pale features seemed
but the mysterious reflection of some volcano
which was buring in his soul.

The day wasfalling, and the red light of the
setting sun, penetrating through the bars of the



1866.1

‘THE SATURDAY READER.

235

narrow window of the cell, fell upon the bed of
the patient. )

At intervals a warm ray mixed itself with the
dead tints which leadened the skull of the
Syrian—around his discoloured lips, something
like a bitter smile seemed at times to be playing,
under the soft and silky tufts of his black
moustache.

The same ray falling upon the broad face of
the honest monk deepened its vermilion. His
rosary lay coiled around his crossed knees, and
his whole aspect betokened a state of beatitude
and peaceful sleep.

Suddenly the eyelids of the Syrian, which, up
to then, had appeared to be completely soldered,
half opened by a slow and nearly imperceptible
movement; but you could scarcely recognize the
piercing eagle eye of Mahmoud-el-Reis—the
furtive look that be cast around him was weak
and almost extinguished.

Mahmoud did nothing by halves—the dose of
Ppoison that he had taken bad not only produced
the appearance of sickness, it had rendered him
seriously ill.

The most skilful leach in the world that might
have been called in to examine him, would have
pronounced his life in danger.

It was the first time that Mahmoud had opened
his eyes since his arrival at the abbey of Saint-
Martinshors-les-Murs—his swoon had lasted
several hours, and at the moment that his senses
seemed to be returning, one would have said that
he had scarcely a breath of life within him. It
was sometime before he could distinguish the
objects that surrounded him.

% AmI blind ?” thought he, while a vague feel-
ing of fear was depicted on his features,  or is it
dark night 7

He tried to raise hig hand te pass it over his
eyes, but it remained paralyzed by his side.

“ The dose was too strong,” thought he again.
He however, made no attempt to call for aid.
Some more minutes passed, when his sight began
by degrees to improve, and he felt that his limbs
Wwere slowly returning to life.

All at once he perceived the rubicund face of
the monk resting on his pillow. Mahmoud was
no longer thinking of his own condition—the
thought of his task had returned to him; he made
an effort to sit up and place his face near to that
of the good monk.

In this position he examined him long and at-
tentively, be knit his brows, shook his head and
murmured—

1 ghall be able to make nothing of him, for
he has no passions.”

Scarcely had his intelligence returned than he
found himself possessed of its full strength—he
wag able, at one glance, to discover the soul of
the monk through its thick covering, and he came
to the conclusion that his mind was weaker than
his body, and he allowed him to vegetate in his
apathetic sleep.

Mahmoud turned on his pillow and closed his
eyes—the exertion that he had made had ex-
hausted him. Great drops of perspiration broke
out upon his forehead, and he quickly fell asleep,
overwhelmed with fatigue.

The good monk, on the contrary, woke up
having been disturbed by some confused noises
in his dream, stood upon his legs and made a
great sign of the cross, muttering to himself—

“Lord Jesus ! hath not the dead man moved ?”

His trembling hand vainly sought his rosary
Which had slipped upon the floor.

His teeth chattered and the shades of evening
seemed to him full of phantoms. He had not
time, however, to die of fright, for he heard the
noise.of voices and steps in the adjoining gallery.

The door of the cell opened, and prior Anselm
made his appearance with a veiled woman.

“ This is fatigue enough for to-day, my brother,”
8aid the prior. * Go and seek the repose that
you have earned.” 1
- The monk, instead of obeying, immediatel
continued his search for his ro’;;.l;-g’. v

“ Go!” repeated the prior.

% Have I,” stammered the poor monk, # com-
lmitted any sin of idleness, my father? I have
:;Jen overcome in spite of (;nyselfin the midst of

y orisons ; and it appeared to me, on my wakin,
that the deceased hgge moved. Y &

¢ The deceased I’ exclaimed, in one voice, the
prior and the veiled woman.

At the same time the prior seized Mahmoud’s
wrist and felt his pulse.

“ Go! my brother,” said he for the third time,
¢ and sin no more.”

The monk having found his rosary, now took
his departure.

« 13 he dead ?” asked the veiled woman, with
anxiety, timidly approaching the couch.

¢ His pulse beats feebly,” replied the old man,
“ but there is still life.”

They were alonc—they could hear the sounds
of the monk’s steps dying away in the distant
corridors,

Prior Anselm took the hand of the veiled
woman and led heér to the only seat in the cell.

“Yes! my well-belov,daughter,” said he as
if resuming an interrufled conversation, “the
king appeared in answer to the citation of our
Church, and I assisted for our lord the abbot,
who was absent at the first sitting of the council.
The king bore himself like a Christian.”

“May God be with him,” said the veiled
woman in a voice trembling with emotion.

“The council have as yet decided nothing,”
continued the old man; “but it is easy to be
seen that the decision will be in your favour. You
will have justice done you, my dear child ; you
will be queen of France.”

Ingeburge raised her veil, showing that her
beautiful face was bathed in tears.

“Queen of France,” murmured she, “say
rather the wife of the king; I do not desire a
place on the throne, but to be by the side of
Phillip Augustus.” i

The prior smiled while contemplating the depth
of that love, which no outrage could kill, or even
weaken,

‘‘ Remember, my daughter, that you have so-
licited the favor of attending on our poor patients.
It is cight days since I promised my consent. I
bhave ncglected my promise till this evening,
when, on entering the convent, I learnt that a
patient had knocked at our doors and demanded
admission, in the name of the king.”

¢In the name of the king!” repcated Inge-
burge.

“And I said to myself,” continued the prior,
“this shall be the first patient confided to the
care of the queen.”

CHAPTER II.

Mahmoud's cell was now plunged into complete
obscurity. The eye, accustomed to darkness,
could only just distinguish a white from kneeling
on & prie-dieu.

A weak sigh came from the bed of the patient,
and before queen Ingeburge had time to leave her
praying position, Mahmoud raised his voice and
said—

“Am1I alone?”

He thought he was dreaming, when, instead
of the voice of the old monk, he heard the sweet-
est and most melodious voice he had ever heard
in his whole life.

He thought he was dreaming when that
charming voice, out of the darkness, replied to
him—

¢#You are not alone, my brother, There is
some one watching over you, and praying for
you.”

Mahmoud felt as though some beneficent
emotion was suddenly warming his breast.

“If T was a thousand leagues from here,”
thought he, “in the blooming and odorous
forests, where roses spring up from the dry beds
of the torrent, I should say that I had heard the
voice of Dilah!”

He rose this time without effort; for his sleep
had driven away the fever.

His eyes made vain efforts to pierce the dark-
ness which separated him from that angelic
voice.

“Where are you?” asked he.

There Was 10 reply, but he could hear the
noise of the flint striking against the steel, one
or two sparks only were emitted, for it was evid-
ently a novice thq unpractised hands, who was
trying to strike a light,

s @Give it me,” gaid Mahmoud, “my breast

burns. I am thirsty—-and I think I should be
relieved if I could see a little light.” )

What he desired was to see his unknown com-
panion; for he was among those who cannot
distract themselves long from their object, and
he had told Amaury that morning, that it there
were men about the queen he would ask a day,
but if only a woman, he would ask but an hour.

Mussulmen know the tradition of our mother
Eve—of the apple and the serpent—and they
are still more severe in their judgments on women
than we are. .

Mahmoud held out his hand in the dark, a light
step glided over the floor of the cell, and & small
soft hand”ouched the fingers of the Syrian.

Mahmoud wished to press the small hand
between his own, but it quickly escaped him,
and he retained only the flint and steel. Some
minutes after the lamp was lighted: and Mabh-
moud beheld a woman clothed in white, her face
hidden by a veil, but showing a young and
graceful figure.

Through her veil Ingeburge could perceive
that the supposed dead man, had suddenly be-
come a galvanized corpse, and was fixing upon
her his black &yes, which sparkled like diamonds.

She was frightened, and yet something atfirst
attracted her towards that strange man, so
different from those she had seen each day since
her arrival in Franee, and also from those she
remembered to have seen in her dear country in
the North.

She took a phial from the table and poured
its contents into a cup which stood near the
patient’s pillow. .

He refused the drink with an air of impatience.
“Water,” said he; “some pure cold water.”

