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PUL":‘ HAPPILY bDIs-
Y8 HI§ HORSE-

MARSHTP,

Stag, "Sturning to the
“':s.':ie"d. Raoul re-
"'ot room, and

lotty, * the following

“
Loy n‘)lgsmn SIBIL-
% o~ You have been
W 88 to promise
* g our protection
Selp in T ever find my-
Poujy, " embarrassing
hay .00 The moment
oy °Me to hold you
hqy, Promise. I must
the : 8n gudience of
With L€ to.morrow,
d&lu;m t fail, A day’s
lig,” ™AY cost me my

“

'%fr'““" I beg, my
Sheetr.Mmble and re-
beagyyy, POTAge o your
Vir ful, gentle, and
Caty, 2 US demotselle,
doy ®rine, _Your most

Oted servant,

 SroreL”

w.f,{"" having hastily

""; a:h ese lines,
er,, Preparing to

Vs letter to the
® When De Mau-
Himas, WBO had placed
M the das a gentinal

Ped g 00r-step, stop-

&% .
1 yg?,e“ friend,” demanded the adventurer, ‘18

«N Btention to ride forth agatn
“wel, am going on a very pressing errand.”

m, Whether you are going one yard or
fot, 5\1&““" little; from the moment you set
dony o« Of doors it is all one. Be good enough,

«Whmpanion, to wait 8 moment.”
thay 1 at am I to walt for, captain? I repeat
L% Myﬂm in a hurry.”

Wh, dear Raoul! Do you take me for a man
ng,r‘ly‘"thout. rhyme or reason, would spend
a, fifty livres a day ? Allow you to go
8 troq, alone, when I am keeping at great cost
Yoy sll:gof fifteen brave fellows ! Not a bit of it!
Yoy é 1l not risk yourself any more. Wherever

s P YOU shall be well guarded.”

“« I“ mbtain,"__..
Valiagy Wil ajllow no discussion.
Noeg - #—~to horse !

of vour

o the voy

Hallo, my
The Seigneur Sforzi has
services.”
ce of the captain, the fiftesn scoun-
‘ng.m: i8 pay rushed, some from their sleep.
ho 5% some from the kitchens and out-
“wy m"l the hostelry.
80 g 08! flnd & trumpeter to sound the «boot
'hoq“n'"%’ ” murmured De Maurevert. “ These
to deg RS are altogether irregular and calculated
hraye 2 Y discipline, Very well ! very well, my
Nnne:""“" I—you fall into this line in a
N pan that wing my approval. Raoul, If my
dooe ‘ﬁ’l Will not in any way derange your pro-
M'or You allow me to place myself at the
uk“u © escort
to thany, Y, eaptain, I know not whether I ought
tong 1,1 OF quarrel with you,” ssid Raoul, ina
Roogpg il I jest, half serious. «I Will to-day
Sup 1w, ® strange company you impose on me;
1 oy you that, from to.morrow, I intend
10 Yoy g 0y full liberty.”
K ag yoount without your host, Raoul. So
ke 14" 70U are in danger, I shall ~Whether you
%Vn, Dot—have you followed by my brave
You may swear and storm as much a -
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“ GET UP, BELOVED AND ILLUSTRIOUS COUSIN!Y

you please; I care not. You complain !—Do
you know that there are many gentlemen of
high birth, who would give ten years of their
lives, to have such a respectable and handsome
accompaniment! Fifteen valiant swords, com-
manded by the brave and gallant Captain de
Maurevert in person. Tudiew!-—a princely
luxury! Come, all is ready. By the by, where
are you going ?”

«To the Louvre, captain.”

« Very good, dear companion; your answer
pleases me much,”

Three.quarters of an hour later Sforzi passed
through the gate of the Louvre, situate on the
quay, and entered the courtyardfof the royal
residence.

« Companions,” said De Maurevert to his brave
fellows, as he called them, shortly before reach-
ing the palace, ¢ just make your horses prance
and curvet presently, to show that they do
justice to their oats.” -

This direction was altogether to the taste of
the scoundrelly band, and was execnted with so
much spirit-and effect that the windows of the
palace were speedily filled with spectators, the
cavalcade being taken for the escort of a prince
at least.

Raoul, ag much embarrassed as vexed by this
curiosity, hastened to dismount, and accosted a
guard at the door:

« Monsjeur,” he said, « will have the goodness
to cause this letter to be delivered secretly to its
address, It ooncerns the preparation of a diver-
sion and surprise for his majesty.»

« With pleasure, seigneur,” replied the guard,
politely.

Desiring to escape the general attention,
Sforzi promptly remounted ; but u retreat so
precipitate was not what De Maurevert desired.
Seeing a group of gentlemen of his acquaintance,
the captain instantly took advantage of the op-
portunity thus afforded him to delay his depar-
ture,

He dismounted and went over to the party,

Sforzi, red with anger and impatience, shook
the bridle of his horse roughly, and made him
rear and plunge. He was what is called a
perfect horreman. The struggle once com-
menced between him and his horse —a fiery and
ill-tempered brute—he altogether forgot where
he was. Fearing that the enraged animal might
take the bit between his teeth and bolt, the
guards and idlers who filled the courtyard fled
on all sides; but, soon reassured by the skill and
easy address of the chevalier, they returned and
formed a close circle about him.

It was within a space about thirty feet square,
which naturally augmented the difficulty of his
task, that Raoul had to overcome his steed.
Twenty times the impetuous beast tried to
spring over the living barrier which enclosed it :
twenty times, with iron grasp and legs of steel,
the young man checked it in the aet of spring-
ing. At length, covered with foam, with bleed-
ing flanks and snorting nostrils, the animal
trembled in all its imbs, bowed its head, and
recognizing the superior power of its master, re-
mained motionless, obedient, vanquished. Loud
applause rose on all sldes; for at this time the
hippic art was held in the highest esteem in
France.

Success—however poor the scene on which it
has been realized—possesses the gift of gatning
spontaneous aad unlooked-for friendships, Ten
gentlemen, of whose names Raoul wag ignorant,
whom he had never set eyes on before, addressed
him after his victory.

« Morbleu /" said De Maurevert, pushing his
way through the crowd, *if you were intimate
with Monsieur le Chevalier, you would not think
of complimenting him on 80 small g matter. I

"' most populons streets of Pars. T pledge mny

have a hundred times seen him mount an un- :
broken steed which had never Lefore feit the
contact of a man, and ride on it through the |
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word that for riding and
fencing, Monsieur le
C'hevalier de Sforei has
not his equal.”

For bringing him into
notice in this manner,
Raoul inwardly anathe-
matized his com panion,
and darted at him a
look of reproach. De
Maurevert, however,
appeared to be utterly
unconscious of the
young man’s ill-humor,
and replied with the
most amiable smile.

The name of Sforzi,
ko artfully thrown into
the ears of the crowd,
produced an extra-
ordinary effect. Several
of those who were
nearest to Raoul moved
quickly away from
him ; others, on the con.
trary, who had been at
a distance, pressed
torward towards him
warmly. The first fear.
ed to compromise
themselves with the
Due d’Epernon; the
second, with that keen
ingight given by the
habit of intrigue,
already speculated on
the future credit and
power of this young
man, who appeared to
be so happily gifted
with the qualities most
pleasing to the king—
beauty of face, grace of
figure, courage, kil in
violent exercise, sup-
pleness, and agility of

Raoul’s irritation, at
seeing himself the
centre of general ob-
servation, would oer.
tainly have changed
into actual distress, had
he perceived at one of
the windews of the
palace three heads
turned towards him
and examining him
with the closest atten.
tion.

These three parsons,
hialfconcealed by heuvy
hangings of slik embroidered with gold, which,
fastened to the ceiling, feil in raassive folds t«
the floor, were his Majesty Henry III,, and the
Dukes de Joyeuse and D'Epernon. Not far
from the king and bis two mignons sat Maitre
Qibillot in a recess, tearing into small pleces a
letter he had just finished reading.

The distress which the chevalier would have
experienced if he had known bimself to be the
object of this august. curiosity, would certainl:
have been still further augmented, had ke been
able to hear the conversation of the king and
his favorites: the happiness of his entire lif.
was suspended on a thread—his fate was in the
balance !

Fortunately for him, Sforzi was wholly
ignorant of this. He was able, therefore, to
reply politely to the observations addressed to
him by the courtiers, confident in his star, with
protestations of devotion and friendship, De
Maurevert, though he affected not to notice hi«
companion, did not lose one of these gestures or
words. The warm attention of which Sforzi
was the objeot filled him with joy.

« By Mercury !” he said to himself, ¢ my gentle
Raoul certainly possesses that most preeious
and indescribable gift of attracting atteution,
and, at the same time, Of preserving in the
midst of a throng both his countenance and his
individuality. To sncceed at Court one needs to
do something more than to put one’s self
forward,. Whether one is thought well or ill of
matters little ; the all important, the essential
point, is that one shall be talked about. I do
not conceal from myself that it will be difficult
for me to bend his character completely, to
correct that fiery and unfortunate pride which
leads him to exhibit so much foolish disinterest-
edness; but I count greatly on the power of
corruption. Let him once dip his lips in the
cup of favor, he will quickly lose all his old
ways of feeling. He will cease to know that he
drinks, He will confound good with evil, and
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#ee in all things only his own advancement or
profit !

“ Let him only become completely perverted,
and I prediot for him the most splendid future,
the most marvellous fortune that has been
aoquired at Court for any length of time! There
is one sentiment, however, which I must take
care to preserve in him in full activity—
gratitude. If ever he becomes the favorite of
Henry III., he will govern his majesty, and I,
his friend, bis confident, shall dominate him
with all the power of a feigned humility and
blind obedience. Who will be the true master
of France? Ha! ha!—it will be the gallant
Captain de Maurevert. By Plutus '—I wiil then,
without quitting the calling of a soldier, occupy
myself vigorously and judiciously with the ad.
ministration of finances; I will at least double
the income from taxes in a year, and that
without making the populace cry out, or driv.
ing the tradesmen to rebellion against the king’s
government !

“The great thing is to know when to take, I
will invent new wants, which will naturally
lead to the creation of new taxes ; I will
strengthen the somewhat weakened authority
of certain offices, 8o as to make them sell for &
larger sum than they go for at present; in a
word, I shall become, I feel, a national bene-
factor. But I am letting my imagimation run
away with me. Let me look at things as they
are. In the first place, Raoul has been here long
enough; I must get him away,”

De Maurevert was going towards Sforzi, when
suddenly there was a great movement among
the ecrowd of guards, gentlemen, servants, and
adventurers who filled the courtyard of the
Louvre. Counversation dropped into low tones,
and an expression of lively curiosity was mark-
ed on all countenances.

Presently the guards, French, Swiss and
Scotch, ranged themselves in a double line, and
an open carriage—grandly accompanied, aceord-
ing to the language of the time-—entered the
courtyard of the Louvre,

“Madame de Monpensier!” murmured De
Maurevert. «S'death!—this is something like
audacity. I admire it!”

The Princesse de Lorraine, as her carriage
vassed by Raoul, knit her brows, and, in a tone
:; equally mixed disdain and raillery, exolaim.

“The first comer can find admission to the
T.ouvre.”

Though the duchess might have addressed
these words to one of the noblemen of her suit,
the fixed and significant look which she cast
upon Raoul as she pronounced them, showed
too clearly for any one to doubt that she Intend-
ed them for the ear of the Chevalier.

At this Insult, 8forzi thrilled with all but un.
governable rage ; but, thanks to an almost su-
perhuman effort, he succeeded in stifiing his
agitation, and, turning towards De Maurevert,
cried in a loud voice:

“ Captain, do you not think that a“simple
gentleman devoted to his king is a hundred
times worthler than a prince of suspected fidelity
and doubtful loyalty ?”

At this reply the gentlemen of the duchess’s
suit began to talk warmly among themselves,
and assumed a threatening air. Roul was about
to aggravate his position by a still more vijolent
outburst, when A gentleman in the royal service
udvanced towards him and bowed profoundly,

*Have I the honor of addressing the Chevalier
Sforzi ? he inquired.

«The honor is mine, monsieur,” replied Raoul.

¢ Will you have the goodness to follow me 7—
the king has directed me to bring you into his
presence.”

Sforzi started, and De Maurevert rubbed his
hands joyously, muttering to himself:

“Aba! that sets me on the road to the ad.
ministration of finances !”

CHAPTER L.
THE PRICE OF THE SPANIEL PH(ERUS,

During the time the principal incidents above
related were occurringin the courtyard of the
Louvre, the king, contrary to his fixed custom of
riding on horseback through the ecity of Paris,
in company with the princes, lords, and gentle-
men of his Court, every Tuesday, was engaged
in his cabinet with the Ducs de Joyeuse and
J’Epernon, in the discussion of a topic even
more urgent than tbat of the proceedings of
Messieurs de Guise and the league at which they
were at the head—money, and the means of
raising it. His two chief mignons as they were
called, to distinguish them from the ephemeral
or inferior order of favorites, were helping his
majesty with all their power to overcome the
difficulties prescnted to him by the position of
things.

« Sire,” sald D’Epernon, «you are wrong to
allow the opposition of Parllament to incommode
you. By the mass, what do we want with these
gentlemen of the robe ? You are king of France,
therefore France belongs to you. If these bab-
bling lawyers refuse to register the new money
edicts you intend to present to them, morbleu !
have you not your chancellor Birague, who will
register for you whatever you like 7

“ Alas1” said Henry III., sadly, “you forget,
beloved brother, that behind Parliament there
1s the great and seditious ambition of my cousin
De Guise,”

« Mord{eu!—Henry, I cannot bear to hear you
say such things; they are unworthy of your
position and valor. If you are so much afraid of
Balafré, why do you not go into a monastery,
a8 Madame de Monpenster desires ? You have a
Sweet voice and peaceful tastes. Youcould sing
matins and sleep all the day long. How happy
you would be !”

“ How cail you take such pleasure in wring.
ing my heart !” cried the king, gently,

“Do you think that it does not wring my
heart also, Henry ?” eried I’Epernon, passio-
nately. ¢« Have I not rested my glory on yours
—bound my happiness to yours? If I abuse
you, it is only because I love you. I wish tosee
you King of France, Henry.” )

« Am I not so, beloved brother ?”

«No, sire, you are not. The King of France is
my brother De Joyeuse here present, I who now
speak to you, the Guise who defy you, our com-
panion D’O* who robs you, Chicot who advises
and amuses you, and, in a word, everybody—
except yourself.”

«T will have you prosecuted for sedition!”
cried the king, at the sume time affectionately
tapping the mignon's cheek. ¢ Come to my
aid, Joyeuse,” ha went on; ¢ for if you do not
rescue me from the claws of this ferocious
Lavalette, I am a lost man.”

« Faith, Henry !” cried De Joyeuse, resolutely,
« D’Epernon is too much in the right for me to
side against him. Is it really possible, Henry,
that you fear Parliament so much as not todare
to make even an attempt at extrication from
the shameful embarrassment in whieh we now
find yourselves. In default of money, shall I
not be obliged to marry your sister almost
clandestinely ? What will be said and thought
by all the princes and nobles — French and
foreign—who will be present at the pitiful
ceremony? What a triumph for Madame de
Monpensier!”

« Dear friends,” replied the king, after a brief
silence, ¢ your affection for me carries you too
far. Do not be afrald that I shall ever renounce
any of my rights. When the moment shall
have arrived, I shall know how to prove myself
a king! I have often told you, and I now repeat,
that the science of life consists in knowing how
to wait. When the solemn hour comes, my
voice will roll like thunder, my hand dart forth
like lightning—I sliall be no more a king, but a
god !—Patience, dear friends, patience !—And
now, peace is made, is it not?"”’ he asked, in a
languid and caressing tone. «Instead of losing
time in useless talk, let us occupy ourselves
with matters of serious interest. Have you cnn-
sulted D'0, dear Joyeuse ?”

¢« Certainly, Henry—twice.”

“Well, what can this exoellent friend do for
us
¢« At most ive hundred thousand crowns,”
‘“That is very little, my son. What other re-
sources have we ?”

« Sire, the community of all the treasurers and
financlers of France engages—if your majesty
engages to hold it harmless on account of all
past larcenies it has committed—to supply you
the sum of two hundred and forty thousand
crowns.}”

‘¢ What do you think of this proposition,
D'’Epernon ?” inquired the king.

«“That it must be provisionally accepted,
Henry. S8ix months hence we will hang two or
three financiers, and the others will be so
mortally terrified they will be only too happy
to increase the sum to a million,”

¢ Their demand shall be acceded to. What
else

“The voluntary loan which we shall impose
on the principal traders of Paris will reach to
fifteen hundred thousand crowns.”

« Do you think so, D’Epernon ?”

« 1 will answer for it with my head!”

«Of what do you complain, then, my sons?
These resources, combined with the money-
edicts I have signed this morning, will produce
us a handsome sum. For more than a week
past I have been busy arranging the costumes
we shall wear during this time of rejoicing. I
intend, beloved brother I’Epernon, and you, my
dear son De Joyeuse, that we should be dressed
all three alike!”

« Henry !” cried both the mignons together,
and by a spontaneous impulse seizing each one
of the king's hands and pressing it gratefully. -

Henry gazed on them tenderly, while tears
rose to his eyes.

“Ah, how sweet it is to be so beloved!” he
murmured, ¢« Dear Joyeuse,” he continued,
after a brief pause, «I must confess to you there
is one fear that disturbs my peace of mind; I
am afraid that when you are married your af-
fection for your wife will destroy that which
you now feel for me.”

¢« Do not say such things, Henry!” eried De
Joyeuse, « For me to forget the bountles with
which you have laden me, tocease toappreciate
your great quallties, your grace, your mental
excellence, would be a monstrous ingratitude !
‘What king ever before permitted his friends to
treat him simply as gentleman to gentleman,
to love him for himself alone ? Notone, Henry !
You are the most sublime model of friendship,
generosity, and constancy yet givenin any age

At that moment a sharp yelp—a short, painfol
cry—fell on the king’s ears, and engaged hig
attention, He turned quickly, and be held hig
favorite spaniel limping away.

« Come here, pretty Phoebus ! hecried «come
and take refuge with your master. It g that
detestable D’Epernon who hasstruck you again,
isit not? How can you be SO cruel congtantly
to my pretty Phcebus, wicked 80n? Lok at
bis intelligent eyes! How beautiful and ailky
his coatis! Can you possibly remain unim.
pressed by so much gracefulness ?”

«Qf course you highly value this ugly brute of

* Frangols de Frenes, Marquis IO, horp ipn
1535, formerly Mignon, and afterwards Super.
intendent of Finances.

t A fact, attested by doocuments quoteq by
L'Estolle in his « Register Journal of Henry
IIL”

a spaniel, Henry, as the gift of that accomplish.
ed and incompatrable cavalier who calls himself
Sforzi,” replied D'Epcrnon, contemptuously ;
¢ but, none the less, I afirm that this frightful
brute is & disgrace to the rest of the dogs in
your majesty’s apartments,”

4 What & powerful dislike you have to Sforzi 1"
cried the king, inwardly satisfied.

# T have no great oause to feel very grateful
towards this adventurer, who has set assassins
on my steps,” cried D’Epernon.

“My dear D'Epernon,” replied the king,
gravely, “ thoughI am used in all things to give
way to you, I cannot admit the accusation you
make against the Chevalier Sforzi. There are
certain signs, certain indications, in which I
cannot be mistaken. This young gentleman, I
would swear on my hope of eternal life, is inca-
pable of 2 mean or dishonorable action. You
have wished to keep him from my presence,
and I have allowed you to keep him at a dis-
tance. That causes me the loss of a good ser-
vant, my son; and, in these times of treason
and felony, a trustworthy servant is not to be
disdained, For the rest, my conduct towards
Sforzi has not been what it ought to have been.
I have not recognized by my favor the gift of
his spaniel, to which he was so much attached.
I have given him the right to doubt his king’s
generosity.”

¢ Mordieu !"—Henry,” interrupted D’Epernon,
“you need not trouble yourself to seek for a
pretext for seeing this glorious Sforzi again!
Would you know the real motive of my hatred
against this Sforzi?” he demanded, after a
pause. «It is because I am jealous of him.
But you were right in what you said just now—
you have not acted generously towards this ad-
venturer. You must reward him as this sort
of men are rewarded—with gifts of money. I
will bring him to you, Henry; but on conditien
that you hold yourself on your guard, and do not
allow yourself to be deceived by the false sem.
blance of honesty and disinterestedness assumed
by this adventurer to captivate your good
graces. You are good, Henry—noble, generous
to excess; but you are weak.”

The king, greatly affected by this address of
his favorite, rose from the chair in which he was
seated, and crossed to one of the windows,
against which he leaned. Sforzi was at that
moment engaged in quelling the restiveness of
his horse,

«8forzi,” cried Henry, «what a singular
chance! By the mass!” he added presently,
after watching the skilful handling of his fiery
steed by the chevalier. ¢ I would not have lost
this sight for a thousand crowns!"”

The Duc d’Epernon bit his lip, and exchanged
an uneasy glance with De Joyeuse,

While Henry and his tko mignons were
watching the struggle between the horse and its
rider, the door opened, and Sibillot entered the
royal eabinet,

He threw himself on the floor, and then, after
satisfying himself that neither the king nor the
favorites were likely to leave the windows out
of which they were looking, drew a letter from
his pourpoint and read it attentively. The letter
was the one Sforzt had written to him.

« 1t is to this excellent gentleman that I owe
the life of my gentle and beautiful Catherine,”
he murmured. ¢ But is it possible that this
Sforzi loves her? He conjures me to present
his homage to her! It must be so—he is madly
in love with her. Woe to him, then! No, no;
I am letting jealousy blind me and render me
unjust, He could not see my beautiful Cather-
ine without falling in love with her; but, poor
gentleman, he is loyal, and suffers hopelessly.
Poor, poor Sforzi! Yes-—he shall see Henry.”

Sibillot tore Raoul’s letter into small frag-
ments; then, crawling along the floor, went
and placed himself at the king’s feet by the
window.

« Morbleu!” cried Henry, at length perceiv-
ing him, “I am anxlous to know what Is my
gossip’s opinion of the Chevalier Sforzi, Holloy!
—get up, beloved and illustrious cousin!” \P
continued, pulling the jester by the ears. «Ex-
amine that young horseman attentively, and
tell me what you think of him,”

Sibillot knew his business as a butfoon per-
fectly. Instead of obeying, he yawned twice,
and made a face so ugly as almost to be a feat
of genius; then stared blankly at the celling.

Henry 1II. was equally as fond of the antics
of his jester as of the caresses of his spaniels;
the mimiery of Master Sibillot greatly delighted
him. He pretended to be greatly annoyed,
however, and raising his volce, cried :

« Illustrious cousin, I have sent to Guillaume
Charly’s an ample provision of oranges, and a
new stock of whips for the chastisement of my
pages.”

Sibillot instantly affected to be sucking an
orange and writhing under the lash of a whip;
and Henry was soamused by the perfectly acted
pantomime as to be unable to continue hig pre.
tence of anger. .

«My bandsome Sibillot,”” he sald Kkindly,
“oblige me by looking at the horseman manag.
ing his steed sobravely below, and tell me what
opinion you form of him.”

Solicited so gently, Sibillot did not judge it to
be advisable to oppose a longer resistance to the
wishes of the king; he therefore 8pproacheq
the window and looked down at 8forzl.

“Well,” asked the king, a moment or two
later, “ what do you think of him ?”

Ordinarily Sibillot carried his taciturnity to
absolute dumbness, and it was a great triumpp
for Henry when he could wring & word from
bim. What was the king's astonishment ang
delight, therefore, when the jester, without fur.
ther pressure, pronounced distinctly the three
| following words : ¢ Brave! honest ! good!”

.sellor !—the cordon of the Holy

Cousin Sibillot ¥ cried Henry IIL: <0
edly, « there are many peopiero

puled 10 30
and experienced who have nét® hl‘:fnfl"‘ ‘- 25:;

of your judgment, Death of my 5, 11105
tinued after a short pausse, I am ¢ s ‘onzl&
trious cousin, to ascertain whether tBis €7 5,
man will please you as muach when D¢
does when afar, Shall I send for him

“ Yes, Henry, send for him."” with sure

The second answer filled the kKing Jester to
prise ; he had never before known his ,
spenk twice together,

D'Epernon saw that it would not do to oPP*
the willor caprice of the king. onces

« Henry,” lrx’e said, with an air of [ndlﬂ;"ess of
«we arc agreed that the disintere® ek
which Monsleur Sforzi has given prov ’o
ing you a present of his spaniel, deserv
sent. If I am not mistaken you are & o 18
ment somewhat short of money. "e
purse—it contains a hundred crowns. w pout

«Thanks, dear son,” said the KIng T..¢

being in the least annoyed by this gift. hls““
The Duc d'Epernon, with a smile Onr the

and rage in his heart, opened the dno ntle

royal eablnet, called to one of the niné riof

men of the chamber, and ordered him nee. b
the chevalier Sforzl into the king's preset ~iye
During the interview which follovze'a.t in
king appeared to take the liveliest i!lb t"‘n
the chevalier. After the conversation 5 00
him and Sfor,i had been maintained foreuﬂo\\'
siderable length of time, an incident of & ¥ pqtb
and striking kind occurred. Henry Wn’ whe?
to address a question to the young m“n - peedr
Sibillot, of whom nobody had taken & nd .ell;
suddenly sprang towards the chevaller, 9&
ing his hand, set himself as he had donn“
meeting him, to study the natural i
the palm,

Henry awaited with an impatleﬂcre
most bordered on anxiety the resftt 0 ”
amination, B ’

Suddenly, Sibillot dropped the handh}‘s o
holding, and springing upwards, threw
about Raoul's neck, crying : oty faith”

«T have never found so noble, pleasdiz,, you
ful and valorous a seigneur as you'! the 807
become my friend ? I willsing you all ats,
Iknow, and share with you all the PrO™ g ey
and playthings given me by my ooﬂsm'v p
the-Wise.” de!

This long discourse of Sibillot’s, h‘;;g: 5 10
aotion, considering his profound indi as wuo®
wards everybody, astonished the King
as if a miracle had occurred.

«My presentiments have Dot mwszi ]
thought he, ¢ It is heaven that hﬂswm m)""
this charming Sforzi. D'Epernon als® s
to love him., My brother De Joyeusé ing ni¢
to be married. Can I count on retal "
heart ?” e

«Sire " oried D’'Epernon at that T;x it 1
« your majesty has doubtless forgottel
six o'clock, Madame Catherine waité. rowsrd]

« Chevalier,” sald Henry III,, turning pers
Sforzl, «you will accompany me to 8uP "
have a debt to pay you.” hm

At supper the chevalier—to the nswzr m,n':
of the Court, who looked upon the yOl:be xioé
fortune as made—was attended byd ot v
own personal table attendants; an 4 ul ¥
ing the last words of the king directe ning
attend his rising on the following mor e foud

Admitted to the king's presoncey‘s cabmeb
Henry III. seated at an oak table in h ro ]

«Chevalier,” Henry said, «I have wu s yoU
forgetfulness I have been guilty of wwso ner-
Here 1s the price of the spaniel you mlk:
ously resigned to me. I permit yot.l; of th"d
yourself acquainted with the conten 70 folde
parchiuents,” he added, handing v
sheets to the chevalier.-

A deep fiush gwerspread the ¢
tures as he rap his eyes over th
the parchments.

“ What, sire!” he crled,

e
hevau“";eof
e cont®
ub’

“wg ps.tent a8 00
Splrﬂv:)r whic?

« Yes, chevalier, a patent as couns"“o‘;‘. pnrs‘:
you can sell for a sum sufficient to Al yoly gpirtt
handsomely ; and the cordon of the coﬂ"‘“
will serve you to make a good figureé :‘ ap btlr

Sforzl hesitated; but quickly mak! % e
mind, he kpelt before the king, and i? e
ling voice said: pe

«Sire, your majesty sees me d“fg “lo'r’_'
trated, grateful and confused beyond €2 " gvet’
by the kindness with which you htﬂ of ﬁ:’)r
whelmed me. Sire, to obtaln the cord r O
Holy Spirit, there is not, I feel, an¥ o V!
labor I would not encounter; but, 5“;9’ i
my boldness—proud and happy &8 thd it,
tion would make me, had I merited &
much the thought that it had been
out of mere kindness would afflict and my %4
The sight of the cordon about 1

B

me, ynat Yoy
would every instant remind me, 8iré e Ut
so unfortunate as not yet to have glof’

share of courage and devotion to th¢ Lt
our majesty.” snesh
Y So far J1‘r01i being oﬂ‘endct:l (l;)") thl‘: 'e‘ussﬁ
king a| ared deeply touched by 1t D
« Chevaller,” ho sald, # with sentlfliyre
noble as yours, you have the right ?en‘ wbs
anything, It I take back this p# pers?
offends your modesty, it 1s with the Po'oqe o
that I shall soon have occaslon to 816 4oy o
you. Meanwhile, accept this. G
valier—good day I” cond o
As he spoke, he handed to b
tent as counsellor. ost wkw
De Maurevert’s breath was ‘ln{lor]i" re
away from him as he listened to 8 o
prantt®”
* This incident s vouched for bY Brd

”
In his « Eloge du Maréchal de Tavani®

Raoul & 8¢
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oy
Vlcw:r all that had passed at his two inter.

"

hne“;* Bforz1,” cried the adventurer, involun-
ot T0obing his voice, + 1t is now of the high-

le &nl‘t&nce that you should not exhibit in
Wou) a y Xamlllarlty with me., My reputation
C Tefleot on yours, and might destroy it.
hot, faue !~all 14 golng admirably. You must
you gpy nd au opportunity to tell the king
Kinggo DK him the handsomest man In the
"")‘bodm' And, by the by,eo not, I beg, promise

Yy a \F:Y 1Q
°°"'“1tlng nl:e‘ﬁe in the finances without first

CHAPTER LI,
- TO THE RESCUE OF THE KIXG.
® Marriage of the Duc de Joyeuse with

a‘lzd;mohelle de Vaudmont was celebrated on
hayy Of Beptember, 1581, the betrothal
[) N place on the 18th in the queen's
Whieh T} and the sumptuousness of the cortége
Germnpm'%eded from the Louvre to Saint.
Witna, I Auxerrols drew enormous crowds to
uppe wonders,
ek, T Was concluded—eleven o'clock was
intg t‘h:“When the wedding guests descended
Pertory,  S2Tdens of the Louvre to witness the
doyr an ance of a ballet of unexampled splen-
dapyg d other entertainments, ending with a
Y of fireworks,
Ple, w::' lost in the immense concourse of peo-
of the following 1istlessly the various phases
selr 8musement when he suddenly felt
p"eeiv Ughtly seized by the arm, and turning
Dalg a:d De Maurevert. The captain was as
Iroig o death, and spite of his habitual sang-
“Roreared to be greatly agitated.
'lthWt,o]' me, Raoul,” he said rapidly, and
1. ‘eaving time for question, « Death and
of wm'oimlneth(ng is going on, the very thought
Pugny Makes the hair rise on my head.”
ang g U his way roughly through the crowd,
ot o {g&ng the chevalier with him, he passed
e diq po ,J©0Uvre on the bank of the Seine.
talny, B0t leave his companion long in uncer-.
. ® moment they were out of earshot ;
tioyg, ¥ friend,” he cried, « moments are pre-
on g2 A2 odlous and abominable conspliracy is
de M, 8galnst the life of the king ! The Duchess
is b:Pensier is & prime mover init! What
Chagg !,,d"ne? I know not. My mind is in a

L3
h:g X:mt Prevents your at once going and warn-

“y, 'tnajeSty 2" cried Raoul eagerly.

y mi"' idea has naturally presented itself to
thipg 2d; but never forget this—there is no-
nmmore dangerous than serving kings and
%ing thth too much zeal. You cannot im-
Selyveq ::w many people have sacrificed them-
rificq y }he purity of their devotion. To sa-
kngy, 20€'8 selfis to act like & fool. Do you
angq p' &t would happen if I were to gosimply
‘hlnnm’ his majesty on his guard? Of two
be (ro 01 if the conspiracy suceeeded, I should
fatleg “!‘fd like 8 wolf by the victors; if it
Progy’ . ¢ King would imagine that I wished to
the ;Y D8 fear, and would banish me from

“ lngdom ” ~,
brqm‘;t’ in heaven’s name, captain, what do you

up 2 todom

At :ﬁ“ think of nothing.”
i"'Eht,n At moment, they were standing within
Whieh g 4 side entrance to the Louvre, from

Stop, ibillot came upon them.

“ near;pmnl towards him, erying :

o 1billot, in the name of all you most love
Pegy) O(W Orld, in the name of the incomparable
hlppy Virtue and beauty whom 1 have been so

autyy, | to See, in the name of your chaste and
the n“ Catherine, help me to get speech with

“p g Without a moment’s delay.”
oy Cat, Young man!—he 18 dying of love for
lng erherlne,n sald Sibillot to himself, regard-
Wy, 4 With a look of tender compassion, « I

“Wen ©88¢t serve him—he suffers so !”

“Yoy g, dear Master Sibillot ! cried Raoul,

« 0 not answer.”

R0t g 0 Bforzy,” replied the jester, «you can-
“Wh ,em-y Jjust now.”

“Hopy, WhY ? I must !—he would wish it "
| erin. Y D86 left the Louvre,” said the jester,

“ S voice,

s Bajesty has gone into the city to-night,”
“"m, feeling his heart beat as if it would
. 188 he taken an escort with him ?”

%oop,’ D€ has gone alome, Only two es
P him pog

g “‘e‘glctlon ”
tag ant
W ﬁ;’“ to

Rer "

Y

cried Sforzi, hoarsely, «he is
Sibillot, Sibillot, if you are at-
m @ king, I beseech you on my knees

€ Where he 1s gone. His life is in dan-

L
‘*nnl;';‘:l}lnx needs to be loved,” replied Sibillot,
"°}’eu ¥, ““and the marriage of my cousin De
“Whg ©Prives him ofa son.”
“Tg pet then, Sibillot 7—what then 2
:”‘l‘eh of i€ this lost son, Henry has gone in
he Jeste, * BITl he had abandoned,” continued
¥ tner‘ “He is at this moment with my
“Quicy the Demoiselle d’Assy.” ‘
i"ﬂny frien e Maurevert ! oried Raoul, *get as
Q,lnt h.:nds 88 you can into the saddle. The
wdagy ° BODe to the house of Mademoiselle
farng ang 50 to throw myseif between the as-
1o The lnrd him, Heaven send I am in time.”
x:eu’ oxs OrMation given by Sibillot Was per-
it \Wlmgy~  Since the return of De Joyeuse's
hag ! Aoty 81 cortége, Henry II1. had appeared,
de beey :‘:Y sad, at least pre-occupled. He
) inorved to read a letter several times
km"ke hen his absence had been suddenly
}% the Attended by two pages, he had
gt Was onpy L o Mademoiselle d’Assy’s house,
W 1o, tupgy, After having come to the resolu.
'W himself between the king and his
Sforzi suddenly remembered it

Qs thay

would take him & full half hour to reach the
house of Mademolselle d’Assy, To leave the
field open to the eonspirators for so long a time

might assure the success of their plot. He did

not hesitate for a moment, but observing a

page In charge of a horse within the gates of
the Louvre, rushed to him and sprang into the
saddle, exclaiming :

“On the king’s service, and by express com-
mand of his majesty "

Pricking the animal’s flank with the point of his
dagger, he bounded off like a deer before & pack
of hounds in full ery, Unrortunat,ely an aceident
consequent on his precipitation, arrested him
when he had gone two-thirds of his way. Think-
ing he was turning the corner of a street—the
night being quite dark-—he rode his horse head-
first against & wall, and the poor beast fell dead
beneath him.

Stunned for & moment by the violence of the
shock, he quickly rose to hig feet and rushed
forward.

While Raoul, with brain on fire and heart
painfully agitated, anxiously counted the pas-
sint minutes, the king was at the house of Ma-
demoiselle d’Assy,

The interview between Henry II1. and his
innocent vietim was most noble and aflecting.

« Madame,” said Henry, tenderly, ¢ see in me
I beseech you, not the King of France, but sim.
ply the brother of your choice, the friend of your
heart. So few are those who really love me for
myself, that I thirst for your affection and hun.
ger for your confidence. Call me Henry, as in
happy bygone days.”

“Sire,” replied Mademoiselle d’Assy, whose
agitation, far from being calmed, was increased
greatly by these words, ¢« when the king has
deigned to grant the request I am about to make,
I will thank Henry for the support he has given
me with his majesty.”

