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capture the ruMans aﬁd deliver Diane ! come,‘

.Lehardy l-—come!” . :

« Alas!” replied Lehﬁrdy, “I hévs kal:eady
taken. every possible measure. But such ou-
trages are 00 common in Paris for the police to

-think of abandoning their occupations or their
.pleasures 10 go in pursuit of the culprits.”

Sforzi was about to insist, when De Maurevert,

-who, for & moment, had appeared to be buried’

in thought,{struck the tabie a violeut blow withi
hia fist, .

“ Malediction and furies I” he cried, * a fright-
ful idea has come into my. mind !—What if-his
majesty, after the first feeling of alarm is past,
and seeing his inability to punish any one for
the attempt upon bis life, were to deny that any
such attempt has been made ! The resuit would
be that you and I, Raoul, instead of being the
king's preservers, would become simply the
heroes of a vulgar night-adventure, Death of
my life !--we were {00 hasty. We ought to have
waited until some harm, however small, had
been done to his majesty.”

“What do I care for the king’s opinion !”
cried Raoul, indignant at the little interest De
Maurevert appeared to take in the abduction of

iane, E

41f you wish to recover Mademotiselle d'Er-
langes, it concerns you a great deal,” replied the
adventurer, «Henry I1I, ean deny nothing to
his preservers—at least, in the course of a few
hours, we shall know what to think on the sub-
Jeot of the gratitude of kings. Butthe first thing
you have to do is to get some rest. . { wi)) wake
You at daybreak, aad We will then go together
to the Louvre.” : L

Desiring to be left alone, Raoul made belteve

.t0 accede to the captain’s wishes : it neeq hardly

be added that be passed a sleepless and

torment-
ed night, :

. It was five o'clock in the morning when the
‘shevaller and De Maurevertreached the Louyre,

- Raoul was to deeply absorbed in his sorrow to

nrotics the curiosity and envy which his presence
provoked among the crowd of eourtiers through
,Wwhich he was, without a moment’s hesitation
or delay, econducted to the king’s cabinet.

At sight of Storei, Henry 111, rose and came

forward to meet bim—one of the greatest and
earnest favors he ever accorded. The Duc d’E-
- pernon turned pale rather with fear than with
anger. . -

“ You appear il this morning, chevalier,” said
the king. «Is the wound upon your forehead

- more serious than you at firet thought it to be 2

“ I humbly thank your majesty for the inter-

est he deigns to show concerning me,” replied
‘Raocul. « Alas! it is not my body, but my heart
which suffers and bleeds.”

‘ Be seated, 8forzi,” said the king, after a slight
Pause, «“and tell me in detail the history of your
past life.”

¢ 8ire, I fear to encroach too. much upon your
majesty’s time,”

u8forzl,” interrupted Heory, kindly, « since
you aredestined to live at court, you must learn
that the wishes and personal desires of the king

-are never to be diseussed; the politeness of
oourtlers consists in the readiness of their obe.
dience. I am not now addreseing a reproach to
you, but giving you a proof of the solicitude and
interest I take in you. I Wish to see you as
perfect in manners as you are already noble in
sentiments. Be seated, therefore, and tell me
-the bistory of your life.”

Raoul seated himself on 8 carved oaken stool
indicated to him by Henry III., and commenced
his story. During the half hour whieh this re-
oital lasted, the king never once Interrupted
him. When the chevaller related the outrages
he had sustained at the hands of the Marquis de
la Tremblais, Henry III, turned slightiy pale,
and a fluslvof anger passed over his countenance;
but the yonng man’s passion for Diane d'Erian-
ges appeared to Interest him deeply, though he

made no remark on the subject.

As to the Duc d'E.
pernon, his face, cloud.
ed at first, lightened
considerably when the
chevalier had done
speaking of his love af-
fairs,

«8forzl,” sald the
king, «I see that you
have suffered a great
deal, and I will try and
repay you for what you
have endured. Last
night you saved my
lite ; I would have you
do better still—I beg of
you, 8forzi, to let noone

- know the service you
have rendered me, If
you should be question.
ed, you will answer
that my pages provok-
ed the quarrel, and that
the assallants w ere
ignorant. of my pre-
sence in the heouse of
Mademoiselle d'Assy. I
recommend this course
of conduct %0 you,
Bforzi, om politle
grounds solely, and not
out of any wish to hide
the immense gratitude
[ owe you. Ask of me
now what favor you
most desire, and, on
my royal word, I grant
it you beforehand.”:

D'Epernon rose has.
tily trom : his seat, and
Sforzj, under the influ-
enoce -fan indescribable
smotion,! replied ¢

« Bire, there is but
only one recompense

.that can reward me
for the service I have
rendered to the king.
dom — 1t Is that your
majesty will give me
the power to labon for
bisglory. Lethim for-
give my boldness 'in
oonsideration 'of -the
sentiment which in-
spires me. There ia
one sad page in the his-
tory of your reign, sire,
which will be transmit.
ted to posterity — it is
that which chronicles
the abuse and insolence

of your provincial nobles, Cominggenerations,
sire, will not forgive you for having abandoned
the interests of your people to the-cupidity and
violence of your great vassals, It will besaid of
you that you were the first gentleman, but not
the king of France. The kings preceding you,
sire, carried on a rude and sunecessful warfare
against feudality, them mueh more powerful
than itis at present ; that warfare your majesty
would do well to bring to a triumphant elose,”

“Alas! 8forzi,” replied Henry 1II,, sadly, «I
have almoat more than I can do to Keep Puris
in order, without attempting 1o den! with the
provinces—which are too distant'for my power
to reach.” . :

 8ire, your majesty deceives himself,” replied

Sforzi, boldly. «Let the king but say ¢«I willit,’

and, believe me, the most mutinous will return
to their duty, the most haughty will bow their
heuds.” ’

# Good, very good, Monsjeur Sforzi {” cried
d’Epernon, advancing amd = shaking the
chevalier warmly by the hand; to his utter
astonishment. « My approbation surprises you,”
continued the mignon ; « that proves, chevalier,
that you do not- know me. I am superior to
feeling jealousy against any one in the world ; [
have too muech intelligence not 4o know how to
appreciate men at their true value. 8ince I
have been at Court, chevalier, 1 have never
heard a courtier speak to his majesty as you
have just spolten. It 18 dangerous to try to be
useful to kings; to devote one’s self to their
glory requires great courage. Monsieur Bforsl
is right, Henry,” pursued d’Epernon, turning to
the king; « the day - you say ‘[ will it,’ the
brows of the most, haughty and insolent. will Le
bowed in the dust. What you need, Henry, @
servants like Monsieur 8forsl. Setthe chevylier
to work ! Send him into one of the rebel pro.
vinces, and I answer for it with my head that
before & month I8 past, that province wili be
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the most submissive and faithful in all your
kingdom,”

Raoul thanked the mignon with a look of pro-
found gratitude, then addressed the king:

#8ire,” he said, + Monsieur le Duc d’Epernon,
by expressing so flattering an opinion regarding
me, emboldens me to plunge freely into the
question. I ask your majesty to send a Parlia-
mentary Commission into Auvergne, after the
manner of your predecessor, invested with for.
elgn powers, to ascertain and punish such crimes
of the noblesse as escape the ordinary operation
of the laws.”

# A tribunal, in fact,” said Henry II1., ¢ whose
sentences are above the laws, without appeal,
and of ingtant execution.” He remained for a
few moments plunged in thought. ¢ The erimes
of the Marquis de la Tremblais require to be
punished,” he said at length, « and the deplor-
able anarchy which reigns in the province of
Auvergne calls-for prompt and energetioc repres-
sion. But alas !-—where shall I find & man firm,
Just, honest enough to preside over such a Com-
wmission ?»

#Is there not the Beigneur de Beaumont,
Master Harlal, sire ?” cried d’Epernon.

¢ You are right, my son ; De Beaumont is up-
right, courageous, severe; he will give judg-
ment according to his consclence ! But what
warrijor will care to attack the half-revolted no-
bies of Auvergne ?”

¢« 1, sire I’ cried Sforzi,

“You, chevalier!” repeated Henry 1II., con-
templating with admiration the features, glow-
ing with audacity, of Raoul. ¢« Yes—I will trust
you. Will you promise me to be inexorable, and
to listen only to the voice of justice ?*

«Iswear to do so, sire!”

¢ Chevalier 8forzi,” replied the king, selemn-
ly, «I name you my Commissioner Extraordine
ary in the province of Auvergne, and as such I

-grant you an authority unlimited, exceptional
above all human laws. You shall receive your
commission to-day.”