% This is a remedy,” said the queen.

Mabmoud continued to regard her with ardent
eyes ; the returning fever giving them additienal
brightness.

«How long is it,” said- Mahmoud “since the
Christian maidens have adopted the custom of
eastern slaves, in hiding their faces ?”

#Drink, my brother,” said Ingeburge, instead
of replying to his question.

Mahmoud put forth his hand, but it fell again
by his side.

. To be continued,

v

i NO MAN'S LAND.

Continued from page 221
CHAPTER II.

That evening Maurice’s father began upon him
about the ‘powney ;’ she was ¢ growing too old
for the bavin trade ; and y& mid get me another
in no time, Maurice, if ye were the boy ye was,
and had a mind to't. There's a stag of prime,
to be found most nights row by the Squab-hol-
low, and I'd acome round with the powney for
to carry on him whonom.

Perugino makes his arch-tempter in the Vati-
can fresco a very reverend old man. His was a
shrewder guess at human nature than the usual
form given to that worthy; there is certainly no
more dangerous or subtle one; and Maurice,
stung in the morning by Leverton’s gibe, and
under the sort of fascination which makes a man
of another class spend the day in the wet reeds
after a wild duck, or pay 1,000/. a-year to stalk
the red deer in the Highlands, consented to go.
For a fortnight after, however, there was a great
down-pour of rain, and the nights were dark;
moreover, Maurice was not anxious to go while
he thought Leverton was on the alert. At last,
one night the moon was fpll, the rain had ccas-
ed, and the clouds were high, but they went
drifting across the heavens with a strong wind
in the upper sky. It W#8 a gusty, wild-looking
night—great fleecy magses of enormous size
careering along, and making the moon as murky
at times as if there were none, though the lower
sky and the earth were very still. Maurice did
not start from heme ; the keepers might be upon
his trail, 80 he walked at sunset across the forest
by the high road, and as soon as night fell, beat

towards' the haunt of the stag which he had
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marked for the last month. He passed over hill
and dale, watching the moonlit glades, and the
glancing holly bushes, and the dark masses of
shade under the trces; and though without
troubling himsclf much about the picturesque,
there was a keen genso of enjoyment in it. At
last stalking cautiously, a littlo eminenee in the
middle of an open beathy part, which the wary
deer had choscn for his bed-chamber, in order to
be able to sce all around, he caught sight of the
branching antlers among a herd of does. He
dragged himself nearcr and nearer still, and at
last fired. The head fell, and he ran rapidly up
the hill, the hinds racing off in all directions ;
Lic took out his kaife to finish the poor thing’s
life, and begin cutting him up, when, very low
on the still night breeze came the bay of a hound.
‘They’ve agot the blood-hound out after me,’
thought Maurice, with a thrill, not exactly of
terror, though there were terriblo stories told of
the hound, aud he was ouly brought out on
great oceasions.

There was no use in attempting to get the
stag off now; and he set off at a long trot
towards running water, and a frequented road to
destwoy the scent. He ran up a little stream,
bat the rain had filled it, and it was unpleas-

ntly decp, and prevented his getting on, He
E:sscd into & byre, where somo lean cows had

en driven in, for the same reason ; still on and
on, for he could hear the low bay of the hound
growing nearer and nearer ; evidently he was
Wipon the scent, and was summoning his master.
The perspiration ran down Maurice's face, and
his bloud curdled, for he was beginning to grow
faint with fatigue; the horrible brute's dreaded
and dreadful voice was the only sound except
the wind that rcached his ear; and besides the
physical dread of being torn by a beast, which
even a brave man sbrinks from, tho thought
came over him with a force he never had felt
before, that if ever Leverton caught and put him
in prison, what a chance it was giving Lim with
Rachel’s grandfather ; and he ground his teeth
at his own foliy. He might have thought of
this before, says a sage reader. Yes, but Maurice
was not the first or the last young man who has
citen sour grapes, and whose eeth have been
consequently set on edge.

His strength was very nearly gone. His, the
swift-fuot ot tho village, was reduced to a pace
that a child might have overtaken, when he sud-
denly remembered that the river was so full with
the rain, that it could not be crossed save at the
bridge far below; and that, if he could but
jump a certain place which he well knew, where
the overarclhing bauks bad narrowed the chan-
nel, he should be safo for a time from the buman
part-of his pursuers. No man but bimself he
kuew would dare such a leap, and he could do
battle with the beast as from a vantage ground.
He felt very uncertain whether he could cross it
himself, cxbausted as he was; but it was bis last
chance, and he plunged short off to the right.
The river was overflowing its banks on either
side; u dark mass of troubled water, bringing
with it matted clods of grass and boughs of trees
broken away in its forest course, swept pust. When
it reached the narrow, it foamed, and tumbled,
and swirled into whirlpools; the ground about
was wet and swampy with the rajin. It was an
ugly leap, and Maurice felt that if ho missed his
footing, he must be lost; for neither man nor
beast could live in such a torrent. He had gene-
rally too taken the jump from the other side,
where the ground was a little the highest ; here
he would bave to jump up, which increased the
difficulty, and he stood for a second or two mea-
suring "the distance. The night wind sighed
among the branches; everything was still but
the turbid rushing water. He had lost time
by coming down that way; he must Jump or be
taken. He sprang at last in dcspgmuc_)n. The
ground was so soaked that, in spite of the run
which he took, he had hardly any impetus; he
caught at a sapling as his foot touched ae
other side; both it and the ground gave way,
but a friendly beech-root below held good, and
he fell foremost by main strength on shore, and
on the right side. He was hardly sensiblo for
the next few mioutes; and when he rose, pant-
ing, be could scarcely bear to go near the foam-

ing brink again; but it was his best hope, and
he ensconced himself in the roots of the beech,
with his gun reversed in his hand. He could
hear the growl of the hound, now on the crest
of tho knoll, whence he had just himself come
down ; tho clouds were gathering again over the
moon, but enough light was left to see the huge
and dreaded brute come in sight at his slow, un-
srring trot, and pause on the cdge before making
his spring, for he saw his man. Now or never.
As he sprang, Maurico aimed a tremendous blow
at bim with the butt-end of his gun, and with a

frightful yell he fell into the boiling seething

whirlpool. Maurice shook from head to foot with
rage and fatigue, and a sort of misery at his deed;
his sportsman nature could not bear to have
killed a dog as he would a wild beast; it was a
sort of high treason #woodcraft; and besides,
he remembered how Rachel used to fondle him,
The dog never reappeared, and sadly he turned
home, footsore and completely beat.

His father, who bad gone out with the ¢ pow-
ney,” had reached home before him, and was
anxiously on the watch. When the keepers came
up to the house, both tather and son were in bed ;
but, although Leverton felt certain that Maurice
was the culprit, no one had seen him, there was
not the slightest evidence against him; and as
Leverton had taken the dog without leave, he
was not anxious to make much fuss about its
death, lest tho blame should fall on him. So the
thing blew over, but he hated Maurice all the
worse for the failure of his night’s work.

It had been a great lesson for Maurice himself.
He began fo wistrust his father, to seo that what-
ever might be the abstract right and wrong of
poaching, it neverwould enable him to win Rachel,
and that he was playing his rival’s game with the
old clerk most satisfactorily. Regular work
was slack, but to keep himself out of mischief he
hired himself as carekeeper to a farmer four
miles off, and the winter passed quietly away.
He was now hardly ever at home, for he was off
by daylight and home long after dark; but
somehow Leverton was convinced that he and
Rachel wet if only for a minute at a time.

With all his caro he could not come upon
them, but sometimes she looked a little brighter
and her steps were moro light, and then Lever-
ton, whoso senses were sharpened by jealousy,
could have told pretty nearly to an hour when
they had come together,

It was a long and hard winter to poor Rachel,
but spring came at last, and Maurice’s six months
were over ; his master wanted him no more, and
he returned home for a time.

It was a beautiful May. The apple and cherry
orchards wero sheets of blossom, May and yellow
broom and ¢ fuzzen’ scented the air, the ground
was a perfect carpet of ancmonos, blue barebells,
and primroses, .