“ Speak quickly then, madame—for Henry is
impatient to see the king disappear from this
interview.”

This scene passed in the same oratory in
which Sforzi had been received, Henry I1I,
standing resting on the prie- Dieu in face of Ma-.
demoixelle d'Assy,

The charming creature was about to reply to
the king when, suddenly, in the midst of the
silence of the night, u piercing cry was heard
without, seeming to come from the garden of the
house,

“ What is that?” inquired the king, calmly.

«1 know not, sire,” replied Mademoiselle
d’Assy tremblingly,

‘With a firm step Henry I1I, crossed the room
to a window, which he opened.

“Who calls for help ?” he demanded.

At the same moment a new cry, more fright-
ful than at first, arose; then a stifled volce, like
that of a person being strangled, called out :

¢ Sire ! —assassing! Guard yourself!”

% My pages are being muardered !” cried Henry
111, his face flushing deeply. «Death of my
life l—woe to the guilty !”

He shut the window and sprang towards the
door, where he found himself face to face with
Mademoiselle d’Assy.

«Ah, madame,” he cried, in a tone of sad re-
proach, ‘“doubtless my wrongs towards you
have been great, but they have not deserved
such a vengeance.”

¢ Vengeance, sire! Oh, what do you mean
cried the poor woman, whose features, pale as
death, exhibited traces of the most violent
terror. ¢ Vengeance, sire ?-—I do not understand
you.”

“Forgive me—forgive me! replied Henry
III.  «Ispoke as the king, who no longer be-
lieves in anything, 1 forgot that to you I am
not a King, but simply a brother, Move from
this door, madame. I must go to the aid of my
pages.”

“ You shall not go, Henry 1” cried Mademoi-
gelle d'Assy, quickly bolting the door. ¢ On my
knees I conjure you not to risk your life. Hark !
some one is making his way up the steps into
the vestibule; they are trying to force the door.
Do not go—do not go, Henry! I love you!”

Henry IIl. changed countenance; the flush
upon his features gave place to pallor; his lips
blanched; but at the same time the light of
unconquerable courage overspread his visage,
and made it bright with a look of noble pride:
it was the aspect of a king.

“ Dear d’Assy,” he said, ¢ retire. A king must
neither fly nor hide himself, It is for my honor
to show myself.”

Henry 111, had scarcely spoken these words
when a violent blow was given to the door.

¢ Heaven have pity on my soul, and give me
courage to die nobly !’ cried Henry III., sinking
into a chair.

But suddenly he sprang again to his feet, and
seizing the hand of Mademoiselle d’Assy, he
pressed it tenderly.

<4 Dear love, did you hear nothing? Hark!
oh! I am not mistaken; it was the groan of a
dying man! My pages have been Bkilled !
One of the assas8insé must have been struck
down. Can help be coming to me ?._Yes, that
must be it, D'Epernon alarmed at my abgence,
has followed on MY Steps.”

He rushed ugain to the window, and called
loudly ;

«This way, D'Epernon—this way 1

At the same moment two almggt gimul-
taneous explosions were heard, the door fel} in-
wards with a crash, and 8forzi, hig face covered
with blood, sprang into the oratory,

«Thank heaven,” he cried, «yhe king 18
living !’

«You here, Sforzl!” exclaimeq Henry 111
« What is goingon?  How is it that you have
come tomy aid? Is there still any danger ?”

“ ﬂire, your swordl” cried R&oul, without an-
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swering the king’s questions, but throwing down
the blood.stained fragment of the sword he was
holding in his hand, and tsking the rapier the
king held out to him.

Almost at the same instant the sound of a
troop of horses was heard outside the house, and
immediately a dozen gentlemen of the king’s
companies rushed into the oratory, headed by
Captain de Maurevert, bearing bimself with an
heroic bearing worthy of the C'id,

“Sire,” he sald, «but for my gentle compan.
fon Raoul, and your very humble and faithful
servant Captain de Maurevert, the greatest king
of Christendom would at this moment have
ceased to live.”

In answer to questions put to him by Henry
IIX,, Raoul informed his majesty of the circum-
stances under which he had been so fortunate
as to come to his rescue.

“Chevalier Sforzi,” said the king, when
Raoul had finished his modest narrative, ¢in
my distress I called on D’Epernon and you ap-
peared in answer to my call; I see in this the
hand of Providence. Come to me, at my rising,
to-morrow morning.  You need not wait to be
ahhounced; I will instruct my attendants that
you are at all times to have free admission to
my presence. Farewell until to-morrow, che-
valier.”

He turned, and,
smiled and added :

¢ Captain, you will accompany the chevalier;
only you must cause yourself to be announced.”

“Bah !” said De Maurevert to himself, ¢ what
does it matter whether I have or have not my
right of entry, so long as Raoul has his.”

Do not forget, madame,” sald Henry, taking
leave of Mademotselle d’Assy, « that you have a
request to make of me.”

“Sire,” she replied, ¢ this request more im-
mediately concerns Monsieur Sforzi than my-
sem"

«“It is granted, then, whatever it may be,”
replied Henry III, turning upon the chevalier
a look of tender kindness,

The house inhabited by Mademoisclle A’ Assy
was, it will be remembered, only about ten
minutes distant from the Stag’s Head. It was,

observing De Maurevert,

therefore, so to speak, without transition that |

Raoul passed from the extreme of happiness
into the depth of an almost nameless sorrow ;
for the first person he met on reaching the hos.
telry was Lehardy, who, pale, trembling, and
in tears, rushed to meet him with the words.

¢ Oh, Monsieur le Chevalier !—what a misfor-
tune !—what a grief! Mademoiselie Diane has
been violently carried off by the Marquis de la
Tremblais.”

Raoul heard no mwore. Weak from loss of
blood, and fatigued by the violent exertions of
the evening, he fell to the ground without con-
sciousness,

(To be continued.)

o
ESCAPE OF A TRANSPORTED COMMUNIST,

The Melbowrne Argus of May 20, gives the
following account of the escape of & Communist
from the steamer Orne, in which he was being
transported to New Caledonia:-—« The French
transport steamer Orne—the arrival of which at
Melbourne, with 500 Communist prisoners for
the penal settlement at New Caledonia wus re-
ported last month—left the bay on the 2ird
April for New Caledonla. On the night before
her departure one of the prisoners, named Mi-
chel Sarigné, made his escape from the vessel
in a very daring manner. At about dusk he
got over the side of the Orne, and, hanging in
the portaubans, waited until halt-past seveu,
when all was quist, and then, dropping into a
collier which had been brought alongside, lay
concealed in the coals, in terror lest the men
below should discover him. All the while the
sentry on board the Orne was keeping guard
with loaded chassepot lmmediately above his
hesd. At half-past nine, tying his pocketbook
and papers in his handkerchief to keep them
dry, he lowered himself over the side of the
lighter and swam to the stern, where a boat
was in tow.  Cutting the rope with his knife,
and hanging to the portion of the rope that
remained, he gently propelled the boat from
the side of the lighter with his feet, and allow-
ed himself to drift into the bay. The night was
dark; there was no moon, and it rained. When
about 300 vards from the vessel he heard a cry,
and, thinking that the alarm was given, he
loosed his hold of the boat, and struck out in the
direction of the lights on the Sandridge shore.
After swimming for about three-quarters of an
hour he espied a vessel, and nearly exbausted,
he made for it. He caught the cable, and fas.
tened himself to it with his belt, fearing lest he
should faint, rested there for an hour. He
started again for the shore at about midnight,
and after an hour’s swim, got safely to land.
He walked from Sandridge boldly into Mel-
bourne, i the belief, a¢ he told a countryman
who warned him that he was in danger of being
arrested, that having once ¢touched English
soil’ he way frec. The caution was adminis-
tered because it was thought that Sarigné had
been condemned for felony of some 8sort, but as
it turned out that he was simply & political pri-
soner, no effort was made to capture him, and
he i8 now at liberty in the colony.  Ag he was
of course in & destitute state, and as it appeared
that he had been a harmless member of the
Commune, he found plenty of sympathisers,
and a subscription was instituted for hig benefii,
The Orne, which put in for the purpoge of pro.
curing fresh provisions and live stock—the bulk

of the prisoners being afiicted with geyryy_

went away well provisioned; and it was hoped
that ere she reached New Caledontia, the oondi-
tion of her wretched frelght would be consider-
ably improved. Some of the prisoners, while
the Orne was in port, managed to get conveyed
to land communications to the editor of the
Argus, in which they complained that they had
been subjected to harsh treatment on board the
transport. On the St. Kilda beach a bottle was
picked up, containing a doecnment purporting to
be written by one of the prisoners, giving a his-
tory, from the writer’s point of view, of the
brief reign of the Commune.”

MEERSCHAUM.

The following acecount of the first meerschaum
pipe has been published by Messrs, Pollak and
Son, pipe manufacturers, in New York : In 1723
there lived in Pesth, the capital of Hungary,
Karol Kowates, a shoemaker, whose ingenuity
in cutting and carving on wood, &c., brougk:t
him into contaet with Count Andrassy, ancestor
to the present Prime Minister of Austria, with
whom he became a favorite. The Count on his
return from a mission to Turkey brought with
him a large piece of whitish clay, which had
been presented to him as a curiosity, on account
of its extraordinary light specific gravity, Tt
struck the shoemaker that, being porous, it
must naturally be well adapted for pipes, as it
would absorb nicotine, The experiment was
tried, and Karol cut a pipe for the Count, and
one for himself. But in the pursuit of his trade
he could not keep his hands elean, and many #
piece of shoemaker’s wax became attached to
the pipe. The clay, however, instead of assur.
ing a dirty appearance, as was naturally to be
expected, when Karo! wiped it off receiveq,
wherever the wax had touched, a clear brown
polish, instead of the dull white it previously
had. Attributing this change in the tint to the
proper source, he waxed the whole surface, and
polishing the pipe again, smoked it, and noticed
how admirably aud beautifully it colored ; also,
how much more sweetly the pipe smoked after
being waxed. Karol had struck the smoking
philosopher’s stone; and other noblemen hear-
ing of the wonderful properties of this singular
specles of clay, imported it in considerable quan.
tities for the manufacture of pipes. The natural
scareity of this much esteemed article, and the
great cost of importation, in those days of limited
facilities for transportation rendered its use ¢x-
clusively confined to the richest European no-
blemen, until 1830, when it became a more
general article of trade. The first meerschaum
pipe made by Karol Kowates has been preserv-
ed in the museum of Pesth, which by the way,
was the native city of Mr, Pollak, sen,

TARTE,

Of all perversions in life, and misguided ele.
ments in mental economy, it is that of the in-
tellectual discernment taste, and to search for
it in its natural or cultivated purity would al-
most require the lantern of Diogenes, provided
it were as well adapted to hunt for sensible
people as for honest men. There seems to be
scarce i rule ef conduct but in which we are
prone to go astray in the matter of taste, and
we pick up habit and cusiom very much as a
buby tikes up a cat—by the tall—in the food
we eat; in the clothing we wear; in the houses
we build ; in all matters of adornment; in the
books we read; in the plays we applaud, And
in the things in general which we admire we
seem led more by the force of example than by
self-judgment.

But we aim at present at the target of books
and literature that we read, and, druwing the
arrow to its head, it matters not whether we
«shoot Folly as she tlies” (Pope), or « Polly as
she flies” (Pop), as in either quotation the repu-
tation of the author compromises our taste ; and
here we remark that reputationis the bull’s eye
of our target. We admit that in many instances
it has been deservedly well earned, while in
many others it has been gained through a mis-
guided judgment of true merit, or misdirected
taste for questionable literature; and on the
principle of ““us good fish in the sea as ever
were caught,” there are many who have been
salted away in the larder of our appreciation
that might be cast out for a better haul,

We admit the practicability of the argument
that literary production is put on tlie market
like the produet of the loom or rare woven
fabrics of other lands, and that which the read-
ing public demand, and is the most readable,
the publishers must supply; but while we
stand at our counter and measure out the ribbon
and tape of literature to our custowmers, we
combat the ill-judgment that demands an in.
ferior fabric for the mere sake of reputation ;
and while we cannot hope to revolutionize taste
on a basis of true merit, regardless of Fame’s
brazen trumpet, we will give unknown authors
a place in our columns, and lend @ hand to
gather the unseen flowers of the desert, which
may yet diffuse their fragrance through all
time.

The Omaha editor has a pleasing way of doing
the little compliment to the stranger of distinc-
tion visiting that eity. Thus: « W, M. Madden,
commonly known as “Fatty, the Great Amer-
ican Traveller,” arrived in the city yesterday
and sampled forty kegs of beer, hesides attende
ing the circus, and eating eight straight meals

A at the Wyoming.”
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A VIEW OF THE WORLD.

If you want to see the world at its worst—
Distorted and base and vile—

You only need be njcely curst
With a smart attack of bile.

And you hate each living soul in the world,
And yourself the most of all ;

And your bitterest imprecations are hurled
Against this earthly ball.

Birauty looks yellow, and sweet tastes sour,
And you loathe the thought of food,

And you treat all persons within your pow'r
In a manner harsh and rode.

And never—never—-never again
Will the world seem aught but i11;

Till you've slaked your thirst with full many a

grain
Of that compound rhubarb pill!

HOW HE WON HER.

BY COMPTON READE,

IN TWU CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER I,

“ My dear, in these days we must be prudent
and, above all, cosmopolitan. In short, we must
take what we can get—English or Scotch, if
possible; if not, Irish, American, African, Hindoo.
A great friend of mine, Laura M'Dermott, mar-
ried a converted Parsee, and was really very

.happy. He was enormously wealthy, and
uxorious to a fault,”

The speaker is a certain Lady Rockington,
administering a little advice to her nlece and
ward, Ellen Stacey, a young lady of singular
beauty and grace, who, in reply, does but in.
dulge In a half-suppressed sigh. Her aunt’s
worldliness seems to be surcharged with the
logic of fact, but not with the more persuasive
rhetoric of fancy.

“Yes, child ; you may sigh, and look very ill-
used, However, some day you will thank your
aunt for ——-"

“I'm sure ’'m not complaining,” interrupts
Ellen drearily.

‘“Complaining! I should think not, indeed.
Why, there was my poor sister, your mother.
What did the silly thing do? She married a
wretched lienienant—very handsome man ;
your father, my dear; large blue eyes, like
yours, regular teeth, big brown moustache, and
that sort of thing. Well, then, what happened ?
All kinds of horrors—bankruptey, occasional
fits of intemperance—Edward Stacey had no
self-control — degradation. Then the worry
brought on fever, and she died, and he went
out of hix mind; and altogether, my dear— '

“ I musn’t do the same,” says Eilen with a
half-yawn.

“You shan't, if I ecan help it,” rejoins the elder
lady sternly. « Do you Imagine, my dear, that,
because my sight is not all that it used to be, I
haven’t eyes? [I've geen already too much'or
the encouragement you have given to that im-
pertinent school-boy, Edward Capel.”

“He’s not a school-hoy ; and I've not—I've
not peroeived anything—anything over-attentive
in his manner to me. Indeed, I haven’t, aunt.
People are so much more free-and-easy than
they were formerly, that, that——" Miss Ellen
is rather tremulous, for she Is conscious that
Lady Rockington is watching her tell-tall coun-
tenance like a cat a mouse,

“My dear, I assure you I am not at all dis-
posed to be censorious. Only for your own
sake, &8 you never could marry such a person
as young Capel, I should wish that you would
reserve your heurt intact for the first really
eligible offer, I don’t want to flatter, Ellen, but
you are decidedly attractive; and in India you
will have offers. That, of course, mostly from
men of middle age, high up in the service, or
perhaps from men of mature years, who—-"

« 1 suppose I may say yes or no ?” ejaculated
the fair girl, her color rising.

¢« Of course, Ellen, of course. It is quite easy
for a girl to make very much her own selection;
for it follows that if you don’t give a man a
certain amount of encouragement, he won’t be
able to screw up his nerves to proposing point.
Now, your dear uncle, Sir Charles, although
lieutenant governor, and a man of the greatest
distinection, was so retiring, so nervous, 0 em-
barrassed that really, when we wele left
together in the drawing-room on purpose to
bring matters to an issue, he talked about the
weather till I was so Irritated that—there, I
could have proposed myself on the spot.”

“That would have heen an assertion of
woman’s rights,” remarked Ellen slily.

« Fortunately, a butterfly from the conserva-
tory happening at the right moment to settle on
'ay wrist, he was enabled to seiz¢ my hand in
order to catch the creature. I needn't add, my
dear, that I held so tight by his tingers that he
was obliged to declare himself. In short, I
believe I owe my position, Lady Rockington,

I"l “;:: :‘;:}‘esﬂY—an emperor, my dear; Sir
'har ed it all n
agitation.” 11 to pieces in his stupid

“But, auut, you must make allowance for
poor 8ir Charles, He wasg so old, you know.”

« Not the least old, Ellen—only fifty.”

«Qnly ?”

« Fifty, child, is a very goo? age furasensible

man to marry at, I was eighteen—young, im-
pulsive, with some pretensions to looks, though
not, I would ewn, as attractive as your poor
mother. ButI felt then as I feel now, that an
income is everything in this world — simply
everything. I had nothing—well—except my-
relf, so I took the common-sense view of the
matter, and expressed myself very grateful to
Sir Charles. Your poor mother was indignant,
and talked about a sacrifice to Mammon, and
all that kind of romantic rubbish; but just look
at the contrast. Here am 1 at forty, alive, well,
in an excellent position, provided for in case of
accidents, envied by nine out of every ten
women of my acquaintance; whereas, your
poor mother——"

“Is at rest,” interrupts Ellen, rising, with a
hurt expression of countenance.

They are occupying apartments in an hotel at
Southampton, previous to sailing for India, Sir
Charles has been at home for two years on
furlough, and during that time Ellen Stacey has
been under the dominion of her aunt, for whom
she does not entertain any very great affection.

Lady Rockington is too cold and too dictatorial
to amalgamate with a fresh-hearted, imagi-
native girl.

It is not improbable that Lady Rockington’s
unfe eling reflections on the misfortunes of her
dead Bister, might cause a disagreement of a
very unpleasant character between herself and
her nlege,

Fortunately, however, at the critical mowent,
a quick rap at the door is followed at once by
the eantrance of a young man of very prepos.
sessing appearance, whose frank manner and
bright ways would seem likely to entrance the
hearts of all who knew him,

¢« Oh, Mr. Capel!” cried Lady Rockington,
looking anything but delighted.

Ellen Stacey’s lips move, and the color comes
and goes in her fair face; but her eyes alone
greet the intruder.

“ How do, Lady Rockington ?—How do, Miss
Stacey ?” he says in an oft-hand fashion, « I've
come all the way from London, partly to tell
you a bit of news you'll be glad to hear, partly
to wish you good.bye.”

“Sir Charles will be pleased to see you, Mr.
Capel,” replied Lady Rockington in the chilliest
fashion.

“ What is your news ?” inquires Ellen in her
softest tone.

“ 8imply this, Miss Stacey : that I have now
every hope of remaining as secretary to Sir
Charles. The Government would not permit
him to appoint as his secretary a man in
neither branch of the service ; but, in considera-
tion of Sir Charles's strong recommendation,
and my college testimonials, they have offered
me a cavalry cadetship.”

One word of explanation-about Mr. Capel. He
is an under-graduate of a university, who has
been acting as private secretary to Sir Charles
during his residence in England. The old Indian
official has been 8o gratified by the intelligence
and ciligence of the young man, that he has
desired to retain his services in India, and was
disappointed at his request to the Government
having been refused.

“ But,” says Lady Rockington coldly, ¢ you
forget, Mr. Capel, that this cavalry cadetship
will not necessarily place you at Foozakabad.”

Foozakabad is the seat of Government where
Sir Charles presides,

Mr. Capel looks grave for a moment. Then he
replies—

“1 don’t know ; but—but surely they would
not have given me the appointment, if they had
not intended me to be secretary to Sir Charles.”

«“Not at all,” rejoins Lady Rockington; « you
will be most lively sent to Madras, or some
other part of India. You forget that there is
more than one Presidency.”

* Anyhow,” he answered cheerily, “I hope I
may have the pleasure of belng stationed not
very far from you.”

Lady Rockington looks as if such an event
would be anything but a pleasure, « We are
civilians,” she says, « and we don’t as a rule see
much of the other branch of the service.” This
very loftily.

This snub is so direct that he takes it as a
hint that he is de trop. Accordingly, he ac-
cepts the tips of Lady Rockington’s fingers, and,
as he grasps the hand of Ellen Stacey with all
the fervor of a lover, he adds—

“I shall follow you in the next steamer; I
have but to pass my examination, and procure
my outfit, and then——"

Perhaps he would say more ; but he perceives
such an expression of pain in the countenance
of the girl whom he loves that he can but
release her hand, and depart towards the P, and
O. steamer, in search of Sir Charles.

The old veteran is standing thoughtfully on
the quay. Perhaps he is wondering whether, at
his great age, he may reasonably expect to re-
turn to his native shore. His eyes are fixed
steadfastly on ‘the long dark outline of the P,
and O. steamship Jbis, which on the morrow is
to convey him eastwards, to0 8dd t0 an already
ample fortune, or to fiud & Erave among those
for whose welfare he has devoted honorably a
long life.

From this reverie he s awakened abruptly
by the advance of a well-known footstep,
trice he has warmiy grasped the hand of
Capel, who tells his tale in the fewest
adding modestly how grateful he shoylq
Sir Charles continued his patronage.

“ Why, boy,” cried the old man, «whas o0
you be thinking about ? The Government have
given you a commission in order 1o provige me
with a secretary.”

“Lady Rockington thouight not. . sug.-

words,
feel if

gested that I should be sent o Madras—or g

. where,”

Ina !
young

¢ Lady Rockington ? Fudge! Hum! That
is to say, Capel, you will dine with us. No
excuses. You are on duty. In India you will
be my military aide.de-camp, and your most
onerous duty will e to order dinner; so, for
goodness’ sake, have a few lessons of Francatelll
before you come out; and mind, boy, no dawd.
ling. You must pass at once, and follow—-"'

« By the next malil, Sir Charles, I only wish
that 1 could repeat Sir (‘olin’s words, and say,
& to-morrow.”

» - *

* -

We shall now skip over some few months,

The Rockingtons and Miss Stacey have been oc-
cupying Government Houses for some time.
FEdward Capel has been duly installed in his
comfortable berth in the lieutenant-governor's
suite, and Inasmuch as his duties compel him
to meet Ellen Stacey twice every day, it is not
much to be wondered at that both the young
people begin to understand each other, although
not one word has passed which could bz called
of a binding character, They are lovers, but
have not declared themselves to cach other,
still less to the world, which, however, being
abnormally perceptive, has its suspicions.
" The beauty and worth of Eilen Stacey have
been fully recognised by the station. Lady
Rockington, ever generous in matters of display,
has brought out Wwith her a cargo of Parisian
goods. Hence her niece is the leader of the
Foozakabad fashions, and held in reverence ac-
cordingly.

Among a countless host of admirers, one Mr,
M’Duncan, & young Anglo.Indian of forty.nine,
suffers much by an absorbing passion for Ellen
Stacey. His income is about four thousand pounds
annually, and he has saved. On his pretensions,
Lady Rockington casts a favorable eye. On his
physique, and somewhat ancient manners, Miss
Stacey looks askance., Nevertheless Mr. M’Dun-
can is not abashed. He believes that he has but
to askand have. Hence perhaps the conversa-
tion following :—-

Mr. M’Duncan: ¢ You have brought over
with you, Sir Charles, a great addition to our
station soziety.”

Sir Charles, who doesn’t understand com.
pliments, or anything short of bald British:
“Hey ? what? You mean my aide-de.camp,
Capel. Hey ?”

Mr. M'Duncan, diffidently: ¢ I—ah—alluded
to Miss—ah—Stacey—Stacey”—this with em-
phasis—¢« and in fact, 8ir Charles, I feel so
decidedly attracted—attracted—that I—ah—--""
here he pauses, perhaps from a deflciency of
breath.

8ir Charles, elevating his eyebrows and twitch-
ing the corners of his mouth: « You're in love,
M'Duncan—hey? Well, go in and win., Look
at me. Lady Rackington is now tolerably well.
preserved. Twenty-two years ago, sir, I stood
in your shoes. I was inlove. What did I do?
By Jove, M'Duncan, I acted like a man!
Without any beating about the bush, and non.
sense, I said to Lady Rockington, ¢Tell me my
fate. Yes or no. I don’t wantany ¢ ask papa’s,”
or delays. Give me sudden life or sudden death.’
Those were my words. The result was that I was
accepted, sir—married, sir—-and here we are.”

Sir Charles has evidently forgotten the epi-
sode of the butterfly, or else Lady Rockington
has been gnilty of invention.

Mr. M‘Duuncan, slowly: ¢« I have been think-
ing ot asking your permission, Sir Charles, to
pay my addresses to the young lady, but before
I make such request I should like to be inform-
ed whether her atfections are already engaged ?”’

Sir Charles: « How? what? hey? I don’t

understand. Engaged? Certainly not. Ellen
Stacey’s heart, sir, is virgin—like—hum !—
snow.”

Mr. M¢‘Dunecan, dubiously : ¢« You are quite
sure ?”

Sir Charles; « Hey? Of course,
Explain.”

Mr. M’'Duncan: « One ought not to pay at-
tention to gossip, Sir Charles—gossip—but 1
have heard Mr. Capel’s name coupled with that
of Miss Stacey.”

Without one word the plethoric and irritable
lieutenant-governor dashes off to Lady Rocking-
ton, who at once confirms Mr. M‘Duncan’s as-
sertion, Infuriated, he sends for his aide-de-
camp. Edward Capel attends the summons
promptly, and, as he stands face to face with
his patron, you might have supposed such a
splendid specimen of intelligent manhood and
gentlemanly bearing would have been regarded
with more favor, as a suitor for a bright girl’s
hand, than the sere and yellow M¢Dancan,

«« I charge you,” cries the lieutenant-governor,
«with having basely attempted to purloin the
affections of my niece, an act on your part as
mean as it is ungrateful. You haye misused,
sir, your position of confidence in this household
—shamefully, You have acted In a manner
unworthy of an officer and a gentleman. You—
hum !—deserve to be cashiered. You—hal_
are unfit for the service, Why don’t you an.
swer me, 8ir? Hey ?”

Not that ill-starred young Capel has much
chance of reply, for the words have kept pour.
ing forth from the angry old man’s mouth in g
veritable storm.

Thus brought to bay, Cornet Capel draws
bimself up to his full height, as he answers—

« I might, Sir Charles take refuge in a paltry
subterfuge, and tell you that nothing has passeq
between Miss Stacey and myself. It is & fact ;
and I could take my stand upon it. But I wii]

Why not?

not. I confess that I am deeply attached to
Miss Stacey, She is the loveof my life. Ihave

belleved—nay, more, I still believe, she Is not

indifferent towards me. I cannot be insensible

to her kindness of manner. In short, thereis g

; sort of freemasonry which tells a man when he
is loved, and—-"

1
i

. Y
« You impudent sooundrel 1” roars 8ir Char!

glving signs of inclpient apoplexy.

« Hear me but for a second,” cries ity
Capel. ¢« I admit that I—we—have beenl‘ e
of & foolish romance, Suffer me to 8PP f o5,
lancet to the wound incisively., Sir Ch“'n my
request that you will permit me to reﬂ:meﬂ"»
office of aide-de.camp, and to join My res " o,
which, belug stationed some four bundr <A
away, will be sufficiently remote 1Wm«e this
Stacey., With your conseut I will lea¥
place within an hour.”

“ Goo,” replies the licutenant-gov
may go.”

pdwerd
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CHAPTER [ in

]
That evening, Elien Stacey looks rou®
vain at the dinner-table for the man Whohe 0
loves, After the ladies have retired, sm
quires of her aunt what has become of bl Rook-

« He has behaved badly,” answers Lady o 1B
ington; « indeed, Sir Charles might haVv® fe
him cashiered, but as it is, out of regard |m€”‘
extreme youth, he is simply sent to his reg M
at Luckra, and 8ir Charles has appolnwd
Rawlings to his post.” wol‘"

S0 he has left without one message, 08¢ .
of farewell! The heart of Ellen StaceY ¥
within her. s she angry ? She does ﬂﬂt"&
Yes, she is very angry. And yet—she ;te
believe him unirue. Perhaps he will erw
one short letter, quite commonplace, QU venl”
demonstrative, but just one letter as & 80UY oy

He never does write a syllable, He
even does send her a message. Then bl‘:i
grows paler, so pale at last, that worldly © ern
Rockington prescribes cosmetlies for extl
tonics for internal application, but she ;‘:}unl'
refuses both, She has to endure the Lorsr
cious atteutions of some half a dozen ;‘Dﬂ"'
among whom she readily perceives that M -% g
can is the man selected for her by her un 8
aunt. To all she is polite, cold, and Per™® or
trifle sarcastic. She has already 8“’91 vers
heart, and even the suspicion of ber for
failthlessness cannot revoke that gift
these other men, they may be of sterling
but not to her. di ‘na"‘

At last Lady Rockington becomes 108 ;5
at her niece's reckless refusal of the job
prizes in the matrimonial lottery. In# © e
underhand sort of way she puts pressul‘em
poor girl, by making her home so unwmr
that an escape through the church doo
appear the better alternative.

Then at the proper moment,
Lady Rockington, Mr. M¢Duancan
Ellen’s great blue eyes meet his in P“m’nwr
lips form a cold, ¢ You may ask Sir napPy’
and the infatuated man believes himse! m (1.

The marriage is fixed for that day oolDE ip
Short and sharp is the process of W em"“"’
India. Edward (apel hears of the engas bo b9
but he makes vosign, Indeed, just thel
another matter to occupy his thoughts. ve re:

The mutiny has broken out. The “‘;em,\nﬂ
giment in which young Capel is cornet Pwiol'
loyal, but there is an ugly feeling of & inbict
in the mess-room as to the future, for
may be friends to-day, foes tO-mO"'Ow'fmgssﬂ

Soon, like wildfire, the intelligence © a arters:
cres and horrors comes from all b sir

Foozakabad is burnt to the grounds :gmvo&{
Charles with his family and suite are f ring by
guarded but ivefliciently, and endem";r’.
forced marches to reach the fort of LuC ttenti?®

With them follows Mr. M¢Duncan, & g 10 der
not to say tiresome. Eilen is beglﬂ““’en‘.ywir
test the man. He s 8o obtrusive, 80 ¥ ° ¢ dis*
50 unlike the brave youny heart she 680" 4 ye:
miss altogether from her memory- he us!
somehow she shudders to think thab S, sne
in all likelihood meet him at Luckra— noth :
will meet him as the affianced Onbagﬂl‘
Better, perhaps, to fall by the sword O
natives than that that should happen: _ .am¢

At last the towering fortress of Luc o6 p
in view. In hot haste their carrisé? . v
witbin its protecting walis, and a8 ‘bgem, wez
the dark, dismal quarters allotted to ¥ foro®: s8¢
learn that the cnemy is coming uplnam atd®’
that a battle is expected before the W'
break. .

« What of the —th Cavalry ?” asks I‘;‘::ﬁod

« They have mutinied at last, and X "
their officers except two, who escaped- thé

« Tell me—tell me who they el
names,” a

« Let me think,” responds the lady lﬂw ity
indifferent tone. ¢ Major Prescott;‘
Jjust now—and a Cornet somebody-

« Capel?” N

« Yes, that was the name.
and thlss’ Mr. Capel are forming & trOOl; by 1;‘?:
teer cavalry to aid the —th Europes’ el
with Captain Denver’s troop of horsé p
are our sole defenders.”’ .

Ellen shudders. 8o, after all, de"‘fnly tne
is to face death for her. Could Sh& m 2
him! But, no. She cannot 100K lie do.h’
face and say, “1 am false” Sosheé 'htoh »
and over-fatigue gives her sleep, f”’;’ pno®
is only awakened by the thunder O ot
the distance. the fort L 1

In a trice she is on the walls of py ,peﬂw
the other ladles, and at her side in & (b 8c0F o
Mr. M:Duncan. At him she loOll“‘W b

« I thought,” she says, « Mr. M
were a good rider ?” 1y.

«l afn," he answers, flushing fooll’:‘;o“g"

« Why are you not with Major 1de.” o

« My place, dearest, is by yoﬂ':empt' she

With & gesture of ineffable cont for 10
swers— ghould Pre(en“'

« Leave me, if you please; I for de
witness what the men are daring
less women,”

jﬂ‘l

ortbv

sl

it
Major P"j:f:n'

)
peé
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‘u:“hed and confounded, be retires; and she,
in &8 to an anxious mother, whose husband
o © melee, begs the loan of a telescops.
v the south of the Luckra fort stretches a
thiy ?‘“ﬂy plain. The whole of the horizon in
enen, Irection is dark with the lines of the
th ¥, who are supposed to be some fifteen
o ‘d strong, They have, providentially,
a8 o 08, but they number more than ten to one
.d“mNMd with the resolute foroe which.has
eed to meet them.
of th"’“&h the clouds of smoke the movements
taiy %:"OODS are discernible. Evidently Cap-
natyy, ver’s guns are playing hotly upon the
arg de ranks, and ihe whole etforts of the rebels
Irected towards their capture, The Euro-
b Tegiment are resisting repeated charges
ely énough, but they are surrounded, and,
Would € mutineers only adequate ammunition,
are g be cut to pileces. As it is, their hands
who full that they cannot help Captain Denver,
Volum: In imminent peril. At this crisis the
al g €r cavalry advance to the charge, with
ar, ne fury of Prince Rupert’s Cavaliers. They
br eOt soldiers, but they are the bravest of the
» magnificent horsemen, and splendidly
Their charge is miraculous ; they drive
Saugy, the hordes of Indians with terrific
:...Mi ter, and as they fall back, Captain Denver
in Opens fire on the retreating masses with
Al g ?teclslon.
Muj(:s‘ this success hae cost them dear, for
the Prescott hus tallen, and the command of
w Ve troop of gentlemen now devolves on
Toal‘d Capel, as being the only cavalry officer.
The l;helr relief, however, the enemy draw off.
Plirgy, FOPeANs are too distressed to follow in
‘DOv““" Nor is Captain Denver inclined to
dere: his guns, which are well placed for the
vmce of the fort. Of course, the voluntecr
Inde, 'Y remain to protect the artillery, which'is

th
After eir one hope,

®ors g .
gaiy tll'pmn' to have rallied and reformed, for

Wl(.h hey advance, and this time en masse.
Upon t'Mcm‘acy and effect the guns are served
th em, 8o that ere they can reach within
"’Verolr Captain Denver they have suffered
of f&LZ Y. Nevertheless, with the true instincts
ly lists, the rebels press forward, firing slow-
Ut surely, till at last one cruel shutstretches
Qver on the plain, and a wild cry goes

t the guns are lost.
the ::‘:0- With purched lips and euger cyes,
Stace oke having partially cleared away, Eillen
In l'roy beholds the charge of the volunteers.
Tideg 0t of them, waving high aloft his sabre,
kll()w the form of a young man—a form she
'Bapes t00 well. It is « moment of breathless
the U8e, The Europeans are all but broken by
¢ ®rce onslaught ot the native regiments,
!eau:ln ?enver’s guns are served now by & ser-
Datjep, The battle is apparently lost. Yet,
thrgy Ce—the English gentlemen have yet to
van In their weight. At a hand-gallop they
‘Meclce’ led by a man whose martial ardor has
d Wned each one of them. 'They are coming
higg u:‘pon the rebels, who even now can recog-
“ley he firm compressed features of men \. hom
or &ve been accustomed to obey and respect.
ity di is a cry among them as of fear, but with
Youq “Charge of musketry, and the arm of the
Side, g 0}“%: in command falls helplessly by his
By klien perceives this, and shrieks forth in
by lee Of ugony, so that the women around can
Noy “"‘ll how dear to her is that young brave
Mgy, D peril,  Onward, however, he rides undis-
lnk,:d' He is swordless, yet he leads the way
ang © mass of mutineers, who are fleeing right
ueft, till at length he falls, and, as the enemy
the "ZZ: in full retreat, he is borne wounded to

Up ¢,

3

‘:‘2 Old man has been standing on the ram-
N"‘Ce;‘ the Luckra fort, by the side of Kllen

™ grhus good eyesight for his years, and by the
digh h& 8trong glass has witnessed all. With a
« 18 VUrns to her, dashing away a tear,
llen,” pe says, 1 have done wrong.”
q Ou have, uncle,” she sobs; “you have, in-
“w My brave Edward !”
© hat,” agke he sharply, « have you chusseced
. Uncan ? Hey ?”
nev““cle, 1 can never marry a coward.
wm:na"y——oh, perhaps he is dead !’
« emotion Sir Charles presses her hand.
QHNP grant,” he murmurs, *that Edward
8 life may be spared for you and for me.”