“Thanks, sire,” cried Raoul, kneeling, and
kissing one of the king’s hands with indescrib-
able emotion,

¢ Come and see me agaln to-morrow, dear and
well-beloved 8forzi,” sald Henry IIL ; ¢ {t re-
mains for me to consult you as tothe persons to

. be relected from the State and Privy Councils
and other officers of the Courts of Law, who are
to form part of the Comm/ission.”

#0h,” eried Raoul to himself, on leaving the
king’s presence, ¢ the dream of my life is at
length moving towards realization ! Diane, you
shall be saved or avenged !"

At the moment when Sforzi was passing out
of the king’s cabinet, one of the gentlemen in
attendance entered to inguire whether it was
true that Captain de Maurevert had received his
majesty’s permission to have himself announced.
The king and d’Epernon looked smilingly at each
other. Tbuen, turning towards the gentleman
in waiting, Henry III. sald :

¢ Show Captain de Maurevert in,”

CHAPTER LIII
LOVE AND DUTY.

Events take us back to the little village of
Saint Pardoux, where our story commenced.

Though it was scarcely six o'clock in the
morning, and no holiday or festival was indic-
ated in the almanack, the inhabitants of the
place, dressed in their best clothes, were gather-
ed in groups about the door of our old friend
Maitre Nicolas, the keeper of the Inn, J udging
by the noisy conversation of the mountaineers,
the subject which was engrossing their atten-
tion was one of great interest. Maitre Nicolas,
more than any one, was noticeable for the
animation of his batterfiy-like movements from
group to group, as he gave a friendly tap on the
buck to one, a smile or a nod of intelligence to
another. Let us add that these attentions of
the cabaretier were not only well received but
eagerly courted, all those whom he deigned to
favor with these attentions appearing to be
proud of his notice.

« By Baint Blaise, comrades !” he cried, halt-
ing in the midst of the crowd, “if we stop chat.
ting instead of setting off for Riom, weshall not
arrive in time to witness the entry of the Com-
missioners, I would not lose the sight for ten
crowns. Come—one lastdrink, and then away.”

# The Selgneur Sforzi is the same gentleman
the Marquis de la Tremblais was going to hang,
and who was 8o miraculously saved at the mo-
ment the apostle Benoist was about to put the
rope round his neck—is he not ?” inquired one
of the party,

“The very same, Guillaume,” replied Maltre
Nicolas; “and you may be certain that Mon-
seigneur Sforzi, after having been 8o ill.used by
the high nobility of the province, feels vigorously
ill.disposed towards it. His arrival in Auvergne,
I repeat, is for us poor people a plece of unex-
pected good fortune, 1 would not exchange
-positions with the Marquis de la Tremblais at
this moment for a thousand crowns ready money!
I shall not be surprised to see him, before long,
on his knees upon a scaffold, his headona block,
awalting the stroke of the executioner 1”

These words spoken by Maitre Niocolas so
terrified his hearers that, by & spontaneous mo-
vement, they all moved rapidly from him, The
cabaretier also appeared to repent of his temerity,
his visage expressed the greatest alarm, he
trembled in every limb, and it was in tones sin-
gularly tremulous that he went on :

* “Comrades, I rely on your discretion! I was
ouly jJoking. X'know, of course, that Monseigneur
le Marquis is powerful enough to resist ali the
king’s forces.” He looked anxiously round, and
percelving none but friendly faces, continued :
*When 1 think of the courage displayed by the

Chevalier 8forzi, however, i1i his ddel with Cap-
tain de Maurevert—a ocombat of which you
were nearly all of you witnesses—I feel hope
revive in my heart. Ah, dear comrades, if we
were only rid of the Marquis de ls Tremblais
and his apostles, what happiness ocould be com.
parable with ours? No more forced labor, no
more lashes, no more extortions, no more mur.
ders—how happy we should be. What is the
use of looking so terrified ¢ Imltate me, com-
rades, and have no fear. If you had heard what
was publicly said in the streets of Clermont
yesterday, you would all be more valiant. It
appears that the king will not permit his poor
people to be oppressed any longer, and that he
has at last come seriously to our defence. All
the nobles. who have tyrannized over us are to
be tried and punished, all vassals who have been
wronged and injured are to be indemnified.
(C‘omrades, long live Henry 111, 1”

At this picture of happiness, which seemed
fabulous to them, the mountaineers lost all thelr
apprehensions, and repeated with nolsy en.
thusiasm the cry ralsed by Maitre Nicolas.

The worthy cabaretier, jolning the prudence of
the innkeeper with the enthusiasm of the patriot,
collected some sous owing to him by his cas-
tomers, and the column of mountaineers set
forward on its way.

Noon was striking when the inhabitants of
Saint Pardoux reached the gates of Riom. Noisy
animation reiguned in the town. A compact
crowd of people, dressed in their Sunday clothes,
was gathered without the fortifications, waiting
the arrival of the king’s delegates. Presently all
noise was hushed into silence; the approach of
the Commissioners was signalled.

Shortly afterwards five carriages, each drawn
by four horses, appeared on the road., Im-
mediately the sheriffs and consuls of the town,
with six canons of the cathedral of Clermont,
sent by the bishop, went forward in two linesto
recelve the envoys of the king.

In the firat carriage was Maitre Achille de
Harlai, S8eigneur de Beaumont, and Raoul Sforzi ;
the four other carriages contained fourteen
Judges.

We will not attempt to describe the eager
curlosity, the ardent sympathy with which the
Commissioners were greeted. The people salut-
ed them with prolonged and deafening cheers,
regarding them not only as their defenders, but
a3 thelr avengers, The president, Monsleur de
Harlal, and the Chevalier Sforzi attracted most
attention, for the powers were known with
which was invested, the first as president of the
tribunal, the second as Commissioner Extra-
ordinary of his Majesty.

By the side of the carriage occupled by the
two superior delegates of the king, on a magni-
ficently caparisoned horse, rode Captain de
Maurevert. Unlike Raoul, the adventurer was
radi int, and took no pains to restrain his joy,

“ With what admiration and love all the
women look at me—happy rogue that I am !”
he murmured to himself, pressing back the
crowd with the powerful chest of his steed. « At
last I am installed in a post of real importance !
Captain Roland de Maurevert, Grand Prévot of
all the forces of Auvergne—how well the title
sounds !”

The personage who, after the Commissioners,
awakened the greatest public curiosity was a
man loaded with chains, and led by archers. At
sight of the prisoner shouts of wild delight rose
from the crowd on all sides; in the prisoner,
Benoist, the leader of the apostles had been re-
coghized.

The terror which the Marquis de la Tremblais’
executioner inspired in the ininds of the moun.
taineers was such that the cabaretier, on catch.
Ing sight of him when he was bardly yet in
view, was almost on the polnt of changing his
cry of ¢#Long live the King’s Commissioners !”
into ¢« Long live Monseigneur le Marquis de la
Tremblais !” However, after he had satisfied
himself as to the number of the archers that had
the wretch in custody, and observing the solidity
of the bouds that held him, ashamed of his
want of courage, he stooped low, 80 as to avoid
being recognized, and shouted with all his
might, «“Long live Monsieur 8forzi! Death to
the hangman and murderer, Benoist!"”

Immediately afterwards the oortége reached
the house of the Lieutenant Criminal, where a
splendid collation and a select company awaited
the Commissioners.

While the Commissioners were being enter-
tained in the house of the high legal functionary,
the crowd walting in the streets to witness their
departure was filled with an almost’ insane
delight, People who had not spoken to one
another for ten years now addressed each other
as if they had been brothers, and embraced with
the warmest demonstrations of friendliness.

It was already four o’clock when the cortége
reached Clermont. Already half way, thatisto
8ay at the point called the Chapelle.de-Cabazat,
the firat deputations, sent by the capital city of
Auvergne, had presented themselves to com-
pliment the illustrious and terrible guests sent
them by the king. As 800D 88 the carriage
bearing Mcssiewis de Harlal and Bforzi came in
sight of the city, the Grand Prévot of Auvergne,
mounted at the head of his 00Mpany of archers,
one of the most numerous in France ; then, after
bim, came the Chevalier of the Watoh of Cler.
mont, followed by more than sixty archers in
red coats,

“ Poor com panion I” murmured de Maurevert,
looking at the Grand Prévot with an gir of
mockery. «If you only knew that the guperb
cavalier carracoling withiu & couple of pages of
you 18 about to replace you 18 all your funetions,
you would not be quite 80 zealous, ang would
Dot waste 8o much time 10 Uying to maxe ys
take your grimaces for smiles !

The Marquis de Canilhac, who appeared in
person to recelve the Commissioners on their
reaching the clty, pretended to rejoice at their
arrival, and made to them the strongest protest.
ations of respect and obedience.