While the blackbird and tho thrush
Good morrow said from break and bush,

and Maurice and Rachel, like tho birds, could
not but be glad too in their spring, and fecl con-
vinced that all must go right with their love.
¢Look ‘at yon,' he said as they stood hand .in
band one day ¢ under the hawthorn in the dale.’
He pointed to a chaffinch flying with a long
straw in its beak to make its nest. ¢ They've a-
had a hard winter too, but it be all acome right
with um, and they’re abuilding their nesteses as
we shall soon ourn, Rachel.” She smiled a happy
smile and turned to go. ¢ What art thou adoin’
of to-morrow? said Maurice; ‘art agoing to
Mrs. Strange’s ? ¢ No, not to-morrow, on'y Thurs-
day’ ¢And what time wilt thou be a coming
whuom, for my feyther he aworkin’ up by Long-
dean and I allus come back that way if so be I
can. Ilove the grove, and I'd be there to take
thee back at any time thou bidd'st’ They
settled the hour and she tripped off home. Thero
had been another listener.

On Thursday Rachel made good haste with
her work ; Mrs. Strange had never known her
8o anxious to have done. She was rather a
fussy old body however, and it was past five
before Rachel was able to get away. She had
flurried herself by her haste, and only breathed
freely when she came to the grove of tall beech.

It was here that Maurice had met her nearly two
yearsbefore, and told her that he Joved her ; and for

some time she was so occupied with her own
thoughts thatshe did find the time long. At lastit
grew quite late, there was no Maurice, the shadows
began to creep fast under the trees, the sun was
almost down, apd she was growing nervous,
when she saw a number of cows on their leis-
urely road home, poking their noses into a thicket
not far off, snuffing tge ground, galloping off
again, and returning to laok once more, a8 is the
manner of cows, who are very curious by nature,
She could see the herd-boys trying to get them
home, at last go and examine for themselves,
and heard their eries of wonder ; one raced off
to the nearest cottage, the smallest, little Reuben,
saw her and ran up, great in his importance at
having a story to tell.

¢Oh Rachel, it's blood, there’s quite a pool of
blood, and its all trampled and torn round, only
Praps the cows has made that; and Rachel,
Tom says that both Leverton and Maurice is
missin’ sin’ yesterday evenin’. The keeper was
a callin’ of him all about the village to-day, and
old Master Lovel wanted Maurice badly, for the
wood-cuttin’ could na be finished without he’
Rachel sat down in mute terror, too miserable
even to think out her own thought. Tom was
not long in returning ; that part of the wood was
very unfrequented, but there was a sort of path
not fur beyond, and he overtook some men going
home from their work, one with his fork ever his
shoulder. It was growing almost too dusk to
seo footmarks, but a little moon was rising and
they could just see by it and the waning sunlight,
traces of broken boughs and fern where some.
thing had been dragged along; a sullen little
dark boggy pool lay in the heather just outside
the farthest trees, and thither the tracks led.

The woodmen began to tear down pieces of
bark and light them, and a number of flaming
torches were soon moving about round the pool,
How does news, particularly bad news, travel so
fast? there were now fifteen or twenty men
about, coming from all sides; a discovery of this
kind seems to be perceived long distances off a8
vultures scent a dead body. They began with
their rude pieces of stick to sound the ill-looking
pool, black with peaty soil.. Poor Rachel could
not sfir: she watched the glancing lights, the
dark forms in and out among the giant trunks,
the red glare on the water, as if it were not Aa
horrible reality butonly a picture, Little Reuben
had taken his stand on a bank commanding
both positions ; the men had abused him for get-
ting between theirlegs in his vehement curiosity,
and he now acted as tolegraph to Rachel, who
had buried her face in her hands, and besides,
where she sat could hardlg see what was doing,
¢ Master Tomking says as how he feels summat._..
no, 'taint only a log;’ then a dead silence, and
the gesticulating little arms rose again. ¢They've
afound un, they've afound un;’ found him, found
whom ?—Rachel’s heart stood still, ‘Oh! not
him, not Maurice, good God, not him!’ Then
she felt as if she were pmyiug for the death of
another man, and besides was it not better that
he were the murdered than the murderer ?

Her suspense seemed to make her live hours
in the minutes that passed, before the boy who

-had gone down, in hiz mad excitement, to the

pond again to see for himself, rushed back to her,
It was neither Maurico nor Leverton, no one
know the face—it was a stranger’s.

CHAPTER II.
¢ The crowner sat upon tbe body,’ but he did

ot elicit much. There was a vague rumour of

a man of the same height and appearance having
boen seen at——, ten miles off, but it was a
thriving and frequented port, where many stran-
gers came and went, and nothing followed from
the clue. Old Lovel knew nothing of his son.
A night or two afterwards, howover, Rachel
was sitting sadly at the foot of her little bed ;
the moou throw the shadow of the quarries of
tke window-panes over ber, not a breath stir-
red, when a handful of thin gravel was thrown
gently against the window. 8he looked out; a
dark figure was standing in the moonlight, and
she flew downstaira and gently opened the door.
Maurice was Jeaning sadly agaimst the doorpost,
but at the sight of ber he seemed for a moment
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to forget his troubles, and snatching hold of her
he covered her with kisses,

“Oh, Maurice, sbe whispered, as he drew her
into the little archard, where they could see all
round, ¢ what has thee done? Where’s Leverton ?
‘Dost ask first for him, lass? he answered,
sadly, ¢He's all right, for aught I know.!

¢ Dear, thee should remember neighbours say
'hou hadst killed he or ho thee, or both yon
stranger.’

¢ Nay, I know naught ¢’ any stranger, nor o’
Leverton either. He's a-hiding watching for me,
T'll be bound ; he’'ve agot what'll send me to pri-
Son any day. I were a-coming home ’cross the
beech grove, just awhistlin’ and thinking o' thee,
When 1 cum acress a snare and a hare in it. I
never laid it, Rachel. I'd aswore for thy sake to
give up poaching, but flesh and blood cannot
sland a hare in one’s path, and a’ took it out;
when out lept Leverton and dree more. He
couldn't beat me running,’ he said, with a bit of
his 01d smile; ¢ but, there he has his proof. I'd
€0 to prison an it would win thee, but thy grand-
father would allus be acasting it up to me; and
I'm acum to tell thee thou'rt free,’ ,and he shook
with his own deep sob. ¢ Thou must na think
o' one a3 will not know where to lay his head.’

¢ Nay,’ said Rachel, very quietly and steadily,
¢ I'm troth-plighted to thee, Maurice. I feel all
one as if we were married i’ Summerhurst Church,
I'll not leave loving thee nor forsake thought of
thee till death do us part, If thou'st courage to
Wait, come and seek when the storms be over-
Ppast, and thou'lt find me the same.’

He took her in his arms again, ¢ Thou'rt, true
and holy, like the angel in the church, Rachel,
and I'm na worthy o thee. God bless thee and
reward thee.’ .

As they stood under the fruit trees the white

tals showered on them like snow in the light
gereeze ; their hopes seemed falling as fast under
the moonlight, which looked tranquilly down on
their sorrow. ¢ Art thou safe here 7' said Rachel,
atlength. ¢No; I mun be gone,’ he answered,
Peering anxiously round, ¢Leverton will leave
1o stun unturned to catch me, and be'll seek me
Soouer here nor anywhere. God bless thee, dar-
ling, true hieart and brave ; and he disappeared

-in the shadow of the great trees.

A woman's share in such pastings is much the
hardest; a man has to do battle with life, and
cannot brood over his sorrows, while with her
‘it walks up and down with her, sits with her,
lies in her bed, and talks with her! As she
crept upstairs she felt stunmed. Her life had
wade a plunge, indeed ; she felt ten years older
than four short days ago. Leverton had alto-
gether vanished. The nine days’ wonder of the
Iurder and the disappearance of the two young
tmen died away; the mther stolid life of No
Man's Land did net troubls itself about anything
for very g, and except to his- father and
Rachel,” poor Maurice was as if he had never
been. The days went on leng and drearily to
her. No one can conceive the utter solitude of
an outlying cattage in se thinly peopled adistrict,
and ¢ if it had not been for the little white hen,
Rachel thought sometimes she should have, gone
out of her mind.