“«

I can

»

» » - - -

“
tng R:ally, Sir Charles,” grumbles Lady Rock-
myp g “I think it is quite wrong of you to per-
m‘esemen to nurse Mr. Capel. Even in our
%0cjq; circamstances the convenances of good
“ ¥ ought to be observed. It is not proper,”
hoy, J good wife,” replies the lieutenant-gover-
“On't You married me for my mooey, and I
ny,, %8 uny reason why Capel should not
¥ my nicce for her money.”
or money, sir Charles !

%, my dear.

L3
“
Ay You will have your pension
ls };,de‘“hv which will be ample for you. [t
Saviy, I0tention, therefore, to makc over my

f &S to my piece, on her marringe.”

1)
Y gracious, Sir Charles I

“
0!:11; Y dear,” unswers he, ¢“you should never
Ung,,,, 1€ convenances of polite soclety, even
to .ayp'esent. circumstances, which I am glad
thy qull improve, for Greathed is going down
gy,
the €d, we sh;

ou, all accept his escort, and I trust

g people will be married from our house
8Y. Asfar as Pm concerned, T've had

Qi
“BOULh of India.”— Casscll's.

the respite of about an hour, the muti- |

Alry, and as Capel is well enough to be |

'
{

i

The Mistress and the Maid.

—

Nobody ever called Lady Anne Lauderdale a
pretty woman, No one ever thought her saint-
like. She was a lady, with a fine figure, and a
well-cut face ; clegant and decisive in all ber
movements.  And she said of herself that she
was cruel, and once offended, never forgave. But
she had the grand air, and many people admir-
ed her very much; and many, too, declared that
she was as good a hater as she was a lover.

Her portrait bangs upon the wall of what was
her boudoir to this day.

The artist has managed to make « splendid,
queen-like woman of her certainly,

Doubtless, if she cver resembled this portrait,
it was when, beautified by love, she listencd to
Mark Leslic’s wooing, and despite his lowly
birth, gave him heart, hand, and fortune, deeply
offending her Kindred thereby, and puzzling all
who knew her.

For Lady Annc had had offers from men of
rank and fortune, and Mark Leslie was her game-
keeper’s son.,

True, be was handsome.

No young beauty but might have been proud
of hisn Grecian nose, low forehead, scarlet lips,
and soft bluc eyes.

He had nothing grand about him, body or soul,
but he had certainly no little admiration for the
lady who stooped to love him.

For & year or two they were a modcl couple,
and if they could have changed places, so that
she had been the husband and he the wite, there
would have been nothing to wish for.

Rosine, Lady Anne’s French maid, used tode-
clare that it was charming, aud that if she ever
had a husband, she only hoped thathe would be
as devoted as Monsieur.

Rosine was a young, rosy-checked brunctte,
fresh from Paris.

She was always bright and piquante, and saucy
ax the lady’s maid in a comedy.

Not a man, high or low, but turned his head
wheu Rosine first tripped by him.

She was a8 perfect & picture in her way as
Ludy Aunc was in hers, and oh, so much pret-
tier.

Still, when they were togcther, a stranger
would say, * A lady of rank, and — ab, yex;
only ber waiting maid;” and Rosine knew that
very well, .

Sometimes it made her angry to think of the
contrast.,

Three or four years passed quickly for Lady
Anne,

Bright, beautiful ycars they always scemed,
1= she looked back.

Her husband was seldom absent from her.

He was always whispering swect praises in her
ears,

Her love for him grew apace,

They had no children, and with her witely pas.
sion mingled a motherly tenderness that her
bibes might have absorbed.

All the fierceness in her lay dormant.

It was not dead, bat love was lord of all for
awhile.

Soft lights dwelt in her eyes, sweet smiles
upon her lips, a luxurious wealth of gentleness
in her heart, and life was beautiful to her ; but
suddenly something happened to blight all this
happiness.

One bright autumn day, as she followed jthe
hounds, Lady Anne was thrown from her horse,
and taken up for dead.

They brought her home senscless, and fordays
her husband huog over her.

There was no hopz for her life for a long
while ; but at last there was a change for the
better.

She would live, but she must be a cripple for
life.

She could never even stand alone, unless a
miracle werc worked for her, and miracles are
rare.

Certainly none happened in her case, for as
time passed on, it was plain to see that the sur-
geons had made no mistake.

The activity which had been her pride was at
an eud for Lady Anne,

Rosine waited upon her constantly.

The young husband was lovingly attentive.

They were together at her bhedside a great
deal,

And Lady Anne, struggling with her bodily
agony, strove to be calm, that she might soothe
her darling.

«Ican love you still,” she whispered. ¢ Thank
Heaven, my heart is as warm for you as ever.”

Poor soul ! it was all she had to be thankful
for,

If this sad accldent had happened to the
man, there would have been a tender end to this
story.

It would have faded off like a strain of sad
love musie, leaving her beside his bed with his
hand in hers, he trebly dear to her for his mis.
fortune.

But it was the WOmMAN who lay supine upon
her couch, with all the charms ghe had pos-
sexsed riven from Ner, and he was not u very
noble man, and oMY noble men ayre tenderly
constant.

By degrees the change came,

The danget of her death was over,

The constant Watch was 1o longer needed,

An invalid for life, the Lady Anng reposed
among her pillows, 100 proud to use jier grutches
or her wheeled chiaily, and day by duy she saw
less of the man to Whom her love haq given all

she had, and all she was in her hey.day.

He was siiky and soft and gentie when he
came,but her sick-room bored him,ungd ¢he knew !
it. '

womasan to be pettish.

« It is natural,” she sald to herself, « Men
are not like women, and it grieves him to soe
me thus. Some day he will grow more used to
it.”

And she was very loving to him.

But one day, as she opened & book that had
been brought to her, a note fell from it, aud,
opening {t, she read those words—

“MY Lavy,—I am but a humble person, and
dare not avow 1nyself ; but it grieves me to see
your trust mispluced as it is, You think Rosine
a faitliful servant. Beware of her, my lady, If
youcould but sce what I have seen in the bal-
cony that opens from your boudoir; if you could
but hear what 1 have heard there, in the dusk
of the cvening, you would know what I dare not
tell.

“ Yet, my lady, at least I can say this. Your
maid is very beautiful, and your husband seems
to know it.

« While you lic upon your couch, Satan is at
work within your dweliing. That you may
thwart him I give you this hint.

“ Tam, my lady, an unknown, humble

“ WELL-WISHER,”

Lady Annc crushed the note in her hand and
hid it in her bosom.

No servant had written this ; that she knew
by its wording.

Her thonghis flew to her doctor, to the clergy-
man, to others who might have been cognisant
of the aflairs of her household.

With her blood boiling, she remembered cer-
tain things that bad not seemed of much im-
portance before, and she particularly recalled the
fact that Rosine was always absent from her by
permission about dusk, and that her husband
nevet came to her at that time.

Vowing to herselt to know the truth, she hid
bher emotion from Rosine all day, and when the
dusk of evening came, she begged to be left quite
alone,

It was a still, warm evening.

The stars twinkled in the sky, but the moon
had not yet risen.

In such hours as these had love words been
whispered to Lady Aunne, in the days of her
strength and beauty.

Memories of stealthy meetings with the game-
keeper’s sen crowded the poor woman's soul and
mingled with her doubts and terrors.

With a shudder, she reached forth her hand
and took up those velvet-handled crutches which
stood near her, though she had hitherto refused
to use them.

They made no sound on the velvet carpet as
she dragged berself across the room.

She reached the window at last, and leaned
agaiust the sill, weak and panting.

Below lay the balcony that opened from her
boudoir.

From it voices ascended to her ear.,

The tones were low, almost to:hose of a whis-
per, but she hcard the words plainly.

They were not many, but they were enough.

Rosine and Lady Anne’s husband were there
together.

His hands was upon her shoulder,

“ But you know you arc the prettiest girl in
England,” 8aid he. ¢ You don’t need me to tell
you that.”

“Monsieur flatters,” said Rosine,

“You make me wish I were not a married
man every day of my life,” sald he.

« Ah, mon Dieu,if Madame heard !” said Ro-
sine.

« But Madame doesn’t,” hesald. « And what
harm is there in praising a pretty girl? I'm not
a slave, if I am married,”

Then he kissed her, and she slapped him softly,
very softly, in the face, and ran away.

She ran straight to Madame's room.

There was no light there as yet, but at the door
a hand caught her by the neckerchief and held
her fast.

In the faint starlight she could see the tall
form, in its white wrapper, supported on its
crutches,

But the hands were strong enough in all c¢on.
science,

She dared not use force enough to shake them
off.

« Base wretch!” whispered Lady Anne’s voice
in her ear. ¢ I know you now. Leave my house
to-night. Go back to your native land, and out
of his sight for ever, or, cripple as I am, I will
find you out. My feet are useless—God help me!
— but my hands are strong, and with them, if
you ever return to England, I will strangle you,
whether I am living or dead.”

The hand at Rosine’s throat clutched it asshe
spoke so fiercely, that when she left it go, the
girl fell gasping to the ground.

She did not wait to see what befell Lady Anne,
but, when her breath returned, crawled out of
the room, went to the housekeeper for her
wages, and ere the next day’s dawn broke, she
was gone, no one knew Whither,

A gauntold Scotchwomall took her place, and
Lady Anne kept her secret to herseif; but her
heart was broken.

She died of that, and not of her injuries,
whatever the doctors might say.

But her will remained unaltered, and her hus.
band inherited all her property, no other legal
helrs existing.

When she was dead, h¢ Wept for her, and
wore mourning for her the brober time ; butat
the end of the year he left England for 4 while,
and crossed the Channel to France,

When he returned, a second wife bore him
company,

Gay, triumphiant, happy, in her new dresse
and jewls, she entered her home.

The old servanls were indignant, the new ones
curious,

Rosine passed them haughtily, and without
the courtesy a wcll-born mistress would have
exhibited.

Her husband led her to her boudolr (that in
which she had so often waited upon Lady Anne),
and left her to herself.

The supreme moment had come to her igho-
ble soul.

She fastened the door and looked about her.

All these luxurious appointments were her
own,

This was her
box.

Her dresses Were to hang in those wardrobes,
her feet to reposc upon that footstool.

This glass would mirror her face.

And down upon her, as she stood insvlently
rejoicing, gazed the porirait of dead Lady Anne,
with her grand air and her haughty smile,

Rosine stood before it and menaced it with
her little clenched hand,

“Ah, ha!” she said. + See then, my lady.
This is all mine. What can you do now—you,
cold in yourgrave ? You said you would strangle
me, if 1 ever camne within his sight again., Here
[ stand then, my lady. Here I stand, his wife.
[ am all ready for your vengeancc. Ha, ha,
ha 1”

But, as she smiled insultingly up into the face
of the picture, her laugh changed to a shriek of
borror, for, from out the canvas, she saw that
face bend down. The figure bowed itself to-
wards her.

The hands darted forth.

They hovered over her a mowment, and then
met about her throat in an awful death-like
grip.

An hour after, the brideroom having called
for his bride in vain, had the door of the bou-
doir broken in.

They found Rosine lying dead upon the flgor.
with a horrible black mark about her neck, and
her eyes starting from their sockets, before the
pleture of my Lady Anne Lauderdale.

velvet chair, thut her jewel

QR
HABITS OF AUTHORS.

The methods of composition employed by au.
thors have been as various and interesting as
the lives of authors themselves, and the history
of these methods is one of the most entertain-
ing and important passages in literary biography
Old Burton kept a commonplace book, the con-
tents ‘of which he poured int> his ¢ Anatomy of
Melancholy.” Thomas Fuller, who advises
everybody to follow his example, did the same.
Barthius, Turnebus, Scaliger, most of the medi.
@val scholars, and notably Butler, who by that
means enriched his ¢« Hudibras ” with such an
amount of learning, adopted a like method. So
did Southey, and the ¢ Doctor” i8 the product.
Bentley bought all his books with wide margins,
and jotted on the sides whatever struck him in
the reading, and thus supplied the defects of a
memory exceptionally imperfect. Pope was for
ever collecting materials, and at once noted
down a thought which struck him, even in con-
versation in a crowded room. He would ring
his servants up at all hours of the night to get
him writing materials for the purpose. Sher-
idan and Foote were ever on the alert for wit.
Addison took notes for his essays. Johnson
pursued the same course for his ¢ Rambler,”
and Hogarth would sketch on his nail any
face that struck him, and in this way he man-
aged to furnish his wonderful galleries of por-
traits. Adschylus, if we are to credit Elian,
could never write until he was intoxicated;
and, according to Horace, this was the case
with Epnius and Cratinus. Ben Jonson wrote
the best under the influence of canary. Sher.
idan prepared his marvellous speech on the
Oude charge in a tavern, after swallowing
tumbler after tumbier of brandy. The younger
Pitt was often under the influence of port when
he spoke, and Dundas, if we may believe one
of Porson’s epigrams on the subject, could
never speak till he was ¢ far gone.” Black-
stone wrote his ¢ Commentaries ” with a bottle
of port before him, and Beckford ¢ Vathek”
supported by constant draughts of the same,
Shadwell stimulated himself by opium. The
arch impostor Psalmanaazar, Colerldge and De
Quincey used the same stimulant. Drydenand
Fuseli ate raw meat to insure vivid dreams.
Voltaire was never without his cotlee, and Byron
wrote ¢ Don Juan” under the influence of gin,
Many literary masterpieces were written at u
sitting. The first draft of s« The Custle of
Otranto” was nearly finished thus, the author
onlydesisting because he was physically unable to
hold his pen. ¢« Vathek ' was completed in three
days and two nights of incessant effort, Dryden
finished ¢ Alexander’s Feast” in a day and a
night; and it is sald that Mrs. Browning wrote
« Lady Geraldine’s Courtship ™ in twelve hours,
Shelley, Byron and Theodore Hook wrote with
amazing rapidity ; so did Scott, who seldom or
never corrected. Dryden tells us that his
thoughts came pressing In so fast that he had
scarcely time for selection. He composed the
“ Parallel between Poetry and Painting” in
twelve mornings, and the “Medal” in a few
‘days. It wasthe same with Johnson, who wrote
| his « Life of Savage” in alittle more than thirty.
| xix hours, and * Rasselus” to defray the exe
i penses of Lin wother’s funeral,
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CHAPTER XL.

The crew had collected forward, and where
holding counsel amongst one another. Their
looks were dark and vengeful, and their
thoughts and words were in accordance with
their looks. They had forgotten how really kind
and generous was the Captain they served. They
only remembered that he was depriving them
of their daily allowance of rum, and that they
wished to be revenged on him for that act.
Every man felt alike in this affair, and every
man, save one, wis alike resolute in the deter-
mination he had formed.

«He'’s a cowardly lubber, a mean swab, dc-
servin’ o’ bein’ well tarred an’ feathered, that
likes his tot o’ grog, an’ losin’ it, is afeared to
speak upabout it, an’ demand its restitootion !?
one of the sailors remarked, his eyes fixed upon
the hoatswain,

The seaman thus addressed turned his quid
in his mouth, and folded his bare, sunburnt
WIS,

« Lookee here, shipmates,” said he ; « I’m a
old fellar as has seen a good deal one way an’
another, and I means to say as how I never seed
1 mutinous affair prosper ; one road or {'other,
the mutinous alus come to grief. I likes my
Lot at sea an’ on shore as well as anny British
tar as ever was, or ever will be. I confess to
that fact like a honest man, in a straightfor’ard,
upright, an’ downright’ fashion ; but I ain’t
agoln’ fur to do a great wrong to obtain a little
tight ; not I, indeed! I onderstands my dooty
an’ discipline as agood sailorort; an’if sobe as
I diskivers that I can’t git iny grog by fair
means, why, then, 1 drops the subjeck like a
hot tater, an’ tries to endoor with Christian for.
titood the misfortin as can’t be mended. The
skipper, take him allin all, aren’t a bad skipper;
but he be & man o’ his word, who, when he Says
u thing means to stick by it to the last; an’ I
don’t blame him for that, prowidin’ as how he
hadn’t said a syllable about our rum betn’ stop.
ped. Now, shipmates, I've said my say ; an’,
hevin’ said that, I’ll say no moor at present ;
leastways, not if I can help it!”

The boatswain had been listened to with evi-
dent impatience and anger, with flashing eyes
und clenched hands,

“Then yow'll put up with this piece of injus.-
tice 1” said one of the men,

“Well, I must endoor it, I supposes,” the old
man rejoined, with a resigned air.

“ You're a swab !”” exclaimed one.

“A son of a greasy sea—cook " eried a se-
cond.

“ None of yowr inflections on my pbarentage 1"
broke forth the boatswain, with some ire, « My
father was & landsman—I'll not deny thag fact
— but he wara honest man, an’ a maker o
sails, which 18 & employment honorable enough
when you takes it to pieces, and looks into it
close.”

His specch was replied to with a snecring
luugh and muttered oaths ; and then the male.
contents turned »way, and proceeded to hold
counsel amongst themselves, utterly ignoring
the presence of the old sailor, who soon left the
spot, and souzht cmployment in another part of
the vessel.

«“There’s sixteen on us,” said one ot the sailors ;
« the ship’s in our own hands—we can do as we
like with it.”

« Ay, ay, to be sure,” answered scveral voices
all together,

“« We'll make the Mary Annour own property,
and lead a free life on the seas, eh shipmates ?”
proposed another,

“No, no,” objected a third ; ¢ that sort of a
proceedin’ on our part would be very dangerous.
Rum’s the present question—rum’s the cause of
vur discontent—then let our struggle be to re-
cover our rights, and nothing but our rights

« But supposin’ that, with all our strugglin’,
we fail in obtalnin’ what we struggle for, what
then ?”

«Then let the skipper take care of himself 1"’
returned another of the men, shaking high his
clenched hand.

“«Well try the Cap’n once more,” suggested i
suilor, who had been silent till now.

# Once more,” answered several voices; «an’
for the last time !”

And as they spoke they moved away, and
went aft in search of their commander ; but, ere |
they reached the cabin entrance, they encount. '
ered the steward, a small, active man, hearing
a covered tray in his hands.

The foremost of the crew stopped and accosted
him,

“Are we going to have any grog to-day ?»
asked the sailor.,

*I really haven’t the remoiestidea,” the stew-
ard replied, in his politest manner.

«Ideu!” sneered the questioner. “ Wedidn'y, |
vxpect 48 how you had any sich thing insige
your silly noddle. Has the Cap'ngiven youany '
orders about the matter allooded to ?”

“None at present, 1 assure you, upon my
honor.”

»Your honor!” laughed the sailor.

* Did yer

hear him, mates? What's under this tray 2’ he
added, lifting off the cover as he spoke, and lay.
ing bare a couple of fowls prepared for cooking.
“Hum ! the cuddy dinner, steward, eh ? That's
good ; if we can’t get our rum, we'll hev some-
thing else in its place: what say you, mates ?’

There then ensued a consultation amongst the
malecontents, and the steward began to tremble
for the safety of the cabin dinner.

“Really, ’pon my word, now, this may he a
rich joke on your part, my men,” said he, ¢ but
I confess I don’t see the fun of it Let me go
about my business and do you all go about
yours.”

At this the sailor who had spoken snatched up
the two fowls and held them aloft.

“Go tell the skipper that he'll hev’to whistle
for his dinner to-day,” said he. ¢ To the galley,
mates,” he continued, addressing his compa-
njons, «to the galley! We’ll hev’ a feast on this
occasion, eh, my lads 2’

“ Ay, ay, to the galley !” was the universal
cry.

“It’s scandalous, really !” exclaimed the
steward, getting excited, and waxing scarlet in
the face. “I never saw such hehavior in all my
life—never. Restore that pair of fowls instanter,
I charge you, or it will he the worse for you all,
I can tell you!”

“ Really, now, will it ?” sneered the spokes-
man of the party. ¢« We'll see about that, my
fine gentleman! Hand over the key of your
storeroom 1"

“What?"returned the steward, retreating in
alarm.

“ Hand over to us the key of your storeroom,”
tepeated the sailor; “you aren’t deaf, are you ?”

“No, no ; certainly not,” rejoined the man,
quakingly ; ¢ but I haven’t the storeroom key
about me ; I haven’t, indeed!” he added, en-
deavoring to make his escape as he spoke,

“No, no, you don’t, mate,” cried the sailor,
his disengaged hand at once gripping the cabin
servant’s shoulder. ¢« We means to hev’ that
there key, so prodooce it 17

“ I can’t—I positively can’t ! Ishouldn’t feel
justified in such an act ! What! Betray my trust
—glve you the key of the ship’s storeroom ? I
am not yet gone mad, my men !”

“ Never mind that, We wants the article, an’
what’s more, we'll hev’ it! Now 2"

“Youw've had my answer,” responded the stew-
ard, in a sturdy manner.

Here the sailor shook the manin his grip.

“You don't want us to use violence towards
you ?” said he, tightening his hold of the man’s
collar.

“Violence ! What do you mean 2 exclaimed
the steward, in the utmost dismay.

“ Mean ! You knows well enough ! Come, the
key !”

“I have told you once, and for all, that T have
it not about me,” was the firm rejoinder.

“It’s a lie !” shouted the sailor. « Mates, sarch
his pockets !’

At this moment, Captain Williams, hearing
raised voices, appeared upon the scene.

“What 1s the meaning of all this ?” he asked,
authoritatively., ¢« Why are you thus offering
violence to the cuddy-servant ?”

“Oh, he knows !” answered the sailor, very
saueily.

¢ That is not sutficient,” the Captain observed,
with the utmost coolness, ¢ It i8 requisite that
T should also know !”

“Well, then, we want our rum, Cap’n ; and
sich bein’ denied to us, we are goin’ to take it—
goin’ to get the storercom key, and help our-
selves to everything there we likes !”

«Indeed !” returned the Captain, in the same
collected manner as before, « Now, you'll oblige
me by letting my servant go!” he continued,
fixing his eyes upon the foremost of the muti-
neers, “It strikes me very forcibly that you
will all be made to repent this outrage ! Let
the man go, or by heaven, I’ll make you do
so!”

The sallor did not relax his hold of the stew-
ard, who mude no struggle to regain his liberty ;
and the men muttered, and exchanged dark and
menacing 100ks with one another,

“Am I to be obeyed ?” pursued the Captain,
glancing from one face to another, and well un-
derstanding the expression of each.

“ Let the swab adrift, mate !” said one of the
sallors, in a surly tone. ¢ We aren’t in no hur-
ry for an hour or so; we can bide a little longer
for what we wants, and what we’ll hev’ !

“Ugh!” uttered the seaman, flinging off' the
steward, and then throwing the pair of fowls
overboard.

The Captain watched the act with angry feel-
ings. He did not speak for some seconds ; but
his white, quivering features, fully reveualed
the commotion of his mind.

«Ithought my crew was composed of men ;
but I find I have erred in my judgment—that Y
have manned my ship with a set of fiends 1"
sald the commander.

« We wants our rights !’ burst from five or
six mouths ; « only our rights, Cap'n, nothin’
more !”

Captain Williams reflected for several mo.
ments before he replied. He could not for an
instant entertain an idea of meeting the de.
mands of his men ; he could not permit them
to govern bim; and yet to further refuse their
requirements would be dangerous in the ex.
treme. Heknew not what to do. His natyre
was neither timid nor yielding, but discretiop
told him how uselcss it would be to oppoge 5
whole ship’s company when such had rigey iy,
mutiny against him,

The men noted his hesitation, and therefyom
augured favorably for themselves.

The Captain turned on his heeland retraoy g
his steps, reached the cabin doOr, 4t Which Tyey.

moro was standing, a silent witness of the whole
scene.

The men, who had followed their com-
mander, now ranged themselves hefore the
cabin entrance. They looked deflant and reso-
lute.

The steward had regained his pantry, where
he was lamenting the loss of his pair of fowls,
and contemplating the prudence of wringing the
necks of a couple of others.

« Now, my men,” said the Captain, turning
and addressing them, «let me advise you to act
with common 8ense. Go back to your daty, and
let me hear no more of your murmurings.”

“We're here for our rights, Cap'n; an’ we
mean to hev’ them !’ returned the spokesman
of the party.

Captain Williams made no reply, but entered
the cuddy, and closed its door in the face of the
speaker.

JThere now arose tumultuous and savage
shouts ; and, rushing forward, the men burst in
the opposing panels, and entered the presence
of their master, who flew into his state-room,
whence he returned with a couple of pistols in
his hands,

The cabin was full of consternation ; and,
after the lapse of & few seconds, the mutineers
were confronted by four armed men, none of
whom appeared to be lacking in determination
and courage.

Seeing the arms, the sailors retreated a little,
their boldness somewhat checked and daunted.
They had expected to meet with some resist-
ance, but they had never dreamed of being met
by four armed men, by men who were all well
skilled in the pulling of triggers and the loading
of guns,

“ Leave the cabin, every mother’s son of ye !”
said the Captain, with suppressed rage. “ Away,
without a single word more, or I fire upon you
in sheer self-defence !”

The mutineers did not stir, but ventured curses
in a muttered, growling way. They were baulk-
ed in their wicked intentions, and their hearts
were brimful of malice and revenge,

“Am I to be obeyed ?”” cried the Captain, his
pistol raised ready to fire.

There came no answer. The men'’s faces
showed a dogged obstinacy ; they looked ready
to sell their very lives for a draught of accursed
alcohol. Nevertheless, they soon slunk away
out of the cabin, and, seeking the forecastle, held
fresh counsel with one another,

These men seemed to have become perfect de-
mons, and they had become so only through
being deprived of their accustomed fiery
draught.

They ignored their duty quite, and they re-
garded no one. Rum, rum, was their cry, their
continuous ory; rum, for which they were
rcady to imperil the safety of both body and
soul.

CHAPTER XLI.

Two whole days had gone by in calmness ; but
the captain was watchful, and suspicious of his
men, who had not yet been supplied with & sin-
gle drop of alcohol. He felt no security in his
position — he was fearing lest his men should
break out afresh, — lest they should do so0 at a
moment when he was unprepared to meet them.
The passengers, one and all, were now 1iving in
constant terror, dreading to seek their pillows
at night, and dreading also the breaking of each
succeeding day.

Meanwhile, loaded with heavy irons and
placed under hatches, Pidgers was groaning
away his hours in darkness and utter loneliness.
His dally food, which was biscuit and water,
was brought to him by the under-steward, some-
times by the cabin-boy, neither of whom ever
exchanged a single syllable with the privoner
who hitherto had uttered no word to them.

One night Pidgers was surprised by the ap-
pearance of one of the sailors bearing a light and
a flle in his hands.

“Here, mate,” said the seaman, presenting
Pidgers with the file, — ¢ here, get to work ut
once, and set yourselfatliberty, We wants you
lo help us to take possession of the ship, wnd
send the captain and his passengers all to Davy
Jones's locker.”

Pidgers lifted up his bleared eyes, and stared
at the speaker, unable to credit the evidence of
his sight or ears.

¢ What do you mean ?” he demanded, In an
abrupt manne:,

¢“What do I mean? Why, exactly what I
says,” rejoined the sallor, « Take the file, man
alive, and make the best use you can of it !’

Pidgers stretched out his knctted fingers and
grasped hold of the proffered implement. He
thought he was in a dream, so wholly unexpect-
ed was the sailor’s visit.

“You knows your way to the fokesell 27 pro.
ceeded the seamau, significantly.

Pidgers nodded his head affirmatively.,

“Well, then, when yow've finished that job,
and gotten your limbs once more out 0’ limbo,
make good speed there.” .

«I will,” answered the man, his mind stj]]
full of confusion and perplexity. o

“You'll make all the haste you can?

«That you may depend on !”

The sailor then quitted the prisoner, and went,
his ways to acquaint his shipmates With what
he had done. .

Iu the inky darkness of his solitude, Pidgers
filed away at his irons — filed away until his
fingers were fairly cramped with their task, He
heard the rats around him, nay, sometimes he
felt them leap upon his shoulders ; but he hqed.
ed little now, when he was seeking to free him-
self from his hateful imprisonment, and to es.

cape from justice,

could

His heart was beating triumphantly : he oo be

=carcely keep his voice silent, so rejoiced W
at his approaching freedom. W0 be 8
« T know’d I'd trick ’em ; I knowed I sell.
match for 'em !” he muttered within himt
« I'll pay 'em out for stickin’ me in irons, sg:nno
won’t, Tack possession o' the ship! I Iked
exactly whaten the feller meant when he t& 56
about that air sendin’ o’ the Cap'n an’ the ‘&ons
engers to Davy Jones’s locker ; but I re .
it be somethin’ as the Cap'n won't like Tve
clarly well, an’ that'll just soot me toa b ©
got — or as good as got—yo agin in my P‘"m y!
Maister Desmoro, alias Red Hand. Ebh hea
won’t yo be in a rare pickle whey yo get? "w
that I'se shakin’a loose leg once more * way

And Pidgers chuckled heartily, and filed 8
in high glee.

It was long before his task was finished. W’:gl:
it was completed, he groped his way over o
tops of the wool bales, forcing himself thr®
one aperture after another, until he reache
partition which divided the forecastle from nds
forehold. Here, pausing, he passed his h‘on,
over and over the boards till he found the ©
he sought for, the one which he had been 1B iy
habit of removing, and which he now &
pushed aside. the

Pidgers then introduced his ugly head into b
forecastle—which was dimly lighted by & 8°
ary oil lamp hanging from a beam—and 66 =
the man who had brought him the file, he
1y entered the place.

< Oh, here’s the chap, mates 1" spoke the s
man, who was known to Pidgers. the

“I don’t like him,” returned another of o 0L
men, glancing at the awkward, halting ﬂl“; ,
the villain, «Who’s he, an’ what's he e
here ? We don’t know anythin’ about him, thab
that he killed that poor feller Dodd; an qu't
act warn’t to his credit, seeing as how bed!
take place in a fair stand-up fight.” 4D

“He's got a pair of hands that'll help us" ¥ /¢
swered the first speaker, who was the I ‘l’ﬂlﬂ‘
the matiny, and that is all we shull want of g
“ We can’t afford to be very partic’lar &b"“w
character, an’ sich like ; the more desper®
is, the fitter he’ll be for the work we
hand.”

“ Ay, ay, Bill is right there, mates ; .
want no chicken-hearted ones amongst U
served a third sailor. ood &

«In course not — in course not,” agr aL,”
fourth, #8it down and hev something to 837
he added, inviting Pidgers to a seat on 0D® all
the sea—chests ranged under the hammocks oy
round the forecastle ; « I reckons yer huné
eh?” 1o 76°

« Yes, dreadful hungry !” was the rascal’s +he
ply, as he took the proffered seat amongst with
sailors, one of whom handed him a biscuit
a slice of fat pork upon it. atch

Presently it struck eight bells; then the W& =)
was called, and several men came dowD
the deck. four

“The cabin lights has been out sinc® red:
bells,” said one of the newcomers, as he 9,"‘”

« All's quiet ; now’s our time for work ! malle

Pidgers understood the words, and his list-
cious heart bounded in his bosom as he
ened. arltys”
«They're all lulled :into a idea of 8ec i
continued the same speaker ; « they 00 10
expect us than they expects a earthquake:

« Hev you all got your marlinespikes a1’ Y’
knives ready ?” asked another. pad

The boutswain, whose watch on deck The
just expired, now appeared on the scene. upod
old man started back as his eyes fell
Pidgers. .

The wrotoh ws Killed Dodd 1 he cried; '::e-
cents of horror. «What's he adoin’ of .
mates ?” he asked in angry and tremul "
cents. « I thought as how he war safe in
an’ stowed away under hatches.
adoln’ of here, Isay ? He arn’t it compal™y o,
a old tar like me, an’ I'll not hev him &
of me!” d

The sailors laughed at this speech, 80 s
boatswain went on in the same straid
fore, protesting against the prescnce of the
ful Pidgers.

«He air detilement to my sight, for he o
spiller of human blood 1” exclaimed th
sailor, with great warmth, « Oh I’ mates,
what be ye adoin’ of 2——what mischief be
planuin’ of ?”* kno¥’

“What’s the use of inquiring, when yer od 1B°
well enough what we’re all up to ! rejoip
leader of the mutineers, pout”

«Bill Saunders, beware ! warmed the ' ;o
swain, ¢ The crew of the Mary Ann W&l anl
as honest a set of fellows as ye'd tind ig gov*
latitood, on anny sea, ontil ye, a noo hant aﬂ"n'
on a inflamin’ of their minds with yer 6% 4
ous words agin’ the skipper an’ the har’ .
passengers. I knows well the cause © s
plaint. I misses my totof grog as bad a8 kiPPet
of ye, an’ I’ve spoke my mind to the 8 ors ab
about it, but I don’t mean to turn rampss
the thing, an’ do what I ortn’t ; an’ as fur crup¥

« HBelay there—belay there, mate !” mt:reswd
ed the sailor, whom the boatswain bad ad ann¥
as Bill Saunders, “ We don’t wan; ’t’? heal .
of yer preaching—not we, indeed! e

The It’)ld man turned aside. +I'd than:;{he
very much if so be as yer'd make W“:f; dger™,
top o’ my chist !” he said, speaking 1O m goiB
Who bLappetied to be sitting on it “T'Z 80
to turn in I” he continued, tlinging bhim#
his hammock as he spoke. cneme'

“You're not goin’ to join us in our S
to-night 2 demanded the man Saunderf‘t"swain;

“Speaking to me?" jnquircd the DO
his head already on his pillow. . ans

“Ay, to you, old fellow !” Bill made

“ [ aren’t!” was the briefrejoinders
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“ Then

old by Jouwll hev to share the Cap'n’s fate,
The P!” Bill responded, with a frightful oath.
tswain started on his elbow in sudden

‘“
lmwanhg‘ do yer mean ¥’ he questioned, in anx.
« Ye,m":;ishted h!;yl,lables. nat we' .
are what's u at we've got on
B0 aageq By,
b; looking puzzled and terrified
y.}&:}: solemnly shook his head,
Nage » Te a.goin’ to take possession of the ship,
:8; the Mgry Ann?
“y, the Mary Ann, mate.”
ord love an’ gave us all!” exclalmed the
Wain, clasping his horny hands, and raising
©. «Hev it raly come to that state o’
N evm':tf »
't I said it hev!” returned Bill, some-
wl‘l.ni" favagely, d it hev et ,
ity %; all the Cap’n’s own fault—every bit of
Of they hat business hed he to deprive his men
wp T lawful allowance o’ grog, eh
Bed 1, t be true enough, Blil! What business
selr the Yo do anny sich thing? I've axed my-
Hvig € same question fifty times without de-
axiy of the Jeast satisfaction of anny sort from
Dye Of 1t angwered the old seaman. «But
fir gy €l & sajlor, man an’ boy, now agoin’ on
diseg ty year, an’ I never run my head aglin’
aly. Pline, an' all that sort o’ thing—never! I've
fory, €l g fellar as knowed my dooty, an’ per-
"hh:g it 1o the best of my ability ; an’ I says
ang 0’ sticks to it, too—that I'll never aid
u"“l’et in anny mutinous affatr on board o’ the
heg Ann, or anny other ship. Now ye hev
Jeck l"me’ an’ I've no more to say on the sub-
“
Oby }Vel], ye'll abide by the consequence of yer
p I"ﬂcy ?” gald Bill Saunders.
Th Will, mate, heaven helpus!”
“wal:' men now drew apart, out of the boat-
other 8 hearing, and held counsel with one an-
Py,

the dgers wag amongst them, eagerly assisting

™ With his base advice, to which they pald
due attention, " vP

CHAPTER XLII

le,ﬁe old boatswain had dropped into a heavy
Rers T when the men, accompanied by Pid-
Sely. all repaired on deck, and armed them-
lllg:ts With marlinespikes and staves. The
ste, uWB.s calm and lovely, and the ship was
o Y proceeding on her course. All was
© around, and the moon and the twinkling
lndm Shone brightly on gently-rippling waters,
On the ship’s white-swelling sails.
the :1 Whole of the crew, with the exception of
ore an at the wheel and the old sailor below,
cor ROW before the cabin door, when the offi-
r’tyWhOBe watch on deck it was, addressed the

':DI‘ &nything the matter, my men ?” he asked,
dering to see 50 many of them on deck un.
Mmoned.

lp'ftk:]e mutineers made no answer ; but Saunders,
he hxlns upon the poop, struck the officer on
" Nead, and laid bim insensible on the deck.
An OW, lads,” sald their leader, « follow me }”?
aod o 80 saying, he unfastened the cuddy door,
The“!ered the saloon.
“&hte blace was almost in darkness; a solitary
the Was swinging to and fro over one end of
Suddy table, flinging around it dim, ghostly
doo:' Which rendered the several state-room
'&ys Just visible, and allowed you to find your
10 each of them.
the ® Captain, who was on the alert, hearing
4 Vldllnen enter, softly tapped at the partition
. bg his state-room from that belonging to
Moro and Colonel Symure.
‘lln’n 4nswering tap at once reached the Cup-
8 ear,

vi {8 mode of communication had been pre-
ten ly arranged by the Captaln and his pas-
BETs, Desmoro, In a like way, had aroused

e
"-&ngou“t d’Auvergne, who arose on the in.

r Th.e Frenchman was timid enough on ordina.
0 gtcasions, but on this he was collected, and
othing dismayed.
et re Mmutineers had not reckoned on the slight-
camzsiistance being offered on the part of the
thag, thn and the passengers. They imagined
Plete ey would have an immediate and com-
Vvictory over them.,

th W, 48 they burst into the several state-rooms,

an Were met with powder and bullets, and
or de:'d“el‘ ran dropped down either wounded
!h'flhe Utmost confusion and riot reigned, and
ek, maledictions, and groans filled the air.
V'er:“her the staves nor the marlinespikes
Were Of any use, sceing that the holders of them

It 50 noon rendered powerless themselves,
C“Dt;'ias a scene of terrible bloodshed ; but the
theyy 0 and his passengers were ouly acting in
Bery t"‘m defence, and reckoned not the trig-

ey pulled.

to ¢ BY of the mutineers had retreated, afraid
Wou,ee the loaded pistols, and leaving their
iny‘ded and dead companions behind them,
Tenyy BT€0 of the crew and the rascal Pldgers
eng, .ned to fight the battle now Dearly at an
Thad those were soon overcome and securcd.
bem‘e frst mate, who had started out of his
n &n bearing the first pistol tired, bad rushed
Sisluyg, @ 8cene, and was rendering his best as.
"““lnw in binding the arms and legs of the
"hereeer" who were carried between decks,
"’!‘og; ing heavily manacled, they were lett
%udnc?‘ their treachery and their late wicked

P
Wgers, whg bad been again frustrated i his

revenge, Was once more in irons, once more a
prisoner under the ship’s hatches. He moaned
and groaned, fmd loudly swore, so full of rage
was ne at being again batfled in his dark de-
sigos.