« Ah, supple and cunning companion I” mut-
tered De Maurevert—: how you must now re.
gret having helped me to save my gentle Sforsi
from the gallows!”

After baving received addresses from all the
public bodies of the clty, the cortége was at
length permitted to enter Clermont by the pos-
tern gate—the drawbridge of which had been
painted afresh for this solemnity—and passed
on to the house of the Marquis de Canilhae,
where the Commissioners were to sup.

As soon as Raoul had alighted, and before
passing to the room which had been prepared
for him to arrange his dress after the wear and
tear of the journey, he sent for De Maurevert.

« Captain de Maurevert,” he sald, addressing
the new Grand Prévot of the province of Au-
vergne, ‘“be 80 good as to follow me—I have
some information to ask of you.”

« At your orders, monseigneur,” replied the
captain, bowing lowly before the chevalier, and
making way for him to pass first.

Hastily dismissing the servants, who were
assisting to dress him, he bolted the door of the
room, and then hurried towards De Maurevert.

¢« Well, captain,” he cried, «have your inqui-

ries resulted happily? Have your emissaries
discovered eny traces of Diane? May 1 still
hope "
k. “Dear companion,” replled De Maurevert,
who, the moment they were alone, returned to
his habitual tone of familiarity, «I will not
conceal from you that, so far, my endeavors have
been fruitless, But, remember, 1 have yet hardly
had time to think of the matter, having had
enough to do to get here! But have patience—
we shall ind her.”

“ When it is too late!” cried Raoul, passion.
ately.
~ «Oh! forgive me for interrupting you. Made-
molselle is endowed with such superhuman vir-
tue that a delay of twe or three weeks cannot
put her innocence in any greater danger; and
besides, the longer you are separated the more
delightful will be your meeting ! Don't roll your
eyes 8o furiously, and drive the nails into the
palms of your hands. Rage is useless. Instead
of quarrelling like two boys, let us combine our
plan of action. Will you listen to me, dear,
companion 7"

«1 listen to you, captain.”

“It appears to me,” continued De Maurevert,
with the utmost coolness, ¢ that it is through the
apostle Benolst we must operate; this scoundrel
—one of the actual abductors of Diane—must
certainly be aware of the designs of his master.
The thing to be done is to make him tell what
he knows.”

“ Have I not vainly questioned him tem:dif-
ferent times ?”

« By Mercury, dear Raoul, your simplicity is
delightful! Yéu questioned him, and he would
not answer-—astonishing, was it not? Why,
you might as well be wonderstruck at a bear’s
not returning your politeness! There are two
ways, almost infallible, of wringing his seoret
from this scoundrel.”

“ What means, captain ?”

#The first—which I will not conceal from you
is most to my taste—is to apply to him a strong-
ish dose of the torture. Nobody better than
myself knows the science of the thumbscrew
and the brodequins, or what can be done with a
pair of pincers. There i8 not a sworn tormen-
tor capable of matching the knowledge and ex-
perience of a valiant captain who has com-
manded bands of rioters and free-lances, and
passed twenty years of his life in civil wars. Give
me your permission, and I answer for the suc-
cm"___

“What i8 the other way ? inquired Raoul,
after & short pause,

“The other way is exaolly the opposite of the
first,” replied De Maurevert; ¢ but the moment
you abjure the use of force you fall into weak-
ness. Promise this vile scoundrel Benoist, a
thousand crowns, paid down, with his liberty,
if he coneents to tell you where Diane is con-
cealed, and 1 will consent to be hanged if the
wretch will not betray his master without hesi-
tation.”

¢« Captain,” said Raoul sadly, ¢ honor forbids
me to employ either of the means you advise
me to adopt. It is not possible for me, without
betraying all my dutles, to use for my own pri-
vate service the powerg the king has delgned to
confer upon me. My mission is a holy and
sacred thing.” For a few moments he paced up
and down the room, then again addressing De
Maurevert, sald: * Captain, order the apostle
Benoist to be brought here.”

De Maurevert was doubtless about to dissuade
Sforzi from again making a useless attempt to
draw Benoist from his obstinate silence when
he suddenly checked himself.

« The devil take me,” he muttered to himseir
&8 he left the room, «if, before an hour is passed,
I do not make this scoundrel speak out !”

A quarter of an hour later the Apostle Benolst
entered the chevalier's room, the escort accom.
penying him remaining outside.

The countenance of the wretched executioner
of the Marquis de la Tremblais contrasted sin.
gularly in its insolence with his position as an
accused. The first look which he cast on Sforgy
almost resembled & threat, and he himself,
without being invited, opened the conversation
in a mocking tone.

« Monseigneur,” he said, « I should be glad to
know, before commencing this interview, whe-
ther I am appearing before the Commissioner
Extraordinary of his Majesty, or whether 1 am

simply in the presence of my old soqualptascé
Monsieur Sforsi ?” 0
- Raoul turned pale with aager, but rufish
mind of what utility the assistance of the ' 0
might be In the recovery of Diane, he,
violent effort to restrain himself, asd 7®
gently : .
«His Majesty’s Commissioner will “.::h‘::
knowledge of anything that peeses betWwo™ .,
at this interview ; you may therefore #
freely, and without fear.” rouse
« Thanks for the permission you 80 l°°:d Be-
1y grant of being of serviee to you,” repliI snsll
noist, with a short langh; « be quite sureé
not abuse 1t.” ot the
Raoul must have been very unhapp¥ 8
abduction of Diane to bear such insolenc®
tiently, wl
«Benoist,” he said, after a brief Bﬂen‘:e'“nd
will give you all I possess, nearly ten th selle
crowns, if you will tell me where Madem!
d’Erlanges has been concealed.” oy 0
“«What would be the good of your MO,
me, if I am to be hanged ?” replied the 8P%
«“What I want issecurity., Will you P“’d‘oh,od
your honor as a gentleman, not to pay a.nimw
to the calunnies which are sure to Mmm”'
against me during the sittings of the CO!
sjon?" . '“h
«My duty forbids me to enter into 80Y
engagement, Benoist.”
“Why ot
«Because I should betray the confldence
king, my master.” 0 v
¢ And I—at your entreaty only—am rquis
tray the confidence of my master, the M# our
de 1a Tremblais ! Where is the difference ’Jo,zy
positions? Abandon the Interest of his ™ als i
—and I will betray to you those of my 18 iB
remain faithful to your duty, and f‘; NOy
faithful to mine! That I8 my last WO! onsio?
not quite my last. I am under appreb® 5y
for my safety as far as you are concern "‘ me-
I am well assured, can do nothing “,J "
You think I am mad; oh, no! I enjoy} whet
use of my reason—and that tells me th“m mY
ever I appear before the Commission€f™ "y
most powerful defender will be M
Chevalier Sforzi!” oist.”
« You must have lost your senses, Ben for B
¢ Not at all, chevalier; but rortunnwlydu {be
I have several strings to my bow—espeo! 1-00b
knowledge of an important secret. OB
concerning Mademoiselle d’Erlanges onié
Raoul, filled with astonishment at the#0°
matical words, was reflecting what t0 do'”"r‘
the door of the room opened, and De Mat «
entered. ne
A glance was sufclent to inform ﬂl’;"" o
Grand Prévot of Auvergne as to the pos i 108
the two interlocutors, to assure him v‘nw
combat which was taking place, the 8d ,
b

!”

.

was not with Raoul. . ird
“Get back to your dungeon, gallows-b pimi
cried, pushing the apostle roughly befor pot
wyou will hardly have time to study YOUr Ppor
in the very serious entertainment P""%‘ jm-
you, Reflect, that your office of hang! o only
poses on you the necessity of dying n”“ of
with courage, but with grace and Pouw' very
manner. -You smile, amiable Benoist y Do
good I—that is bearing yourself bnvzg; ol
you know what I should do, if I had y o'
fortune to be in your place? While t";”’.d.
pressing me—for you will have to be wheel™
while they were breaking me on ““I gbo“ld
tor you will be broken on the wheel, 'oﬂ”
sing elther a drinking or alove song; $9%; Lgp #
drown the hootings of the crowd, &b yognﬂ"
prodiglous success. You will aing, will
gentle Benolst ?” 3
The Chlef of the A postles shrugged 11
ers, and replied mockingly : ¢ advic®
«1 thank you infinitely for your 300“;, me ¥
captain; but, alas! it is not possible

profit by it.” thed
“You have not a singing voice? w‘;:l ,ﬂoﬂ‘
instead of singing you shall deolaim; 5" Ly bé

produced by your gracefulness of u“":. of B
all the greater. Iwill send you & ! i
dern poetry to your dungeon to-morr?' i yO"!
ble Benolst; and, if you take my ad e o
will select something from either Ms! o
or Maltre Ronsard.” hill"‘u