Maurice gave no sign; he could neither read
nor write. The posts were slow dnd uncertain
in those days, and rarely used. Rachel herself
Could not write, and only ‘read in Bible and
Prager Book. Any one who has had much in-
lercourse with the poor knows how, in almost
every family, there bas been a lost one, never
heard of sinee his departure into the wide world,
aud expected vainly and patiently, sometimes ¢ a
Matter o fifty year,’

At the end of about three years there was a
dull booming of cannon heard from Hurst Castle,
Portsmouth, wherever, in ghort, there were forts
Inreach, and a vehement ringing of bells at
Church, where they heard there had boen *a
famoug viotory ;' and later saore guns and more
Tinging for the peace after it. Also, six weeks
after, the only result of it that seemed much to
Concern No Man's Land, vis. Leverton's appear-
aoce.  Heo had been seited by a press-gang,
Lo said and sent off immediately o & distant
Station, and, only released When both ships and
Wen were disbanded,

A few days after, he appeared at the clerk’s.
Unwelcome as he was to Rachel, she could not
refuse a greeting and congratulation in such cir-
cumstances, particularly as he looked ill and
worn and depressed. He secmed to have some
incomprehensible pleasure in coming, for he
would sit an hour or two at a time, without
speaking, in the chimney corner, smoking with
old Silas. Rachel at first used always to leave
the room, but as he neither spoke to her nor
looked at her, and hardly scemed conscious of
her presence, she 80on went on with her ironing
or her cooking as if he were not there. She had
some sort of soothing influence over him, how-
ever, though she did not know it ; if she stayed
long away he grew restless and uneasy. He said
he was too ill to take to keepering again, even
if there had been a place vacant. Altogether it
wag hardly possible to recognise the high-spirit-
ed over-bearing Ralph in the silent, almost
sullen, depressed man. Rachel was surprised
that people did not remark it, but he excrted
himself more in public, and emotions are not
delicately noted in village life.

As for the murder, ‘iv were a long time ago;
it warn't their business. The man were none of
theirs, and Ralph was; and most like he knew
naught about it. He had brought his ship papers
all right home with him, which everybody might
see;’ and so the matter dropped.

And soon a rumour arose that Maurice was
dead, no one could say how or when, but Rachel
utterly refused to believe it. Loverton went
on coming, and the old man consulted him
about everything; he seemed to grow more
cheerful as Rachel grew more dispirited. At
last, after some weeks, she was struggling on a
windy day with some drying clothes, when he
came out and helped her. .

‘Ye work too hard, Rachel; I wish ye'd let
me help ye. I wish ye'd let me help ye through
life; the thought o’ ye has been wi'me all these

weary days. Why won't ye hearken what I hae
to say 7'

¢Oh, Leverton,’ she answered, wrenching her |

hands away from him, ¢ how can ye? I feel as
good as married to Maurice, and I'll never for-
sake him." ¢Bat if he's dead ? said Leverton,
sadly, ¢ He ben't dead; I dunna believe it, I
shall he’ him back again. I wanna b'lieve it.’

Leverton set his teeth and went back into the
house without a word. Still he came as beYore ;
the old man, apparently out of sheer contradic-
tion, seemed as if he could not do without him,
and Leverton took it all in good part.

He made no way with Rachel, but she grew
used to seeing him there, and buried in her own
thoughts, bardly seemed aware when he was by.
He went oa with a patiencé and perseverance
whiclr in a better cause would have been beyond
praise, to save her and help her with her grand-
father, to ward off trouble and anxiety; and she
could not but be grateful to him when he turned
off a scolding from the fierce and sullen old man,
and adviged him always, as Rachel saw, wisely
and well,

7o be continuid.

' WHY DON'T HE MARRY ¢ .

LL, as far as that goes, reasons are
vv always plentiful. To a young man of
fortune, a marriage isan “ occasion ” and n fami-
ly event, and the family machinery to be set in
motion somewhat cumbrous. Perhaps it's too
much trouble. Most people with incomes rang-
ing between £300 and £800 “haven't got the
means.”  Young people with smaller incomes
‘have “plenty of means,” but can't always find a
partner to their taste——or what not. How do I
know why everybody don’t marry ? I think they
do as much as in them lies, and so does the
Registrar-General. I can at least tell you why
Mobbs dow’'t—and if that will enlighten you at
all on the subject I shall be pleased. (entle
reader, allow me to harrow your feclings with
a tale of horror which shall make your blood
run cold.

William Pike was a great chum of Mobbs’s,
and William Pike was going to be married. He
jhad sens Mobbs a neat little note conveying the
‘intelligence that he was about to take as his wifs

Miss Mary Tiggs, daughter of Mr. Felix Tiggs
grocer and provision dealer, and requesting him
to act as his “best man” on the occasion.

Mobbs had replied, ¢ he should be most happy,”
and immediately became so abjectly miserable
and nervous that it was evident to his landlady
that he had something on his mind.

Now—Mobbs was a bachelor, and everybody
8aid a confirmed one—so there is no doubt about
it. He was very particular in arranging before-
band the little speech he intended to make on
the occasion of the wedding breakfast. Hemade
several inquiries respecting his friend’s chosen
bride, but could ascertain nothing further than
that she was believed to be the only danghter of
Mr. Felix Tiggs, grocer and provision dealer.

Well, the day came at last, and Mr. Mobbs did
act as Mr. Pike's best man. He accomplished
this feat principally by treading on the brides-
maids’ dresses, and then getting very red in the
face and apologising forit. Then he got into
the carriage with the bride by mistake, and in
getting out again, also very red, he undid his
neck-tie which had taken him three-quarters of
an hour that morning in arranging to his taste,
and Pike always said Mobbs was an oracle in
neck-ties. Altogether Mobbs got so confused
and 8o red, and 80 in everybody’s way, that he
wished himself at Jerusalem instead of attending
at the marrige of Mr. Pike and Miss Tiggs at St.
John’s Church, Kingsland, London.

Then there was the wedding breakfast,

“ I'll take a little chicken, Mr. Mobbs, if you
please,” said the bride, and if you believe me that
gentleman handed her cold tongue.

Mary Tiggs was really a pretty girl—she had
beautiful brown hair, with streaks of gold in it
a3 the sun shone upon her head—soft, sweet eyes,
and such a mouth, it was a wonder that "every-
body did'nt stop in the strect and snatch a kiss
at the price of forty shillings a piece !

Mobbs punched Mr. Pike in the ribs and
whispered—¢ Well, my boy, I respect your choice
—she’s a stunner I"—which delicate compliment

 the bridegroom acknowledged in a befitting

manner.

The usual toast of “bride and bridegroom’s
health” being the next business, Mr. Mobbs pre-
pared himself for the ordeal with several glasses
of wine, and rose to make his little speech.

When he got on his legs and found everybody
looking at hLim, he became of a vivid best-root
colour. All the rest of his blood that could’nt
fly up into his face scemed to him to rush down
into his boots. His beautifully worded address
he forgot altogether, and when, after some
moments employed gazing at nothing, with a
sickly smile, having found his voice, he could
only jerk out a few sentences as follows:—
“ Present occasion—m’sure— most happy m y life
—really did'nt know—ever had more pleasure
—friend Mr. Pike—the bride—I mean the bride-
groom—that is the newly wedded pair—may
torch of Hymen—not to be put out—I mean ex-
tinguished—that is not extinguished—all their
lives—health, wealth, and happiness—proudest
day of my lifee—m’sure—'pose the health Mr. and
Mrs. Pike,”

Rapturous applause, of course.

The bridegroom rose to return thanks to Mr.
Mobbs and the company, and in the course of his
speech made use of this remarkable cxpression
in reference to his friend—¢ Mobbs, why dow’t
you marry 7" :

Now Mobbs was very wily. Having previons-
ly ascertained that Miss Mary Tiggs wasan only
daughter, he thought of a capital mode of reply,
by which he could at the same time answer Mr.
Pike’s question without embarrassment and com-
pliment Mr. Pike’s wife. He, therefore, rose and
said, “ Really Bill—I mean Mr.Pike—never in my
life—a girl suited me—hope L ain’t rude—half a3
much—as Mrs. Pike—joy of her—ole 'feller—if
she only had a sister, now—marry her to-morrow
—blow'd if I would'nt.”