What was he todo now? He certainly saw
no earthly chance of escape for him just at pre-
sent, nor did he perceive any hope for him in
the future. All was durkness, near and afar off
him.

He writhed and gnashed his teetb when bhe
remembered how hig prey had been snatched
out of his very grasp.,

But his rage was wholly impotent; for what
availed all his anger, since here he lay, loaded
with chains and fast battened under hatches.

Captain Williams and the Mary Ann were
both pliaced under considerable and painful dif-
ficulties at this time. Three of the sailors had
fallen in the latc contest, and several others
were 80 seriouvsly wounded as to be entirely un.
able to perform their accustomed duties.

The mate wWho had been struck down, soon
recovered his consciousness and his strength;
he bad only been stunned for a time, nothing
more.

It was 4 most fortunate circumstance for
our friends that the weather remained calm
and the wind favorable, remembering that the
vessel was almost unmanned, and that the offi-
cers and the passengers had to work her asbest
they could,

The boatswain, who, you recollect, bad re-
fused to join the mutineers, went about his se-
veral duties In a most earnest yet saddened
manner, shaking his head, and groaning over
the unhappy state of atfuirs on board of the
Mary Ann. He saw the bodies of his dead ship-
mates cousigned to a watery grave, and he
watched by the wounded men with patience,
zeal, and Christian charity, all the while pro-
testing that it was in consequence of the Mary
Ann’s baving salled on a Friday that all these
terrible mishaps had occurred on board of her.

¢“I could hev told the skipper what would

come of sich a howdacious act as puttin’ out to
sea o a Friday, There aren't sich another mis.
fortunate day in the whole calendar—leastways,
I never yeard on anny sich, and I be a old man
as has yeard on a good sight o’ things in my
time,” the boatswain observed to the steward
one day. ¢I aren’t sooperstitious—not I, in.
deed,” pursued he, with a sage nod of his head ;
“I’'m only a reasonable man, us can believe
what he seex, and what he years.”
- You can imagine how busy and anxlous the
Captain and his passengers had become, with
their hands thus filled with almost the entire
management of the ship.

The Count, Colonel Symure, and Desmoro, all
lent their ready assistance in working the ves-
sel, in pulling ropes, hoisting and lowering sails,
and in performing various other necessary du-
ties.

The late tragical events on board had cast a
deep gloom over the occupants of the cuddy,
who were praying for a continuance of mild
weather, and a sight of the English shore.

Marguerite, whose nervous system had re-.
celved a severe shock by the recent outbreak,
and the fatal events which had occurred, was
seldom seen on deck now. She had learned to
tremble at almost every sound she heard—to
shudder at every passing shadow. And she had
become pale and thin, and altogether different
from her former self,

The Count was much concerned on higdaugh-
ter’s account, and Desmoro was constantly blam-
ing himself as being the cause of this great
change in her. Of course, the Count would have
been blind indeed not to have discovered how
matters were standing between Marguerite and
the Colonel’s son. But he made no remark on
the subject—he suffered matters to go their own
way. He was & very easy-tempered little gen-
tleman; not without considerable pride, I grant
you, but disliking all sorts of trouble, and loving
peace and comfort amazingly., He admired
Desmoro exceedingly. Yes, notwithstanding
all his antecedents, the somewhile bushranger
held a warm place in the worthy Frenchman’s
heart.

Thus, unrebuked by either word or look from
her father, Desmoro paid open attention and
court to Marguerite, and the lovers were as
happy as they could be under existing circum-
stances.

But confident as she was of the devotion of
Desmoro, Marguerite’s health continued todroop
daily. Yet she was cheerful; and her reply to
the anxlous inquiries of those about her, was
that she was quite well, and that they had no
oceasion to disturb their minds about her,

The Count shook his head when thinking of
or looking at her; and despite her assurances
that nothing ailed her, she was seldom out of
his thoughts. He loved her very tenderly, and
her present condition filled him with uneasiness
and pain. i

At length, appearing like a gray streak inthe
horizon, the shores of old England showed them.
selves to our voyagers, whose breusts were tilled
with thankfulness and rapture at the welcome
sight.

gDergmoro stood on the deck, watching that
gray streak grow broader and broader, various

i thirsting for was revenge.

feelings at work Within him; terror and joy, joy
and terror, by twns taking possession of his
soul, His changing expression of countenunce |
fully proclaimed the commotion within his |
breast. :
«There's our dear old isle, Mr, Symure,” ob- @
served the Captain, his gaze fixed lovingly on !
the land in sight. «In all the kpown world |
| there's not another spol ke 1t he ugded, with |
! some emotion, m_ & rough sajlor, Mr. Sy-
| mure ; but my bozom has in it a deep love for

yon country of my birth—yon peaceful, sea-girt
island.”

Desmoro smiled a reply. He dared not trust
his trembling tongue to make one.

Captain Williams looked at his companion for
some moments, then he went on.

“You are getting nervous and unhappy as we
approach the land ?” he observed, interrogative-
ly.

“I am, indeed,” returned Desmoro; ¢ and not
without cause, elther!”

“Without the slightest, I assure you. Your
enemy Is loaded with irons, and safe under
hatches, where he shall remain until we are far
out of the reach of his malice. Remember, that
I am a man of my word, and, turthermore, that
Iam your sworn friend, Take comfort, then,
and put faith in your promised security.”

“1 were unpgrateful to do otherwise,
yet—--?

¢ Ha ! still doubtful I

“I cannot help being so.”

¢ Leave all to me.”

Desmoro laid his hand on the Captain’s
shoulder, and murmured a grateful rejoinder.

“You must leave the ship as soon as ever you
can,” pursued the Captain, «and your friends
must join you in France, whither I should ad-
vise you to proceed without delay. No doubtI
shall have much to contend against with regard
to the fellows below, and especlally with that
wreteh, Pldgers. There will be a trial, and lots
of other iLother, I suppose; but you and your
friends must get out of the way as quickly as
possible. I shall weather the storm; I've no
fuag Sn that point, and all will come right in the
end.

Desmoro looked into the face of the speaker,
feeling much relieved as he listened to his
words. Captain Williams was Desmoro’s stanch
friend, and he was appreciated as such, and be-
loved by him.,

When the ship was making her way up the
English 'Channel, which, owing to the light
winds, she did slowly enough, Desmoro, pre-
tending to be suddenly taken ill, left the Mary
Ann in a fishing-boat, which had been haliled,
and reached Cowes that evening. The pilot on
board the Mary Ann paid but little attention to
the circumstance of a sick passenger leaving
the ship, and thus the somewhile bushranger
escaped the testimony and vengeance of the
villain Pidgers.

The Colonel, Countd’'Auvergne, and Margue-
rite, all watched the departure of Desmoro—
watched until the boat conveying him faded
into a mere speck, and then vanished entirely
from their gight.

Oh, how anxiously that trio leant over the
side of the barque, strainiog their eyes after that
which had wholly disappeared from their view !
Marguerite sent blessing after blessing across
the water, hoping that hcr loving syllables
would be wafted to his ears, the ears they were
intended for,

Desmoro safely reached Parls, and repairing
to u certain hotel, there awalted the coming
of his father, and the Count, and his daughter,
who soon arrived to report the escape of Pidgers
from the ship, Mary Ann.

Desmoro stood perfectly astounded at the un-
expected intelligence. Pldgers escaped! Heav-
ens! where was he? Could it be possible that
he way still on the track of the persecuted and
hapless Desmoro?

« Let the ruffian live, and welcome !” spoke
the Colonel, noting bis son’s dismay, and wish-
ful to reassure him. ¢ You will be perfectly safe
here, for, in the circles in which we shall move,
the rascal will never be able to intrude in any
way, neither as a lackey, nor as aught else.
Make yourself quite at ease, then, and leave
your foe to meet his just reward at the hands
of a wise and gracious Judge. His day will
come, be sure o. that; sooner or later the wretch
must meet with his well-merited punishment.
Let me entreat you to banish from your mind
all thoughts of him and danger. I am longing
to see you confident and happy; until you are
80, I shall know no earthly rest.”

¢ Confident and happy!” cried the Count, in
blithe accents, ¢ What should prevent his be-
ing confident and happy, I should like to know,
eh ?  He is in Paris—beautiful, delightful Paris,
where everybody is gay and joyous, and where
he likewise must be gay and joyous! Neo, no,
we must have no vapors here; we must live

and

and caroling over every minute of our exist-
ence !"

Desmorosmiled faintly. Howsoever he strove,
he couid not banish from his mind the terrors
which were so wholly besetting it.

Pidgers at liberty again!
more on his track—probably at his very heels !
Great heaven, Desmoro had surely every cause
for terror.

It is true that Desmoro had plenty of gold;

the handsome son of that rich Knglishman,
Colonel Symure,

Desmoro was much admired, and many a
pair of envious eyes followed the beautifal but
fast-fading woman who leant upon his arm.

The Count had hoped that the air of France
would revive his daughter’s declining health;
but as yet it had had no beneficial effects upon
her, and she was gradually becoming paler and
thinner. She did not complain of any positive
bodily pain, for she had none to complain of,
but her looks spoke of decay—adecay which no
medical skill would be likely to arrest.

But, notwithstanding her condition, Margue-
rite was not at all melancholy. She did not ap-
pear to be conscious of her altered looks, and she
went to this place and to that, attending balls
and the opera, and acted precisely as other fash.
ionable ladies acted.

Desmoro’s eyes were closed to Marguerite's
state—resolutely closed. He would not see her
fading looks—he would not acknowledge to him-
self that anything serious was the matter with
her; and he accompanied her hither and thither,
delighted to see her amused, and to keep her
so as long as ever he could.

One night, the Count, Colonel Symure, Des.
moro, and Marguerite were present at a grand
entertainment given by the English ambassa-
dor, whose salons were crowded with the no-
blesse of that land and of others. It was a very
brilliant assemblage indeed-—~an assemblage of
rank, beauty, and wit.

Desmoro was not in his best spirits; an unac-
countable depression weighed upon his mind~—
a depression which he could not shake off; how-
soever he tried to do so. He could not help feel-
ing that he was out of his proper atmosphere,
or, in other words, thut he was too unworthy to
mix with his present surroundings. Desmoro
was not humble-souled-—far from being so; pe-
vertheless, he could not forget the past, and
what he had been in that past; and wherever
he went he carrled a certain amount of fear
along with him—a fear which he could not cast
aside, or make less.

Marguerite, who had been walking through a
quadrille, was now seated by Desmoro’s side,
listlessly watching the company promenading
round and round the rooms.

« Have you seen that lovely woman, the Ba-
roness Kielmansegge ?” asked Marguerite.

«Is she here to-night ?” returned Desmoro,
without feeling the slightest interest in the
aforecmentioned Baroness,

«Yes; she stood up in the same set of qua.
drilles with me just now,” answered Marguerite.
« Oh, she is positively superb !” she added, quite
enthusiastically. ¢« I should much like you to

ee her. Kvery one is talking about her, and
admiring her. You really must have a look at
her.” )

« have no wish to see her, Marguerite,” he
answered, in a low voice. “In my eyes her
beauty would not compare with thine. This
Baroness Kielmansegge, had she even an angel’s
face and form, would not appear to me half so
feminine, half 50 charming, as thou!”

Marguerite shook her head, and shrugged her
shoulders, as muchas to say, ¢ You tell me this,
but I fear to believe you.”

« There—there she i8, with a whole train of
cavaliers after her!” she cried, a8 a gorgeously-
attired woman ecrossed the salon., ¢ Isn't she
magnificent, Desmoro ?”” she exclaimed, in rap-
turous accents.

T did not see her face,” he replied, indiffer.
ently.

¢« Did you see ber figure ?”

«he is dressed in rose-color ?*

“Yes,”

«Then I saw her.”

«S8heis very brilliant-looking—a West Indian,
they say. She is transcendent lovely, I never
saw such a pair of eyes in the whole course of
my life. People are nearly going crazy about
her.”

Desmoro smiled.

« And s0 also is Marguerite d’Auvergne, eh ?”

«1 admire her vastly; she is so fascinating.
Her eyes appear to possess some magic power—

i a power which at once subdues you,”

Desmoro could not help laughing at Margue-
rite’s ardent admiration of the Baroness Kiel-

| mansegge, but he did not feel an atom of desire
| to see the lady ; indeed, he had not the slightest
! curlosity respecting her,

like the birds, singing the hours away, enjoying !

| of these salons, Desmoro,”

«I should like to escape from the stifling heat
said Marguerite,
« Will you take me into the conservatory, there
is not. so much light or heat as here ?” Saying

! which, she started up, looking feverish and ner-
' yous, with two crimson spots upon her white

His direst {oe once |

cheeks.
Desmoro rose, and presenting his arm, led

“ her through the crowd of guests in the direction

but what amount of gold would be likely to pur- -

chase his security when su,ch was in the hands
of a ruflian like Pidgers? Theknave, he knew,
did not care at all for money; what he was

He had a deep and

implacable hatred against Desmoro, and would |

never rest until that hatred was completely gra-
tifled.

A whole month had DOW passed away, and
nothing having transpired to alarm our hero,
his mind gradually became more calin—more
like its old seif,

The Colonel had taken a thiatean in one of the
suburb of Paris, near the Count @ Auvergne’s

beautiful dwelling, and DesmMOro way now being |

introduced into some of the Arst circles of rank
and fashion, where he was received us the af-
flanced hushand of Marguerite d’Auvergne——as

of the conservatory.

They had to crush their way along, elbowing
first one person, then another,

Suddenly Marguerite pressed her companion’s
arm, ¢ She is there, Desmoro, to our right, the
Baroness Kielmansegge !” she excitedly cried.

He turned as she spoke, but falled to see the
lady whom she indicated.

¢ There, Desmoro, there!” pursued Murgue-
rite, still pressing his armn significantly. « She
is coming towards Us8; ROW you cannot miss xce-
ing her.”

At this moment, a female figure, full of queen-
ly majosty, was seen advancing towards our
hero and his fair companion. As if she had
been u throned empress, the crowd instantly
made a wide passage for her. .

Desmoro raised his eyes, and encountered
those of the Baroness Kiclmansegge, lixed
strangely upon bim.

To be continued,
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LIVE FOR SOMETHING.

Live ftor something! Yes, and for some-
thing worthy of life, and its capabilities and
opportunities for noble deeds and achieve-
ments, Every man and every woman has his
or her assignmert in the duties and responsi-
bilitics of daily life. We are in the world to
make the world better ; (o lift it up to higher
levels of enjoymcent and progress ; to make its
hearts and homes brighter and happier by de-
voting to our fellows our best thoughts, acti-
vities and influences. It is the motto of cvery
true heart and the genius of every noble life,
that “ o man liveth to himself’—lives chiefly
for his own selfish good. Itis a law of our
intellectual and moral being that we promote
our own real happiness in the exact proportion
we contribute to the comfort and enjoyment
of others. Nothing worthy of the name of
happiness is possible in the experience of
those who live only for themselves, all oblivi-
ous to the welfare of their fellows. That only
is the true philosophy which recognizes and
works out the principle in daily action, that

¢é————Life was lent '
For noble duties, not for selfishness ;
Not to be whiledaway for aimless dreams,
But to improve ourselves and serve maunkind.”

But to live for something involves the neces-
sity of an intelligent and definite plan of ac-
tion. More than splendid drvaming, or even
magaificent resolves, is necessary to success in
the objects and ambitions of life. Men come
to the best results in cvery department of ef.
forl only as they thoughtfully plan and earn-
cstly toil in given dircctions. Those who have
nade money, acquired learning, won fame, or
wiel .ed power in the world, Lave always, in
svery age and among all people, done so by
vmbodying a well detined purpose in earnest,
living action. 'The reasons why thousands fail
in their work iu life is the want of a specific
plan iy laying vut their energies ; they work
hard for nothing, because there is no actual
result possibl: to their mode of action. The
means are not adjusted to the end anid failure
is the inevitable result.
lLive for something detinite and practical.
Take bold of things with a will, and they must
vield to you and become the ministers of your
own happin-ss and that of others. Nothing
within the realn of the possible can withstand
the man or woman who isintelligently and de-
terminedly bent on success. A greataction is
slways preceded by a great purpose. History
and daily life are full of examples ty show us
that the measure of human achievemcnt has
always been proportioned to the amount of
human daring and doing. If not ulways, yet
at least often,
#Th’ attempt
1s all the wedge thatsplits its knotty way
Betwixt the impossible and possible.”
B practical. Deal with the questions and
facts of lifc a8 they really are. What can be
done, and is worth doing, do with disjatch ;
what cannot be done, and would be worthless
if it could, leave to the dreamers and idlers
along the walk of life, Discard the icea that
little things are unimpo.tant, and thut great
occasions only are worthy of your best thoughts
and endeavors. It is the little things of life
that make up its happiness or misery, its joy
or its sorrow ; and surely nothing is trivial
that bears on questions so vital and personal
as these. A kind look is a little thing, but it
may fall like a sunbeam on a sad heart and
chas: all iis sadness away. A pleasant word
is a small thing, but it may brighten the
spirits and revive the hopes of some poor, de-
" spondent soul about to give up in despair be-
fore the conflicts and trials of lifc. A cup of
water, given to one athirst, is a little thing :
“Yet its draught
Of coot refreshment, drained by fovered lips,

May give a shock of pleasure to the frame

More exquisite than when neetarean juice

Renews the life of joy in happiest hours.”

! Live for something, then, reader. Make every
- day count something to the world, because you
i are in it with kind feelings, pleasant words and
noble offices. Write your name upon the
hearts and memories ot your fellow beings by
doing them all the good you can. Life igshort ;
but short as it is, you may do glorious work
within its narrow limits. If the sculptor’s
chisel can make impressions on marble within
a few hours which distant ages shall read and
admire ; if the man of genius can create work
in life that shall speak the triumphs of mind a
thousand vears hence ; then may the true man,
alive to the duty and ubligations of existence,
do infinitely more. Working on human hearts
and destinies, it is his prerogative to do imper-
ishable work — to uild within life’s fleeting
hours monuments that shall last forever. If
such grand possibilities lie within the reach of
our personal action in the world, how import-
ant, readcr, that we live for something every
hour of our existence ; and for something too,
harmonious with the dignity of our present
being and the grandeur of our future destiny,

ODD PAINS AND PENALTIES.

The fouls’-cap is obsolete, at least it is to be
hoped so, for whatever we may think about the
infliction of physical pain as a punishment
(and to the majority of those who have the man-
agement of boys laid upon them, it appears not
only legitimate but beneficial,) there can be
little doubt that it is a mistake to employ ridi-
cule for educational purposes. What, for ex-
ample, could be more injudicious than the
discipline of a lady whe kept a first-class girls’
school some teu years ago, and made her untidy
pupils carry their boots slung round their necks
when they went out ?

Public shame is not relormatory, it only har-
dens. The child who was often advertised as a
fool would soon accept the position, and act up
to the character, It is the same with crimi-
nals: if you were to brand & thief on the fore-
heud, a thief he must remain till the end of the
chapter.

I am speaking, of course, of our own age and
country ; for upon no subject is it so rash to
dogmatise as upon punishment. In the case of
people who are degraded, so far as their finer
feelings ure concerned, by tyrannical institu-
tions, an amount of exposure and obloquy which
would ruin the moral sense of a freeman for
ever, may merely rouse a wholesale sense of
shame. All depends upon the thickness of the
skin; the turpentine blister whieh would flay a
man, only acts as a gentle irritant upon a
bullock.

Yet it is not very long ago since punishweuts
which were principally calculated to hold the
offender up to ridicule were so rife in England,
that one might almost suspect that they were
intended to amuse the people, in the days when
there were no comic periodicals, rather than to
deter from the offence. For instance, few
villages were without their cucking-stools, or
ducking-stools, for scolds, one hundred and fifty
years ago.  Nay, the « Chelmsford Chronicle”
for April 10th, 1801, contains the following para-
graph:

« Last week a woman, notorious for her voei-
feration, was iudicted for a common scold at
Kingston; and the facts being fully proved, she
was sentenced to receive the old punishment
of being dusked, which was accordingly executed
upon her in the Thames by the proper officers,
in a chair preserved in the towun for that pur-
pose; and as if to prove the justice of the court’s

she fell upon one of her acquaintance, without
provocation, with tongue, tooth, and nail,”

in the top and sides, through which the intem-
perate man’s head and arms were passed, and
in this helpless condition he was obliged to walk
through the streets of the town, the sport of the
idle boys. The Chinese have a similar punish-
ment.

A seat in the stocks cannot have been plea-
sant for a proud and retiring disposition; but
apart from the moral element, the severity of
the punishment must have varied somewhat
unduly with the time of year. On a fine but
cloudy July day, a philosophic culprit, who had
no personal enemies in his village, might have
borne his sentence with considerable equanim-
ity, solacing himself, perchance, by watching
the fluctuations of a cricket match in progress
on the green; while in a frosty February, with
a keen north-east wind blowing, Riccabocea
himself would huve found the hour of his release
a weary while in striking.

To stand in the pillory must have been an
exceedingly humiliating as well as exasperating
punishment. A man could not well be placedq
in a more ludierous position than with his head
and bands protruding through holes exactly
fitting them, and his body hid away behind the
planking.,  Flies might wander about his nose
and ears; gnats might sting bim without hijg
being able to drive them off, save perchance py
a hideous grimace, which would ouly dislodge
the tormentors for an instant, While iv agdgeq
considerably to the grotesque abswidity of the
cutprit's appearance.

'ﬁle severity of this punishment, as well gy
the stocks, was, of course, dependent upon the
amount of popular indignation €xcited by tpe
offence. When this ran bigh, the Wwretched

man’s unprotreted face was i the position of g

sentence, on her return from the Water’s side, | |/ 0o o d the latter penalty Was very ingenious ;
g N )
. one wonders how the idea ever came into his

The drunkard’s cloak was a barrel with holes  head.

live and sentient Aunt Sally’s, an object for
every description of missile; while in such a
case as De Foe’s, where sympathy was on the
side of the sufferer, «public exposure became a
public ovation.”

Any one who has seen a ¢ welsher” in the
hands of a mob, can judge of the little mercy
the poor wretch would get if he were placed in
the pillory, to be pelted by those whom he
had swindled. The pillory is not extinct, as
some people suppose; it has only changed its
form. Commit an offence against the law and
get found out, Or write a book and append your
name to it, and you will soon discover that you
may be exposed and morally pelted, quite as
effectually as in the old days. And, on the
whole, this is & good thing, for it does some-
thing towards rendering the system of fines a
little more equal. For the fine which sorely
taxes the resources of a poor man is 10 punish-
ment at all to therich one, who commits a pre-
cisely similar otlence; but, as a rule, the rich
man suffers more by seeing his name in the
papers, because money makes us proud, and
pride is an established ¢ rgw.”

When a Cairo merchant is detected in using
false weights and measures, or in adulterating
his goods, he is placed against his own door-
post, standing on tip-toe, and nailed by the ear
to the wood-work. It is important that he
should get free without amputating the mem-
ber, for that is the penalty for theft; and pro-
bably the smart tradesman would be horrified
at having his little tricks confounded with vul-
gar inartistic stealing. For & second offence the
thief loses his other ear; for a third, his nose.
By-the-by, perhaps 1 am wrong to use the
present tense, for these penalties may be obso-
lete at the present day. They may have a
model gaol and reformatory at Cairo by this
time.

Naval and military punishments seem to have
been very generally framed with the idea of
rendering the offender ridiculous in the eyes of
his comrades. Picketing was one of these; a
man was so suspended by his wrists that his
heel rested on a wooden peg driven into the
ground. Riding the wooden horse was another;
the back of this penal steed was very narrow,
and weights attached to the rider’s legs render-
ed his seat all the more painful. These pun-
ixhments were not only humiliating and ex-
tremely severe, but they too often inflicted per-
manent injury on the sufferers, on which latter
account they were abolished, and for many
years the cat-o’-nine tails ruled supreme;
though the use of that instrument of torture
‘was carried 1o an extent which excited dread
and sympathy, instead of mirth,

The practice of stopping a sailor’s grog for
minor offences seems a funny punishment for
grown men; it sounds so much like depriving a
naughty child of its pudding.

The question of military punishments is by
no means so simple a one as many people seem
to suppose. At home, and in time of peace, in-
deed, tine and imprisonment will suffice to pre—
serve discipline; but how can you imprison
men during a campalgn? It isa serious thing
to have a swarm of armed ‘men wandering
about a country, and the lives and property
of the civil population, even when hostile, must
be protected by some rough-and-ready means.
If you do not flog insubordinate or plundering
soldiers in the field, you must put them to death,
It is very barbarous; but everything connected
with war must be shocking to humanitarian
feelings. However, though severity is a sad
necessity, there 18 no need to mix up mockery
with it, for thatis wanton cruelty.

The American institutions of riding the rail,
an evident imitation of the wooden horse men.
tioned above, and tarring and feathering, show
that the old admixture of cruelty and humor
has not yet worked out of the Anglo.Saxon con-
stitation. It must be owned that the man who

Really, itis very shocking to have such a

. feeling, I own, but supposing one disliked some
. person very much, and despised him to boot,
| would one be able to help laughing if one saw

him all over feathers, like a Cochin-China
fowl?

NEWS CONDENSED.

THE DoMINION.,—The House met on the 13th
and was prorogued. None of the Opposition
members attended in the Senate Chamber. After
the prorogation a meeting of both Ministerial-
ist and Opposition members was held at which
a resolution condemnatory of the course taken
by the Ministry was passed. It is reported
at Ottawa that the citizens propose entertain.
ing 8ir John A. Macdonald at a banquet before
the close of the month, Ninety-one regis.
tered letters were stolen from the Toronto Post
Office last w ek. The Biglin-Brown boat.
race for $1,000 comes off at Bedford Basin on
the 28th inst. The Toronto cabmen have
struck owing to a disagreement with the Police
Commissioners, A despateh from Fort
Garry says that Lord Gordon has suddenly dis-
appeared. It is said he has gone to the Rocky
Mountains or British Columbia. A Pparty just
arrived report having met him with & large es.
cort about one hundred miles from there.

UNITED STATES.—The loss by the fire at
Hunter's Point, New York, is computed at
$200,000. A disastrous fire took blace at
Portland, Me., on 8aturday, by which the Galt
and Atlantic wharves, and the steamers “Mon.
treal,” * Dirigo,” and ¢« Carlotta ” were destroy-
ed. Eighty \ives were lost by the burning
of the steamer & Wawassett.” Mr., Carter,

of the Newfoundland Government, has ,ef.:‘r:
ed from Washington, where he has been :llG’
tiating a reciprocity treaty. Mr. Wh k“:
member for Peterboro’, Eng., is in New Y")Ir‘ich'
order to obtain testimony favorable to the York
borne Claimant. The Cubans in NeW s
are preparing another expedition to land ";‘e,
and ammunition on Cuban soil by the ste8™
« Virginus,” It is said this will be the I

one yet. oy

UNITED KINGDOM.—The report annouber
the betrothal of Prince Arthur to Princess nsel-
of Denmark is contradicted. The COt s
vatives have carried Greenwich and East It 0
fordshire, and the Liberals Dundee.———"
stated on good authority that Mr. Gladstone
not seek a re-election, but contemplates re
to private life.———Nearly all the large 00 of 8
mills of Rochdale are closed in oonse(l“‘moewe
strike of the operatives,———There have aring
numerous railroad accidents in England d 1y
the past few days. The loss of life fortu: ine
has been light, but many persons received
juries. —The Orange societies of Live o
last week welcomed the Canadian Orange deF:
tation with a great public demonstrauon.-—ﬁ
Some important changes have taken place
the Ministry. The Marquis of Ripon and Me
Ayrton, Childers, and Baxter have ””‘?—;d
The Premier will be assisted by Lord Fredefy,
Cavendish and Sir Arthur Wellesley Peel.
(iladstone, in addition to the Premiersbips in
sumes the Chancellorship of the Excheque”ol_
lieu of Mr, Lowe, who assumes the Homé -,
fice. Mr, Bruce is to be made a Peer, and o
succeed Lord Ripon as President of the C Ko
Mr, Adam, M.P. for Clackmannanshire and o
rosshire, takes the place of Mr. Ayrton as 00T
missioner of Works and Buildings, who haé b;;,
appointed Judge-Advocate-General. Mr. re-
ham Carter succeeds Mr. Baxter as Joint Secwe
tary of the Treasury. Arthur Peel beoomesm .
Liberal whip. Other changes are exp 28
few days. John Bright joins the Cabinet is
Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster. il
also stated that the Hon. Algernon Grenv™
has been offered one of the Junior Lordlih“"’jug
the Treasury. Sir John Duke Coleridge bV’
refused the Mastership of the Rolls, it W%
fered to and accepted by Sir George Jessel: * \n
Childers retires altogether from the Ministry ast
October.——-A desperate riot oocurred of
week in the military camp on the Curragh e
Kildare between two Irish regiments. se\'e”'
of the participants were killed, and many
ceived injuries.

FRANCE.—A Vienna despatch says that 1
last interview with the Count de Cham be
Count de Paris acknowledged the former wmo
the head of the house of the Bourbons and_ ":M
royal line of France, and the Vienna thaﬂ"
Zeitung further reports that the Count de C msl
bord has accepted the throne of France, &0 s
tender of which was recently made him y
deputation of Legitimists, M. Aboub
well-known author and journalist, was WouDly
recently in a duel with M. Hervé, editor 0{,‘0,.
Journal de Poris. M. Odillon Barrot, aged
President of the Council of State, is dead, that
82 years.. An official statement shows *
during the first six months of the present
the imports of France amounted in vs:::w,
1,561,000,000 francs, against 1,678,000,000 were
for the same time last year; the exports
1,952,000,000 francs, against 1,727,000,000 8%
last year. Customs revenue, 118,000,000 ff"‘nne
against 78,000,000 last year, and the total 1'9”““,;
from all sourees was 516,000,000 francs, “3‘“,,
404,000,000 francs for the same period last Yo’

GERMANY.—Cholera has appeared in the ™
tary barracks at Berlin. )

Right

AvSTRIA,—The International Patent ¢ its
Congress is in session at Vienna. One ¢,
first acts was to resolve that common prot€®: 4
of inventors should be gnaranteed by 1aws ©
civilized countries, TheEm peror OfA“:’m
will visit the' Emperor of Germany at
after the ceremony of the distribution
in the Exhibition. A squadron of
war vessels have been ordered to the
Spain. Many strangers are leaving V.
and the number of visitors to the exposl
decreasing daily, w0

RussiA.—The emigration from R“““"e“p
America is increasing. The movement thr
ens to depopulate some districts.

SPAIN.—The Carlists claim a victory 8%
gueta in Guipuscoa, 10 miles from San >y
tian. They state that they captured one BeF* o
ican general and 600 prisoners, Dome! s 1be
the Carlist leader was, at latest advices, ®
latter place with 7,000 men. They have b0
laid siege to Bilboa and surrendered.——/lug’
Republican troops have retreated to Pamp® 4-
from Elisonda, leaving the Carlists in {pon
sion of northern Navarre. The wifeé ©
Carlos has joined her husband and will &_yd
his fortunes in the fleld. The Carlists #7° “ipe
with enthusiasm over the event.—I" n
South the insurgents have everywhef"o‘w
defeated. Last week Contreras left eﬁ"""
gena with 400 adherents, and made a bold &y
to march to Madrid, hoping to find symp:,ud
and fresh accessions on the way, but his

nhis
o

Gastel”!
of l"'ﬂes
Austsi®h

jenn®
tion 1*

El

was met and dispersed by the National tre r
Contreras escaped with a few of his f ob
and succeeded in re-entering Cartagens, s 1850

is now his last refuge. In the Corte S aing®
week a resolution authorizing legal Pmeu“
against nine members of that body imP
in the recent insurrection movem""":'e a
adopted. The minority remains obstin® esty
threatens to resign unless a general

granted to the republican insurgents. sound'
_ BWEDEN.—Christianople, on Kalmar gre.
Sweden, hus been entirely destroyed bY
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w——
BY GERALD MASSEY,

wg‘;’g'ell. This Arrow hath missed its mark;
1 oy ! you have more in your quiver!
gm"” o doubt, with your pleasure-bark ;
Atop SWim Iike a lusty liver!
Yo:' Some Ararat, next the skies,
m‘her'hlll olap your wings and crow;
Whil and higher your spirits will rise,
Thany € the Deluge is ebbing below.
Map fr ) Some first loves do miscarry,
®qQuently say when they come to marry.
P"haps

she had some love for you!
soi‘:me love til] death doth sever;
® love for a month or & year or two,
%ome, they say, for ever.
your love would have lasted, my
Tha, brother 2
We &l{" at least, was eternal ?
: ok 50 one time or otl;er,
P, very yo and vernal.
% you _might uxxxlogt. have found your heaven
The Within
Pretty blue eyes you so wanted to win.

Ofw

T
ll(‘f‘,‘“’*‘-rned will tell you, those beautiful eyes
Arg Witching bewildering blue
0:" drumliec waters, or earth-made skies,
me“n’u“ed linen, in hue:
An dW&ut of clearness their charm is given,
Blne hhe&rts are whirled away.
. 00t the natural color of heaven
Ang t‘”’@ dwelleth the perfect day. .
8 Woman you thought you were loving
Far o thro’
her eyes than you worshipped, at you !

b i know how you stood, all aflame, for
er

Likgoy, 88Tt of hearts to fll,

Lest, Q0w youn hardly dared to stir,
Thep oo 2 delight should spill; )
Tha.?me the clap on the back, my friend,

And 4 Wade the Dreamer start;
on the wakening whack, my friend
Pagq 0“'1 he had lost his heart.
It g 0. Nor loiter with longing eye :
® use looking ; you cannot buy !
Y
0;“:33! that she gave you kiss for kiss;
Dogyy that was no promise of marrisge.
you know, in a world like this,
3 Y must ride in her carriage ?
Even tho'—liKke a lane that I saw last spring—
ne :lw&y of her life should go:
de with violets purpleirg,
€ other white.wintry with snow.
Our yo Ot the Greek wedding-robe was of old !
English parents prefer it in gold.

B oq 1oy, wasn’t the true love;

Bo gy t You have plainly proved ;

T2 your thoughts to a new love.
Some € one waits to be loved !