«Benoist will not need to avall be ot
your advice, captain,” said Bforsi; * .
going to die, he says.” v

«Not going to die !” repeated De Mo
pretending the greatest astonishment gt LA

«He declares,” continued Raoul pnpl”‘
possesses a secret which ensures him “':

« A secret!” cried the captain, Wi wuﬂ’::
commiseration ; ¢ unhappy man, BoW ar 10 );ﬁ
act 80 indiscreetly ? Did it not 0¢®!
that, from the moment your indiscr®
of a kind to compromise a gentlema? "‘,.h o
you would be executed privately, iB o ”v,
your dungeon? What a triumph :ouuh’
spolled!—your poetical declamation "
had such a beautiful effect ” uston®S, of

The wretch’s blood ran cold as h‘;d Pxévo'
the ironical address of the new Gra! .
the province of Auvergne. "

« Monseigneur,” ocontinued De " .,oel‘l’::d
bowing lowly to Sforzi, «if it is yozwh s
cy’s wishes that this good fellow Benc™iy,ere
not appear before the Commissio pe
no time to lose, The execution W0 ., woil
coedod With to-nigit.  If your 10rd8D7, or0f
leave the matter with me, I will ble ¢
inform any one Who may take the »
inquire about hin, that he antldg: b o
preparing for hin by & voluntary unt“’n" o

«Let him besaken back to his d%0C g 00"
plied Sforzi; +I will determine bOr,y ”’f’gd
and to-morrov What shall be doRo, ¢

DPe Maurevet seized Benojst by
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%m"h‘m out of the room into the bands of the

W% Who were waiting outside the door.
Impyq " cried the wretched man, whose
ence and audacity had by this time com-
Wity o, d188ppeared—« captain, I implore you,
Mr’?,"led hands, let me speak with monsei-

[
i.g:mow this knave !” said De Maurevert.

by thgcm“ of the Apostles was dragged away |

archers,

CHAPTER LIV,
THE JUDGE AND THE MAN,

80 hour later, Bforzi seated in the place
g DOX, having on his right President Harlal,
M‘:" his left the Marquis de Canilhac, took
‘hy.ln & magnificent supper prepared for the
don, Commissioners, The supper ended, the
“th?ny Passed into the vast reception.rooms
].‘u" Governor's house, where the principal
the and gentlemen of the higher nobllity of
Province were already assembled.
“Obl:;“ Was actual rivalry among these feudal
MM“ to which of them should show most
thejy for the terrible deputies of the king;
g Obsequiousness proving how. vulnerable
It '.." these gentlemen felt themselves to be,
Iy s 0 be remarked, however, that, relative-
mop"klng, few of the most culpable had joined
T;'“mbly at the « Government,”
nt ® excitement aud astonishment of all pre.
o Was extreme, therefore, when a valet
"00;: Oben the folding doors of the principal
T"m:nd announced Monsieur le Marquis de la
h“lk 8, and almost instantly the proud and
w8ty ghatolain entered the drawing-room.
oar o I whispered De Maurevert in Raoul’s
lon' 1, t0I8 audaoity pleases me! Dear compan-
%‘30\1 do not take advantage of this occa-
turg ‘Which will never be repeated—to make
bou:{ his person, I shall bold you for the most
On gentleman on earth !”
as .. Peeing the marquis appear, Sforzi turned
N.l;&le a8 death, and lightnings flashed from
‘M::.' It was with a voice at once grave
Tevery, M, however, that he answered De Mau-

o

"
w.famm, I have sworn to the king to accom-
%mthnuly the mission he has deigned to
Sineg to me; Ishall not perjure my oath.
m‘he citation has not yet been issued
am Y Monsjeur le Marquis de la Tremblais, I
“pp, d to respect his liberty.”
Spgg) Ousand leglons of devils!” muttered the
Ran & biting his moustache .furiously, «if
Some beging by falling into legality, he will
ey m": Do good, The Grand Turk strangle me
Wtep ble myself with anything but my own
88 while the Commission 18 sitting.”
ung © excitement cansed by the audaclous and
m,.e;l;;cted apparition of the Marquis de la
'M ais was the greater for not one of those
the 0:: being ignorant of his past treatment of
t‘"‘lha Valier 8forgl. The excitement was still
lugyy, T increased when he was seen, before sa-
B‘withe Governor, to make his way towards
Noigg A dead silence took the place of the
oy 80d animation which had fillad the room
mv:"y one expected the occurrence of some
event,
\lnmo"l 8tood with crossed arms, fixed look, and
OVed visage, and, for the extraordinary
M‘;e'a of bis face, it might have been sup-
Soem that he did not recognize his disloyal
iy 8nd would-be executioner.
%hu"ﬂlleur 8forzi,” said the marquis, bowing
%“y, “allow me to express at once my gra-
Proy, On and surprise at your return to our
un nn“%- It 18 reported that you have preserved
In Anmm" recollection of your first sojourn
uluy"l‘tno; your presence in Clermont strik-
nond‘;ontradlota this idle rumor. It appears,
Youtg ur 8furzi, that King Henry 111 has sent
the no:“ert&ln, judge, and punish the crimes of
wlllt . Death of my lifs{—you have un-
L €l & delicate mission! What do you con-
Wear be the crimes of the nobility *—is it to
the d“ SWord and pay no taxes?—to fight for
‘heu“em of the kingdom, and the glory of
thoy, d"l? Is it his Mujesty's pleasure that we
Vasgle e our backs to the oudgels of our
Valgty ! that we should make ourselves the
Vangq ,°f our domestics, the slaves of our ser-
"tlo:., If such are the intentions of Henry of
v g Itell you plainly, Monsieur Storzi, you
n;u“':d.lome trouble in converting me to his
Of hg ¥’8 way of thinking. I respeot the person
Majesty infinitely, but may I be spatupon
En“med by the lowest groom if ever I suffer
Voys and Commissioners to penetrate my
T . I awalt your answer, Monsieur Sforzi.”
lex-m“"h Raoul had not once attempted to in-
g &:hh audacious and impudent interlocutor,
g g, Ygh his countenance remained coid and
De Maurevert saw, by an almost im-
youn:“b‘e contraction of the brows, that the
m:‘“ﬂ. at the end of his patience, Was on
t of giving himself up to a transport of
Rovg',g:{:mg into one of his terrible fits of un-
“« e fury,
a Tfey Minerva 1 he muttered to himself, « De
1) ven"“’““' must feel very sure of his security
hap, 1t g° Yo brave Sforzi in this manner. Per-
part of a plan to provoke & soene of

Sq, You 1, Ab, my cunning wmarquis, if that is
of g oo BVe counted without the persploacity
‘%hy D Captain De Maurevert, Nothing so
Woqy, | 9Xdites in me suspicion as seeing a pal.
a Sult & man of courage. It 18 an invari.
Ve of that treason is at work. Hal the
Wiy ul's forelieud are beginning to swell,
De 10e to agt o
hu..’ a evert sprung between the LWo ene.
Wig; *4d sajling amicably on the Marquis,

" Aug .
¥ me, marquis, to present to you my

most friendly civilities. I cannot express the
delight this wholly unexpected meeting causes
me, How well you are looking—you are;posi-
tively growing fat! The air of Paris has evi-
dently agreed with you. Yet how singular {—
while your body has grown in bulk, your face
remains &s thin as ever. A, it does not require
i the geniur of Monsieur Esculapius to account
{ for this phenomena!—your pourpolnt covers
a coat of Milan steel! You are on some expe-
dition, then, this evening, marquis? By the
mass, if Huguenots are in the case, you have
only to speak, and I am your man!”

The Marquis de la Tremblais, who at first ap-
peared to be greatly irritated by the captain’s
intervention, could not hide his rage at these
last words,

¢« Monpsieur,” he replied, in a haughty and
almost aggressive tone, «our friendship has
never, that I know of, been so great as to war-
rant your addressing me with such familiarity.
| Whatever expedition I may be bound on, is no
i business of yours; and I have no need of your
i service.”

¢ Ah, marquis!” cried De Maurevert, whom
: this impertinent response left quite calm and
! oool, # this i8 a villanous way of thanking the
devotion I am showing to your interests. For

Sforzi ‘was apout to reply but'the Grand
Prévot went on, without giving him time to
speak :

“And now, beloved companton,” he [said,
“let me advise you to commence the sittings
of the Commissioners as quickly as possible. If
you give the noblesse time to reconnoitre and
recover from their bewllderment, it is tn be
feared that they will organize aleague, and take
to arms.”

“ Fear nothing on that head, captalin,” cried
Raoul. «Every minute that delays the hour
of my vengeance will appear like a year added
to my torment. I am eager to begin the strug-
gle.
be dealt with.”