Much tittering among the bridesmaids, who all
discovered that their noses wanted blowing at
once, and accordingly buried their faces in
pocket-handkercLiefs made with a little bit of
cambric and a great bit of Jace. ’ .

Mr. Tiggs felt called upon at once to rise in a
paternal manner. He begged to state that he
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trusted Mr. Mobbs had no intention of wounding
a father's feelings by stch am allusion to his
daughter. He would like to know, however, if
Mr. Mobbs meant what he said, or whether he
had only intended to make sport of the feelings
of & parent.

Mobbs, red amd_excited, observed — ¢ Sport
father’s feelings ? Not-in-th’least! Meant what
I said—all-mi-heart—only meant—convey—how
much ’spect daughter—If there was only~'nother
Miss Tiggs—ask-your-p'mission — Hymenialter
—'dore-her-fo-vever)”

Mr. Tiggs mollified, returned : He- had great
pleasure in receiving so satisfactory an explana-
tiou. He had ascertzined from several quarters
that Mr. Mobbs was a highly respectable young
man—he might say, a desirable young man ; he
had been acquainted with his circumstances for
a long time ; he had watched his conduct in the
publie walks of life, and he was an honour to
his species. He would, therefore, inform Mr.
Mobbs that he had another daughter, named
Amelia Tiggs, who had been for some years stay-
ing with her aunt inScotland, and in accordance
with Mr. Mobbs' delicately expressed desire, he
would be prevailed wpon to allow him to take
her as his wife.

Mr. Tiggs, after an effectipg appeal to Mr.
Mobbs’ feelings, concluded by saying—¢ Take

| her, my son, and be happy !”
i Mobbg’ state of mind was terrible—how should
he have known that their was another daughter.
Ha felt that he was s0ld without hope of ransom
—he had given his word before all the company
—retreat was not to be thought of. But then he
looked at the bride, and she smiled on him! And
_that smile did for Mobbs. Why t'was ker sister.,
. Any other fellow would give his head for such a
chance. “What! Aer sister and you wanting to
draw back ? For shame Mobbs!'—30 said the
bachelor to himself; then rising, he tended his
heartfelt thanks to Mr. Tiggs as follows :—
i Bottom-o-my-heart-—good opinion—feelings
overcome 1me—brute-jf-they-did'nt—ybur kind

con-sent — ever-deserves it— Ameclia-m-surc— |

ever-be-idol-of-mi-soul—Mr. Tiggs — man-and-
father—always respect feelings—hope deserve
kindness.

Mr. Tiggs then told the company that he could
not but consider himself"bound by the promise
he had made in the warmth of a father's heart,
and called upon them all to bear witness to the
engagement. If it were perfectly agreeable to
Mr. Mobbs—(“ oh, certainly " from that gentle-
man,) he thought it would be the more pleasant
if he arranged to have the same guests present
at Amelia’s wedding as those he now saw around
him.

After this the bride and bridegroom left the
table to prepare for their wedding trip. During
the interval Mr. Tiggs informed his future son-
in-law that it would be desirable that his court-
ship with Amelia should be carried on in writing
for the present, as it would be injudicious to re-
move his daughter suddenly from her aunt in Scot-
land, who was passionately attached to her, and
from whom she had great expectations. Mobbs
of course agreed to the justice of these remarks,
and Mr. Tiggs promised to write to his daughter
and introduce him to her notice.

When Mr. and Mrs. Pike returned to say,
¢ good-bye,” to their guests, Mobbs observed to
his frienfi Pike, “ Things that are cqual to the
same thing are equal to one another, ain't they,
win

“’Course they are,” said Will, « Why 77

¢« Why the relationship of Amelia to Mr, Tiggs
is the same as that of Mary, so Amelia must be
equal to Mary, according'to Euclid, you know,
and if she's only half as nice and pretty a girl ag
your wife, Will, why I'm a happy man. Good
bye.”

And Mr. and Mrs. Pike sct out for their tour.,

A few days afterwards Mr. Tiggs brought
Mobbs a sweet little note from Amelia, in which
she expressed her readiness to receive the ad-
dresses of one in whom her father placed so much
confidence, like a dear, dutiful girl as she was, .

Therenpon Mobbs bought a « Ladies’ aud
Gentlemen’s Complets Letter Writer,” and after
a hard struggle to decide between the relative
beauties of several of the letters, ho at last wrote

a note compiled from “No. XLII, A letter to a
Lady on commencing Courtship,” and inter-
spersed with some touching extracts from, No.
XXXVI, To an adored one.”

A short time only elapsed before the postman
broughta scented little pink note, which exceeded
all Mobbs’ most ardent expectations. Just what
such a note ought to be. Not too long, to begin
with, Not too affectionate all at once, but very

ttily and naively expressing her willingness
?be courted by the man of her dear papa’s
choice. “How like her sister Mary I"—thought
Mobbs—¢ Amelia, my dear,"—he added—* bless
you !”

After a month’s exchange of letters, Mobbs
was regularly overcome. He would stop at all
the windows of the printshops, select the prettiest
face, and exclaim with rapture, 4 That's like my
Amelia!” He would mutter delightedly to him-
self in the street.—«Mobbs going to marry
Amelia I”—to impress which factindelibly on his
mind, he would rub ono hand over the other at
arm’s length, ag if he were rubbing it in, and
laugh. ..

“Ishall give you in charge of the police, if
you can’t keep your arms from running into my
stomach,” gaid & portly gentleman who, walking
briskly along the street, had encountered the out-
stretched fists of Mobbs, engaged in the pleas}ng
exercise just alluded to,—which fists having
taken him in the part, technically known as ¢ the
wind,” had driven the most of that commodity
out of his body. What did Moobs care? He
stopped and remonstranted with the gentleman,
and spluttered out in his redness—¢ My-dear-sir
—don’t-care-a-dump-sir— letter-in-my-pocket—
going-to-marry-’melia— beg-pardon-sir-’m-sure-
sir-thinking-about-my-melia — s’cuse-my-obser-
vation-sir.”

¢ Idiot ™ ‘said the gentleman, sympathetically.

The above recorded little incident took place
on the day Mobbs received a note from Miss
Tiggs, containing a modest little consent to be-
come his bride. ‘

 What-a-dear—sweet-pretty-little-thing-she-
must-be " thought Mobbs, in his lodging, that
night,.

A few days after this Mobbs received a note
from Mr. Tiggs, stating that he wished to see
him on important business.

Mobbs jumped on an omnibus as soon as he
had finished work at his office, and speedily
made his appearance before his future father-
in-law.

Mr. Tiggs informed him he had at his disposal
a situation which would bring in £300 a year,
and he would give him the first offer of it. It
was a confidential clerkship in the firm of Tyne,
Young, Hyson & C4., large wholesale grocers.

Mobbs was delighted — % Never sufficiently
thankful—'m-sure—kindness met with—quite-
overpowering.” ’

It ended in Mr. Mobbs being duly installed in
the office.

All this time the letters with the Scotland
post-mark came duly “to hand.” The happy re-
cipient became daily more and more delighted
with his fate.

Mobbs had not been long in the office of Messrs.
Tyne, Young, Hyson & Co., before the junior
partner told him that an extension of their busi-
ness in the Mediterrancan would render it neces-
sary that he (Mr. Mobbs) should go out to the
offices of the firm in Alexandria, and that in nine
days he must be prepared to start.