One patiently waiting for you,
Wllhd the purified love you can give her,
s 2 Boul ful} of love as the summer dew

To 1. 2F 8ux, with its kiss all a-quiver.

Noy P your ghost from the vacant chair,
Ing like placing a warm Wife there.

¥er quench the shine of the rest of your

By pone,
th,’p"“"ﬂz it out in'the dust.

Cay, OL-¥oUr faith, old friend of mine ?

1 youw take your trial on trust?
B“kmfvts sharp, and the flesh must shrink,
Gog --38:in the earliest day—
Often perfects the Manhood, I think,
Hg ). CUtting the woman away ! y
Wity 4 > Put a spare rib and gives you a Wife,
& heart in her, beating, life of your life.

[ .
Re'm‘"ed according to the Copyright Act of 1868.]

UBLICANS and SINNERS

A LIFE PICTURE.

BY MISS M. E. BRADDON,

Athor of % Lady Audley's Secret,” % To The
Bitter End,)» ¢t The Outcasts,” ., &e.

BOOK I.
CHAPTER IIL

HARD HIT,

"‘x}m““ Davoren found himself curiously dis.
Owp ¥ the memory of that pretty fice inhis
Ry o LK Of life—that glimpse of a fireside dif.
Bagyy, from the common firesides of the Shadrack
Wheredl“‘nﬂ—the fat and prosperous hearths,
Shripg the atmosphere was odorous with tea,
o heny, 2UMHns, and gin-and-water; the bar-
Yag)p;*Ith-stoves by which destitution hugged
Wity h?,“'“ rags. He went about his daily work
L tony BCCustomed earnestness, Was 1o whit
the s:der o the little children, watched with
hllldl Me anxious care by pauper sick beds,
the g:d Shattered 1imbs or loathsome sores with
thorg, ¢ gontle touch; in a word, did his duty
Carggy ¥ 10 this dismal initiative stage of his
out 5 ; Bt he never passed Cedar House with-

®8retful sigh and a lingering gaze at its

blank upper windows, which, showing no trace
| of the life within, had a wall-eyed look that was
worse than the utter blindness of closed shut-
ters. He sometimes went out of his way even,
for the sake of passing those inexorable walls.
He wasted a few minutes of his busy day loiter-
ing by the iron gate, hoping that by some kindly
caprice ef Fortune the pale sweet face of Lucille
Sivewright would appear behind the rusty bars,
the ponderous hinge would creak, and the girl
who haunted his thoughts would emerge from
her gloomy prison.

« Does she never come out ?” he asked him-
self one fine winter day, when there was sun-
shine even in the realms of Shadrack. It wasa
month after his adventure with Homer Sive-
wright, and he had lingered by the gate a good
many times. ¢ Does she never breathe the free
air of heaven, never see the face of mankind ?
Is she a cloistered nun in all but the robe, and
without the companionship which may make a
convent tolerable ?—without even the affection
of thut one warped nature ? for how coldly her
grandfather spoke of her! What a life!”

He pitied her intensely—this girl, whom he

had only known for one brief hour. If any one
had suggested that he was in love with her, he
would have scorned the notion; yet therc are
passions which endure for a lifetime, which defy
death, and blossom above a grave, though their
history may be reckoned by a few hours.

« Love at first sight is but the fancy of poets
and fools,” thought Lucius; ¢« but it would be
strange if I were not sorry for a fair young life
thus biighted.”

His violin had a new pathos for him now, in
those rare hours of leisure when he laid aside
his books and opened the case where that ma-
gician lay perdu. His favorite sonatas, his
cholcest bits of Viotti and Spohr and De B:-riot,

—that princess of fairy tale—the bric-a-brac
dealer’s granddaughter. But to think of her
thus, as he played dreamily by hig lonely fire-
side, was only t0 feel a natural compassion for
an oppressed fellow-creature,

This tendepcy 10 dwell upon one subject, and
that a foolish one, since his pity could not be of
the smallest service toits object—eanaily worried
him pot a little. Thus it was that, finding him-
gelf his own 1aster an hour or so earlier than
usual one January afternoon, he told himself
that the wisest thing hecould do would be to get
away from the Shadrack-road atmogphere alto-

r.
ge‘t:h'f‘he life I lead is too narrow, too completely
monotonous,” he thought. « No wonder I have
tuken to exaggerate the importance of trifies.

I KNOW How YOoU =ioon.”

. doubtful reglon where loom the churches of St.
breathed a languid meliancholy, which sounded .

the complaint of an imprisoned soul '
jadraren ; . diments to the march of architectural progress

1
Yes, I will refresh myself by a few hours’ liberty !
in a brighter world. I will go and hunt up Geof-
frey Hossack.”

They were firm friends sttll, though their lives |
lay as wide apart as two rivers which have their
source from the same watershed, and wander
off by opposite ways to the sea, never to touch
again. They had lost sight of each other for
some time of late. Geoffrey, ever a peripatelic
spirit, had been doing Norway, with an excursus
into Lapland, during the last two years; but a
letter received just before Christmas had an.
nounced his return, and his sojourn at a manor.
house in Yorkshire.

« I shall begin the new year in the City of
cities,” he wrote; ¢ and one of my first occupa-
tions will be to beat up your guarters in that
queer world of yours beyond the Tower. But if
you are kind enough to forestall me, dear old
boy, you will find me in my old rooms at Phil-
pott’s.—Yours, as per usual, G, H.”

The new year had begun, and had brought no
sign from Geoffrey; so Lucius took advantage of
his leisure to go westward in quest of his friend,
He detested the slow tortures of an omnibus,

and was too poor to pay for a hansom, 80 he
guve himself the luxury of a walk,

That journey took him almost from one end
of London to the other. The forest of spars,
the rope-walk, the open gates of the docks, the
perpetual procession of hogsheads, cotton hules,
iron bars, packing cases, and petrolenm barrels,
gave place to the crowded streets of the city,
where all the operations of commerce seemed
to be carried on guietly, by men who walked to
and fro, carrying no merchandise, but buying
and selling as it were by sign and countersign.
Then came that borderland on the westwurd
side of Temple Bar—that somewhat shabby and

Clement ani St. Mary, which seem to have been

especially designed a8 perpetual standing impe-

in this quarter ; then the brighter shop-windows
and more holiday air of the western Strand;
and then Charing Cross; and a little way farther
on, hanging on to the sKirts of Pall Mall and the
Clubs, behold Philpott’s, or the Cosmopolitan, an
old-fashioned house with narrow facade in red
brick, pinched in between its portlier neighbors
—a house which looked small, but boasted of
making up forty beds, and retaining all the year
round a staft of thirty servants,

Mr. Hossack was at home.  The waiter of
whom Luclus asked the question brightencd at
the sound of his name a8 1f be had bheen « per-
sonal friend, and took Tuciusunder his protecs
tion on the instant.

“This way, sir; the ficst loot Mr, Hossuck

has his own particular rooms here. We once
turned out a cabinet minister to accommaodate
him.”

« A general favorite, I suppose.”

+Lord bless you, sir, down to the vegetable
maid we worship him.”

The enthusiastic waiter opened a door, and
ushered in the guest. There had been no ques-
tion as to card or name. Geoffrey Hossack was
accessible as the sunshine.

He was half buried in a low capaclous chair,
his head flung back on the cushjons, a cigar be.
tween his lips, an open French novel flung face
downwards on the carpet beside him, amongst
a litter of newspapers. The winter dusk had
almost deepened into night, and the room was
unlighted save by the fire. Yet even in that
fitful light Lucius saw that his friend’s counten-
ance was moody; a fact 80 rare as to awaken
curiosity or even concern.

« Geofl, old fellow !

“ Why, Davoren !” starting up from his luxu-
rious repose and flinging the unfinished cigar into
the fire. « How good of you! And 1 ought to
have come to your place. I've been in London
a fortnight,”

“ My dear old boy, one hardly expects Alci-
biades beyond the Minories. I've been lving
at that dingy end of town until to come west-
ward is a new sensation. When Isaw Trafalgar
Square and the lighted windows of yonder Club
to-night, I felt like Columbus when he sighted
the coast of San Salvador. I had a leisure after-
noon, and thought I couldn’t spend it better than
in looking you up. And now, Geoff, for your
Norwegian and Laplandian experiences. You
were looking uncommonly gloomy when I came
in, as if your memories of the north were not of
the brightest.”

¢« My northern memories are pleasant enough,”
sald the other, putting aside the question lightly,
Just in that old familiar way Lucius knew so
well, « Come, Lucius, plant yourself there,”
rolling over another capacious chalr, the last
device of some satanic upholsterer for the pro-
pagation of slothful habits; ¢ take one of those
Havanas and light up. I can never talk freely
to a man till I can hardly see his face across the
clouds of his tobacco—a native modesty of dis.
position, I suppose; or perhaps that disinclina-
tion to look my fellow-man straight in the face
which is accounted one of the marks of a vil.
lainous character. Goodish weed, isn’t it? Do
you remember the Rocky Mountains, Davoren,
and the long days and nights when there was no
tobacco 2"

“ Do I remember?” echoed the surgeon, look-
ing at the fire. « Am I ever likely to forget ?”

* Of course not. The question was & mere
Jacon de parler. Thoere are things that no man
can forget. Can I forget, for instance, how you
saved my life? how through all those weari-
some nights and days when I was lying rolled
up in my buffalo skins raving like a lunatic,
fancying myself in all sorts of places and among
all sorts of people, you were at once dootor and
sick-nurse, guardian and provider 7”

“ Please don’t talk of that time, Geotf. There
are some things better forgotten. I did no more
for you than I'd have done for a strapger; ex-
cept that my heart went with my service, and
would have almost have broken if you had dled.
Our sufferings—and our peril—at that time,
seeln to me too bitter even for remembrance. [
can’t endure to look back at them.”

“Strange ! exclaimed Geoffrey lightly, «To
me they atford an unfailing source of satisfaction.
I rarely order a dinner without thinking of the
days when my vital powers were sustained—
‘sustalned” is hardly the word, say rather
¢ suspended "—by mouldy pemmican, I seldom
open a new box of cigars without remembering
those doleful hours in which I smoked dried
grass, flavored with the last scrapings of nico-
tine from my meerschaum. It is the reverse of
what somebody says about a sorrow’s crown
of sorrow, The memory of past bardship
sweetens the comfort of the present. But I do
shudder sometimes when I remember awaken-
ing from my delirlum to find you down with
brain-fever, and that poor little Dutchman sit-
ting awe-stricken by your side, llke a man who
had been holding converse with spirits. I don’t
mean schnapps, but something uncanny. Thank
God, those Canadian emigrants found us out
next day, or He only knows how our story would
have ended.”

“ Thank God !” echoed Lucius, solemuly.
« After one dismal day I can remember nothing
till I found myself strapped like a bundle upon
a horse’s back, riding through the snow.”

« We moved you before you were quite right
in your head answered Geotirey, apologetically.
« The Canadians wouldn’t wait any longer. It
was our only chance of being put into the right
track.”

“ Youdid a wise thing, Geotf. [t was good
for me to wake up far from that wretched log
hut.”

¢ Come now, atter all, we had some very jolly
times there,” said Geoffrey, with his habit of
making the best of life; ¢ sitting by the blazing
pine-logs jawing away like old boots., It was
only when our ’hacey ran out that existence be-
came a burden, Igive you my honorthat some-
times when clvilized life begins to hang heavy, I
look back to the Rocky Mountains with a regret-
ful sigh. I almost envy that plucky little Dutch.
man who left us in British Columbia, and went
to San Francisco to dig for gold.”

« I verily believe, Geofl, you would have con-
trived to be cheerful in the Black Hole at Cal-
cutta or on the middle passage. You have a
limitless reserve fund of animal spirits,”

“ There you're wrong. [ believed as much
myselt till the other day. But I have lately
discovered a latent fieulty hitherto unsuspected
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even by myself, the capacity for being miser-
able.”

¢ You have sustained some family affliction
—or you have taken to wearing tight boots ?”’

« Neither. I wish you'd help yourself to some
brandy-and-soda yonder,” pointing to a side-
table on which those refreshments were pro-
vided, and ringing the bell clamorously ; « I'll
order dinner before I unbosom myself. George,”
to the enthusiastic waiter, who appeared in
prompt answer to the noisy summons, ¢ the best
you can do for this gentleman and me, at seven
sharp ; and don’t come fidgeting in and out to
lay the cloth until Aive minutes before you bring
the soup tureen. By the way, we’ll hegin with
oysters and Montrachet, and you can give us a
bottle of Yquem afterwards. No sparkling wine.
We'll wind up with Chambertin, if you’ve a bot-
tle in good condition. But don’t bring it half.
frozen out of the cellar, or muddled by hasty
thawing. Exercise judgment, George; you have
to deal with connoisseurs. Now,” continued
this epicurean youth, flinging himself back into
the depths of his chalr, ¢ before I begin my ego-
tistical prosing, let me hear what you’ve been
doing all this time, my Lucius.”

¢ That may be told in two words.
work."”

¢+ Poor old Davoren !”

“Don’t take that simple statement as a com-
plaint. It is work I like. I might have set up
my Penates in what it called a genteel neigh.
borhood, and earned my crust a good deal more
easily thanI can earn it yonder. But I wanted
wide experience—a complete initiation—and I
went where humanity is thickest. The result
has more than satisfied me. If ever I move west-
ward it will be to Savile-row.”

The sybarite contemplated him admiringly,
yet with a stified yawn, as if the very contem-
plation of so much vital force were fatiguing.

#Upon my word, Idon’t know that I wouldn’t
exehange my three-per-cents for your ambi.
tion, Lucius,” he said. ¢ To have something to
achieve, something to win—that is the keenest
rapture of the human mind, that makes the
chief delight of the chase. Upon my honor, 1
envy you, I seem to awake to the conviction
that it is a misfortune to be born with the pro-
verbi:al silver spoon in one’s mouth.”

+#The man who begins life with a fortune starts
ahead of the penniless struggler in the race for
fame,” answered the surgeon. ¢ There is plenty
of scope for your ambition, Geoff, in spite of the
threc-per-cents.”

¢ What could I do ?”

“Try to make yourself famous.”

¢+ Not possible ! Unless I took to a pea-green
cout, like that rich young planter’s son in the
lust generation. Fame ! bah! for Brown, J ones,
or Robinson to talk of making themselves fam-
ous js about as preposterous as it would be for
Hampstead-hill to dry and develop a volcano.
Men born to fame have a speclal brand upon
thelr foreheads, like the stamp on Veuve Clic.
quot's champagne corks. IthinkI see it in the
auxious lines that mark yours, Lucius,”

* There is the senate,” said Davoren ; «the
natural aim of an Englishman’s ambition,”

“ What ! truckle to rural shopkeepers for the
privilege of wasting the summer evenings and
the spring tides in a stuffy manufactory of talk !
Pas si béte !

‘.After all,” returned Lucius, with a faint
sigh, ¢ you have something better than ambi-
bition, which is only life in the future — mere
fetish worship, perhaps—or the adoration of a
shadow which may never become a substance.
You have youth, and the power to enjoy all
youth’s pleasures, which mcans life in the Pre.
sent,”

“8o I thought myself till very lately, " an-
swered Geoffrey, with another sigh ; ¢« but there
ix a new flavor of bitterness in the wine of life.
Lucius, I'm golng to ask you a very serious ques-
tion. Do you believe in love at first sight 2

A startling question at any rate, for it brought
the hot crimson blood into the surgeon’s toil-
worn face. Happily they were stillsitting in the
firelight, which just now waxed dim,

sAlout as much as I believe in ghosts or
spirit-rapping,” he answered coldly.

“Which means that you’ve never secn a ghost
or had & message from spirit-land,” answered
Geoffrey. ¢ Six months ago I should have called
any one an ass who could love a4 woman of
whom he knew no more than that her face was
lovely and her voice divine., But as somebody
—u buker’s daughter, wasn't she ?—obscrved,
¢We know what we are, but we know not what
we may be.” "

¢« You have fallen in love, Geoff ?”

“Descended into abysmal depths of folly, a
milllon fathoms below the soundings of com-
mon sense. There's nothing romantic in the
business eithcr, which of course makes it worse.
It's only foolish. I didn't save the lady’s life
by stopping a pair of horses thut were galloping
to perdition with her, or by swimming out a
mile or 8o to snatch her from the devouring
Juws of an ebh) tide. I have no excuse for my
madness, The lady is a concert-singer, and I
first saw her while dancing attendance upon
suine country cousins who were staying in town
the other day, and led me like a vietim to musi-
cul mornings and evening recitals, and so on.
You know that I have not u passionate love of
music.”

“1 know that you had a very moderate ap-
preciation of my violin.”

« All thd tunes sounded so much alike, Want
of taste on my part, of course. However, my
vousins—Arabella and Caroline Folthorpe, nice
yirls, but domineering—insisted that I should
g0 to concerts, 8o I went, They both sing and
play, and wanted to improve their style, they
said ; seltishly iguoring the tact that I bhad no

Hard

style to improve, and allowing me to pay for all
the tickets, One morning—splendid weather
for snowballing; I wished myself young again
and at Winchester, as I looked at the streets—
we went to a recital at a dreary-looking house
near Manchester-square, lent by the proprietors,
The concert people might as well have borrowed
aroomy family vault. It would have been quite
as cheerful. Well, we surrendered our tickets—
parallelograms of sky-blue pasteboard, and un-
ocommonly dear at half a guinea—to a shabby
footman who ushered us up-stairs over a thread-
bare stair carpet to a faded drawing-room, where
we found some elderly ladies of the dowdy order,
and a miscellaneous collection of antique gen-
tlemen in well-worn coats of exploded cut.
These I took to represent the musical nobility.
It was not a cheerful concert. Firstcame aquar-
tette, in ever so many parts, like a dull sermon;
a quartette for a plano, violoncello, and two
fiddles, with firstly, and secondly, and thirdly,
Every now and then, when the violoncello gave
forth rather deeper groans than usual, or one of
the fiddles prolonged a wire-drawn chord, the
musical nobility gave a little gasp, and looked at
one another, and one of the old gentlemen tap-
ped the lid of his snufi-box, After the quartette
we had a pianoforte solo, to my unenlightened
mind an arid waste of tuneless chords, and little
meandering runs to nowhere in particular, a
little less interesting than a problem in Eueclid,
I prefer my cousin Arabella’s hearty thumping
and frantic rushes up and down the keyboard
to this milk-and-water style, which is, I un-
derstand, classical. Number three was a vocal
duet by Handel, which I won’t describe, as it
lulled me into a placid slumber. When I re-
opened my eyes there was a gentle murmur of
admiration floating in the atmosphere, and I be-
held a lady dressed in black, with a sheet of
music in her hand, waiting for the end of the
symphony.

“The lady, I suppose,” sald Lucius, duly in-
terested.

“The lady. I won’t attempt todescribe her;
for after all what can one say of the loveliest
woman except that she has a straight nose, fine
eyes, a delicate complexion ? And yet these con-
stitute 50 small & part of her beauty, one may
see them in the street every day. This one stood
there like a statue in the cold wintry light, and
seemed to me the most perfect being I had ever
beheld. She appeared divinely unconsclous of
her beauty, as unconscious as Aphrodite must
bave been in that wild frec world of newborn
Greece, though all creation worshi pped her. She
didn’t look about her with a complacent smile,
challenging admiration. Her dark-fringed eye-
lids drooped over the violet-gray eyes, as she
looked downward at the music. Her dress was
Quaker-like, a linen collar round the rull firm
throat, the perfect arm defined by the plain
black sleeve. Art had done nothing to enhance
or to detract from her beauty. She sang ¢ Auld
Robin Gray '’ in a voice that went to my inmost
heart. The musical nobility sniffed and mur-
mured rapturously. The old gentleman rapped
his snuff-box, and said Bwava! and the song was
re-demanded. She curtsied and began something
about a blue bodice and Lubin, and in this
there were bird-like trills, and a prolonged
shake, clear and strong as the carol of a sky-
lark. Lucius, I was sucha demented ass at that
moment, that if the restraints of civilisation
hadn’t been uncommonly strong upon me, I
should have blubbered like a schoolboy before a.
caning.” )

¢ 8Bomething in the timbre of the voice,” said
Lucius, “simpatica.”

“Sim-anybody you like; it knocked me over
like a skittleball.,”

“ Have you seen her since ?”

‘“ Have I seen her! I have followed her from
concert-room to ooncert-room, until my senso-
rium~—that's the word, isn’t it 2—aches from the
amount of classical music that has been in-
tlicted upon it—the x minors and z majors, and
g0 forth., Sometimes I hunted her down in some
other aristocratic drawing-room, by the kind
permission, &c.; sometimes [ found her at the
Hanover-square Rooms. Mitchell has a stand-
ing order to send me u ticket for every concert
at which she sings. It's denced hard work.
I'm due this time to-morrow at St. George’s
Hall, Liverpool,”

“But, my dear old Geoff, cun anything bhe
more foolish 2’ expostulated Lucius, forgetful of
that rusty old gate in the Shadrack-road, to
which purest pity had so often led him.

«“I daresay not. But I can’t help myself.”

“ Do you know anything about the lady ?»

“All that a diligent process of private in-
quiry could discover, and yet very little. The
lady is a widow—"

“ Disenchanting fact.”

“ Her name, Bertram.”

« Assumed, no doubt.”

“Very possibly, She has lodgings in Keppel-
street, Russsll.-square, and lives a life of ex.
treme seclusion with her mald and one litt3e
girl. I 8aw the child one morning, a seraph of
seven or eight, with flowing flaxen hair, hiye
eyes, and scarlet legs, like & tropical birq, or g
picture by Millais.”

« That sounds like respectability.”

“Respectability !” cried Geoflrey, Huming with
indignation. «I would no more doubt her virtye
or her honor than I would question the virtue
of my dead mother. If you had heard her g

¢Vol che sapéte,’ the clear thrilling tones, 1,0
swelling into a flood of melody, DOW sinking 14
the tenderest whisper! Could such topeg go
those come from a foul heart? No, pyoine
I need no certificate of character 10 tell me gpqt
Jane Bertram is true.”

Luctus smiled—ihe slow smile of wopgyy

wisdom—and then breathed a faint regretful
sigh for his friend’s delusion.

¢ My dear Geoff,” he sald, « I daresay the con.
clusion you arrive at is natural to the unso-
phisticated mind. A great orator addresses us
like a demigod ; ergo, he must be by nature
godlike. Yet his life msy be no better than
Thurlow’s or Wilkes’s, A woman is divinely
beautiful; and we argue that her soul, too, must
be divine. The history of the musical stage
tells us that there were women who sang like
angels, yet were by no means perfect as women.
For God’s sake, dear old friend, beware of
music. Of all man’s ensnarers the siren with
lyre and voice is the most dangerous. Of all
woman’s tempters he who breathes his selfish
prayer in musical concords is the most fatal.
In my own family there has been a wretched
example of this nature, [ speak with all the
bitterness that comes from bitter experisnce.”

“ That may be 50,” returned the other, uncon-
vinced; ¢ but there are instincts which cannot
lie. My belief in Jane Bertram is fixed as the
sun in heaven.”

«“Did you contrive to obtainfan introduc-
tion 2"

“No. I found that impossible. She knows
Do one, goes nowhere, except for her profes-
sional engagements. Even the people who en-
gage her—music publishers, and what not—
know nothing about her, except that she sings
betier than five out of six sopranos of establish-
ed reputation, and that she has struggled into
her present modest position out of obscurity and
hard work. She was only a teacher of music
until very lately. She would do wonders if
she went on the stage, my informant told me;
and such a course bas been suggested to her;
but she peremptorily declined to entertain the
idea. She earns, in the season, from five to ten
pounds & week, What a pittance for a god-
dess I”

“And who was Mr, Bertram ?”

1 was not curious upon that subjeot ; enough
for me to know that he is in his grave. But
had I been ever so inquisitive my curiosity must
have gone unsatisfied. The people who know
s0 little about her know still less about her late
husband, He hag been dead some years, That
is all they could tell me,”

“ And you positively go down to Liverpool to
hear her sing ?”’

“ As I would go back to the shores of the Red
River for the same purpose. Ay, live again on
mouldy pemmican, and hear again the howling
of the wolves at sunset.”

“And is this kind of thing to go on indefi-
nitely ?”
sa' 1t will go on until circumstances favor my
passion, until I can win my way to her friend-
ship, to her contidence; until I can say to her,
without fear of repulse or discouragement,
¢Jane, I love you.’ I am quite content toserve a
longish apprenticeship, even to classical music,
for the sake of that reward.”

Lucius stretched out his hand, and the two
men’s broad palms met in the hearty grasp of
friendship,

“Upon my honor,jGeoffrey, I admire you,”
sald the surgeon. ¢I won’t preach any more.
Granted that your passion is foolish, at least
iv’s thorough. I honor a man who can say to
himself, «That woman I will marry, and no
other; that woman I will follow, through
honor and dishonor, evil report and good re-
POT e

« 8top,” cried Geoffrey ; «let there be nomen-
tion of dishonor in the same breath with her
name. If I did not believe in her truth and
purity, I would pluck this passion out of my
breast—as the Carthusian prior in the medise-
val legend plucked deadly sin out of the en-
trails of 8t. Hugo of Lincoln—though I cut my
heart open to do it. I love her, and I believe in
her.”

“And if you ceased to believe in her, you
would cease to love her?”

“Yes,” answered Geoffrey Hossack firmly.

He had risen from his seat by the hearth,
and was pacing the dusky chamber, where the
street lamps without and the red fire within
made a curious half-light. Truly had his friend
called him thorough. Intense, pastionate, and
impulsive was this generous nature—a nature
which had never been spoiled by that hard
school in which all men must learn whose first
necessity is to get their living, that dreary
bread-winner’s academical career to which God
condemned Adam as the direst punishment of
his disobedience and deceit. ¢ No longer shalt
thou wander careless in these flowery vales and
groves, where generous emotions and affection.
ate impulses and noble thoughts might bud and
blossom in the happy idlesse. Forthee, sinner,
the daily round of toil, the constant hurry, the
ever-goading pressure of sordid necessities,
which shall make thee selfish and hard and re.
morseless, with no leisure in which to be kind
to thy brother strugglers, with bhardly a pause
in which to remember thy God !”

(To be continued.)
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EFFECT OF SUNLIGHT oN FLouR.—It1s main.
tained that the inferior quality of certain kinds
of wheat and ryc flour is frequently due to the

action of sunlight on the flour ; cven When in !
bags or barrels the gluten experiences & change !

similar to that occasioned by heating in the miil,

The tendency thus imparted to it, t0 become °
lumpy, and to form dough without toughness, is

similar to that of flour from moisj grain, or of
flour when it is too fresh, or made from grain
ground too early, or when adulterated with
cheaper barley meal, Such flour can be Im.

proved by keeping for some wecks.

THE MASSACRE AT LACHINE.
A.D. 1689.

BY E. A. SUTTON.

[NoTe,—During the night of August 5“’&‘}:&2
1,400 Iroquois crossed Lake St. Louls (vt -
a storm, and surprising the sleepinf
habitants of Lachine, carried woe treal]
solation almost into the streets of Mon

1.

Calmly the August day
Fades into eventide ;
Now the weary peasant’s work is done,
And the children watch the sinking sun,
‘While dances brightly each crimson sy
Out on the waters wide.

IL

Thickly the shadows fall
Over the quiet scene,

And darker yet grows each forest glade,
As night creeps on, like a gloomy shade,
Wrapping up in her sombre pall
The homesteads of Lachine.

IIL

There comes & moaning sound,
All thro’ the pines it sighs,
And afar off leaps a sudden flash,
And the stillness wakes to a rambling crash: ,
‘Which echoed thrice from the woods aros?
Rolis through the blackened skies.

v,

Wildly the tempest burst,
Forest and waters o’er;
Hard and white comes the driving bail,
The tall pines bend to the howling gale ; tbe
There are brighter darts than flashed
first,
And thunders louder roar,

V.

Yet, sound the cottier sleeps,
Safe from the storm’s rude hand;
Ah'! he little dreams of coming woe,
And naught sees he of the wily foe w‘“hy
Who the shore has gained and 8
creeps
Along the silent strand.

VI,

Oh, would that from on high!
Some voice would wing its way,
And a warning to the sleepers bring
Ere ’tis yet too late, and fierce shall rings
At their very doors, the demon cry
Of the dreaded Iroquois,

.

VI,

The fatal hour has come ;
Hark to that plercing shout!
Oh! how wild it swells upon the air; .
There’s an answering shout of wild deﬂpﬂ“h:’ma
But they walil too late—each peacef“l
Is girt with foes about,

VIIL.

Loud rings the savage yell,
Bright flames light up the soené,
The waters glow with the ruddy glare, w’r
And with crackling fires and shriek and
It seems as if all the woes of hell
‘Were poured out on Lachine.

IX.

Infant and aged sire
‘Were butchered side by side; . _
There the malden gasped, in lover’s 8078 e
There were mothers forced the babes tbe¥
E'cn to take and cast into the fire,
And watch them till they died.

X,

In sleep some met their fate,
They never woke to know
Of the feast of blood that dismal night-
To arms rushed some, in despair to ﬂsh"l;
But they strove in vain, it was t00
To stem the tide of woe,

XI.

October’s sunshine fell
Over a mournful scene— wll‘"
On the horde had passed—the autumn 4
Blew chill o’er the waste they left behin u’,u
And each ruined hearth could y
The story, of Lachine.

QUEBEC.
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PART 11

V1l.—5T, JOHN'S BVE.

8t. John's Eve lies midway bet¥o
;and fall; it is summer in it8 ¥
 glory,
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d:‘h': day was far advanced, evening was
,tmonz near, Gunnar had again taken his
the vn on the rock projecting into the lake, on
bim :‘ry same spot where Rhyme-Ola had found
e day before. On his knees rested a
'h"::: board made of two rough fir-planks,
thin v 1 Was spread out a large, square plece of
Pency) hite birch-bark. In his hand he had a
tatt)e 1T LR Which he drew on the bark. The
Was ash')ved evident signs of impatience, for it
tngy 24 milking-hour ; but Gunnar was too
absorbed in his work even to be conscious
“’)h‘ Presence, Many new, strange thoughts
Olatg ®en playing in his mind since Rhyme-
g m‘flslt- 8till the sad and yet bold and rous-
no ain of the song kept ringing in his ear,
turg Wakening him to life and action, now
8d Ug his mind to blissful revery. When he
ha, gmt left the cottage in the valley and first
“lerel:mk the freshness of the mountain air,
Obes ad been a new life born in him. Fresh
eck and longings had thronged his mind;
chi) dien’ the Hulder, and all that was fair to his
ey, 8h fancy had suddenly become living reali-
%eand he could often feel their enchanting
ng bee, when the day fell warm and wonder-
breg Y6l the highlands, and the air held its
our ‘in anxious silence, Often had he spent
hau.f ter hour searching through the dark and
&lim ldden copse in the hope of catching a
P86 of some hairy sprite. Never a loor-tone
Nee :ﬂoatlng over the plain, but he started to
the Hulder might not be near; for he
SUre the loor must be hers. True, shadows
3had0ub" had been coming and passing,—
rm_es‘:WB such as summer-clouds throw on the
haq ,7hen the sun is bright. Like these they
cleua&aln vanished, leaving the light the
m ®F for their presence. Then Rhyme-Ola
d:: With his wondrous song. Although he
" ft 8ing of the Hulder, still either his song
brog lllnself in some strange manner again
been!] t her to view. He had brought what had
mop acking to make the chord full, the har-
shap), OMplete ; he had given form to the
choi);le“ longings, had given rest to the restless
‘mho‘ Gunnar no longer had need of looking
a ut for the Hulder : into his own mind her
Whge descended, clear and beautiful as the day.
an lrn he came to the saeter that night, he felt
wereﬁﬂtlble desire to give expression to the
the c;'f‘ll thoughts that moved within him. In
dengh““‘e at home he had always taken great
Uye, dl" in drawing the strange beings which
cottg 0 his fancy. ' For canvas he had uscd the
Sln%ge floor; paper he had never known.
hi, he had left home, he had often busied
neV:elf Wwith projects for new drawings, but had
” T found an opportunity to execute his de-
thing To-night, however, he could allow no-
the g to defeat his purpose. Having searched
llnaﬂaet'e.r cottages from one end to another, he
Y discovered in the crevice of a beam a
},;g"ipeﬂ‘:il, which probably had been left there
Pllg o o8rbenters, Under one of the beds laya
kin dl(i)r birch-bark, which the maids used for
X Ng-wood. From this he selected the
an de;it and smoothest pleces, cut them square,
Ound them even more suitable tor his pur-
® than anything he had hitherto tried.
nig t‘fﬂs late before Gunnar sought rest that
8o hut the sun is late, too, at midsummer,
eTe was nothing to remind him that mid-
l‘oug:as drawing near. The next morning he
Be gy, t his half-finished drawing with him as
Ry g Tted with the cattle, and took his seat on
n“;orlt.e rock, while the flocks were grazing
ml‘eady on the lake-shore. Now the day was
Sway 1) leaning toward night; it had stolen
here ke a dream, and he knew not how or
lagg t:) It had gone. Soon he should give the
not g ch to his drawing; he saw that it was
ey Mshed, but somehow or other he could not
¢ Where the finishing touch was needed.
:’s the Hulder he had attempted to picture,
“ketcls she stood before his soul's eye. But the
m&ide‘ })erore him was but a fair mortal
Charg N: that unearthly longing which gave its
Lath l::ltel' to the tonc of her loor, and that un-
Mag,, h&lfle depth of her eyes—that which really
As he er the Hul‘der-—he had failed to express.
Stropg !Iat wondering what the fault might be, a
fa] O0r-tone shook the air and came power-
the r}ﬁ’“ bim. He looked up, and saw Brita,
lock u"‘_halred sacter-maid, standing on a hil-
her low few hundred yards from him, blowing
the y, T o call the cattle home, Glancing ut
hy 1, and seeing that it was far past milking-
angq 'a ¢ quickly rose, put the loor to his mouth,
tay and"é 8uch a blast that the highlands echoed
Undgpy Dear, Brita’s loor answered; the cattle
the Sactan the welcome signal, and started for
. A

’
By Indeeda You are a nice cattle-boy!” cried
l,u'?n}‘luﬂl'ned and out of breath, both from
ten Yo Ming and from indignation. «Didn’t I
Q' ‘; to drive the flocks home early to-night?
thay o ad of that you keep them out more
to M hour after time, Now we shall have
Of yy iut home from the Ht. John’s Hill, all
Bpl MY for your laziness, you hateful boy 17
ere |, Wak justly indignant, and her words
Qupyy rddled forth with all the passionate
nhi%eg Womanly wrath; but before she had
br ct,She found herself nearly crying at the
Of the St,,of losing all the sport and merriment
gy, John’s Eve., Gunnar, conscious of his
Yeacy tompteq no apology. As soon as they
8a |, the Saeter, all the girls fell to milking
8s they could, and, much against his
Was obliged to assist them. When the
Bt Jonpre dlsposed of, they all started for the
tween t,gs Hill, which lay about midway be-
cheq S2Cter and the valley. As they ap-
loong e the luke-shore, a -palr of screaming
I Way B:_v Uup from their nest among the rushes.
Al bright day when they gained the

pine region. A confused murmur rose from
below; as they came nearer they could distin-
guish the strain of many violins, the song of
women, and the loud shouts of the men.

«# No, indeed! I cannot run at this rate,”
groaned one of the girls, as she let herself drop
down on & large, moss-grown stone, ¢ If you
have a mind to Kkill yourself for one dance, more
or less, you may gladly do so, I shall not move
one step farther until I am rested. Will you
wait for me, Gunnar ? for Brita hardly will, as
long as she knows Endre i8 dancing with some
other girl, down on the hill,”

Gunnar promised to wait.

«A poor set Of girls we have here in the
valley,” said Brita, laughing, «who can hear
the fiddles calling, and the lads shouting, and
then can talk of rest. So tired I néver was, and
hope never to be.” 8o saying, she ran down
the steep road, and was soon out of sight. One
of the girls followed, the other remained.