¢« What will the firat case be—do yon know,
Raoul ?”

«It will prove,” cried Sforzi, energetically,
“that his Majesty’s delegates do not hesitate to
attack the most culpable, however powerful

they may be. The crimes of the Marquis de la

Tremblais have scandalized and terrified the
Province of Auvergne,

place on the bench of the accused !”

De Maurevert shook his head In sign of

doubt; then, after a slight pause, said:

fear, Marquis de la Tremblais, you should take
i & fancy to push your insults still further, I re.
! tire. I feel sure that, as soon as you are cooler,
i you will regret your injustice.”
| The departure of the captatn appeared to dis- '
; turb the marquis considerably, and, after a !
* short hesitation, he hurriedly left the room. A
i quarter of an hour passed, and the excitement
| caused by the audacity of the marquis had not
. yet subsided, when De Maurevert re-entered the
! ball-room. :
. «Dear Raoul,” he said, approaching Sforzi .
‘and lowering his voice to a whisper, “it was
lucky I took to playing the fox instead of the
lion. That ingenious marguis was accompanied
by four hundred horsemen, posted in the neigh-
borhood of the Government. The Commis-
sioners have had a narrow escape. If the mar-
quis had succeeded in picking a quarrel, there !
would- have been a great row, and beaven
knows how we might have come off. Though
the streets are filled with pearants shouting
¢Long Live the Commissioners!” the wretches
would take flight like a ocloud of rooks at the
sight of a sportsman, without thinking of de-
fending us.

«1 begin to think that no good will come to
us from the accomplishment of our mission.
The lower people and small traders are with us,
it is true; but what assistance would such allies
give us against the three hundred feudal nobles
of the province? Nothing will make me be-
lleve that we shall not come to a pitched battle
with cannon. I shall, henceforth, take my pre-
cautions against treason or surprise. The gates
of Clermont shall be guarded as if the city were
in a state of slege, and all armed persons found
in the street shall be immediately hung or shot.
Good-bye Raoul; when shall I see yon again ?"

¢ In an hour, captain.”

“ Where ?”

«In my chamber.”

Such was the fear inspired by the Marquis de
la Tremblais—in spite of the presence of the
king’s Commissioners—that, during the rest of
the evening, s vague uneasiness reigned in the
drawing-rooms of Monsieur de Canilhac ; and it
was with significant alacrity that as soon as the
hour of departure arrived, every one hurried
from the Governor’s house,

Sforzi had retired to his room when faithful
to his promise, De Maunrevert presented himseif
before him. Freed from the curiosity of the
crowd and from all other restraints Raoul al-
lowed the storm, which the appearance of the
marquis had aroused within him, to burst
forth.

“Death of my lifel’” he cried, his hands
clenched and hia lips quivering; « [ have had to
endure a hard struggle to prevent the judge dis-
appearing in the man, 1fI have to go through
another such ordeal as that through which I
have passed this evening, I feel that it will be
beyond my strength, I shall succumb to tem-
tation and as<sassinate the marquis.
audacity he has. I know not how I succeeded
in restraining myself from springing upon him
and compelling him to tell ‘me what he had
done with Diane! I swear to God that, though

my body in regrets and die of remorse, I will
not shrink from any means of assuring me ven-
geance !—as & gentleman, I will pursue him

lover, with the poignard}

attempt; your acts shall be mine, and—I give
you unlimited power—what you determine on
doing shall be done.”

sald:

« My dear friend, though the cause of your
distress seems to me to.be unreasonable, 1 none
the less feel for your suffering, I am glad to

interests, the powers coufided to you by the
king, Count ODR Ine a8 on yourself; I make
your interests mine,

rovert had his reasous for what he did; let me
not trouble myself 48 Lo his combinations,’.
return for this contidence on your
Raoul, 1 will get you back your Diune,”

“If you would take my advice, Raoul, you
would, on the contrary, keep the cause of the

Marquis de 1a Tremblals for the last sitting of
. the Commission.”

“You are jesting, surely, captain ?”

#Not in the least, my dear friend-—far from
it. The man who possesses an almost impreg-
nable stronghold, with four hundred men-at-
arms, and munitions in abundance, will not be
soobliging as tocome politely at your summons,
and take his seat on the bench of the accused.”

“ Do you think the marquis will dare to resist
the orders of the king ?"

¢« By Momus!—that 18 a question worthy of
Maitre Sibillot, dear Raoul. To count on the
submission of the marquis {8 simple madness.”

“Let him resist,” cried Raoul, hoarsely; « it
is the warmest of my wishes. I have my re-
venge to take for the fatal and abominable
night of the surprise of Tauve—to avenge my-
self as a gentleman, sword and dagger in hand!
Oh, it will be'only too great a happiness !”

(T'0 be ocontinued.)

HERALDIC CANTING,

BY THE REV, 8, B, JAMES, M, A,

A canting man or woman we know all ahout.
Such people are not common, not even so com-
mon ag they used to be ; but when they do ap-
pear upon the everyday stage, and are described
as ¢ that canting Mrs, Fitz-Pharisee,” or ¢ those
canting young Roundabouts,” nobody thinks
of asking, ¢ What is the meaning of ¢ canting,’
pray ?? The term ¢ canting,” in its moral and
social bearings, implies such a suspicion and
likelihood of hy pocrisy that no vocal peculiarity,
no whine or sing-song of the mere voice, justi.
fies its use. As one may be a hypocrite with-
out being a canting hypocrite, so one may have
an unhappy nasal whine without being a ne-
cessary hypocrite. The word ¢ canting” has
not, however, quite made up his mind as yet
whether it shall go beyond the mere suspicion
of hypocrisy. A ¢cant” ix not a matter—of-
course hypocrite, so far. But the two words
live very near together, and on very good
terms.

About ¢ Heraldic Canting” there is no doubt
or question at all. It is a8 certainly struightfor-
ward as the social canting is uncertainly crook.
ed. And yet we do not know 80 much about a
canting crest, & caniing motto, or canting
arms, as we doabout a canting man or wo-
man.

Before explaining by illustration the signitica-
tion aud drift of these heraldic expressions, it
should be remarked that heraldry has a lan-

What guage of its own, or at least a terminology of its |

own, as distinct as the « Rommany” of the gip-
sies, or the nomenclature of the botanists, The
color which ordinary mortals look upon a8 red
is called «gules” in this heraldic language, gold

of the people who pay twoguineas a year for the

privilege of having their handsome ocoat—of-

arms borne upon the panels of their oarriages,

The day after to-morrow the first case will

It is the Marquis de la
.Tremblais, therefore, who will first take his

canting is not always English canting, but some-
times French or Latin, Sometimes an English
name cants out its motto in Latin or French ;
sometimes the cant or pun is but the family
name cut in halves, and sometimes the aHusion
is more or less obscure., There are not many
names which would not suffer, even ifthey did
not suggest, canting arms, or crests, or mottoes,
The best known of all canting mottoes is that
of the Vernon, There is a bit of Latin, known
to schoolboys, which says, ¢ Ver non semper
viret;” or, Spring not always flourishes; join
together the two first words and the bitof Latin
becomes ¢ Vernon semper viret;” or, Vernon
always flourighes : a play upon words which is
really neat and witty. Another motto is associ.
ated with the sturdy old Cromwellian Fairfaxes
and is also Latin, viz., ¢« Fare fac,” Say and do;
or, Preach and practise ; or (freely), A word and
a blow. Pronounciation is taken great liberties
with in these eanting mottoes, ¢ fare fac” being
treated as ifit were two syllables, whereas (un-
like Fairfax) it really is three; and two-sylla-
bled ¢ cave,” Latin for beware, being the motto
of the one-syllabled English Cave family. Again,
the Pierrepoints have ¢Pie repon te,” which
readsin its Plereponete form as ifit were a two-
syllabled exhortation instead of being, what it
really is, a directlon made up of three Latin
words and six Latinsyllables ; but what of that ?
It l1ooks like Pierrepoint, it has got a meaning,
if not a very clear or forcible meaning, andsoit
does its duty by the family who have adopted it
as well as does many another motto, Its mean.
ing 18 authoritatively given as ¢ Repose with
plous confidence,” which is as free a transliation
as can often be found. In the Onslow motto, a
Latin proverb, ¢ Festina lente,” which signifies
Advance slowly, or, On slow, conveys the pun
with considerable aptness, grammar being no
ohstacle, adjectives being usable for adverbs, and
vice versd, In the manufacture or adoption of
canting mottoes, I remember, years ago, hear-
ing a poetical puzzle, as it was ealled, out of
which you were to find the namesof trees ; and
in looking into the heraldic question of canting
mottoes, I am strougly reminded of that net
very cryptographic poem. ¢« The tree that in-
vites you to travel” was orange, ¢ the tree where
ships may be” was the bay, and ¢ the tree that
is nearest the sea” was — need I1say? — the
beech. That was really a kind of botanical, or
arboricultural cant, which strongly resembles
the heraldic.