Mobbs almost flew to & cab-stand, and took a
cab to Kingsland. He could think of nothing all
the way but the cruel necessity which was about
to separate him from Amelia,

Having informed his future father-in-law of
Mr. Hyson's orders, Mr. Tiggs became thoughitful
for a few moments, and then spoke with much
feeling as follows :—« My dear Mr. Mobbs—I
have a father's heart in my bosom—a fathers
heart,” he repeated, as Mobbs screwed his pocket-
handkerchief into uncouth shapes, to divert his
mind from Alexandria— and that heart grieves,
Mr. Mobbs—grieves to see the rude hand of the
merchant interpose between the heart of his child,
and the affectionate yearnings of the spirit of the
man—I may say, the husband—of her choice.”
Here Mr. Tiggs coughed a little cough intended

to act as a note of admiration to his words.
Mobbs would have interrupted him, and told him
Alexandria was a dreadful long way off, but the
parent gently waved his hand to indicate that
he had not concluded his remarks, and proceeded
—“ My daughter loves you with the purity of-a
of a-a—I may say—angel—Mr. Mobbs—and I
am well aware that the affection with which you
reciprocate those sentiments of a-a~devotion—is
only equalled by the proper respect with which
you have ever regarded the feelings of a—I may
say—parent, Mr. Mobbs. I would, therefore,
waive all those considerations which might other-
wise lead me, for pecuniary reasons, to let
Amelia remain under the fostering care of her
aged and beloved aunt, and I would say to you
with all the warmth of a father's heart— Why
don’t you marry ¥

% This day week,” continued the “parent—
“ shall gee you united to my dear and affection-
ate daughter, Amelia, before you set out on your
voyage to Alexandria. And however much I
might otherwise have objected to my child’s
crossing the mighty deep, yet under the circum-
stances, and under the protection of one so well
fitted to keep and cherish her—Iet me say—
fragile form—all my objections and paternal
fears vanish as the-as the-the sugar dissolves in
¢ the cup that cheers but not inebriates,’ Take .
ber my son—b-bub-bubl-less you l—all shall b-
be ready by next fCh-chob-bhoo—chooS-day—and
I shall be left ch-ch-childless. Don't-do-do-on’t
grieve M-m-mobbs—ad-d-on’t mind my feelings—
the f-f-feelings I m-in-may say of a P-P-paternal
h-heart—Take her and be h-b-h-a-p-p.y »—anq
Mr. Tiggs sobbed in his handkerchief,

Mr. Mobbs, with a bursting heart, could only
reply—! Mr.-Tiggs-sir—ever-there-was-a-parent
—father’s-heart-sir—Mr.-Tiggs-sir—you-are-that-
parent.” ) o :

“ Next Tuesday I"—thotught Mobbs, when he
got home to his lodgings— oug*hve days and
I'm goin’ to marry ‘melia ' Ogce a .shadow
crossed his path in the form of a doubt—ske hag
certainly never seen Amelia; but then she wag
Mary’s sister—and her notes—no! he could not
wrong her. However, he wrote Mr. Tiggs trust-
ing he should have an opportunity of seeing his
bride before Tuesday morning. "Mr. Tiggs, in
reply, forwarded a telegram just received from
Amelia, to the effect that circumstances rendered
it impossible she could leave Scotland before
Sunday night. o

This of coure' convinced Mr. Mobbs that his
father-in-law had done all he possibly conld to
arrange a previous meeting, and'so he was ob-
liged to be satisfied. R

Nevertheless, at 10 o'clock on Monday night
Mr. Mobbs called to inquire if Miss Amelia had
arrived. No, she had not, but would be there
by 8 o'clock train to-morrow (Tuesday) morning.

You may by sure that Mobbs took some pains
about dressing himself for the ceremony—his
landlady confessed that she had  never seen him
that lord-like before. Mobbs had washed his
hands after putting on his patent leather boots,
and again after brushing his hair, and again
after tying his necktie, and washed them again
after putting on his bran new dress-coat, and not
till then did he feel they were pure enough to
handle the litfle circle of gold he placed in his
right hand waistcoat pocket. 'When Mobbs was
very superlatively “ got-up,” he had a little tuft
of hair that he brushed up like an oriflamme in
the centre of his forehead. Itstood up on this
occasion, and when Mobbs blushed at the land-
lady’s compliment, you .could gee the passing red
in under the roots of his hair for g long way.

At 11 o'clock the marriage was to be cele-
brated, so balf an hour before that time Mobbs
drove up to his father-in.-law’s door. )

 Where's 'melia ?” wag his first eager exclama-
tion.

« Calm your excited feelings, dear Mr. Mobbs,”
said the parent— my heloved daughter is now
engaged in robing her fair proportions:for the—
a—1 may say—nuptial ceremony.” .

So Mobbs could only go in the drawing-room
and walk about, and look a* the Ppictures, and
receive the congratulations of the guests, There
Bever was such a quarter of an hour to Mobbs—

it seemed as if it wqulq never pass,



18641 THE SATURDAY READER. 239
]
At last Mr. Tiggs entered the drawing-room. PASTIMES. Amsterdam. 6. Newcastle. 7. Montreal. 8.
A few minutes conversation with that worthy Car. 9. Cherbourg. 10. Lyons. 11. Emden.
parent, and the bridesmaids came downstairs 12. Otranto. 13. Dantzie.
and met him ome by one—pretty creatures they ENIGMA.

were, all of them. As each one appeared Mobbs
whispered in excited haste—¢ That-my-melia
M'st-Tiggs ?”

# Regtrain your émotion my son,” replied the
father, pressing his had in token of affection.
« Ha—-Mr. Mobbs—Sue Cours!” A flutter of a
silk dress coming down stairs—a pleasant hiss as
of waving lace, and Amelia appeared.

“ Mr. Mobbs,” said Mr. Tiggs, “ will you now
escort the bride elect to a seat ?”

“ No-no—Mr. Tiggs—don’t-go-playin-with-a-
feller—that's-not'melia—my-'melia—stout’s-bul-
lock —heavend — red-hair-Mr.-Tiggs — not-my-
’'melia — scented-little-notes — sweet-little-cree-
chur—No-no-no I”

Mr. Mobbs, who was as red as Vesuvius, on
beholding his bride, poured all this into his
father-in-law’s ear in a hurried whisper, while
Amelia, who weighed fifteen stone eight, and
whose hair was of an unpleasant ruddy and ve-
getable tint, waited near the door prepared for
anything. .

Without deigning to reply to Mr. Mobb’s re-
marks in the same confidential tonein which they
had been uttered, Mr. Tiggs rose and said :

# Mr. Mobbs, do I rightly understand the drift
of your coarse remarks to imply that you intend
to offer premeditated insult to a father's heart?”

(Miss Amelia Tiggs fainted hereupon, and fell
into the arms of two bridesmaids,who, finding
her too heavy to hold, let her drop, which sud-
den precipitation to the floor aroused the bride
sufficiently to cry “ Oh!” but discovering she
wag unhurt she relapsed.

¢« Am I right in arriving at the conclusion,
Mr. Mobbs” continued Tiggs— that you have
only intended to trifle with the feelings of a—I
may say—parent 7—to lead astray and then dis-
card the tender and loving heart of a sweet and
innocent girl—and, in short, that notwithstand-
ing your engagement made before the um—a—
present company—and the manner in which you
insiduously obtained the promise of my daughter
Amelia’s hand, by working upon the feelings of
a paternal bosom—do I understand that you—

um gh l—ha! hum—in fact, that you object to |

lead the sweet and innocent girl, whom you have
torn from the care of her beloved aunt, and whose
heartyou have well-nigh broken—to lead Amclia,
in short, to the Hymeneal, let us say altar ?” and
Mr. Tiggs wiped from his brow the perspiration
which the contemplation of Mobb's cold-blooded
villany bad induced.

Mobbs gave one glance at the ¢ sweet girl”
whose ¢ tender and loving heart” he had broken
(“ the gweet girl” was two-and-thirty, if she was
a day)—then he cried with the strength of deter-
mination, albeit he was very red indeed—

« Dil-be-blow d-if-I-do P’

« Villain I’ gaid Tiggs.

 Monster!” cried the bridesmaids—(Mobbs is
a little man.) .

« Action for breach of promise, papa—we've
got his letters, and plenty of witnesses,” sobbed
the # innocent girl,” recovering from her swoon.

As to Mobbs he jumped out of the window,
which was fortunately on the ground floor, and
bolted towards Kingslard Gate with all his
might, leaving the ‘ father's heart” and the
“ sweet innocent girl” to do their worst.

Mobbs never again appeared at the office of
Messrs, Tyne, Young, Hyson, and Co. He left
London, and his address is a sccret which even
the Editor of this paper cannot penetrate, so it
is quite useless for Mr, Tiggs to trouble him on
the subject.

Ifthere’s one name in the world that Mr. Mobbs
hates more than all the rest, that name is Amelia,
and if there is another that comes next in
Mobbg’s mind, deserving of abhorrence, that name
is Tiggs.