On the long and even slope from the high-
lands to the fjord, there is not seldom found an
abrupt and stecp projectinn, as if the mountain
all of a sudden had thrust out its back, and de-
termined to check the luxuriant vegetation
below, which threatens to grow straight up over
its ears. From such a projection the eye has a
wide range, both upward to the mountains and
downward to the sea; for the pineis too clumsy
to climb, and the dwarf birch is neither thick
nor tall enough to hinder the sight. It was on
aridge like this that Gunnar and the saeter-
maid were resting. From above they saw the
sun flooding with fire the western horizon, and
the purple-burning glaciers gleaming and flash-
ing. Below rose the waving crowns of the pine
forest, with its heavy green hue slightly tinged
with the flush of the sunset. Here and there a
tall, slender fir, forgetful of the winter storms,
lifted its airy head high above its humbler fel-
lows, and graciously nodded to some admiring
birches at its foot. In a wide opening between
the thick-growing pine-trunks lay the St. John’s
Hill, which was, however, no hill, but rather a
large and sunlit glade., From the centre of this
glade a huge bonfire, strangely wrestling with
the sunset, threw its glaring light upon a dense
mass of human life, whirling away over the
plain in wild enchantment. A thin,transparent
dusk seemed to rise from below, as the sun sunk
deeper behind the glaciers. The forest drew its
dark, steady outline on the horizon in effective
contrast to the wild, flushing scene it em-
braced.

“ Now I suppose you are rested,” said Gunnar
to the saeter-maid, who, like himself, seemed
anxious to take an active part in the merriment
below.

“ Yes, thank you,” said she, and they both
arose,

After a short walk they arrived at the St.
John’s Hill, where he immediately lost sight of
his companion; he hardly had time to realize
where he was, before he felt himself hurried
along into the midst of the crowd, where the
stunning noise, the fire, and the strange people
worked his senses up to such a pitch of excite-
ment that at last he was not sure whether he
was standing on his feet or his head. Another
boy of about his own »ge, seeing how frightened
he looked, went up to him, and fired his gun
close to his ear. That suddenly brought him
back to his senses; the blood rushed to his face,
he clinched his fist, and dealt the hoy a blow
right under his left eye, so that he tumbled
backwards. His opponent, however, jumped
to his feet, and returned the hlow with good ef-
fect. In the next moment they held eachother
in close embrace, and a hot fight ensued. The
people flocked densely around them, encourag-
ing them with shouts of approval; and they
both fought as if their lives were at stake. At
first, Gunnar scemed likely to be the loser, as
he recelved more blows than he gave; but this
rather added to his strength. The boy tried re-
peatedly to trip his foot, but he was on his
guard; then he made a last rush st him, and
they both fell, the boy under and Gunnar upon
him. He was just rising, proud in the conscious-
ness of his victory, when he saw a tall, grave
man elbowing his way through the throng.
The man walked rapidly up to the combatants,
gave each of them a box on the ear, seized
Gunnar’s adversary by the arm, and carried
him off. The people roared with laughter.
Then, instead of pride in his victory, a feeling of
shame stole over him, He ran away as fast as
his feet could carry him,—away from the fire,
the din, and the people. Tired and confused, he
sank down on the soft moss, buried his face in
his hands, and felt unhappy as he had never felt
before.

He did not know how long he had been lying
in this position, when he heard a well-known
voice hard by. It was the volce of Ragnhild,
the widow of Rimul’s daughter. «Who was the
boy who struck Lars ?” said she.

« 1t was Gunnar, your cattle-boy,” answered
another voice, Which he concluded to be that of
Gudrun, the timid little girl he had seen at
Rimul.

« Gunnpar, our cattle-boy 17

« Why, yes, of course. Lars came and fired
bis gun right in his ear, so it was no wonder he
struck. Ionly Wish he could be at hand when
Lars strikes me; I never dare tel it to father,
for when father strikes, he always gtrikes too
bard, and then both mother and 1 ery?

Ragohild was about to make some remark,
when Gunnar, Who lay half conccaled in the
tall heather, raised himself on hig elbows, to
make them aware of his presence. Gudrun
was a little frightened at his unexpected ap-
pearance, but Ragnhild walked up to him, sat
down in the heather, and tried to open a con-
versation.

“Why do you like so much to fight ?” said
she.

Gunnar did not know what to answer; he
felt as if he had something in his throat which
nearly choked him. She fixed her large blue
eyes upon him with an earnest, half-reproach-
ful look. Then suddenly the tears rushed to his
eyes, he pressed his burning face down in the
moss, and wept as only a child can weep. He
felt her hand on his head, and her fingers glid-
ing through his hair. And there he lay weep-
ing, until at last, consoled by Ragnhild's teunder-
ness, he forgot the cause of his grief, and before
long was engaged in a lively dispute with the
little girls. Ragnhild, who had wondered ever
since they first met at his strange story about
Necken, now eagerly sought further informa-
tion; and knowing little of the world of wonder,
which he loved with life and soul, she could not
conceal her doubt at the startling things he told
her. He, of course, grew the more zealous being
opposed; and the girls, who were naturally no
less superstitious than he, were only too willing
to be persuaded. He was just deep in the
wondrous tale of Saemund of Tagerlien and
Margit of Elgerford when he was interrupted by
the same tall man who had interfered in his
combat an hour ago. He came to take Ragn-
hild and Gudrun home. ¢ It is near midnight,
children,” said he, in & deep voice, “and the
way homeward is long.” And as they went
they crled their good-night to him from the dis-
tance. He followed slowly and returned to the
glade, where the fire was still blazing high, and
the dance wilder than ever. There he met
Rhyme-Ola, who told him that the boy he had
fought with was Lars Henjum, and that the
tall man who struck them was Atle, Lars'
father.

After a time the music ceased, and the merry
dancers, both lads and maidens, thronged round
the fire, where they sat down in a close ring,
and talked, jested, and laughed, little heeding
the waning hours and the solemn silence of the
forest. It was a gay scene, indeed, and one
which would have filled an artist with rapture.
How fair did those fresh, healthy faces appear,
blushing, perhaps, with a little deeper tinge, as
the glow of the fire fell over their features!
Here sat one leaning forward, with his hands
knit around his knees, watching the flames in
pensive silence; there, next to him, a merry
couple, too much occupied with each other to
take notice of what was going on around them.
The young man was Endre, the same who had
opened the dance at the Rimul saeter on the
evening of their arrival at the highlands; and
who should the girl be but the bright-eyed
Brita, with the deep dimples in her cheeks.
Endre must have been very interesting; for
whenever he spoke, Brita laughed, blushed, and
now and then turned half away, as if to avoid
his gaze, while he sat bending over towards her,
intently watching her face.

As the night advanced, and the soft night-fog
spread over the forest, their minds were imper-
ceptibly attuned to the supernatural. Now was
the time for wonder-tales and legends; and
there was none who could tell like Rhyme-Ola:
there were few who denied that. So Rhyme-
Ola was called upon for a story ; and there was
no need of asking him twice, for there was no-
thing he liked better than story-telling. It was
Rhyme-Ola’s arrival which interrupted Brita's
and Endre’s conversation. He came from be-
hind them, and politely asked to be admitted
into the ring, for he hardly could tell his story
otherwise. .

« Jump over, Rhyme-Ola,” proposed Endre;
but before the singer,could have time to follow
the advice, he seized him round the waist, lift-
ed him high above his head, and, amid a roar
of laughter from the company, put himn down
within the ring right fbefore the fire, Rhyme-
Ola, being we!® used to sport of this kind, took
it in good part, straightened his little figure,
winked with his sad cyes, drew his mouth up
to his customary smile, and began his story.

When it was ended the narrator let his eyes
slowly glide from face to face along the listen-
ing circle, and saw, not without satisfaction, the
frightened expressions and half-open mouths
which sufficiently assured him that he had suc-
cecded in sccuring attention, But in all that
crowd there was hardly one who listened with
go intense an interest as Guonar. As soon as
the tale had commenced he had joined the group
and quietly taken his seat behind Brita’s back,
where he was still sitting when Rhyme-Ola
found him,

« Gunnpar,” said Rhyme-Ola, «I have some- 1

thing I want to tell you.” And he gently urged
the boy on until they were out of hearing.
Then, leaning against a large, white-stemmed
birch-tree, he fixed his strange eyes on Gunnar
and began again.

«1 have been at Rimul to-day,” said bhe,
«wand I bave seen the widow.” Here he hesi-
tated, smiled his melancholy smile, and winked.

«T asked the widow of Rimul,” he went on,
«if she had not some cattle for me to watch
too. She said she had. 80, now I shall always
be with you, Gunnar.” Andall hig face laugh-
ed as he cried out the last words, Gunnar
stood for a moment staring at his strange com-
panion,

« What did you say ?” asked he.

« From this time I shall always be with
you,” repeated Rhyme-Ola, laughing, «Now it
is time to go home,” added he; it is very late,
or, rather, very early.”

Soon they were on their Way, and reached the
saeter at sunrise.

(To be combinued.)

HARVEST.

All day we set the sheaves in shining ows
And capping them, hung fringes of dill goid

About their heavy brows; and at the close
‘Watcbed the wood-shadows their dark wings

unfold,

Hovering them, and said : 8o may we rest
In covert of soft plumage, happy when

From the blue east, lit by her silvery orest,
Tender as south-winds in the blossomy glen,

Peace comes again.

But what of those slain lilies, whose best yield
‘Was the faint perfume clinging to our bands
As went we up and down the sun-swept field,
Twisting them heedless in the wheaten
bands ?
Their wealth was safe in unseen garners stored;
To subtle essence changed, they gained their
quest,
Said we: If immortality so sweet reward
Service of sacrifice, then are we blest
Losing life’s best.

For so did reapers slay our hopes’ high blooms,
Reckless of tears and pleading, till they lay

Languishing, smothered ’'mong the dusty
glumes,
‘When the swift binders blithely passed that
way

And glancing on them, pitied—and so caught
Sweets that will linger with them evermore.
Thus hath experience fragrant memories
brought
Into our hearts, making for us rich store
Of harvest lore,

Then homeward going by the bridge that span-
ned
The elmy stream, faint, after toil and heat,
The mist-wraith soothed us with her delicate
hand
Cool on our brows; and dewy to our feet
The red-tops’ ragged plumelets lightly bent
In weloome ; and robins kept the door,
We said: «They are good signs to us"”—and
went
In ’'neath the woodbine shadowing the flour,
Happy once more. :

Overland Monthly.
e — &~ ———eee
REMARKABLE CLOCKS,

We must now give some account of foreign
clocks of celebrity, the first.named of these be-
ing the most famous clock ever known. It is
probable that our young readers have heard of
the famous city of Strasburg, formerly the capi.
tal of the department du Bas Rhin in France,
which forms part of the old province of Alsacc,
and was a bishop's see. It has six bridges be-
tween the different quarters of the city, and g8ix
gates, and the cidatel and fortifications were
considered the strongest in kurops, Now, how-
ever, it has been shattered, taken, and ruined
by the Prussians in the late Franco-German
war; but there still remains its renowned cathe-
dral, although muoh injured by the bombard-
ment. This cathedral has a beautiful pyrami.
dal tower, 470 feet high, on which hung the
standard of France; and it is said that, untii
quite lately, the Prussians, though making every
exertion, could neither lower nor destroy it. It
is now éaid that they have succeeded, by send-
ing & man up in the dark, who lowered it, but
the man was killed in so doing. Within the
cathedral is the famaus astronomical clock, the
most celebrated that ever existed, It is about
twenty feet high, and was preceded by another
of monstrous size, of which nothing remains.
The present clock at Strasburg was begun by
Conradus Dasypodius, professor of mathematic ,
in 1571, and completed in 1574; and it is related
that the original artisan of the clock (for severul
workmen were employed on it) became blind
before he had completed his work ; but notwith-
standing he finished it himself, refusing to in-
form any one else of the design, and preferring
to complete it blind as he was. In this curlous
piece of mechanism the revolutions of the sun,
the moon, and the planets, are marked down
with scientific exactness; and the instruments
of these motions are hid in the body of & peli.
can, who is portrayed under the globe on which
the signs are seen. It would be too long to de-
scribe all the particulars of this clock, but the
eclipses which are to be seen for years to come
are marked on it. On Sunday the sun is drawn
about on his chariot till the day is spent, when
he is drawn into another place; and as he dis-
appears you have Monday, that is the moon, and
the horses of Mars’ chariot showing forth their
heads, and so on for every day in the weck,
There is a dial for the minutes of the hour, xo
that you see every minute puss. Two beautiful
figures of children are joined to either side of
this, The one on the north side has a sceptru
in his hand, and when the clock strikey he tells
every stroke. The other, on the south side,
holds an hour-glass in his hand, which runs ex.
actly with the clock, and when the clock has
struck he turns his glass. There are also four
little bells, on which the quarters ofan hour are
struck. At the first quarter comes forth a little
boy, and strikes the first bell with an apple, and
then goes and stays at the fourth bell until the
next quarter. Then comes a youth, and he
with a dart strikes two bells, and succeeds into
the place of the child. At the third quarter
comes & man at arms with a halberd in his
hand, whioch strikes three bells, and then he
succeeds to the place of the youth, At the fourth
quarter comes ah old man with s staff, having a
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crook at the end, and he with much difticulty,
being old, strikes the four bells, and stands at
the fourth quarter till the next quarter. Imme-
diately comes Death to strike the clock, who is
in a room above the others; and you must un-
derstand that at each quarter he had come forth
to try to carry away with him each of the for.
mer ages, but at the opposite end of the room
where he is, comes forth Christ, and drives him
in; but when the last quarter is heard, Christ
gives him leave to go to the bell, which is in
the mldst, and so he strikes the proper hour
with his bone, and stands at his bell till the
next quarter. At noon the twelve apostles ad-
vance in succession to bend down before the
figure of our Saviour, who gives them the bene-
diction. In a tower at the top of the clock there
are pleasant chimes, which sound at three,
seven, and eleven o’clock, each time in different
tunes; and at Christmas, Easter, and Whbitsun.
tide, they chime a thanksgiving unto Christ;
and when this chime is finished, a cock, which
stands on the top of the tower, stretches out his
neck, claps his wings, and crows three¢ times.
It is sald to be the most curious piece of clock.
work in Europe, though there are many won-
derful old clocks in different parts of the Conti-
nent, in the great cities and cathedrals. An-
other marvellous specimen of clockwork is to
be seen at the palace of Friedenstein, in Gotha,
one of the many palaces belonging to the Duke
of Coburg and Gotha, elder brother of the late
Prince Albert, busband of Queen Victoria. It
is an astronomical clock and orrery, and was
the labor of an ingenious monk for 40 years, It
has recorded with accuracy for upwards of 100
years the motions of the heavenly bodies, the
days, months, and years in their eternal round;
one hand moving over an inch of the dial in the
brief space of a second; another toiling through
the sume long and weary journey in 100 years;
and a feeling of awe involuntarily creeps over
the mind, as one contemplates the little index
that has pointed out the rise and fall of empires,
progressing in its silent onward course like the
unnerring course of time. There is a curious
old clock at Lubeck, constructed about A. D.
1589. It represents the heavenly bodies until
the year 1875, and when it strikes twelve a num-
ber of automaton figures are set in motion; the
Electors of Germany enter from a small side.
door, and perform the ceremony of inaugurating
the Emperor, who is seated upon a throne in
front. Another door is then opencd, and Christ
appenrs, when, after recelving His benediction,
the whole cavalcade retires amidst a flourish of
trumpets by a choir of angels. On each side are
bas-reliefs, illustrative of passages in the life of
our Saviour. In that of the Last Supper, a mouse
{s seen peeping from the white tablecloth, and
this animal represents the armorial bearings of
the once puissant Lubeck, formerly the head of
the famous Hanseatic League, formed there in
1164. The largest clock in the world is a skele-
ton clock at Malines, or Mechlin, in Belgium,
It has only one hand, and makes one revolution
In twelve hours. We will conclude with the
curious clock at Versailles, near Paris, called
the “Clook of the Death of the King.,” This
clock is wholly without works, and has only
one hand, which is stationary to the hour that
it is set to denote the king’s demise, where it
remains till the death of his successer. There
is at Versailles “La Cour de Marbre,” 80 called
from {ts marble pavement. This court has been
the scene of great events. The three central
windows on the first floor are those of the king's
bedroom. On the death of the king, the master
of the household would proclaim, ¢ Le Roi est
Mort;” and breaking his staff of office, would
take up another, adding, «Vive le Rot!” The
clock was then set to the hour at which the
monarch had expired, and remained until the
death of his successor. This clock was first or.
dered by King Louis XIII., and continued in
use until the death of the unfortunate  Kiung
Louis XVI., when, it may well be imagined, it
wus never thought of; whilst his still more un-
happy son, ‘King Louis XVII., never actually
refgned, and died in prison at the age of ten
years, 1795. This custom was last observed at
the death of King Louts XVIIL., in 1824, His
succesvor, King Charles X., abdicated his throne
in 1830, and died in exile at Gratz, in Styria, in
1846, at which time the Orleans dynasty was in
power,

THE BITER BIT.

A man named Gilsey, who, by strict economy
and severe industry, has succeeded in getting
his family a little place, free of incumbrance,
way fishing in Btill River, near the Beaver
Brook mills, on Saturday afternoon. After
aitting on the bank for a couple of hours with-
out catehing anything, he was gratified to see,
on a flat stone in the water, a snapping turtle
sunning itself.  The butt end of the turtle was
toward him, and he thought he would captuare
it; but while he was looking for a place to
step, the turtle gravely turned around without
hix knowledge, and when he got in reaching
distance, and bent down to take hold of what
nature designed should be taken hold of while
handling a snapping turtle, that sociable animal
Jjust reached out and took hold of Mr. Gilsey’s
h:n}d with a grasp that left no doubt of its sin-
cerity.  The shrieks of the unfortunate man
aroused some of the nelghbours, but when they
urrived it was too late to be of any benetit to
him, or even to themselves, for they just caught
# glimpse of & bareheaded man tearing over the
hill, swinging a small carpet bay in one hand,
and they at once concluded that it was a narrow
cscupe from  highway robbery. Howeves it

that turtle, and it clung to him until he reached
the White-street Bridge, when it let go; but the
frightened man did not slacken his gait until
he got home. When he reached the house the
ludicrousness of the affair burst upon him, and
when his wife looked at his pale face and bare
head, and dust hegrimed clothes, and asked
him what was the matter, he said, « Nothing
was the matter, only he was afraid he would be
too Irte for church,” and appeared to be much
relieved to find that he wasn’t.—Danbury News.

—— O~ G———————
A SUMMER NOON.

A dell knee-deep with flower-sprinkled grass,
Grand, stately beeches, on whose silvery bark
Deep-cut are lovers’ names ; tall feathery ferns,
Wherein the rabbit crouches—nodding cups

Of myriad harebells, wealth of orchid-blooms,
Lie 'neath the warm glow of a summer noon.
Tke lazy sun-gold flickers on the leaves,

And in the blackthorn tbicket, voiceless, mute,
Couches the blackbird, resting until eve,

When he again may tune his mellow pipe.

Nature is hushed, and her slesta takes,

Beneath the ardent sun-rays—all is still!

The wearied waggoner—his face on arm—

Lies slumbering on the hay-cart, moments brief
Of swift forgetfulness, quick-snatched from toll,
And doubly sweet the theft. The crickets rest
Amid the ripening wheat ; the grasshopper
Has ceased his amorous chirp; the very reeds
Scarce care to bend them in the river breecze,
For all creation seeks a briof, swect rest.

Drowsily in the passion-flowers hum

Brown-banded bees, and on the unripe peach

Muarauder-wasps settle in pirate swarms,

Eager for plunder. From the grecn leaves peep

The ripening nectarines and apricots;

The jargonelle hangs reddening on the wall,

And the first purple hue of lusciousness

Tinges the mellowing plum; the sovereign
quince .

Is burdened with her treasures; yellowing
globes

Of apples bend the laden orchard boughs

Low to the rank, tall grass; rich mulberrics

Color apace, akd the green hazel-nuts

Begin to change to russet, bountcous gitts

Of God-directed nature unto man !

el O G———

Tommy Halfacre's Parlor.

Although there be but a step from the sublime
to the ridiculous, it was a stride of many cen-
turies that divided Harold Hafucre, the redoubted
sea-King, from his descendant, Tomnmy Halfacre
son of the much-respected tailor of Little Pod.
sham, Wilts,

Time was when Tommy would have been re-
garded with a grave respect, not to say vener-
ation, as one who, without trespass of his own,
is the object of the wrathful judgment of One
who cannot err. But opinion hath changed.
Poor Tommy had to be content with pity, pity
not unmingled with contempt. He was lesh
than man. He wus not even a noun-substan-
tive. A loose adjective was the dower of the
descendant of the sea-kings. Tommy Halfacre
was a ¢ silly”—nothing more.

I am not jesting when 1 affirm that the blood
of the old Danish warriors—though somewhat
chilled and turbid—still meandered in the veins
of Tommy Halfacre. Five generations of his
housc had been laid to rest in the quaint old
church of Little Podsham, a structure hastily
thrown up in old days by an abbot of Wester-
ham, who had got into trouble, and was under-
stood to have entrenched himself behind this
plous act, as, in another profession, he might
have thrown up an earthwork. The memorial
tablet appertaining to the remotest of these
buried ancestors, spelt the name “ Alfaker,” and
a still more ancient entry in the parish register,
announced that one Harold Rosen Alfaqre, ship-
master, had taken to wife Barbara Bunce, a
daughter of Little Podsham. From this bold
source proceeded those generations of tailors
which threatened to become extinct in Tommy:.
Poor fellow ! he could as easily have cut out a
world a8 & waistcoat, and, indeed, the efforts of
the family were mainly directed tothe presery-
ing as wide a distance as possible between Tom.
my and that fascinating but dangerous play.
thing, the shears,

Yet he was never idle. Tommy’s mind, asif
making up for its minuteness by ceaseless acti.
vity, was ever on the move. Moreover, there
was one great par-mount duty devolving on
him, every day, save Sunday, and admitted,
with justice, to be fulfillable to perfection by no
hands but his, namely, the conducting his fa-
ther’s cow to the various patches of common
land and grassy roadsides of the vicinity,

Whether Tommy led the cow, or the cow took
charge of Tommy, is a question we prefer o
leave to the scoffers who occasiona ly monted
it. A cord of some length connected the partiey
and the management of this bond we conceive
to have been the subject of some mutuaal under.
standing. For whereas, on quitting home, My,
Halfacre authoritatively led the way, heading for
whatever point his judgment suggested, the cow,
when somewhat satiated, assumed the direction
of uffairs, would evince morbid fancies for » dusty
thistle, or a toothful of wild barley, or saunter
and splash for half an hour just within the mgay.
gin of a russct pond, whisking the patient Tym.

oy with her dripping tail, e threadqig g,

was not a carpes buz he was swinguig ;5 it was |

swailow-tailed coat he always wore had the ap-
pearance of having been exposed to a pelting
shower.

Having cooled her toes sufficiently, the cow
would quietly march homeward, Tommy ab-
Jjectly trotting behind (he never walked), less
custodian than train-bearer, and, at the least
pause, being jerked abruptly forward by theim.
patient toss of his leader’s head.

Tommy Halfacre was possibly about eighteen
when I first made his acquaintance. Returning
oneday from hunting through the usually quiet
village, I was aware of a slight disturbance. Tom-
my, beset, as was too often the case, by certain
idle urchins on their way from school, had on
this occasion turned to bay. His usual tactics
were to trot straight on, answering, indeed, in
his piping Voice, to any direct question, but
never stopping—experience having imparted to
poor Tommy that any prolonged discourse
would usually end in his discomfiture. He there-
fore only peeped (readers may recal this quaint
old phrase as used by the Old Testament trans.
lators, « mutter and peep,” that is, chirp like a
bird), and hastened on; but on this occasion
some one had offered violence., Tommy cared
not a button for verbal missiles, but attack his
sacred person, and what remained of the blood
of the sea-kings was at once in conflagration!

He had swooped like a hawk upon the otfend-
der, and might, in his lack of self-control, have
done him a much worse injury than the mere
'eaving a potato-skin (such, I learned, had been
the affront) properly deserved. The lad was,
however, rescued by a general charge, and the
aspect of affairs seemed now to demand that I
should interpose between the luckless ¢ silly”
and his persecutors.

Order being restored, Tommy, who seemed to
be fully awake to the vaine of a cavalry escort,
trotted easily along at my side.

¢« Do they often tease you like this, my boy 7’
I asked, by way of opening the conversation,

¢ Idon't mind 'em, bless ’ec !’ chirped Tom-
my.

¢ But when they pelt you "

“ Ah! then " said Tommy, setting his
tceth.
¢« What ?"

I chops their feet off — then their heads,”
responded Mr. Halfacre, with perfect serenity.

“Ah! And how do they take that?”

* Their mothers come, and puts ’em to rights,
and says, ¢ You let Tommy bide, and this would-
n’t happen. G’long to your teas? ”

# What do you cut oil the heads with 2

¢ Bill-hook,” said the veracious Tommy.

“ Would you like them to do it to you?”

“«Can't!” peeped Tommy, exultingly ; « my
head goes oft and on, Sometimes [ wish it did-
n't,” added the poor fellow, with a sigh,  « I've
stralned it, somehow, I dou't tit as it ought to.
‘Wat color’s yon ?”

“ Scarlet.,”

“ Why do you wear scurlet ?”

«T am a fox-hunter.”

« Docs scarlet catch foxes 9"

“Rather the contrary, I should say.”

Tommy turned up his face with a cunning ex-
pression :

“I suy, does your head fit ?” he chirped ; and,
turning suddenly off at a sharp angle, disappear-
ed among some cottuges.

As I rode on, the question occurred to me,
whether a gentleman of Mr., Halfacre's pro-
pounced opinions as regarded homicide would be
altogether an agreeable neighbor, What if, un-
der some ungovernable impulse, he should one
day carry out the truculent exploits he had
hitherto only dreamed ? However, no such mis-
giving appeared to disturb the Little Podsham.
ites, who were, or ought to be, the best judges
of the case; and as I, subsequently, more than
once encountered the descendant of the sea
kings trotting homeward, cow-conducted, the
picture of content and harmlessness, the doubt
I have mentioned had passed from my mind,
when a strange and tragical event reculled it.

Tommy returned home, one evening, later
than usual, somewhat excited, and with his
hands so studiously concealed in the pockets of
h's dress-coat, as to invite inquiry. They were
found to be covered with blood !

Having himself sustained no injury, the infer-
ence was that he had inflicted some; but netther
from Tommy himself, nor from perquisitions
hastily made in the neighborhood, could any
clue to the matter be obtained.

Tommy, cleansed of the mysterious stains,
had been dismissed to his garret, and the village
generally was sinking into repose, when the
keeper of the toll-gate, just without the town,
was startled by a vehlcle passing through with.
out the ceremony of stopping to pay.

The alert custodian was, however, beside the
horse in a moment, and at once discovered that
the reins were hanging loose, the driver missing
He recognised the vehicle as belonging to a
young commercial traveller, Mr. Joseph Barnby,
well known in those parts, and whose cheerful
good-tempter and genial manners had made
him a universal favorite. Dark as it was, the
toll-man could distinguish traces of blood upon
the apron and cushions of the carriage. It was
evident that a mishap of some sort had very
recently occurred. He at once raised an alarm,
and the horse.patrol, at that opportune moment
arriving from the village, galloped off it search
of the missing man,

He was quickly found. Less than & quarter
of a mile distant, stretched almost in the mid-
dle of the highway, with his head in & pool of
blood, lay poor Barnby, still breathing, but in-
sensible, even to pain. He had been stricken
ouly once, but it was by a hand of unusual pow-
er, and with & weighty but peculiar instrument ;

for the atter, though blunt in its general cha-

racter, hud inflicted small and distant 1“‘”“:’
tions — punctures, such as might, in old d&¥!
have been effected by the spike-studded
wielded by our sturdy sires. poot
Transported with care to the nearest int P
Barnby received all the remedial attentions 2
dical aid could supply ; but he never rallieds
before morning drew his last sigh. adey
Late as it was when the discovery was mdm
news of the atrocious deed sped like 'ullo'
through the village, and many a stout fé 28~
who had known the injured man offered wuod
sist in the pursuit which was at once Orgst si.
for the apprehension of the cowardly ere
Robber he could not be called, for not only ¥
the goods contained in the carriage untou¢
but Barnby’s watch, purse, and pocket-
were safe upon his person, hat
The toll-man bad little to report beyond ¥y
bas been parrated. He had heard no ““usw;.
sounds upon the road, nor observed any susP X
ous lurkers in the neighborhood, only rem t1le
ing, with an indifference that showed bow I e,
he conceived it to bear upon the point at 18 :
that the last person he had spoken with—
haps an hour before the alarm of murder—¥
the poor « silly,” Tommy Halfacre. md
Excepting that certain zealous youths st8! 15
off to scour the roads and fields in the V‘cm:"g
nothing could be done that night, and it agh®
about nine, next day, that the nearest M by®
trate, Mr. Secretan, apprised of poor Bard -
death, appeared at Little Podsham, and ¢
menced an inquiry. e
On hearing that Tommy Halfacre had aﬂ‘e
seen by the toll-man so near the place and of
of the murder, Mr, Seretan, though awsré -
the iittle value that could attach to such
mony, considered it desirable to examine
poor idiot, and accordingly despatched 2 pe
man to the house, requiring his presence. i1y
The officer, to his su1prise, found the f“mve.
in great agitation ; old Halfacre stern and gre r
browed, his wife in hysterics, and their daug to
pale and anxious, apparently at her wit's €D
comfort the rest. Tommy was invisiblés the
his bat lay on the table, and his shoes bY oy
door, The truth was at once declared. TOP' 0,
had come home within half an hour of the t:od;
der, disordered, his hands reeking with b! in
and I this fact, taken by iteclf, was wantiof
signiticance, a more deadly consequence W88 fore
parted by the circumstance that Tommys bf,eap
entering the house, had concealed under 8557,
of lucerne in the cow-shed, the segmebt <ing
ponderous hoop, stained with blood, and ba £8°
iron nails in various parrs, which on closé ellﬂ"
mination, were found to be stained in & sim
manner, of
“ You have the poor lad safe ?” asked the
ficer, glancing at the weeping mother. ¢ the
Old Halfacre replied that, on hearlng ¢ that
murder, and recalling the circumstanced oy
seented to connect with it their unfortuﬂswﬂnd.
he had proceeded to the latter’s room, ab i se-
ing him quictly asleep, contented himse thel
curing the door until they had dccided oB
course of proceeding. » the
“Was the boy known to Mr. Barnby 7
officer inquired. t the
“ As well us to most others who frequel”
village,” was the answer. « Mr. Barnby WO'
nod to him, sometimes say a few words it

ing.” o an'y'
¥

the
Lice*

« Mr, Barnby was a good--natured gentle o,
remarked the officer, thoughtfully. * "E"
could have had no spite again him—eh ?

old
«Spite ? How should he ?” asked tbe

man, briskly. ¢ They never had a——“"swy'

though.” of
. e whﬂte"

“May as well out with it, nejghbor, ¥ Come to

’tis,” sald the officer, encouragingly. »
the worst, the law don’t punish innocents o

«But 'twas a year ago. They must bavé and
scores of times since that,” sald Halfacre o
‘twas next to nothing at best. TomIBy “ gr
home very white and sick. He told his mgown
that Mr. Barnby had put fire and smoke off~
his throat, and he’d cut his head and feet don't
they’re the poor lad’s usual words, but pim
mean nothing — the first time he caught
alone.”

¢ Fire and smoke ?”

« The young gentleman was just finishi )
pipe, and gave it to Tommy as he drove 3% 04
advising him to take the last whiff,” expld
old Halfacre. {n bi8

«Ts it possible that could have rankled oigh"
mind ?” meditated the officer. « Well, go
bor, T must have him, please. Don’t be e
hearted, Mrs. Halfacre, nor you, my de#
Miss Susan Halfacre, the belle of the Vﬂ]a‘z’ pe
universally admired), ¢Tommy’s sure Wwhys
kindly treated whatever comes of it i’ 10
bless 'ee, his cow is a more ’sponsible D€
the laws than him !” The

Poor old Halfacre shrugged his shoulders: ~.,
remark, if not complimentary to his first* 1108
and the last male representative of s ’cerw
was at least consolatory. Inviting the off rro¥
accompany him, he led the way up the ™
stair. ut the

The door was secured, as he had sa.id,‘; pis
key had becn left below, Halfacre calle .
daughter to bring it up, Meanwhite, they nnow
ed. No answer. Again, no answer. su”red'
arriving with the key, the room was enté

Tommy had disappeared !

The solitary window was bolted wlthin;'
small trap in the ceiling, never opened of €
the memory of man, revealed the mode 1e8d%
cape, Tommy had managed to reach the "% .4
Whence, over an intervening building the
descended on the cow-shed, and mencine m0°
ground. He had, unquestionably, for b_ - put
ment, aluded capture; and, after an ? " officty
friitless examination of the vieinity ¢

ng bi

put &
tbi?
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not, nn‘;my return and report to the magistrate

Y the susploious circumstances attaching

his d:mmy‘ but the still more suspicious oneof
A Sperate flight. .

"iNquest, holden on the following day, reveal-
“v;: ing beyond that which we already know
"he hat the testimony of a medical witness,
H‘"h'd examined the portion of hoop found at
W acre’s, and ccmpared it with the injuries

Parent an the vietim's head, proved beyond
» :“bo-ubmt,v of doubt, that, with that very in-

ment and no other. the deadly outrage had
jur Perpetrated.  With this before them, the

¥ felt that they had no alternative, and ac-
ingly, returned a verdict of wilful murder
;\:a lt::t Thomas Halfacre the younger, thus leav-
raf th another tribunatl the task of deciding how
e unlucky ¢ innocent” was amenable to
® Denalties of Iaw.

that B apprehension was regarded as so certain,
o It seemed superfluong to offer a reward.
&“nhe‘e‘w. to quicken this desirable end, and
vldmlnish the possibility that he might, in his
&ngnt consciousness of impending danger, lay
A 3 on hig own life, a reward of twenty pouns
es offared, and a general search at once began.
“0:' 180 hegins the most singular part of the
e ¥ that for some time brought the sequester-
Village of the Little Podsham into continual
cnce' and will be remembered in its own par-
Shau" annals longafter the existing generation

have passed away.

Outrary to public—and especially police—ex-
Wl tion, Tommy was not to be found. Not the
eoghtest. clua to the lad’s movements or place of

Ncealment was to be obtained.

t the end of a week the reward was increas-
Ineq fifty pounds, and & more regularly organ-
Sha Inquiry commenced. Not only Little Pod-
m"‘n itself, but every villaze within fifteen

°8 wag gearched or visited by persons select-

& for the purpose. The promise of reward and

t
.2‘3 deseription of the suppnsed culprit were dis-
th Minated far and wide. No Tommy. The lit-

e trout gream that trickled through Little
shlm, wherever it presented deeps sufficient
amlmwn a man. was carefully sounded and ex-
Mu‘ned; every well and pond to which access
ik d have been obtained were scrutinised in
Op: Mmanner, and probably not a square inch of
ty 0 or wooded ground in that part of the coun.
8 escaped the notice of one or other of the
toarchers. But no Tommy, alive or dead, was
ung,
atgo Plqued was the magistrate, Mr. Secretan,
this frustation of justice, that he offered a se-
d reward of fifty pounds on hisown account;
“::r now it was held certain that, unless the
on Ortunate youth had managed to reach TLon-
b orddied in some Jurking-place on the way,
® mugt be quickly accounted for.
t would seem, however that nne of these al-
Thatives had oceurred, for another week elap-
ed without tidings of the missing man., Judge,
en, of the excitement that at last ensued,
w en, one day, it transpired that an officer had
Bm“’d on Mr. Secretan, accompanied by one
co Btokes, a lad well known in the village, who
Dfidently averred that he had met — nay,
Ollched and spoken with — the much-coveted
WMmy Halfacre, no later than the preceding
Righy
n Bill Stokes had been accustomed to drive the
Bht goods cart of Messrs, Jardine, the general
alers, of Little Podsham, but had recently
en dismissed for some act of carelessness. He
" been generally considered as a sharp, intel-
gent feliow, and the magistrate listened with
Ntion to the lad’s conscise statement.
&ru,m had suddenly encountered the ¢« silly,”
vil) r dark, ata turning in the road close to the
Ou.n‘e' Tommy was trotting along in his ac-
thomed fashion, and smoking! We have
uenlm’d to state that, though Tommy had re-
Jobted his first introduction to the fragrant weed,
h ad subsequently become 80 addicted to the
8bit, that the nearest way to Tommy's heart
38 known 1o lte through the tobacco-box.
«d Ha, Tommy !” young Stokes had exclaim-
dr; making an ineffectual grasp at Tommy’s
88-coat. But it tore away.
'arommy uttered a piping screech, like the
ang /78 ery of a peewit (tmitated by Mr. Stokes,
50 admitted to be faithful), and, vaulting over
d;“e Paling close at hand, disappeared in the
“:kness.
m, If his blessed coat hadn’t giv'—I was a made
80 I 5a13 Mr, Stokes, mournfully.
ommy had got to be regarded by this time
8 80rt, of prize of fortune—a wandering argosy,
lab:,eh would abundantly repay the time and
wyp Sxpended in its capture,
gy O Were sober, of course, Stokes ?” said the
?.gl"'l‘&te, faintly interrogative.
wPerfectly, sir.”
Wi ou were lately dismissed from & situation,
wryou tellme why ?”
ause some un collared a Dutch cheese out
wm‘,"y cart while I ran into Mrs. Murphy’s
sir» Pome coffee-nibs. Wasn’t gone & moment,
" said Billy.
o 0% were not suspected of stealing it?”
w&.°‘,‘ no, sir, Master sald such carelessness
« rumost ag bad—and glv’ me the sack.”
o o'fhere has been much petty pilfering going
Sloty late, sir,”” put in the policeman; * bits o’
A0 wi heatabtes, and such. We can’t check it,
What we wil.”
ahy, mysterious community, we Little Pod-
o Bites are becoming 1” remarked Mr. Secre.
nar‘rmusingly, « Well, Bennett, thisatallevents
“n:WB the area of search. This unhappy lad
hipy . Pe far oft. ~Be brisk, now, and, we have
Long I had thought of some detective ald from
don—put the idea of our not belng to tackle
Row "P idlot ! No, no, we'll manage without that

THE FAVORITE.