The canting crests and arms are as clever as
the canting mottoes. The crest of the Woods is
an oak ; a sheaf of cammin i{s borne by a branch
of the Comyns ; the Trotter family bear a horse;
the Harthillg, & heart on a hill ; the Cranstons,
some cranes ; the Frasers, some fraises, or straw=
berry-flowers ; the Castletons, a castle or two,
and the like, Some famlilies, taking extra pains
to avow that they are not ashamed oftheirname
and its significations, and not content with
either canting crest or canting motto, show
both ; as, for example, the anclent Lockharts,
who carry hearts and fetter-locks on their shield,
and whose noble motto is, «I open locked
hearts,” done into Latin, and in this case into
correct and non-barbaric Latin.

One of the most singular canting mottoes I
have discovered cantsindirectly, and by means
of the initial letter of its four com ponent words.
Itis ¢« Kynd kyn knawne keppe,” or, Keep your
own kin kind, don’t indulge in family quarrele,
and this 18 the motto of the Kaye family, [ think
the Lister-Kaye family. Those four initials K’s
are the evidently parlante part of the faney, and
I cannot recall any other motto that puns upon
a letter, doubtless because sueh names n8 Hay
(A), Kew (Q), and Ough (0), are if they exist, not
soon found. Of the rhyming as well as canting
motto of the Doyles, ¢ Do no yll (no ill or noll),
quoth Doyle,” I have treated elsewhere ; as also
of the Nevilles, « Ne vile velis;” of the Fanes,
Ne vile fano,” and of the Cavendishes, ¢ Cavendo
tutus.” The Bompases, # Un bon pas,”’ the May -
nards, ¢ Manus justa nardus,” the Veres, ¢ Vero
nit verius,” and a score of others, are both curt-
ous and interesting, In horaldry, and in this
fenture of heraldry, there is much food for
i thought and much opportunity for research, The
links that bind us to the past are worth preserve
ation, be they ancient manuseripts, venerable
tombbtones, heraldic hearings. ovr what they
may. If crests and mottoes have given oceusion
to some folly and pretentiousness, they have

I may afterwards weep away all the tears in color 18 ¢ or,” and silver white is ¢ argent.” Many | also shed w lustre upon many an historic page,

cleared up many an archmological diffieulty, and
preserved many a noble tradition. This may be
said, not of course especially, but exclusively, of

with my sword; as & judge, with the law; as a know no more about how to describe them in ' canting crests, armes parlamtes, and punning
De Maurevert I good set phrase, than Inexperienced ritualists | mottoes,

count on your assistance; I pledge you my know the correct names and titles which apper- |

word to accept the responsibility of all you may tain to the modern science and art of severe ri- |
tualism.
" On this principle, if principle it be, the term !
! « punning,” which everybody knows, becomes , Agricultural Bureau brings maté under atten-
After pronouncing these words, Sforzi fell = «canting” the moment it i8 applied to a crest or | tion, and by comparative analysis proves that
back exhausted into his chair, great tears roll- motto. The crest of Nicholas Breakspeare, the | yupon, maté, and tea and coffee all contaln the
ing down his cheeks, De Maurevert seized the conly Euglishman who ever became Pope (a8 | same active principle—thein.
young max’s hands, and in tones of real emotion : Andrian Iv), was 8 brokel spear, for example : . Philadelphia Medical Reporter, 18 a Peruvian
i the motto of the Seton family is « Set on,” and | weed, largely indulged in by Indlans and half-

the Oxford city arms are al OX crossing a ford.

Heraldry does not call these punning, but it calls
them canting devices and fancies—why cantivg '
see you decide on using, for your own personal i I cannot tell. The Frenchb term, armes parian-

e @R —
i

SUBSTITUTES FOR TrA., — The American

Mate, says the

breeds. It is concocted ina small silver porrin-
ger, with & tight lid and a small spout, which
spout goes the round of the blackened mouths
. of the mate-sucking circle. It ls a great breach

tes, or ¢ speaking shields,” &Y be explanatory, | of etiquette in Peru to refuse to take mate on
&8 Buggesting that ¢ cantiDg arme” are « ginging | such conditions. The last proposition 1s to sup-

I only require that you | arms,” arms that “8peak” or «chant” their | plant tea and coffee by “yupon,” and the pro.
sball ask of me 1O explunation of the means I | meaning, and softly *ing their punning sugges- ; position also, says the British Medioal Jowrnal,
shall employ 10 attaln our object. You must | tions and allusions. I cab think of no other de-  comes from the National Department of Agri-
! rest content With saylug 10 yourself, « De Mau- ' rivational exp)anation.

culture. «Yupon” is an Indian word, and the

Bome of, these canuing fancies are utriking, plant itself is the cassine yupon, the flex cassina

In ' and wmost of them are remarkable, only a very & diuretic, and in large quantities emetic.
part, dear | few being silly or trifling, and those fow proha. Wwus used by the aborigines and ulso by the
| b1y uot of ancient date oF 1UsLIIOUS origin, The | " POOr Whily foLKs” 1 Jeruier duys,

It



e

S

THE FAVORITE.

Avausr 30, 1818
"/

. ..THE LATE F. W. LORING.

The family of the brilliant young writer,
Frederick W. Loring, who was slain by the
Apaches near Wickenburg, Arigona, in No.
vember, 1871, while serving with Lisutenant
Wheeler’s expedition as a'correspondent of the
T'ribune, have recovered the effects that were
on his person when he fell. In his pocket-
book, along with some unfinished sketches,
were the following graceful verses, now first
glven to the world :

L

Do you ask me, starry eyes,

To describe the lover true ?
Wonder not at my surprise,

‘Who should know as well as you,
Think of all that you have seen,

All the lovers that have been;
He is true whose love is shown,
For her sake, and not his own.

11,

What he does, he does alone;
. Yes he hopes it wins her thought,
All that in his soul bas grown,
To her soverelgn feot is brought ;
To his soul ber fmago cliugs,
8he seems woven in all things,
And each thought that in him stirs,
I8 not for his sake, but hers,

poeny

,. ¥or her sake he will endure,
For ber sake will sacrifice;
Bravely bearing, her love sure,

Cenasure, slander, scorn, advice.
If pnother wins ber heart,
. Badly he will from her part;
Badly, bravely, tr:e love is
For her sake, and not for his,

1v.

‘That is the true lover sweet —
True as ever I am true;
For my love 18 all complete,
LPerfect. since it comes from you,
Darling, yet 'tis not true—no |
For 1 could not let you go,
I must keep you where you have grown,
For my sake, and for your own,

V.

““For your own, because I 16ve
More than any other can;
More than ever love could movs,
Heart of any former man;
" Look at me and then agree,
" _ Nove bave ever loved like me;
For whatever I may do,
1s because I live In you,

VI

Kiss, and so shut speech away.
‘When old age our life has spent,
" 'Twill be time euough to say,
What is love in argument ?
" For the present all stars shine;
You are here and you are mine,
. Love makes light, aud song, and flowers,
For whose sake? Dear love, for ours,

B e

KITTY BLAKE.; OB, CONNEMARA, CON ANORE,

BY NUGENT ROBINSON.

- One bitterly cold night in the February of
1872, 1 quitted my comfortable study for the
purpose of ensconsing myself behind a white
tie, and of encasing my person in those stereo-
typeéd sable garments which ory, ¢ Open, sesa-
me,” at the portals of Society.

My friends, the Wilkins, were indulging in a
fit of insanity, and the attack, which in the
commencement promised to be of a somewhat
mild form, gradually assumed graver symp-
toms, until it culminated in a tremendous ball.
Vainly I pleaded a necessity for reading up a
case with which the eminentfirm of Tozer and
Bulsome had entrusted me. Vainly I declared
to Wilkin, upon the honor of a man and a
brother, that I was «outof that sort of thing; >
that I had read that particular chapter in the
book of Life clean thvough-ab ovo usque ad mala,
and that I was only good for the mahogany ;
be didn't or rdther- wouldn’t see it, and with a
sense of bitter injury at my heart, and an un-
mistakable sense of frost at the tip of my nose
and my extremities generally, I pulied myself
together, dressed hurriedly, and arrived at
Harley Street' in & humor the very reverse of
amiable, and with the full determination of
merely showing myself to Mra. Wiikin, imbib.
ing & glass or perhapstwo of sherry, and getting
buck to'resume the perusal of a novel.

v L'homme propose.