Mobbs’ landlady is a very diffsrent sort of per-
son to the one who used to look after him when
in London. She takes & great interest in him,
and tells all her friends be is “ a nice youngman ;
but why don't he marry 7’

Mr. Mobbs knows very well=s8o do you, dear
reader! Eustacs Hinrox JoxEs.

A gentleman made the following request of a
lady,
Give me kind Miss, a thing I crave,
A thing which you can never have;
Nor never had in h;’fes past,
Nor never will while ages last,
Yet §lve it me, kind Miss, I pray,
For if you will, 1 know you may.

CHARADES,

If 30“ are wicked, wild, profane,
r given much to thirst;

Of person or of talents vain,

hope you’ll do my first.

The character we form of you,
Is from your actions reckoned.

Reform! and to youself be trne;
And don’t excliim my second.

My whole is daily in the street,
ost rarely seen on Sunday.
In Montreal, I think, ’tis met,

Most frequently on Monday. 3 M
2. The Gnmpinm to your view now burst,
In Norval’s flock you’ll see my first.

Remember when you ran the race,
ou did my second—'twas the pace!
hen you were vexed, the other day,
You were my whole. What is it? ba):IP x®

3. I am composed of 38 letters.

My 10, 11, 38, 20, 6, 2, is to decay.

My 8, 26, 14, 35, 36, 24, is a great show.

My 17, 15, 16, is a useful metal,

My 29, 34,9, 19, is whateverybody ought to do.

My 1, 18, 16, is a number.

My 2,31, 29, is an article of apparel.

My 186, 9, 12, 30, is an odorous plant.

My 8, 29, 28, 30, 24, is a precise woman.

My 8, 3, 35, i3 a vegetable. )

My 33, 26, 25, 23, is hasty. !

My 4,9, 7, is & winged animal. |

My 5, 29, 11, is before,

My 13, 5, 22, 24, i3 a man’s nick-name,

My 21, 24, 27, 1 is what the sun does,

My 32, 24, 21, is an answer which seme like
to get.

My 317, is a vowel,

My 13, 38, 15, 19, 3, is what goeth before a
fall,

My whole is a compliment. =

H. P. Iroquois.

Nore—We ingert the above at the request of

a correspondent. Ed. S. R.

TRANSPOSITIONS.

1. LLAAAAATIEEEEMMKKCCPHYRTW.
The name of a noted English writer.

2. PPPEELLLSSWHYROUA, The title of
one of his works, :

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Comple I am the plural for all colours, be-
head me, I am sombre, for I remain a grave,

2. Complete I am to be found in every town ;
behead me, and few ladies can dress themselves
without me ; behead again, and I play an im-
portant part in some games.

MEeasLEs.

ARITHMETICAL QUESTION.

A gentleman being asked his age, replied thus :
« My age, if multiplied by four,
And then increased by half a score,
Will give a number, which, if doubled,

Into seventeen equal parts, will be
Just balf my age. What ig’t 2—tell me.”

ANSWERS: TO ACRCSTIC, Ete, No. 39.

Double acrostic.—A barking dog seldom bites.
1. Agesilaus. Brockville. 3. Arundel. 4. Ravens-
wood.” 6. Kosciusko. 6 Ithream. Y%. Nabob.
8. Garibaldi, 9. Davenport. 10. Qudenarde.
11. Galashiels,

Transpositions.~1. Tennyson.
low. 3. Walter Scott.
5. Bulwer Lytton. -

Decapitations. Crown, Own, Now, Row, Crow,.

Worn.
Charades. 1. Level. 2, Shakspeare.
JAcrostic. Norman Macleod. 1. Nottingham.

2. Oldenburg. 3. Rideaun, 4, Manchester. 5.

2. Longfel-
4. Charles Dickens.

And then split up (now don't look troubled !) |

The following answers have been received :—

Double Acrostic—Nemo, Geo.B, Flora, H.
H.V, Cloud. Nellie.

Transpositions.—Jsabel, [H. Patton, Nemo,
Flora, Ellen G. Neille.

Decapitation—M.D., Nemo,
Ellen G. Neille.

Charades.—Isabel, H. Patton, M.D., Nemo,
Flora, H. H. V. Neille,

Acrostic.~Nemo, H. H. V., Geo. B, Flora.

-~
CHESS.
. TO CORRESPONDENTS.

M. J., ToroNTO.~It
shortly haven ;Tage. s very weloome, and shall
C. C. B, CANAJOHARIE, N, Y.—We have a letter

Geo. B., Flora,

'] ¢ on the stocks” for you.

PROBLEM No. 29.
E. H. COURTENAY, WasaixeroR, D. ¢
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WHITE.
- White to play and Mate in three moves,

—————

SOLUTION OF PROBLEM No. 27.

WHITE. BLACK.
% Biohrek R thmn (best.)
3. Kt Mates. 1y ing-

EN1GMA No.8.
Kling and Horwitz.'

& ' 3

i

K2 - - Q8. . KB3
VK 3. K 4,
Black only draws.
SOLUTION o ENIGMA NO.6.

WHITE. BLACK.
1. K to K Kt 8th (ch.) R takes R.
2. R to K B 8th (ch.) R takes R.
8. P to K 7th (dis. ch.) Q interposes.

4, B takes Q Mate.

—

Lively skirmish played in the rooms of th
Chess (glub, Hnmiﬁon, C.W. ¢ Ontario

EvVANS’ GAMBIT.

WHITE. (Mr. W.) BLACK, (3r. C.)
1 P to K 4th. 1 P to K 4th,
2 K Kt to B 8rd. 23KttoB8rd.
8BtoQB4, 8 B to Q B 4th.
4 PtoQKt4. 4 B takes Kt P.
5PtoQ. B8} 5BtoQR4.
6 Castles. 6 PtoQ38.
TPtoQ4. 7 P takes P.
8 P takes P. BBtoﬁKta.
9§wQKt8. 9QtoK B,
10 B to K Kt 5. loﬁtOQKts.
ugxuona- 11 K Ktto B3,
13 Pto K 5. 412 P takes .
13 P takes P. 13 Kt takes P,
piidake |uduen
ef k. 3
16 Kt takes R. 16 ﬁt to Kt5.
17 B to Q Kt 5 (ch.) 17PtoQB3.
18 Q to K Kt 8 (ch. 18KtoQ32.
%g g gk‘gﬂ Kt P‘(e«;)h)) 18 K to 3 3,
A QoK Tiob. | B BB
. ‘When Black struck his colours.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

—

T. A.—All honour to the sentiments; we are
sorry that the versification is too incorrect to
perinit the insertion of the lines.

H. Parrox.—Will give them a place in an
early number.

Era.—‘The Family Ionour” will be com-
pleted in our next number. :

Jas. H.—It is impossible to remove the marks
caused by small-pox; but they will gradually
become less perceptible.

J. B. M—The Great Eastrrn i3 engaged to
lay down the third eable. We believe the expe-
dition is to sail from Ireland either towards the
end of this month or the beginning of July.

Arma Mater.—Do not use spectacles until
you find them absolutely necessary; for they
neither preserve nor strengthen the sight.

G. J. B.—The transpositions of Canadian
towns are all incorrect.

Y. N.—We believe that lemon-juice, or & solu-
tion of salts of lemon, will erase writing from
paper.

Apa G.—Make up your mind to conquer the
habit; a firm resolution earnestly persisted in is
all that is necessary.

Y. R.—The MS. you refor to never reached us.

MagamR.—A considerable number of females
are employed in the English telegraph offices ;
and we can seo no good reason why the larger
Canadian offices should not be equally open to
the gentler sex.

J. C.—The handwriting is tolerably good,
but there are too many flourishes to suit our taste,

G. J. A.—We are not aware that the messen-
gers of .the Legislative Council or the House of
Assemdly have other duties to perform beyond
these which their name indicates.

Frora.—Thelines ¢ To my Niece,” are respect-
fully duclined.

JuLia.—We are sorry that we are quite unable
to assist Julia i the tagk she has undertaken.

Arraur S—It i3 less a question of theory
than practical experiment. In our opinion the
risks arc too great.

FrLorA L.—We would recommend to our cor-
respondent a judicious exercise of the two ¥ bears”
—bear and forbear.

IsaBeL.—~Will insert your contribution in an
early issue.