Once more, therefore, the hunt was renewed,
and with sanguine hopes of succers, for the chase
was again fairly sighted — this time by an old
dame on her way from the adjacent village. 8he
had met Tommy, pipe in mouth, as usual ; but
the wide-awake «silly” puffed a volume of
smoke into her face and escaped in the tempor-
ary obscurity.

Where could he be secreted ? And how did
he manage to live? As tothe first question,
there was not a living soul in Littie Podsham
—his own family included—who would harbor
bim for an hour, The reward was tempting;
and, moreover, it was agreed on all hands that
nothing better could happen for the poor lad’s
own benefit than that he should fall into the
hands of the authorities. As to the question of
subsistence, it was thought that the petty thefts
referred to by the police might furnish a solu-
tlon. Little plots were laid ; traps, 80 to fpeak.
balted chiefly with tobacco, were et in likely
places and at favorable seasens; but nothing
came of it. IfTommy were the marauder, he
was evidently too cunning to be caught in such
a manner, and doubt began to be felt whether
so wise a ¢« silly” had not adopted the safest
course in keeping out of the way.

One village philosopher suggested that the cow
might be enlisted in the inquiry. He thought
it not unlikely that the force of habit might
draw Tommy to the spots he was most accus.
lomed to frequent—and who was so familiar
with these as his friend the cow? It was de.
termined to give her the chance, and her head.
But, on visiting the cow-shed, old Halfacre
found that her cord was missing, and before a
substitute could be found, Susan, running out,
reported that her brother's hat and hoots, not
to mention a loaf of bread and a bottle of beer,
had vanisbed in the like mysterious manner?
From the famlliarity with the premises dis.
played by the intruder, it seemed impossible to
doubt that Tommy himself—in the spirit of
his ancestors—had executed a daring raid upon
the paternal mansion and stolen his own boots,
besides the provisions aforesaid !

Angry and perpiexed, yet still unwilling to
invoke detective aid, Mr. Secretan sought the
co.operation of a brother magistrate, Colonel
Bolland, und the two set seriously to work to
anravel the enigma, The village and its pre-
cinels must be unce more examined, and that
exhaustively.

Now Little Podsham chances to be a village
almost as innocent of any eligible lurking-place
as Is Trafalgar-square. Its two rows of small
dwellings cross each other at right angles—all
clse, that ls neither house nor garden, being
smull patches of grass land separated by low,
open palings, and fenced from the high road by
a thick and tall quickset hedge, offering little
inducement for anything bigger thau a tomtit
to penetrate its thorny recesses. All outlying
spots had been visited again and again; still, it
was certain that Tommy’s refuge must be close
at hand.

One day the two magistrates, who had taken
ditferent beats, chanced to meet about dusk on
the high road. Standing beside the hedge, they
conversed about their plans for the morrow,
and were on the point of parting, when Colonel
Bolland asked his colleague for a light for hix
clgar,

« My dear sir, have you ever seenme smoke ?”
asked Secretan.

«No; but 1 could have sworn you did—and
first-rate tobacco, too!” sald Colonel Bolland,
Jaughing. «Why I can smell it now. There’s
a delicious whiff!”

«1—I do perceive something,” replied the
other, with the disdainful snitf of a non-smoker,
« Why, where the deuce can it—-"

«] can see it now,” said Bolland. ¢ It’ssome
fellow Vother side of the hedge. Eh! why, bless
my soul, the smoke 18 rising through the hedge!
There’s something moving, too.”

Mr. Secretan caught his friend’s arm, the
color, in his excitement, mounting to his face.

««We have him !” he whispered, « We bave
limed the bird! My best hunter to a jackass,
Tommy Halfacre is in that hedge.”

« But how in the name of—"

« Follow my directions, and you'll see.”

Accordingly, after some whispered words,
Colonel Bolland proceeded to the termination
of the hedge, and, rounding it, walked back, till
he arrived opposite his friend.

« Now !” shouted the latter.

Both gentlemen thrust their umbrellas deep
into the bosom of the dense quick-set. Both
were met by some opposing substance.

w13 a hare ! exclaimed Mr, Secretan, loudly.
« Shoot her, Bolland, as she sits "

There would have been no time to carry out
the unsportsman-like suggestion, for the hedge
was selzed with convulgive tremor, and a pip-
ing seream announced that the bird was really
«limed.” .

« Tommy ! Tommy Halfacre | Come out lad !”
cried Mr. Secretan. ¢ Here's no man golng to
harm thee.”

« 1 be comin’,” responded the son of the sea-
kings, sullenly-

« Which way ?’

«@G'long W th’ end, and you'll see,” sald
Tommy.

The two magistrates obeyed, walking slowly,
to allow time for their captive to make his
way along the thorny defile. He arrived, how-
ever, as 00D 28 they, and, foreing back a por-
tion of the bedge with the ald of a sout stick,
appeared, stooping in the orifice.

It should now be explained that, many years
before this, & paling and ditch occupied the
place of the guickset, which had been originally
planted only on the side next the high road, it

being intended at au after period to remove the

paling and fill up the ditch. Owing, however, |
to circumstances long since forgotten, this had
been only partially done, a second row of quick-
set having been planted on the field side, shut-
ting in whatever remained both of ditch and
rafl, The result of this was to produce, in pro-
cess of time, a quickset hedge of extraordinary
(but yet unnoticed) width, having a hollow
centre, easily made hollower by a skilful and
patient hand.

As Mr. Halfacre, now apparently quite at bis
ease, made a gesture, as inviting them to walk
in, the two magistrates—Colonel Bolland, as be-
came him, leading the forlorn hope—boldly ad-
ventured the narrow way, and, guided by Tom-
my’s swallow-tails, arrived at a spot where the
space widened to nearly five feet, the head room
being at least a foot more. Here, to their un.
speakable astonishment, they found themselves
In a sort of wigwam or tent, somewhat resem-
bling the tilt of a gipsy's cart, and capable of
protecting its inhabitant alike from the thorny
walls surrounding him, and from any molsture
that might descend from above. The floor,
paved with bricks and stones, was perfectly
dry, and, in a snug corner, was visible Mr. Half-
acre’s couch, composed of straw, dried fern, and
leaves,

Nor were the luxuries of the mansion con-
fined to this. With some litt e pride ot manuer,
Tommy withdrew a ragged curtain and dis-
played a recess, in which his cooking utensils,
provisions, cup and saucer, tool-box, and tobacco-
pouch, were ranged in compact order, and im-
parted an air of comfort to that rewmarkable cell
which, when illuminated by the aid of the
match.box, left nothing to be desired. For
many a month after that eventfulday, ¢ Tommy
Halfacre’s Parlor,” as it was called, was an ob-
ject of intense interest. From many a distant
county pllgrims visited the spot, and the oblig-
ing owner of the fortunate field was understood
to have amassed a cousiderable sum by simply
introducing the curious in at one end of the
hedge and out at the other.

To return, however, to our party. After com-
pleting their amused inspection, the two magis-
trates groped their way forth, taking, of course,
their host with them, and placing him in sale
but kindly custoly, until his examination on
the morrow—his friends being, moreover, made
aware of what had oceurred.

When examtined, the poor fellow, though ex-
hibiting no trace of uneasiness as to his position,
with a reserve unusual in bim, refused to an-
swer any question relating to the murder. He
remained obstinately and profoundly silent.
Ounly when shown the portion of hoop used in
the murder, did Tominy evince any emotion,
but, then, his countenance changed, his eyes
sparkled and glowed like those of a mongoose
at the sight of his natural enemy, the snake, the
foam gathered on his lips, and to save him from
convulsions, it was necessary (o remove the
object from his sight.

No safe inference could, however, be drawn
fron» this, and the difficulty of dealing with their
strange prisoner pressed heavily on the magis-
terial mmind. That Tommy was a born ¢ silly,”
it seemed impossible to dispute, aud yet his
evident consciousness of having committed a
punishable act, not to mention the mixture of
craft and daring which bhad distinguished his
conduet while in biding, denoted an amount of
intelligence and reasoning power, which was
held by more than one of his examiners to en-
title poor Tominy to the lurid honors of a crimi-
nal indietment. Armong other things, attention
was called to the fact that he had never plunged
more deeply into ill-doing than his actual ne-
cessities demanded. He had evidently lived,
and pilfered, from hand to mouth, never, except-
ing in the case of the Dutch cheese, which cost
poor Bill Stokes his place, taking more than
was sufficient for the day, and even when mak-
ing his inroad on his pative home, touching no-
thing but his own boots, the cow’s cord which
that faithful companion would never have de-
nied him, and the modest refreshments of bread
and beer.

But a new and tragical incident came tosolve
the enigma.

Just at this period, a poaching affray occurred
in the adjacent county, the serious nature of
which attracted much gttention,

A large band of ¢ professed” poachers execut.
ed a foray on the grounds of a rich proprietor,
but their plans baving been betrayed, a strong
party of Kkeepers and assistants placed them-

selves in ambush, and pouncing on the intru-

ders in full work, endeavored to secure them all,
The poachers opposed a desperate resistance, |
during which one of the gang, attaucked by a ;
large dog, shouted to a comrade Lo free him :
from the animal. The man, unuble to do soin
any other manner, fired, and certainly killed
the dog, but also wounded his friend &o serjously
that the latter was captured, and in spite of
medical ald, expired on the following day. He
had been previously recoguised as a wild young ,
fellow, well known to the rural police of the
county.

‘Warned of approaching dissolution, he desired
the presence of the neighboring minister, wish-
ing, as he sald, to deliver his miud of the bur- ‘
den of a terrible secret.

«I 'ont say, guv'nor,” gasped the unhappy
man, faintly, ¢that if I hadn’t knowed the
game was up, I 'oodn’t bave held my tongue,
but I'll be a stiff un afore you sits down to your .
supper, and I don't wish &s any should get into )
trouble, 'count o' me. 'TWus I as did for the
bagman, Podsham way. I on’y meant fur to
snam (rob) him, and on’y g€iv’ him a tightener
when somethin’ come daucing and shreeking ,
down the road, aud [ vamoosed.”

Such was indeed the fack  Poor Tommy's

_poor, God bless ye'!
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alarm, combined with the baze that overhung
his judgment, and the roving and predatory
proclivities he was belleved to have derived
from his nautical ancestors, supplied a sufficient
clue to the somewhat suspicious line of conduct
he had thought fit to adopt, and released bim
from all penalties save that of ocoasionally
acting a8 showman to his own singular parlos,

ESESES aaand

LADIES® FASHIONS,

The promenade and indoor toilettes, made of
such materials as cambrie, percale, foulardine,
and washing satin, are increaxing in number
every day. The washing satins make very el-
fective underskirts for white muslin dresses for
young ladies, married or single. They are xo
very silky in appearance, and make such hand-
some drapery; if the best quality is purchased—
which is always desirable—it washes well, and
retains its color to the last, and there is not a
fourth of the expense of a silk of inferior quality.
Washing dresses are ornamented in such a
manner that the trimmings are not injured by
washing, and tbhe drapery of the tunic is arranged
to unfasten. This is managed by the substitu-
tion of strings, which oan be ti d and untied, for
the usunl sewn plaits and folds. Fluted frilis
and plaitings wash better than anything; but
crossway bands and puflings get up very well ir
entrusted to a careful laundress. Ribbon trim-
mings are very fashionable. Though compara-
tively expensive, they are not uneconvmical
wear, as they can be transferred from one dress
to another. The fichus and pélerines worn are
innumerable, and new varieties make their ap-
pearance every day. They almost all have frills
round the throat. Frills and ruflfs round the
throats of high or open dresses are much worn,
but ladies of fashion do not carry them to the
exaggerated extent and outré size of many seen
in the shop windows. There will always, un.
fortunately, be persons who are only attracted
by eccentricities, but all extremes are avoided
by real elegantes. 1f a dress is composed of two
colors, every single portion and artiele of the
whole toilette must reproduce the two coloys,
For instance, a blue and green dress, or blue
dress trimmed with green, would look egregious-
ly vulgar and in bad taste, accompanied by a
blue bonnet and green parasol, or vice versd, in
spite of those colors being the same a8 the

dress. The bounet must be of the two colors;
the parasol also. In the latter case, thisisvery
easy. Ribbon bows are always fastened to the

top of every fashionavle ombrelle, and, of course,
these would be arranged to carry out the colors
of the toilette, For out of doors the pale colors
are most elegantly worn ; the brilliaut tints are
reserved for indoor and evening wear. There
are some lovely new shades of green, very
sultable to the season. A prettier or more sum-
mer.like combination of evlor than white and
green is impossible. Most of the light green
dresses we bave seen have heen either covered
or trimined with white muslin or lace. The
styles of dress now worn may be divided iuto
three, with of course, a few subdivisions and
varieties ; the robe de chambre for indoor moran-
ing wear, the costume for waiking or indoor
wear, and the robe drapée or loug dress. The
robe de chambre ¢ Princesse” is the favorite
shape, cut all in oue, going to the figure, but not
fitting closely. It is worthy of notice that the
throats of high bodices, whatever the style or
material, are cut very slightly pointed in front.
This is to allow of the frills so generally worn
setting a little away from the throat, instead of
close round. The costumes of other materials
are made walking length, and, of course, are
not so restricted as to the style of their trim-
ming. Mantles are much more worn than has
been the case for two or three seasons. Some
are very eleguut and effective, and profusely
ornamented. The evening dresses are of lighter
colors and more diaphanous materials than
ever. For young unmarried ladies nothing is
so elegant or so becoming a3 white trimmed
with colored iowers or ribbons.— Le Follet.

LoRrRENZO Dow was once preaching in the
eastern part of Connecticut to a crowded bouse,
the season being midwinter, and the weather
extremely cold. During the sermon the con-
gregation would make frequent visits to the
stove to warm up. The old man stood the in-
terruption until forbearance ceased to be a vir-
tue. Stopping short inthe middle of a sentence,
he said, ¢ Those who have holes in their stock-
fngs muy now go to the stove and warm their
feet.” He was annoyed no more during the
service.

TUERE was a miser who was considered im.
pregnable to charitable appeals, until a Hiber.
nian genius « came Paddy over him.” Teddy
went to the office one morning and told a pite-
ous story about losing his plg, the ouly oue he
had, ¢ Shure,’” says Teddy, ¢ Misthress —"

' (whose good opinion old Hard Fist was anxious

to retain) ¢ tould nie to come t0 ye, for ye wor
very rich, and gev a power of money to the
I only want to raise enough
1o buy me another little shlip of & pig.” The
miser couldn’t resist the influence of Mrs. ,
s0 he gave Teddy a crown. A few days afier-
wards he met him. ¢ Well, Teddy,” said he,
« did you buy anotber pig ?” «Troth I did; and
afine one it is.” ¢ Then take better care of it
than you did of the other. What did the pig
you lost die of ?” ¢ Die of I said Teddy, raising
his eyebrows—¢ fwhat wud he die of? Shure
he diduw’t die at all, He was fat enough, and [
Kilt hiw 17
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THE FAVORITE.

Avevsr 38,’1&

FLOATING,.

BY CECILIA EDGAR.,

Floating through the sunset blaze,
Floating through the evening haze,
Floating till the crimson sky

In the water seems to lie.

Floating through the twilight hours,
Perfumed with the breath of flowers,
Floating till the moonbeams bright
8ilver o'er the stream with light,

Floating through the shadows deep,
Where the water-lilies sleep,

Floating through the whisp'ring reeds,
Through the tangled river weeds.

Floating too, oh, heart of mine,
Back along the stream of time,
Floating back to years of old,
Golden days and hours untold.

Floating down the past so fleet,
Scenes now vanish'd, sadly sweet,
Scenes that now can scarce be seen,
For the graves that lie between.

Floating out of busy life,

Out of weary toil and strife,
Out of glaring noon-tide heat,
Into waters calmly sweet.

“THAT LIPTLE FRENCHMAN”
OHAP—'I;.R VI,

RIVIERE MAKES PLANS,

“ Are you mad, Rivicre 2"

The question was asked by Plerre, as he stood
holding the other by tbe wrists, and gazing
fixedly 1n his eyes,

“ Mad ?2—yes,” was the reply, given at last, in
& deep, hoarse voice, «It is enough to make
me. But, there, let go—it is over now.”

And with a sigh that was almost a groan,
Riviere crept shivering away to the darkest
corner of thelir cell, and sat there motionless
till the coming of the gaoler with their morn-
ing meal.

The interval had been spent by Plerre with
his eternal straw plait, which grew yard by
yard, and was rolled in a neat coil as he went
on,

“ Breakfast,” said Pierre, as soon as they were
atone; and he laid his hand upon his eompa-
nion’s shoulder.

To his surprise, Riviére rose up, calm and
thoughtful-looking, holding out his hand, which
the other grasped with effusion,

“ That is better,” he said.

+ Better ?” replied Riviere, with a sad smile.
¢ Well, yes—I think so. One must live; for
there is much to do in the future. Plerre, I
was mad all last aight; but it is all past now,
uwnd I have begun to think out the future, I
‘hank you for saving my life. But it will g0
hard with otbhers.”

Pilerre looked searchingly at his fellow-pri.
soner, wondering whether g greater madness
were not on him now; but it was only to see
him sit and eat quietly of the bread, and drink
the poor, thin coffee brought for their morning
meal,

Days glided by, with Rivicre turned thought-
ful and silent. The restless pacing of the floor
was at an end, and for hours he would not stir,
hut sat as if revolving some plan, The restless
nights, too, ceased, and the prison seemed at
times quite cheerful to Plerre, when his com-
panion sat down and conversed with him quiet-
|y about some ordinary matter—the length of
his straw plait, the quality of the food, or the
gloowm or brightness of the day.

“ There is something to come of this,” thought
Plerre ; and at times & shiver of apprehension
ran through him, .

Was this the calm that was to be succeeded
by & stormm—by & maniacal outbreak ?

He watched Rivitre nervously by day, and at
night he never retired without a feeling of
dread, lest, even if his fellow-prisoner refrained
frow attacking him, he should find him some
morning dead by his own hand.

And yet all seemed very much altered. Ri-
viére was, to all appearances, quiet and resigned
to his fate ; and by degrees the apprehensions of
Plerre became lulled, till one morning they
broke out afresh, for Riviere said to him, quiet-
ly—

¢ The sharpened nail, Plerre, that you took
away from me that morning—you have it safe 2"’

“Safe?—.yes. Hidden away where you could
never find 1t,” exclaimed Plerre, excitedly.

“Don't be alarmed,” sald Riviere, smiling
sadly. I shall not attempt suicide again, I
was mad that morning, Pierre; but {t is all past
uow, and I mean to live, There, do not look so
suspiciously at me. I am not trying to decelve
you., Only, keep that nail safely—we may re.
quire it,”

No more passed that day nor the next; and
Straw plait after plait was made, and afterwards
sold for a trifle by the gaolers of the prison; the
money oMalued being expended in some little
attempt to alleviate the wretchedness of thelr
fare. Plerre grew more and more satisfied with
the behaviour of hig companion; for Riviare
began to plait straw by his side, working with
;olerable neatness, till Pierre ¢xclaimed One

Ry —

“There, did I not tell you how this work
would prove a relief ?”

To his amazement, Rividre did not reply, but
sat buslly using his fingers; till, suddenly, he
threw down the plait and said——

#Never mind the straw. Do you feel certain
that this is La Peray t”

“Yes—certain,” was the reply. «And this
must be the Gironde passing by the walls.”

“The Gironde? Yes—the river we ocrossed
when they brought us in here. Do you think
they mean to keep us here ?

“Who can say? See how we have been
changed about already. There are far-off
iglands where we might be taken—Cayenne,
Martinique ; or perhaps they may keep us at
home here, for are there not the galleys at Tou-
lon ?” said Plerre, bitterly.

And he sighed as he thought of the hard labor,
and looked at his soft white hands.

“ Even that would be better, out in the free
air,” exclaimed Riviére, with animation, « But,”
he continued, grimly, «there is escape from it
all.”

“ Hush ! whispered Pierre, shuddering as he
recalled how that morning he had arrested his
companion’s hand just as, in bis mad despair,
he was about to pierce his throat with a nail he
had contrived to draw from their table, and had
sharpened on the stone floor to a keen edge.
“Hush! That will come in its own good time,
It is not for us—"

“But I mean real escape,” said Rividre, with
animation—¢ escape from here, and, if needs be,
fight for our liberty.”

‘“ Escape !” exclaimed Pierre, gazing with a
startled aspect at the speaker, as if he doubted
his sanity. ¢« What! Get out—away from
prison ?”

“Yes; escape—freedom.”

“But how ?” said Pierre, excitedly.

“Let us think it out,” was the reply. ¢ But,
first, how long have we been here 2"

The little bag of pieces of straw was once
more brought into requisition, and after count-
ing, Pierre said—

¢ 8ix weeks to-day.”

“8ix weeks !—six weeks only! It seemslike
& year, But let us think it out. Don’t speak to
me now.”

He went and sat down upon the edge of his
bed, wrinkled up his face, and remained silent
for quite an hour, during which Pierre looked
up from his straw-plaiting from time to time,
to scrutinize the earnest face before him.

Twice he essayed to draw Riviere into con-
versation upon the engrossing theme; but with-
out further result than a sign to be silent.

And in this fashion ended the day.

CHAPTER VII,
TUE WATCHWORD,

The night passed without asign from Riviere,
and the younger man lay restless and feverish,
the words he had heard having raised up excit.
ing visions for the future. Towards morning,
though, he dropped asleep, to dream of freedom ;
but his rest was brief, for at daybreak he wWas
aroused by Riviere shaking him roughly.

“Up!” said the latter, sternly—« up, quickly.
We have wasted time, and now we must work.,”

“ What for ?” said Pierre.

“What for? For liberty and justice, Now
to work.”

They sat down in the corner of the cell, talk-
ing for a while; then, rising, Riviere walked
to the wall beneath the grated window of their
cell, and leaned his arms against it, stooping so
as to form of his body an incline, up which
Pierre climbed, so that he conld stand upon his
companion’s back, hold on by the bars, and
gaze long and earnestly from the grating.

Now and again there came the slow, measur.
ed tramp of the sentry on duty, whose beat lay
right beneath their window ; and at such timeg
Pjerre would loose his hold upon the bars, and,
raerely steadying himself by resting his fingers
upon the still, stoop down, and wait impatiently
until the soldier had passed.

Three times this had occurred, and as often
the inspection was resumed, Riviére always
replying to his companion’s query as Lo whether
he was tired—

“Go on.”

At last the sentry paused just In front of the
grated window, and they heard him ground his
musket upon the pavement. Pierre leaped
lightly down, and together they retired to the
cell corner,

“ Well,” said Rividre, in a whisper, « what's
in the front ?”

« High wall,”

¢ And on the left 9"

¢ A higher wall.”

“The right ?"

*“Wall, whose top I cannot see.”

“Could you see nothing more?” ggkeq
Riviére.

“ Nothing but cruel, hard cold stones every.
where.”

“ But if you had stood higher ?”

“My head touched the top of the opening aq
it was,” sald Plerre, gloomily; and then the pri.
soners sat thinking,

“ We must escape, Pierre,” sald Rividre, after
half an hour’s silence.

“Yes; but how ?” said the other, With a slighy
shrug of his shoulders.

“ By constant trying.
through where he will.”

“Yes; but we are no rats,” said Pierre, pyt.
terly.

“And the bird beats at its wires, or the door,
till the first grow loose, or the latter is unfagten’
ed,” continued Riviere, without heeding pyo
companion’s words,

The rat gnaws hig way

“Or wears its poor breast bare of feathers, and
diesof a broken heart,” cried Plerre, passionate-
ly, #Let it rest! What can we do in thig
stony tomb but write our epitaphs upon its
walls, and then lie down quietly and die ?”

«“As you deserve to die,” said Rividre, for
being & coward. You would have killed the
King.”

“No,” said Pilerre, eagerly, «I would not, 1
begged that he might be spared, though he had
cruelly persecuted those who belonged to me,
It was in & mad fit of revenge, mingled with
wkat they called patriotism, that they were
bent upon his destruction, What could I do?
Would you have had me denounce——"

Riviere started as if he had been stung.

“ Would you have had me give up those who
were my relatives and friends? Was the King
to be more to me than these ?”

“But you countenanced the deed with your
presence."”

“Yes; but was I not forced? They knew
that I was against the plot, so they would not
trust me, lest I should betray them. 8o I was
made to be a witness of it all.”

Pierre shuddered as he spoke.

“It was a cowardly, cruel act,” said Rividre;
“and one for which others suffer. Look at
me.”

I declared you were innocent a score of
times,” said Pierre, passionately; ¢« but they
would not hear me.”

“Let that pass now,” said Riviere. «We
have other things to think of.”

He rose from his seat, and slowly and care-
fully began to examine every stone in the floor
and walls of the cell—tapping each with his
knuckles, and testing the cement in the inter-
stices with the tooth from a metal comb. Now
he was in the dark corners, now reaching high
ur above his head; but every step was taken
earnestly, and with an air of keen investigation
which nothing escaped.

A word from Pierre arrested him, and in two
steps he was at his seat, calmly picking his
nails; for there was the sound of footsteps out-
side, gradually coming nearer. Then came a
cessation of the steps, the rattling of bolts and
keys; and then the gaoler appeared with their
rations, which he placed upon their bench,
whilst his two attendants looked round the
place, examining wall and window.

Another minute, and the door was once more
banged to, and bolted, and the steps heard to g0
echoing away.

¢ Eat,” said Rividre, pushing the black bread
to his companion. “ We have only one thing
to think of now—eseape. Eat, and grow strong;
for we shall need all our power.”

The miserable meal was eaten in silence; and
then. with his eyes glittering and his teeth set,
Rivicre rose up.

¢ Now, then,” he said, ¢ put away that straw
plait. We must get to work, for I cannot sit
down, and die here. I must meet her again,
face to face.”

«But, mind, I do not accuse her,” said Pierre.

“Nor I,” gaid Riviére. «My wife—Madame
Rividre—shall have her opportunities for de.
fence. I am no foolish Othello in my passions;
but, as the judge said to me at my trial, the
case looks black against her; and as to Le-
maire——"

He said those last words through his teeth,
and then stopped, breathing hard, with an in-
tensity in his expression of countenance that
made Pierre shudder, as he thought over the
possible result of a meeting between these
men,

“Have patience,” said Pierre. «Time works
strange changes. Matters are, perhaps, not so
bad as we have painted them.”

And once more he took up the straw plait,
and began to add to its length,”

«“Patience ! ” exclaimed Riviére, angrily.
«Life is too short for patience, and we have
much to do, instead of waiting for it to be done.
Life, Plerre, must henceforth for us be wild, ex-
citlpg, feverish. We must work together for
life, since the existence here is but death. And
now, once more—escape ! You hear that word ?
It is to be henceforth, till we are free, our
watchword—our sole thought, our very life,
Escape! You know what it means? It is a
fecret that we must penetrate. There will be
obstacles and dangers, sleepless nights and rest-
less days, pain and weariness, bitter suffering ;
but it will always cheer us on, and we must
achieve our liberty, or die in the attempt, You
understand—you are with me ?”

“ Yes,” said Plerre, « to the end.”

“Then we sball succeed,” cried Riviére,

“Yes,” said Pierre, with his face lighting up
—¢ escape !”

CHAPTER VIIL

AN ARRIVAL.

It must have heen the size of the house that
made people in it given to yawn, for the houses
in Grosvenor-square are of goodly proportions,
In summer time, the very windows, balf open,
seem to be in the act of yawning, and the great
door likewise, when ¢ the family ”” are out at a
dinner party, and the butler and gentlemen in
uniform are cooling themselves, and yawning
upon the whitened steps. As a rule, bhouses in
Grosvenor-square are not taken by their in.
habitants: they come to them by birth, inherit.
ance—though generally, with the clog upon them
of a yearly rental of no slight sum. In fact,
the rent is stated in three tigures, and those of
goodly size.

8ir Richard Lawler only had to walk into
possession of his house in Grosvenor-square
when he came of age. Iu fact, his Was Rot &

brain that would have achieved a mnnslon: f’
found it well-furnished, too, but yawning; &
he yawned, till he woke up one day to the Hy
that the place was not completely furnié
without a wife. nds
Even here he had no trouble, for his ﬁ'“’ha
selected the lady for him; and one day, "m‘
he was weary of hunting, tired of thro¥w
salmon fiies, aching of foot with tramping he
heather, and sick of the sea in his yachh 10
proudly walked up the carpeted steps &b
George’s, Hanover-square, and afterw! owWe
scended them, with the hand of that aokn
ledged beauty, Adelaide, Lady Lawler, upo?
arm, obs
They were very happy—they must have be 1
for they told everybody that they were—an age
friends congratulated themselves upon the
cession to the visiting list. Con-
Time glided on. They travelled on the e
tinent ; returned to England; visited, and W®
visited. An heir was born, made much of: ":
then followed another visit to the Con'-“”t
ending with a stay at Paris, and the enoou?t
with the Rividres, tod
Sir Richard Lawler was a very good-hear
man, and he really exerted himself strongly ve
procure Riviere’s freedom. He would also b8 e
done anything possible to aid Madame Riviér€’
but, as we have seen, all advances were reJ® -
ed, seeing that they came through Lady L8
ler; and soon after the English milord retu"‘w
to town, and after a few squabbles—an 1“:1“
gant term this, but most apropos—with -
ladyship, London life began again, the cust® 1,
ary yawnings took place in the big mansio™
and the Riviéres were forgotten,

There had been festive proceedings in Gm:;
venor-square, for the Lawlers had given a dinp®,
party. Dinner parties were not unusual the”;
but this had been an extra affair, wherein
aid of the florist and pastrycook was called, #
Edgington had the task of forming one Of at
zebraic canoples from the kerbstone tothe fmne
door. Lady Lawler had been gorgeous in !
family dlamonds, and, at dessert-time, the
had been a small procession :

Footman, bearing a high chair. d
Chief butler, with special dessert plate &M
d’oyley.

Jane, bearing the heir, in white and
scarlet.
Rear-guard of Sarah.

The heir was greeted with a chorus Of
feminine raptures; and the bearer had Ko
pause at chair-backs for the family hope _
be kissed, with kisses loud and chirrupP-’; n
little liberties these, which he resented Wi/
dabs of his podgy fists. What time papa, 8t ‘,s_
foot of the table, smiled like an amiable ﬁfn
tocrat in wax;¥mamma shook her fan, &
said, ¢ Naughty Tivey”—a sweet, feminine, lis(r;:
ing formation of the baptismal name C”vy'
and Jane adjured her charge to «be a good bow;
then,” with the sole effect of the young monste!
making a dab at a dowager’s front, and draé
ging it hugely askew. ve-

Jane—a fresh-colored, plump nurse of fi b
and-twenty, glowing with health and pink o
bons—stayed behind his Heirship’s chair W' .
he was beside mamma, it being an wk“‘;he
ledged fact she was the only personage in an
house who could subdue the young geﬂﬂen;er_
in times of mutiny ; and matters went on t0 o
ably satisfactorily, save that Master Clive uP® o
a finger-glass over the black kerseymeres © for
Right Honorable Randall Spavin, M. P,
Mowbray, and M. F. H., Hippoly county. a8

This little mishap, though to a guest %'
quite balanced by the next display of & m;ba
curial temperament, wherein the hope ©f to
house swept a glass of port from the mbwﬂ"
meander down the amber glories of LA&¢
Lawler’s moiré antique, 11y

But in a lively child such trifles are €88
forgiven; and who, as a guest, could refr’. ,
from an amused smile when the excited ¢\
stood up, regardless of remonstrance, on
chair, and then made a dart, and scmmbledew.
to the table to achieve possession of the
phant-supported sugar temple ? but only wﬂw
caught by one leg by Jane, and reseated 1D
high chair with a sponge cake in his fist. m

“He was go full of life,” Lady Lawler 8
ingly informed ber guests, ates

Then Jane had to be busy for g few Mm% 1
picking up dessert forks, spoons, a plate 82 28l
wine glass in two pleces; and at last, ata 56 re-
from her master—a signal resented bY ‘hﬂd
proachful look from her ladyship—the ‘mbogr
to seize upon her charge, and prepare 10
him out of the room. peit;

But this attack was met furiously by the ¥
who commenced his defence with a hoW’nd
rage, and was then borne out, kicking ' ..
screaming furiously, making, too, little snato ne
at Jane's hair, or the head-dress of any
passed, n 8

He continued to make himself heard ping”
cheery diminuendo, lasting from the dln Ty
room door to the nursery on the secon‘}wd

il

io

Where the closing of a balze door rest
beace to the house below. neteé
“Very passionate, but a dear, affectio on-

child,” said Lawler, apologetically, to the
orable Randall. ross”
“All the spirit in him for making & gwg,fd&
country rider,” said the master of rox-h:wd the
. “Sign of health—fine lungs,” obse: "
amily physician. ung
“Give way to him because he’s so YOU''
$ald Sir Richard, who was rather annoyel-_,,p,
_“Oh, dear me, yes,” simpered her rting 17
Tsing with the other ladies, and deps
the drawing.room.
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l’ol'f:; ;;i“% the coffee, the tea upstairs—all had
"Wm in due ocourse. A few friends had
tome ":n during the evening. Carriages had
‘mﬁunt carriages had gone, and an extrs
bal), o 2fYaWning had been performed in the
b ing advantage of Master Clive having
h”nln mgelf soundly asleep, Jane had left
10 gat h°h“l'le of the under-nurse, and descended
Wag o PUPPer iu the servants’ hall; but she
Teach the bottom without her adven-
Ing caught on the stairs by Mr. James,
emggyon, © footmen, who tried to display his
lux"mm towards the fair maiden by passing
o round her, and stealing a kiss.
fave m‘“empt was s signal failure, for Jane
the ham a sharp box on the ear, which sent
the rec Powder flying in a cloud; and when
hag gy ;‘I:lent emerged therefrom, the damsel
" *
luJuA Bard.hearted creecher!” exclatmed the
H"d SWain,
20 °°Pl‘0bably meant hard-handed ; but he said
adp re—only retired to the pantry, where he
Mareh tered a fow more dabs of the scented
ed o 10 his well.oiled locks, and then proceed-
N he servants’ hall.
0 Jang
Dlac:kh‘f some excuse, he rose and left his
the t'rgo g gently down a long stone passage to

one 4

the Ot of the house. Here he turned into
ﬁum,uz““keeper’s sanctuary—a large press-

""ged room, looking upon the area.
w ow 8 he expected. Going close to the
» e could dimly see two figures—one of
J‘mes'"~-talking eagerly together; and Mr.
faty, &ave a groan as he stood with clenched
With, Whhem was the secret of the contumely
the pq leh his advances were met—there was
J‘m&on, in the shape of a man!
for o 8 ground his teeth, as he stood watching
Belzg €W minutes, and then a spasm seemed to
Where; I ag he witnessed & hasty good-bye,
box onn Something took place not followed by a
c]nn“d the ear; and then, as the area gate
the ) and the door closed, Mr, James followed
aa-eeu‘ghuy flushed object of his misplaced
he w“:;l tothe servants’ hall, breathing hard as
hig e hed her at her supper—always avolding
:,.%el){‘;‘-eatlng nothing himself, but drinking
ut Orns of ale from the great blackjack.
Partay 2!l this was over, The last guest has de-
Bip Rle'h and, previous to retiring for the night,
While h‘l'd was having a cigar in the study,
©ldag 18 Jady was dreamuy watching the
tethe, caverns in the fire as the cinders fell to-
Planceq Wwith a musical tinkle. Twice she
the % up at 8ir Richard; but he was deep in
Hlalpg Otemplation of the wreaths of vapor
Woulg m his cigar, and doubtless his reverle
Teaoy have ended in a doze, bad not a loud,
Taze z)‘n‘ Peal at the bell made both start, and
Th Wards the door.