*The orush had not as yet been well turned
On, 80 My ascent to the drawing-rooms was no
very difficult task, Upon the lobby Mrs. Wilkin
was ‘stunding, behind: a huge bouquet which
commauded the staircace like agreat floral gun;
and WHKIN' was prowling in the immediate vi.
cinity, with the air of a man who had succeeded
in loring half a Sovereign, and was engaged in
looking for it as though he wanted 1t very
badly indeed,

“Ah, Mr., Brookley! I'm g0 glad that you
bave come. Freddy told me you were doubt-
ful—all clever men are, bulyou know I always
belleve {n you, and I look to your ald te make
thisliltle affair go off well.”

Igroaned in. spirit, Thia meant stopping
until the candles were snuffed out—until the
tallow-faced greengrocers were pald off—until
the milkman arrived at fhe area railings, and
until I should be jibed by disappointed cab-
bies as «the cove as was a-playin’ the pian-
ner,” |

“ By the way, Brookley, there’s a little Irish
girl stoppicg lhere, a Miss Blake, Come, and
I'll introduce you as a frjend o’ mind,” observed
Wilkin, dragging me, bon gré, mal gré, towards
& mass of {ulle sllusion surmounted by a bunch
of white flowers,

Now any Irish girls whom I had hitherto
been fortunate enough to meet had, somehow
or other, been always too much for me. If I
was blasé, they were sauey, If I was dégagé,
they were sentimental, If I was learned, they
were blissfully and gushingly ignorant, I had
been invariably foiled, and my most skilful
fencing went for notbing. I had not been able
te score a palpable hit under any circumstances
whatsoever,

I held back much after the fashion of a dog
being led to corporal punishment through the
medium of a callar and a string~—bowed a grim
ungalnly bow, and proceeded to fiddle with the
buttons of a pair of soiled, bulgy gloves, and to
glare in every direction save that supposed to
be occupied by Mrs, Wilkiv’s Hibernian guest,

At this juncture an attenuvated, waxen-look.
ing, half-fed artist hung in chains, and clad in
garments shining with. grease and threadbare
from age, proceeded to pound away upon the
plano, alded and abetted by a pudgey man, who
appeared to be blowing his whole person into a
battered cornopean, and another conspirator,
who discharged his duties . to society and to
Wilkin by dolefully seraping upon a violoncello,

“This is our quadrille,” exclaimed a very
stweet voice at my elbow, with just a touch of
the brogue pervading it like a perfume, and a
soft little hand placed itself confidingly upon my
arm, I had not asked her to dance—she had
evidently taken it for granted.

Would Isay that I never danced? that I had
sprained my foot? or invent wome patent and
plausible excuse ?

No!It would not be fair to mine hostess, 8o I
sullenly resigned myself to my fate.

“This {8 my first visit to London,” chirped
Miss Blake,

¢ Oh, indeed 17

«I livein the wilds of Connemara.”

«1 wish you were there just-now,” was my
inner thought.

“ I's the wildest place on the face of the
earth, and the loveliest—but won't you secure a
vis-d-vis ?” -

I compounded with a pink-faced youth, who
was in the talons of a tall, lean, vulture-like
woman, to face me in the forthcoming melan-
choly eeremony, and to assist in carrying out its
sad solemnities in all their funereal details.

+ Have you ever visited Ireland, Mr. Brook.
ley ?” asked Miss Biake, atthe conclusion of the
first figure.

“ I should think not, Ireland is a wretched
mistake.”

The moment the words escaped from my lips,
I could bave parted with a good deal of ready
mouney to have been enabled to draw them back
again. They were childish, rude, ungentleman-
like, and I turned to her to apologise,

The hot flush was upon her cheek, the little
hands were clenched until the gloves threatened
to “ burst up,” and her flashing eyes met mine
as she hotly retorted—

¢ You must be an English boor to say so.”

The pas seul commenced, and, to use a stage
phrase; Miss Blake « went ou.” -

What a charming figure! What an elegant
turn of the head ! What grace in every move-
ment ? .

1 had committed a thrice accarsed mistake,
and I felt it. S8he went through the entire fi-
gure alone. She would not deign to take — to
touch my ountstretched hand. I had no words
at will to cudgelinto a proper form of apology,
and I was bewildered by her beauty,

Lovely blue eyes, with sweeping blue.black
lashes ; a dainty little nose, with a rosebud
mouth, and teeth like mufiied diamonds ; ra-
diant brown hair in massive plaits — and her
expression 1|

Ay de mi Alhama !

We did not speak during the quadrille, The
pink-faced youth — confound his impudence—-
struck up an acquaintanceship with her, and
treated the vulture-looking woman badly. I
felt inclined to hurl bim at his pariner, impale
bim upon her nose, and rush frantically from
the house. The charming disdain with which I
was treated by Miss Blake rendered me more
miserable, and it was only when the laws of so.
ciety compelled her, at the conclusion of the
dance, totake my arm, in orier to be conduocted
to the place from whenoce she came, that I ven.
tured to exclaim —

« I implore of you to forgive me — Idid not
know what I was saying — 1 am Worse than g
boor. Hear me for one moment ;" and tua few

eager words I honestly revenled to her the ip. |

ritated and inflamed conditionof my mind, npon
finding myself siranded in a £Cene 50 ttterly gt
variance with my mood, and compelled, ag j¢
were, 10 drink the bitter cup 0 the uttermogy
dregs. ‘ :
My pleading was full of the redeeming influ.
ence of earnestness, and I succeeded in achjey.
ing her forgiveness, She danced With meagnip
and again. I saw the oandles 8DUfed oug, be.

held the tallow.faced gresngrocers paid off, met
the morning milk without flinching, and return.
ed the playful banter of the eabbies in a mood so
utterly different from that which I had pictured
tomyselfa few short hours previously, that—

Pshaw ! who can control the inner mechan.
ism of the heart?

. L . . . *

One glorious morning in Augustlast found me
seated beside the driver of one of Bianconli’s long
oars which travel between Westport and Ciif-
den, and, a8 & consequence, through the heart of
the wildest and most picturesque scenery in Con.
nemara. I had, amongst other vows, registered
one—that, 80 8oon as circumstances would per-
mit, I would undertake a pilgrimage to Boljoid-
erun Hall—to the shrine of Miss Katherine, altas
Kitty Blake. .

It is unnecessary for me to state that I had
many reasons Lo urge me to take this excarsion,
and that I had one in particular; in fact, my
heart, had somehow or other, slipped from be-
neath my waistcoat—nhad travelled, in company
with Miss Biake, to her mountain home ; and
it was witha view of recovering it, and of taking
the young lady In question into the bargain, it
my luck was up, that I was now perched high
in air, behind a pair of «roaring gimiets,” and
Joggling along the roadway skirting that desolate
but romantic inlet of the Atlantic, known as the
Kiilerin.

In a happy moment I negotiated with the
driver, Phil Dempsey, for possession of the box-
seat, and almost ere we had quitted the town of
Westport, I had come on close, if not confiden-
tial, terms with that worthy son of the whip.

Phll is & crooked, hard.featured, sententious
little man, whose word is law, whose decision 18
an ultimatum. He kpnows every man, woman,
and child along the road—their belongings, their
regpective histories, their hopes, and their fears.
He carries small parcels for the s quality,” and
a letter, if good cause is shown why it could not
travel by the legitimate course of Her Majesty's
Mail. He bas all the Dublin news, and is re.
garded in the light of « a knowledgeable man.”

Instinctively I led up to the subject nearest to
my heart.

“ Me know the Blakes av Boljolderun ? Be-
gorra, 1 do thin, breed, s.ed, and ginerativn,
They’re dacent people av the rale ould stock.
Miss Kitty thravelled wud me a few weeks ago;
she kem from Dublin, but she was over the
wather beyant, in London. Sorra a much good
that wud do her, or any wan else.”

I expressed a hope that she was looking welil
after her trip.,

¢ Och, rosy an’ well, shure enough ; and why
wudn’t she ? What would thruble her? Her
father thinks diamonds is too poor for her, and
her mother wud burn the house av she riz her
little finger. They’ll not be thrubled wud her
long ; she’s too dawny a creature for the boys to
lave alone. I tuk a Misther Crane from Dublin
aver te the Hall last week, an’, be me song, he
was mighty tendher on her.”

This was alarming. I endeavored to probe
into the antecedents of this abominable person,
but I could only ascertaln, after & deal of cir.
cuilocution, that he was the possessor of ¢an
illigant portmantle,” and that he was ¢ & nice
man, an’ a nice-mannered man,”

¢ Good morning, Father Jaumes, good morning
kindly.”