We are compelled to defer replies to & number
of correspondents until our next issue.

MISCELLANEA.

In the works going on for levelling the hill of
the Trocadero at Paris, four mines are fired at
once by meaus of an electric battery, and n sur-
face of more than two acres is raised by each
explosion.

Tar late Dr. Seymour was asked if he con-
sidered tight lacing bad for consumption ? “ Not
at all; it is what it lives on.” A wise and witty
reply. i

At Manchester, an infant, two years old, was
so horribly matilated by a ferocious pig that it
died soon after.

AN incurable old bachelor,and who seemingly
rejoices in his infirmity, describes marriago ng
¢ o female despotism, tempered by puddings.”

A Cningsg migsion, charged by the Govern.
ment of the Celestial Empire 1o visit Europe,
hag arrived at Marscilles, on its way to Paris,

StraM omnibuses on common roads are about
to be run in Paris from the Champs de Mars,
halting at the Champs Elysées, the Madeleine,
near the Opera on the Boulevard des Capucines,
near the Theatre of the Gymnase, at the Porte
St. Martin, and at the Chateau d’Kan, and pro-
ceeding thence to the Terminus at the Bastile.

A 8TRANGE Passanger.—One of the passen-
gers that left Southampton for London, per rail,
the other day, was a live alligator nearly fifteen

feet long. It came to England from Greytown,
and was conveyed to London in a canoe half-
filled with water, partly covered over Wwith
boarding. The canoe was fastened upon a rail-
way truck, and was destined for a gentleman
residing in the north.

A MILE-SELLRR, at Manchester, has recovered
8ix pounds one shilling damages against a farmer
for having supplied him with milk which was
adulterated with water.

Frexcr GirLs.—M. Thevenin, speaking of
French girls, declares that he had rather turn
Fakir, and pass his whole life in contemplation,
than espouse one of those empty, stupid, proud,
and pretentious women, who believe themselves
musicians becausge they can get through a polka,
distinguished because they are draped with cash-
mere, and well-born because they do not know
the price of butter.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

A xew dye, which promises to be of much
commercial value, has just been procured from
theine, the principle of tea. Of course, if theine
were only procurable from tea, the new discovery
would not be of much importance, but inasmuch
a3 tho principle exists largely in other plants, it
will prove of considerable importance.

“ RevoLurioN 1IN STeax Naviearion.’—Such
is the heading of an article in the Liverpool Post,
describing the launch of the Sleigh of the Wave,
at Birkenliead. This vessel i3 a splendid stecl

. yacht of first-rate model, finigh, and workman-

ship ; and the machinery constructed for her is
of an entirely novel character, tho motive power
being water under pressure, which, it is expected,
will éntirely supersede steam.

PRESERVATION oF LrEEcHES.—Among the va-
rions means for the preservation of this useful
animal, M. Stanislas Martin states that there is
nothing so good as the deposit of a bed of silex,
formed of pieces of various forms, but not ex-
ceeding a nut in size. The leech delights in
remaining in the cavities formed by these, and
while penetrating into them rubsits body against
their asperities, thus effectually cleansing its
surface from the filamentous mucus which ad-
heres to it, and which, if not removed, leads to
the destruction of the animal.

A NEWLY-INVENTED harpoon contains a pound
of powder with a ten-second fase, and is instant
death to a whale, and sure to hold him after-
ward. It i3 to be used in the sulphur-bottom
whales, which are verylarge and plentiful in the
Iceland and Spitzbergen seas, and have hitherto
been neglected because they sink as soon as
killed.

I7 is stated that the system of ventilation
adopted in the English House of Parlisment is
that of exhaustion, the air being put in motion
by means of heat, applied by coke fires in great
upcast shafts, tho two chief being in the Victoria
Tower and the Clock Tower.

How PLaNTS GrRow.—Plants breathe carbonic
acid instead of oxygen. Deprive a plant of car-
bonic acid, and it would sicken and dye. OQver
the surface of leaves are countless numbers of
pores or open mouths, which take in the carbonic
acid. Thus the leaves of plants are like the
lungs of animals. It escapes whenever fermen-
tation takes place, and whenever bodies are
decomposed. Such are some of the properties of
carbonic acid—a substance deadly poisonous
when breathed, yet absolutely necessary for our
very existence, : ‘

Tre London Stereoscopic Company have in-
vented a new toy in photography. It is called
“ a new wonder—instantaneous photography in
the drawing-room.” Some bits of paper are
given to a child, with instruction to slip one of
them in water, lay it on another, and press the
two bits gently together. A photographic por-
trait is immediately developed. There is no
magic in it; but the effect is a very pretty sar-
prise.

InconpusTIBLR articles of attire have been
manufactured stitable for smiths, iron-puddlers,
glass-blowers, and others ecarrying on their ope-

rations in the presence of fire. The result is
pactly accomplished by the incorporation of
asbestos, commonly known as mineral wool, and

partly by impregnation with incombustible
chemical salts.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

s

Base Coin—Money placed in a foundation
stone.

ArrxcrionaTr Trugs.—Everything is about as
dear as it can be.

A Parapox.—When a shoemaker is going to
make a boot, the first thing he uses is the last.

WaNTED.—A pin to fasten the tie of friend-
ship; the tongue of a speaking cye ; a leg from
the stool of repentance; a link from the chain
of evidence ; and a feather from fancy’s wing.

. A countRY boy who had read of sailors heav-
ing up anchors, wanted to know if it was sea-
sickness that made them do it.

Trn gentleman who borrowed an oyster-knife
w1tl3 which to open an account at a bankerts, is
anxious to meet with a patent corkscrew to draw
& cheque.

A PARADOX.

As William drew his Susy near,
He whispered to his bride,
¢ Though queer it sounds, I love my dear,
To live by Suey's side.”

During the autumn cales the volume of nature
ig full of fly-leaves.

Tar bachelor has to look out for number one—
the married man for number fwo.

“Vgry good, but rather too pointed,” as the
fish said when it swallowed the bait.

Liaur LireraTurk.—The hooks of a gas com-
pany.

Liear LiteraTurr ror Ramway Reaping.—
Our young friends will thank us for directing
attention to some Sanscrit books which we find
announced. If the works are as charming as
their titles, we have a rich treat in store. Here
are a few of them:— ¢ Swapanchaksharima-
hamantrastotra;” “ Trigunatmikakalikastotra;”
“ Upangalalitavratodyapana ; “ Sankashtachat-
urthivvratodyapany ;” and “ Anantachaturdasi-
vratakatha.” They will relieve the tedium of a
journey, especially if tho train jolts a little, and
can be recommended for birthday presents.

Waer Dante was at the coart of Sigmore della
Scala, then sovereign of Verona, that prince said
to him, one day, “I wonder, Signor Dante, that
a man 80 learned as you are should be hated by
all my court, and that this fool (pointing to his
buffoon who stood by him) should be beloved.”
Highly piqued at this comparison, Dante replied,
“Your excellency would wonder less, if you
considered that we like thoge best who most re-
semble ourselves.”

AN old literary trial was recently brought in
England, the plaintiff being one Strous with
several initinls, the writer of a novel entitled
“The Old Ledger,” and the defendants the
owners and editors of the Atheneum, who some
months since criticised the work in question, pro-
nouncing it  the very worst attempt at a novel
that has ever been perpetrated.” Strousemployed
a Bow Street lawyer, who threw up the case when
the attorney for the defendants suceeeded in
reading extracts from “The Old Ledger,” a
juror withdrawing fqr !;he purpose. The Athe-
acum is, of course, jubilant, though in a quiet
and mysterious way.

Cons., VEGETARIAN, ARBOREOUS, AND FLORI-
CULTURAL.~What tree most requires consolation ?
—The weeping willow. What plant requires a
styptic remedy ?—Lovo lies bleeding. What
fruit should be sent to a reformatory ?—The black-
heart cherry. What vegetable induces asphyxia 7
—The artichoke. What flower does a pretty
Quakeress resemble ?——The primrose. For what
flower is the desire apt to make you lazy?—
When you feel lack-a-daisy-call. What is the
flower for a teacher ?—Verb-ena. What is the
flower for the poor 7—Any money. What is the
flower for & Chinese woman ?7—Pick her tea,