:h“ep of one of the servants was heard to
“ﬂbnme door, and then followed the sounds of
of Ockl?g' rattling chain, and loud shoot back
"“'Dugh' and then, as a gust of wind swept
ng of the hall, it brought with it the whisper-
A eager volces.

R ch‘:“n'“te or two elapsed, and then, when Sir
he *d’s patience was nearly exhausted, and
latg l:'g:bo“t to see for himself the cause of this
dﬁor. Truptlon, the footman appeared at the
et
] ; You please, Sir Richard, here’s a foreign
“a 88 says he must see yow.”
oA whag on
Wneqy fUITeNer, Sir Richard, and a wom—I
R Bl& lady—with him. Wouldn’t give no card,
charg,”

“

. %?t What's his name ?2—what business
coulq ouldn’t give no name ; and said, as far as I
Ny, Make out, 8ir Richard, as he had no busi-

ohg,h 2Ut he's a very ignorant party, Sir Ri-

tel} hreouldn't hardly speak English, I did
he g 10 come In the morning; but he said
w ot see you now,”

Lag2%d heavens, Richard ! exclaimed Lady

lqn.;" in an agitated volce, as she rose and
“Th, OVer his chair. ¢ Can it be ”

oq glr‘”'e. I don't know—I will see !” exclaim.

Ange, " Richard, nhis face flushing with annoy-

wy . ' Leave the room, James. No, stop—I

digy, %@ these people. Show them into the
“ ;‘*l‘ooln_n

An:.' 8ir Richard.”

o, b8 man turned to go.

“Ray t sort of people are they ?”

MR, her shabby parties, 8ir Richard.”

Lgme“" them in here, James,” said Lady

bang :’ in a tone of voice that made her hus.

"y w‘“‘t: for though in some things her lady-

w 88 but woman and water, in others she
Ye

SPirit, yigely,
anq :' M’lady,” gaid the man as he backed out ;
Clogg) ® next minute he ushed in a couple of
l“leysm“ﬂled figures, who stood perfectly still
the o ¥ Richard motioned the man to leave
thay ;. % Which he did; but not so rapldly bug
or dl?l 5aW & portion of that which followed,
Ungpq he cloge his ears so tightly that he was
Stigy . !0 catch from his lady the exclam-

23:“1 heavens 1

his master the words—

“Mongyoqy Riviere.”

(To be continued.)
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TomAaTOES.—Select thoroughly ripen-
cut them in halves ; sprinkle over the
t With bread cruiubs, sugar, salt, pepper
er,  Place them in a baking pan cut
o &¥ds and bake in an oven for two hours,
R 8 platter, garnished with curled par.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

To PREVENT PUTREFACTION IN MEAT.~—Mr
Jacquez, of the French Academy of Sclences,
states that & solution of five parts of borax in
100 parts of water in which meats shall be dip-
ped prevents the putrefaction process for a con-
siderable time. Flesh dipped in the mixture
and then dried resists the usual process of decom-
position. Mr. Jacquez considers that the process
is important, inasmuch as it is economical and
harmless, and adapted for use in dissecting-
rooms and for persons engaged in preparing ca-
binet specimens or animal tissues, and valuable
also to the taxidermist.

DRr. KEDZIE, of the Michigan Agricultural
College, gives the following account of the in.
jurious action of salt on trees ; ¢ On the college
grounds there fori erly grew a fine, vigorous spe-
cimen of common sasafra apparently in perfect
health. A quantity of strong brine was inadver-
tently thrown beneath this tree, forming a stag-
nant pool in its immediate vieinity. In avery
short time the tree began to manifest signs of
decreasing vitality. The salt was absorbed un-
changed insuch immense quantities, that enter-
ing the ciroulation, it effioresced upon the sur-
face of the leaves as a white crystalline deposit,
and the tree soon after died.”

NEW FUEL.—Mr. L. Banks, of Hulle, proposes a
new manufacture of fuel, Theinvention relates
to the combination of the following matters :—1,
The refuse which accumulates round the mouths
of coal-pits. 2.Small coal. 3. Turf, peat, or such
like matter. 4. Mineral pitch. 5. Coal-tar, 6.
The scum or refuse from cotton seed after obtain-
ing oil-cake therefrom. The coal-tar and the
mineral pitch are prepared by being mixed
whilst hot, and after being boiled in the ordin.
ary manner in equal proportions. The two are
then run together ; before use they are re-boiled
and mixed with the other ingredients before
named. The whole are then compressed toge-
ther by steam-power or otherwise, and the
composition is then ready for use.

PERPETUAL PASTE.—The Journal of Applied
Chemistry says : Dissolve a teaspoonful of alum
in a quart of warm water. When cold, stir in
as much flour as will give it the consistency of
thick cream, being particular to break up allthe
lumps ; stir in as much powdered rosin as will
lay on a dime, and throw in a dozen cloves to
give a pleasant odor. Have on the fire a teacup
of boiling water, pour the flour mixture into it,
stirring well at the time. In a very few minutes
it will be of the consistency of mush., Pour it
into an earthern or china vessel; let it cool ;lay
a cover on, and put it in a cool place. When
needed for use, take out a portion and soften it
with warm water. Paste thus made will last
twelve months.

A TEST OF PURE WATER.—An English tech.
nical periodical points out an easy way of test.
ing whether water is good and fit for general
use. It says: « Good water should be free from
color, unpleasant odor, and taste, and should
quickly afford a lather with a small portion of
soap., If half a pint of the water be placedina
perfectly clean, colorless, glass-stoppered bottle,
a few grains of the best white lump sugar ad-
ded, and the bottle freely exposed to the day-
lightin the window of & warm room, the liquid
should not become turbid, even after exposure
for a week or ten days. If the water becomes
turbid, it is open to the grave suspicion of sew.
age contamination ; but If it remain clear, it is
almost certainly sate. We owe to Heisch this
simple, valuable, but hitherto strangely neglect-
ed test.”

POTATOES PROSCRIBED, — Several German
writers upon races predict that nations, far from
improving, will deteriorate both in physical and
mental characteristics, if potatoes become a
principal article of diet. The celebrated Carl
Voight says that « the nourishing potato does
not restore the wasted tissues, but makes our
proletariats physieally and mentally weak.” The
Holland physiologist. Mulder, gives the same
judgment when he declares that the excessive
use of potatoes among the poorer classes, and
coffee and tea by the higher ranks, is the cause
of the indolence of nations, Leidenfrost majn.
tains that the revolutions of the last three cen.
turies have been caused by the changed nourish-
ment ; the lowest workmen, in former times,
ate more flesh than now, when the cheap potato
forms his principal subsistence, but gives him
no muscular or nervous strength,

FAMILY MATTERS.

Friep Eca PLANT.—Take a large, ripe, purple
egg, and cut it in slices of half an inch in thick-
ness; strew a little salt over each, and lay ona
plate for ten minutes or more to let the water
run out ; then dip each slice into a well-beaten
egg, and then in cracker or bread crumbs, and
fry in hot butter or lard as you would oysters,
and the plant Will taste like fried fresh.

HEADACHE 18 the bane of many a person’s
life, and it arises from such a varjety of causes
that remedies are difficult to find, The follow-
ing Is said to be Worth trying: « pyt g handful
of salt lnto & qUArt Of Water, one ounce of splrits
of hartshorn, and half an ounce of spirits of
camphor. Put them quickly into g bottle, and

cork tightly to prevent the escipe of the spirits.
Soak a piece of cloth with the mixture, and ap-
. ply it tothe head : wet the cloth afregh gs seon
. as it gets heated.

i SmupLE CURE FOR RHEUMATISN,—Boil &

small potful of potatoes and bathe ithe part af-
fected with the water in which the potatoes
were boiled, as hot as can be applied immedi-
ately before going to bed. The pains will be re-
moved, or at least alleviated by the next morn-
ing.

Some of the most obstinate rheumatic pains
have lately been cured by one application of this
novel and simple remedy.

COLCANNON,—This popular Irish dishis usual-
ly made with cabbages and potatoes, but cauli.
flower will make a more delicate dish. Take
half as much caulifiower as potatoes, both of
which must have been boiled previously and
completely cooled. Chop them separately and
very fine. Put a little milk and butter into a
saucepan, and when boiling hot, turn in the po-
tatoes and caulifiower well mixed together. Place
a flat tin or dish over them, and let them warm
through. Then remove the cover, and add salt
and pepper to taste ; make the d.sh bolling
hot, and serve. Another way s to prepare it
with strips of salt pork, Cut the pork intostrips
an inch long as a narrow as possible, and fry it
to a crisped brown; then turn in the chopped
cauliffower and potatoes, and mix well with the
pork strips and fat, Heat very hot, and serve
on a platter. It is a delicious dish ; and a little
vinegar is considered an improvement to it.

PERMANENT LEMONADE.—Some competent
sanitary and bibulous authority asserts that
when people feel the need of an acid, if they
would let vinegar alone, and use lemons or ap-
ples, they would feel just as well satisfied and
receive no injury, A suggestion may not come
amiss as to a good plan when lemons are cheap
in the market. A personshoull then purchase
several dozens at once and prepare them for use
in the warm, weak days of spring and summer,
when acids, especially citric and molic, or the
acid of lemons, are so grateful and useful, Press
your haud on the lemon and roll it back and
forth briskly on the table to make it squeeze
more easily ; then press the juice into a bowlor
tumbler—never into tin; strain outall the seeds,
as they give a bad taste. Remove all the pulp
from the peels, and boil in water—a pint for a
dozen pulps — to extract the acid. A few mi-
nutes’ boiling is enough ; then strain the water
with the julce of the lemons; put a pound of
white sugar to a piot of the juice; boil ten mi-
nutes, bottle it, and your lemonade is ready. Put
a tablespoonful or two of this lemon syrup in
a glass of water, and you have a cool, healthful
drink,

GLossY SHIRTS.—Attention to the following
directions will secure the much-desired gloss on
shirts. First put a little common white wax in
your starch — say, two ounces to the pound;
then, if you use any thin patent starch, be sure
you use it warm otherwise the wax will get cold
and gritty, and spot your linen, giving it the ap-
pearance of being stained with grease. It isdif-
ferent with collar starch—it can be used quite
cold. To polish shirts, starch the fronts and
wristbands as stiff as you can. Always starch
twice—thatis, starch and dry, then starch again,
Iron your shirt in the usual way, making the
linen nice and firm, but without any attempt at
a good finish. Don’t lift the plaits, Your shirt
is now ready for polishing, but you ought to have
a board the same size as a common shirt-board,
made of hard wood, and covered with only one
ply of plain cotton cloth. Pat this board into
the breast of your shirt, damp the front very
lightly witha wet spouge, then take a yolishing
iron which is flat and beveled a little at oue end,
polish gently with the beveled part, taking care
not to drive the linenup into wave-like blisters,
This requires a little practice ; but, in a short
time, with perseverance, you will be able to give
that enamel-like finish which seems to be so
much wanted.

— O~ P e e e
MISCELLANEQUS ITEMS.

IT now passes into the domain of fact and
bistory that the good cook 1s sure to become
very aged. Good victual and vicious life are not
compatible. Instance: a man aged one hun.
dred and twenty.seven has just died in Russia ;
he had been cook to the great Empress Cath.
erine II, The Emperor Nicholas granted him a
yearly pension of 700 rubles, which enabled him
to keep the pot boiling. He has a little boy
aged ninety-eight.

GROWTH OF FINGER AND TOE-NAILS, — A
sclentific writer says: The finger-nails and toe-
nails upon the human body grow at the rate of
one-hundredth of an inch in ten days. This in-
formation induces reflection, Methuselah lived
for 989 years. Now, suppose he had never cut
his nails, he would have gone down to the grave
with sixty feet of finger and toe-nails curling
about his venerable person. If Adam had lived
until the present time he would have had about
1000 yards of nails about his person. When we
think of these things, how deeply ought we to
be impressed with the wonders of nature, with
the strange and awful mystery of the human
body. .

IT is certain that Shakespeare's idea of the
toad was inaccurate in tWo respects, The toad
18 not « ugly and venomous,” and does not wear
@ preclous jewel in its head.” The Rev. J. G.
Wood, that excellent naturalist and charming
writer, assures us that his children had g trough-
ful of tame toads, each of Which answers to its
own particular name and comes when called.
The children, he says, ¢aITy them round the
garden, and hold them up t0 any insects they
may chance to fancy, to enable them toswallow
it, which they do by a lghtning flagh of their
glutinous tongues, Nay, mMOre; their tender

oare for their unlovely pets is 80 great that they
bathe and kiss them daily, he declares, just as
they themselvea are treated by their nurse,
Upon one oocasion one of the children, who had
received an orange, was seen with her own
especial toad seated on her hand, partaking
with his mistress of the orange in alternate
sucks or bites,

FANS.—The manufacture of fans in Paris is a
very extensive branch of industry, supplying all
civilised nations with these useful and orna-
mental articles, Fans were known in the East
from remote ages, and were introduced Into
Western Europe about the time of the Crusaders ;
in the sixteenth century they cameinto general
use, being generally made from peacock or
ostrich feathers, fixed in a solid handle, In the
time of Louis XIV,, the folding fan eame into
use, having been introduced from China by the
Jesuits. Paris fans are made at all prices, from
a penny to a thousand pounds, one having been
made of the latter value for the Emperor o
Morocco. The chlef parts of a fan are the handle
the brins, the panaches, the ends, and the leaf.
The handle is the part where the fan is hinged
together, and is made of lvory, wood, or any
hard material ; the brins are the radiating sticks,
from twelve to twenty.four in number, and
about four inches long; the ends are the elastic
pieces which connect the brins with the handle;
the panaches are the two outermost brins,
wider and stronger, for the protection of the
rest; the leaf is the surface of the fan, cut in the
shape of the segment of a circle, and made of
paper, vellum, parchment, satin, gauze, or
crape. It is the decoration of the leaf which
increases the costliness of fans.

THE last personal gossip about the way of life
of Pope Pius IX., who has just entered on the
twenty-eighth year of his pontificate, is that his
health is so fully restored as to enable him to
resume his usual food and exercise. He rises at
half-past five o'clock, makes his tollet, which
includes much shampooing; next follows mass;
after which a simple collation of coffee, with
four bits of toasted bread; then an ordinary
audience; then a short walk in the garden; at
noon another audience; at half-past one p.m.,
dinner, as simply served as its dishes are plain :
a meat soup of ricc and herbs, a bit of lesso—
that is, the beef or chicken of which the soup is
made; then follows a small dish of fritho o
arrosta—fry or roast—a favorite Italian dish,
No Roman dinner is complete without it; it is
made of bralns, bits of bread, and young cucum-
bers and carrots sliced into thin strips, all fried
crisply, with a rich amber color, in lard., It is
not bad after you get used to it. During all this
dinner the Pope drinks only half a glass of wine.
He was never in his younger days a wine.
drinker, and now eschews all nicety about his
wine. Some years ago, when he first began to
drink wine atdinner, according to medlical orders,
he observed that every day a fresh bottle w as
opened for his use. Then he ordered the wine of
the country to be served to him, as it could be
bought on draught. Tre Cannelle was selected,
and as he can not drink a whole mezzo foglietto
(a gobletful), the smallest quantity sold, he has
this divided into little flasks, a few drops of
olive oil poured on the wine, a wad of cotton for
cork ; then it i8 fresh for a day or two. After
dinner his Holiness reposes for three-quarters of
an hour in a polirone, or arm-chair. Then he
holds another ordinary audlence, after which he
walks In the garden, in the gallery, or holds
private conversations in the Bibliotheca. Ave
Maria and prayers are followed by private audi-
ences, at whieh affairs of the greatest moment
are discussed. At half-past sen o'clock he takes
a soup. This is another excellent Italian custom,
A little before midnight his Holiness goes to
sleep.

————- O~ ———

FARM AND GARDEN.

To GET RID oF PorATo Bues.—~Mix Paris
Green with water, one tablespoonful to two
gallons of water; put it in a pail and take &
whisk-—such as 18 used for brushing clothes—
and sprinkie the mixture on the vines. Keep
the mixture well stirred at the time of apply-
ing it.

A CORRESPONDENT of the Gardener's Magazine
writes as follows : ¢ QOn the 15th of April last «
young man, employed near bees, had the mis.
fortune of being stung. No remedy being near
at hand, I remembered Mr. Gordon’s note ou
the cure of bee stings at page 161 of the Garden-
er's Magazine for 1872, 1 recommended him to
apply the common soil to the wound, as des.
cribed by Mr. Gordon, and it immediately re-
lieved the pain and prevented the swelling.
Such a receipt is of more value than gold to all
who have anything to do with bees. I formerly
used common blue for bee stings, but common
goil is preferable.

PROTECTION FROM INSECTS.—A farmer from
Fremont, O., writes :—I am using a remedy for
driving away insects and bugs that works to a
charm, and if any of your readers have not
tried it, I advise them to waste no time with
soot, ashes, &c., but ask their druggist to order
for them a pound of carbollc acld, No. 8, which
will cost 75 cents. If air-slaked lime is to be
had, use a teaspoonful of acid to a quart ot lime ;
mix well, aud dust over the plants, One appli-
cation 1s frequently sufficient. The cabbage
1ﬂen. (umping Jack) threatened to destroy iny

plants of cabbage and ruta bagas, but one duse
| was sufficient to clear the garden of them. If
‘, the lime is not slaked, take one teaspoonful of
' acid to a pint of hot water, and slake the lime
' with the mixture.

| WATER FoR SHEEP.~—It is & great mistake,




w

112

THE FAVORITE.

Aveusr 33, 1873,
veusr 23, 197
¢ e

says Mr. Mechi and the cause of much suffering
and loss, not to supply sheep with water, erpe.
cially milk.giving ewes, During the drouth of
1868 many flocks were ruined by want of water.
I know of a striking instance where the ani-
mals wasted and were sent to Chelmsford mar-
ket in evil condition, the owner being ignorant
of the cause. The dealer, who bought them ¢« for
a soog,” first examined the whites of their eyes,
thinking they must have the rot or jaundice;
hut seeing all right so far, he found that a sup-.
ply of water was the only restorative required.
Grass, 1n a succulent state, containg 76 per cent.
of moisture, but when dried very much less,
The same remark holds good for clovers, &c.
When we give cake, corn, maltcombs, bran, &e.,
which we always do, it becomes absolutely ne-
cessary to provide water, or the animals will not
thrive. QGive them the opportunity of judging
for themselves by an always avallable supply,
and they will exercice a proper discretionin the
matter. An iron water-cart is on most farms
an indispensable requisite. When food is too
wet and “sloppy,” dry cotton cake or corn is a
good and profitable regulator. Turnips and
mangolds are disproportionately watery as food
for animals, hence the losses occasioned by
them, especially with breeding sheep. They
contain fully 9 pints of water to 1 pint of dry
food, Ninety per cent. of water is too much;
75 10 706 per cent. in pasture grass is the more
natural and proper proportion. The human or
animal frame has 75 per cent. of water, just as
good grass has, Meat is dear as food beeause it
contains, in the lean portions, 76 per cent. of
water. No wonder that bread and cheese are
found far more economical.

HUOMOKOUS SCRAPS.

TAaE following is no fabrication of an irrever-
ent secular journal, but from the orthodox Mem-
phis  Presbyterian: ¢ Travelling in his buggy
alone, not long ago, in going to one of his ap-
pointments, one of our good brethren in the
Presbytery of Memphis, overtook a ¢foot-pad,’
with his carpet-bag in his hand. Theroads were
muddy, and he was justat the time about enter-
ing & miry bottom. With the politeness for
which he is noted, he asked the pedestrian (an
entlre stranger) if he would not take a seat in
the buggy, until, at least, they had crossed the
mud and the mire. The invitation was readily
accepted, and the conversation for a time was
free and easy, about things ordinary and gene-
ral. Presently, however, the good brother, with
a view to make the conversation profitable,
asked the stranger ¢« if he was ready to die ?”
Not knowing the character of the person who
had invited him to a seat with him, and misap-
prehending his meaning and suspecting foul
play, he waited not to reply, but sprang from
the buggy immediately, and ran for life through
slush and water. The clerical brother, wishing
to assure the stranger that he meant no harm,
called to him at the 10p of his volee to stop!
But this only hastened his speed, and, like a
scatéd haré, he ran until beyond hearing and
sight, 'In bis hedsty flight he left his carpet-
sack, which our'brother now has in his posses-
sion, being the richer for his faithfulness by the
addition of a coarse shirt, a pair of threadbare
trowsers, and a little ¢ backer.'”

A NELSON street dry goods maun, who is weil
known for his politeness, has a father who is an
excellent citizen, but not a very smooth talker,
They were 8o busy at the store Saturday after.
noon that the old gentleman was called to help.
Among the customers was a young lady who
appeared to be waiting to trade with him whose
elderly appearance invited her confidence. Soon
an opportunity offered, and leaning over the
counter as an invitation for him to do the same,
she whispered her order. He bent close to her,
and said, ¢ what’s that ?”” in a voice that started
the perspiration to her forehead. Again she
whispered. « O, elastic,” said he, in a tone that
coull be heard on the walk, and looked much
pleased with his success, « What kind of elas-
tic?” he added, bending his head oloser to the
burning face of the perspiring maiden. Once
more she tremblingly whispered. ¢ For gar-
ters, hey ?” he repeated, even louder than be-
fore, without noticing the horror-struck expres-
sion of the almost fainting young lady. ¢ Some-
thing fancy, I suppose,” be went oun to say, in
happy oblivion of the store full of people; young
people now-a-days want things nice. My old
woman uses & shoe-string, and salls around
without noticing the difference.” Then he got
down the box and turned around to show it; but
the customer was gone. He stood around with
the elastic seme flve minutes, but she did not
return, and it is likely he has forgotten allabout
the circumstance now.—Danbury News.

OUR PUZZLER.
18 SQUARE WORDS.

1. An jmportant article of commerce; a
trench Christian name; a character in Shake-
speare; high spoken; contributes assistance.

2. A femalesaint; ruled by pen;a well-known
medicine seed ; a vegetable product; appertain-
ing to a celebrated garden.

3. A bird of prey; a place of shows; a yawn-
ing fellow; a continental city ; made a mistake,

JosEPH XAVIER,

19, ENIGMA.

In Parltament my presence gives
Oceasion for g fight,

'Tween Liberals and Conservatives,
By constitutional right.

Lawyers are much attached to me—
I’'m rear'd amidst dispute ;

Bulky at times my form you see
When in a Chancery suit.

I wear the stamp of royalty
Impressed upon my face;

The legislature favors me
By certain days of grace.

Occasionally I am made out
For fashionable bonnet;

A pretty one, without a doubt,
With flowers and dew-drops on it,

Poor robin redbreast ne’er could eat
His food without my aid;

Six different things upon I treat,
Now guess—don't be afraid.

JEREMIAH COBWEBR,

50. ANAGRAMS,

L. I'll crow, do drill a good man; 2. A narra-
tive is related of our mice; 3. Bless the old har-
mony in X-F..led; 4. O point on Europe’s map
a(t) a noble ruler; 5. E'en make real mice, an-
nual stories; 6. Or vain a poet, to estimate a
Burns,

FRED. J. PORTER,

51. CHARADE.

'Twas dead of night, the shops were shut, and
searce a light was shiniug,

And mist and cold and drizzling rain in one were
all combining;

No traveller upon the streets his lonely path
was wending,

And nought I saw save one pale face upon a
volume bending.

With steadfast look and anxious eye the leaves
were slowly turned—

I mark’d the visage calm and good on whicl
my first it burned ;

I thought upon the wayvs of men, how solemn
was my life,

How glad we all should he to see the tinish of
this strife,

I’ve seen stout ships sail from the quay,

Bound for the ocean, wild and free;

I've seen all sorts of craft you'd name,

Some new, some old, and some of fame;

And I've seen one, not a fighter,

But a sort of sloop or lighter.,

The wintry days were on uR, the nights were
long and cold,

And I saw a man go past me, a man both gray
and old ;

My whole was his profession, at it he earned his
bread ;

He looked both sad and weary, but no murmur
e'er he said.

K. M. STEWART,

52, ARITHMETICAL QUERY.

In our house 1b the country was a crow, that
was born in the seventeenth, lived through the
eighteenth, and died in the nineteenth century,
The figures of the year of its birth give the num-
ber required, multiplied by sixteen. The figures
of the year of its death give the number required,
multiplied by seventeen. How old was it?

ANSWERS.

16. TITLES OF BuoKs,—l1, The Scarlet Letter.
2. Roland Cashel. 3. (‘harles O’Malley. 4,
Phemie Keller. 5. Henrietta Temple. ¢, The
Two Admirals, 7. The Fortunesof Glencore. 8,
The Greatest Plague of Life.

17. ENIGMA.—The letter O.

18. CHARADES.—1. Brill-i-ant. 2. Mur-der-ing,
3. Wheat-ear. 4. White-bait.

19. ANAGRAMS.—1. Governor Eyre. 2. Saint
Ignatius Loyola. 3. SirThomasMore. 4, Ben-
jamin Disraeli, M. P. 5. Willlam Shakspere.
6. Francoi: Rabelais.

20. PALINDROMIC RIDDLE.—Madam, Adam,
Ada.

2]1. LOGOGRIPH,—Brain, rain,

22. HISTORICAL MENTAL PICTURE.--Sir Philip
Sidney at the battle of Zutphen,

23, C1ARADE.—Plan-et (planet).

24.—~AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKSH.—1, Oliver
Goldsmitb,—Ths Vicar of Wakefleld. 2, Sir
Walter Scott,—~The Heart of Mid 'Lothian, 3.
Willlam Harrison Ainswortl,—The Tower of
London. 4, William Makepeace Thackeray,
The Newcomes, 5. Thomas Babington Lorq
Macaulay,—History of England. 6. Miss Agneg
Strickland,—Lives of the Queens of Englang,
7. Miss &, Braddon,—Lady Audley’s Secret,
8, Sir Fdward Bulwer Lytton,—Whut wi]] he qo
with it. 9, Henry Wadsworth Longfellnw,_
Poetical Works, 10, Reverend John Keeble,
The Christian Year. 11. Washington Irving,
Bracebridge Hall, 12. Charles Dickens,—
Nicholas Nickleby,

25, CoxNs.——1. Joiners. 2. A candle; beegyge
it is wicked (wick-ed). 3. The Sandwich
Islands.

26. ACROSTICAL REBUS,—Nelson—one grp,
thue:—I NaxQ. 2. FdgeworthstowN, 3 1,0
| 4. Sumatrad, 5, odeR. 6. Nottinghad,

LUCKY NUMBERS.

+ Curious theories and superstitions prevall
among devotees of the lottery and the gaming.
table regarding “lucky numbers.,” There are
traditionally fortunate and unfortunate combi-
natlons, and there are also newer favorites, based
very often on figures connected with the chro.
nology of famous men.

The carecer of Napoleon III, would seem to be
considered by gamblers a specially successful
one, for since his death they have been betting
furiously on all numbers supposed to bear a re.
lation to sundry pivotal events of his life. In
Vienna, in Milan, in Rome, the newspapers no-
tice this universal rage among regular patrons
of the lottery for staking their fortunes on Na-
poleonic numbers; and, what is also curious,
these numbers have in geveral instances turned
out lucky. Thus in a late Vienna paper we
read that ¢the death of the man of Sedan has
brought good luck to the old women of this city,
who give themselves up with unquenchable
passion to the lottery,” At the last drawing,
as the paper goes on to say, the numbers most
eagerly seized upon were 8, for Napoleon III,;
65, for his age; 20, for his birthday, it falling on
the twentieth of the month; 90, as the highest
number in the lottery, hence interpreted to sig-
nify « empereur;” and finally 52, the year of his
accession to the throne. To the joy of all the
old lottery gossips, the luck fell on these num-
bers, 3, 20, and 90. At Rome the death of Na-
poleon III, has furnished new combinations for
the devotees of the lottery. At Milan the same
infatuated class have ¢ pointed a moral” of their
own from the event—a moral quite different
from the one extracted by sermonizers, They
have been playing heavily on number 20 (a gold
Napoleon being worth twenty franes), and on
number 13, which latter, as the proverbially un-
lucky one, is interpreted to mean the ex-em.
peror’s death. On the first drawing after his
death these two numbers proved to be the lucky
ones of the lottery, and it was then found that
there had been a great number of winners.

is this present year, 1873, to be, like some
famous ones in history, specially fatal to crown-
ed heads, and to heads that have once been
crowned ? During the whole twelve months of
1872 the only European sovereign who died was
Charles XV. of Sweden, while none suffered
irremediable misfortune; and in European
royal families the only two losses by death were
Archduke Albrecht and the Duke of Guise. But
within the first six weeks of 1873 no less than
three persons died who had at some time worn
imperial crowns, and one monarch resigned his
sceptre. First died Napoleon III.,, on the 9th of
January. Then, on the 25th, at Lisbon, died the
dowager-empress, Amella, daughter of Prince
Fugene, wife of Pedro I. of Brazil, and step-
mother of the present Emperor, Pedro II. On
February 8 the Empress Caroline Augusta,
widow of Francis I. of Austria, and grandmo-
ther of the reigning Emperor, died at Vienna.
In 8pain the abdication of Amadeo i8 an inci-
dent to be mentioned in a year opening so omi-
nously to crowned and discrowned heads,

—— O~ ——
POWERFUL ACTING.

The last Almanac issued by the English the-
atrical paper known as the Era, gives these
amusing but apocryphal aneecdotes of « power-
ful” American acting: On one occasion Mr. Ed-
win Forrest, then a young man, gave a tremen-
dous display of really powerful acting, He was
supposcd to represent a Roman warrior, and to
be attacked by six minions of a detested tyrant.
At the rehearsals, Mr, Forrest found a great deal
of fault with the supers who condescended to
play the minions, They were too tame. They
didn’t 1ay hold of him. They wouldn’t go in as
if it were a real fight. Mr. Forrest stormed and
threatened; the surers sulked and consulted.
At length the captain of the supers inquired, in
the local slang, « Yer want this to be a bully
fight, eh?” « 1 do,” replied Mr. Forrest. ¢ All
right,” rejoined the captain, and then the re.
hearsal quietly proceeded. In the evening the
little theatre was crowded, and Mr. Forrest was
enthusiastically received. When the fighting
scene occurred, the great tragedian took the
centre of the stage, and the six minions entered
rapidly and deployed in skirmishing order, At
the cue «“Selze him !” une minion assumed g
pugilistic attitude, and struck a blow straight
from the shoulder upon the prominent nose of
the Roman hero, another raised him about six
inches from the stage by a well-directed kick,
and the others made ready to rush in for g de.
cisive tussle, For a moment Mr. Forrest stooq
astounded, his broad chest heaving with rage,
his great eyes flashing fire, his sturdy legs plant.
ed like columns upon the stage. Then came
the few minutes of powerful acting, at the enq
of which one super was seen sticking head fore-
most in the bass drum of the orchestra, four
were having their wounds dressed in the green.
room, and one, finding himself in the fijes,
rushed out upon the roof of the theatre ang
shouted « Fire!” at the top of his voice; while
Mr. Forrest, called before the curtain, bowed
his thanks pantingly to the applauding audience,
who looked upon the whole affajr as part of the
plece, and «had pever seen Forrest act so
splendidly.” TUpon another occasion, however,
the powerful acting was upon the partof the

supers. For the sake of poetic justice
let us hope that they were the same
supers. The hero was Mr. George Jones, after.

wards known as the Count Johannes. Mr,
Jones was impersonating the theatrical British
sailor (transformed, of course, into the theatrical

Yankee sailor), who fights a broadaword M::
with four pirates, and rescues a lovely dam
In distress. By some means or other MI. 407
bad offended the free and independent suF® a
who played the pirates, and the result "’:M
material alteration in the dénouensent ©Of R
drama. The lovely damsel was in distress;
four pirates were about to bind her and be&’
away to their secret cave; the feelingé dm.g
excited audience were wrought up to the hig Kee
pitch, when suddenly Mr. Jones (as the Y‘nfom
tar) dashed upon the scene, threw hlmﬂ'"beand
the unhappy damsel, flourished his cutlass 08
shouted, « Come on, villains! One Y‘nltb'
sallor is more than a match for four such
berly sharks!” « I guess not,” replied oncm.
the pirates, and the four of them coolly $00K
astonished Jones by the legs and arms, wm
spite of his desperate struggles, carried
boldly off the stage, locked him in the FFOPOH
closet, and, returning, bore off the mn!d”‘m
their mountain cavern behind the soenes
curtain fell.

—
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$3.00 LORD BROUGHAM
TELESCOPE.

Will distinguish the time by a church closk five mil®y
8 FLAGSTAFF and WINDOW BARS 10 MILES ; llﬂd"’m:s
twenty miles distant, and will define the SATELLG
OF JUPITER and the PHASES OF VENUS, &0., 40/ g
extraordinary CHEAP AND POWERFUL glags id O 4
best make and possesses ACHROMATIC LENSES “{.‘T ok
equal to a telescope costing $20.00, No STUDE
Tourist should be without one. Sent Post ﬁ‘“p,w,
igr(tf) inthe Dominion of Canada on receipt of

H.SANDERS,
Optician, &% ol
163 St. James Stroet, Montr®
lllustrated Catalogue 16 pages sent free fof
stamp. B

$133,275.

POPULAR DISTRIBUTION OF .
GOLD AND SILVER

WATCHES!

BY THE

New York and Berlin Watch Asseciation

»
On & system that will insure to every tioket-hold®* &
Gold or Silver Wateh worth not les:y than_$1% o ¢
any value up to $200, at a uniform price of

$10) TEN DOLLARS, ‘#10

. . o
to alose the disposal of $325,750 worth, -wl’lﬂ“fh.p.
fraction of their cost to meet advances made LT,
This not being a gift enterprise or lottery, th watod
no blanks, but every ticket draws an d‘l’ﬂ‘o‘

og 0one of the following movements at a ¢0st

._Gold and Sitver Chronometer, Duplex, S“mm
l\?"’t hl)eta.ohed Lever, Vertical and Ho! of
atches. H
Tickets to draw any of the above sent on !”"f.fod
25 CrNTS. A ticket describing ench watch i8 ‘one
in a sealed envelope. On receipt of 23 oentlioll 19
indiscriminately drawn from the whole, W watoh
well xtxgllx‘eg.d You gilg l}now the valfue.af the ¥ atob
your ticket demands before paying for i -
named will be delivered to the ticket-holder 08 PA"
ment of 310, by B5°
Prizes are imthediately sent to any address
press or by mail. ,
OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. ..
oA marvellous chande and fair desling 00001,
—Times. * An honorable and satisfactory orn.
—Advocate. “ A thoroughly relisble ME:'“M'
Courier. ‘No gift enterprire humbug.”—. . who
We are permitted .to refer to the followins
have drawn valuable watches for $10: Watch:
Miss Apa Batks, Guildford, $150 Gddw,u.u‘
Axos BurTtox, Boston, $60 Silver Watch. Mase .4
GrruMoND. St. Louis, $200 Gold Watoh. v G08°
s Slanmens 615 B Gl anh. B,
DON, Richmond, 0 atch, !
5 tiokete will be forwarded for $1.00; 11 fg{,ﬁw
25 for $3.00; 50 for $5.00; 150 for $15.00. Citer of
will ocompany the tiokets. To every P““;“.d"
150 tiokets we will send a handsome Silver o
Cage Watch, which can be used as a sp# ' ous
will lead to a large and profitable busines® g'go
patrons can depend on fair dealing. There
lanks, every ticket drawing s wnt&x.

uo?”
Agents wanted, to whom we offer libersl ind
ments and guarantee satisfaction. ’

Address
BRIDGES, F0OTE & 00+

et

1-26-m

bl Lt i Lty s L
EAGLE FOUNDRY, MONTREA
GEORGE BRUSH,
ESTABLISHED, 1823 e
Manufacturer of Steam Engines, Stesm
machinery generally. oR. 8¢

Agent for JUDSON’S PATENT GOVERN
1-26-2 ,

gorr®®
THE FAVORITE is printed and WWJ a9 B
E. Draragars, 1 Place d’Armes Hills

Antoine 8t., Montreal, Domipiea of