This was addressed to a Catholic clergyman,
who was swinging along the road with a Jaunty
alr, bespeaking the motlon of one to whom a
twenty-mile walk was no uncommon occur-
rence, ’

¢« That's wan o’ the most knowledgeable min
in this counthy, sir,” observed Dempsey, when
we had proceeded a little distance; «but he
wanst bit iotirely, cute as he 1s—an’ there’s the
spot,” he added, polnting to a small patoh of
strand directly beneath us.

«This i8 how it kem about, sir.—Git up, ye
bastes |” (addressing the horses), “don’. let the
gintleman see yez thrate me that way; git up,
~Well, sir, Futher James was on his budes and
his brevary one winthry mornin’, and he was
prayin’ away, wbin & boy Kem runnin’ up the
boreen cryin’ murther, an that a man was wrack-
ed below on the rocks forninst ye, an’ that he
wasn’t expected for to live, an’ for Futher James
to run to him at wanst, for the love av Heaven |
80 Father James run the bades and the brevary
into the pocket av his small-clothes, and away
wud him to that very spot, sir, a8 nimble ay g
roe; an’ shure enough, there was a poor say-
farin’ man lyin’ for dead on the say rack, an’
not as much breath in him as wud cause the eye
av a midge to wink.

“¢Have none of yez a tent av Bperrits about
yez,’ says Father Jumes, ¢«Have none av yoza
tent av sperrits 10 put betune this poor man's
shammy an’ the cowld ? says Father James,
risin’ at it. :

“Now, sir, they were all afeard to 8ay ¢ Yes,
bekase he denounced potheen from the althar,
an’ if they wor to say «Yes,' they’d be only
kotched be the holy father. At last Biddy
0'Donoghoe, who is always as bowld as brass,
88y8— ‘

s« Arrah, where wand we get 1t, Father James ¢
Maybe ye'd have a dhrop in that bottle thai's
stiokin’ out av yer coat-pooket.’

««How dar' ye, ye owld faggot I’ says Father
James, but he pulled up short, for shure enough,
whin he was lavin’ the house; he run 1t into his
bugzum, thinkin’ it might be wanted, an’ {orgot
it'intirely ; so he Mfted the poor sayfurin® man's
head up, and gev him & scoop, Bedad, but iy
put life into him, sir1” cried Dempsey, giving
the horses a tremendous cat, probably with a
view of inatilling a Jittle life 1to them—*it put
life into him, and he gev a great sigh.

« ¢ He wants another sup, yer rlvorfn@v” '“
wan. oY)

“¢Let me hould the bottle, Father JAm®H
sez another, ) .

«Whist, ye haythens! says his ﬂvo‘:‘;:"u
houldin’ up his hand, for the poor sayfarin nis
was thryin’ to spake, but the rattles was in
throath, say

«+Say wan word,’ sex Father James, ‘t0 %
ye die a Christian an’a Catholic.’ ake

“The poor man thried, but he was that W'
that he cudn’t.

«¢Say wan little word to let me know that¥®
dle a Cathollc,’ says Father James. e
“The sayfarin’ man made n great sthrugk
and screeched, loud enough to be heard. i
nawn, ‘Down wid the Pope I'—an’ he dieds 15"

an’ that’s how Father James was bit intir®
The car was pretty well crowded, and BP',
one side amongst the oocupants was a 88 depob
of & militia regiment, proceeding to the Mars
stationed at Galway. This gailant son of oun
d

was seated beside a very good-looking ¥ s
girl, to whom he paid the most chivalrots o8
marked attention. Now it was the se 11y
babit, at intervals along the road, to bonnd‘;e s
from the car, enter a shebeen, remain the!
few miuutes, and then rejiin the vehiclé ”
traying all the symptoms of having +laid 00"
little refreshment during his temporary b8t J
His attentions to the young lady became m.n
marked as we proceeded on ouc journe¥s ey
such exclamations as «Gelang ow o’ thak B
gint,” «Lave me alone,” «8ingle yer freedd
an’ Jouble yer distance,” tended to prove ! ing
the gallant warrior’s potatlons were ocaryl ¢
him beyond the laws of conventionalisne
length, after s playful but elephantine B!
snaich a kiss, the young lady appesaled
driver. thls
« Mlisther Dimpsey, I’d have ye to call 0 :
young man-—he’s insultin’ me, sir.” : pod
Thus appealed to, Mr. Dem psey quietly tiif o%
in bis seat, and eyeing the sergeant sternlys
claimed — shst
« See here now, sargint, av ye don’t 1ave red
young woman .aloue, I'll take them $
sthripes aff yer arm, an’ lay them across ¢
back.” s o
A roar of laughter from all the occupsl the
the vebicie followed this sally, in whiol an
gallant sergeant joined with & heartiness
good-will that clearly demonstrated how k”mﬂ
he enjoyed the observation, although It
against himself, , -
“ Are ye expected at Boljolderun, sir ¥’ plieds
by ye)‘ "y .'

te th°

“ Well—yes—oh, yes, certainly,” X r@
somewhat confusedly.

“ Yer an English glotleman,
talkin’, sir

“ Yes, I'm English.”

“ Maybe yer from London, sir 7"

“1am.” :

“ An’ seen Miss Kitty over there. Whew nave
he gave a prolonged whistle, which ml‘h&“ it
been intended for the horses, bat I felt
bore direct reference to myseif. s .r.'u

¢ Troth, thin, you are expected, sir, an’ !
be bright eyes and red cheeks at the orﬂ"“__w..
whin we rache there, or I’'m bocoagh—>
Kitty will be there, sir, in her pony-carsh % a0
1 did not know whetber to be amused
Miss

pr Hore

noyed.

¢ You seem to be very well nzﬂ" of
Blake's movements, Mr. Dempsey. .

« Arrah, didn’t ::’e tell me herself, the °N,
ture. Didn't she say to me, says she, ¢ Dis men
take care av a very handsome young ginie aho
that’s comin’ to see me from London,’ ”‘”ﬂ
a8 it the glntleman that I posted ail the 1677
to in Westport, miss?’ ¢Go ow. o' thaty D,‘ .yeo
sey,’ says she. Blur-an-agers! why d“f" have
tell me ye wor Misther Brookley, and I'd B*y
roused the griddie for ye, sir, an’ no mi arm®

1 could have taken Phil Dempsey to m¥y
and cherished bim,

« Begorra ! there’s the crass-roads, and "””..

y 0 &
Miss Kitty in her basket shandhradan, "“:wd
pitaytee creel. Ptdn’s I tell:ye, sir, how }
be ?l’ N .

. o
1t is soarcely necessary to observe thab 1o
perienced that sinking sensatlon at the “';
which the immediate prospect of & M 5
with the adored one never fails to oreat®;
[ pretended to be looking the other W“y'“,.n
not to have percelved her; that I bounded and
my perch with the agtlity of an acrob®
that I «tipped” Phil Dempsey to the 9
limit of his satisfaetion. -

< I tuk good esre av him, miss,” obsol"‘“:’:rr:
worthy in a tone known as a plg's "':n me
“but he was as wild as a young eoult r-
hands; bat he’s & nice man, an’ & nice-
ed man, an’ I wish yes joy.” . ,"pd

“Stupid oreature! ‘I.never can ﬂﬂ‘”o‘,pof
him,” said Kitty Biake, with a sauoy 1038 % ye
head; 4I'm nfraid he has been takinf
mountain dew as he came along.” B”"

‘At this erisis we were joined by Mr.
pére, a splendid specimen of paterfam!lia® "¢
welcomed me to Connemara con 6”""‘;‘,‘0;
portmanteau was placed:in the basket-087" Tip
and Kitty rattled away with it, leaving 7", nd
walk across the mountaih:to the Hﬂ:;"“pl'
tuch 8 mountaln, bare and bleak and Pl
tous; and for any step I made in “‘“I puh‘
Made two in the opposite direetion; but 7o ir
ed bravely on, and sacrificed & brand De¥ .x.
of palent leather buttoned boots during
erucinting process. But what cared 11077, o
or mountain, or physical anguish? ", ot
8ot love light In tho eye of Kitty Biake "
I not approaching the Mecca of my ""pfn.]l. 1
- Iremalned a month at Boljoldert, L o pire
beld the stereotyped interview with Bl 5 atisfh
In his study, which terminated most
Ml’-. : -t :
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" Well, yog. .

gm:,‘“*"fo return to Connemara befors Valen-

um:' » and claim the band of the sweel

,vq,“:‘:"} girl who called me an Engllsh boor.
2.

- O~ G

* THE FOLLOWING DORG.

Dad p,

t
dog, upe {0, as everybody called him, had a

%n D whom he lavished an amount of af-
Por Which, had it been disbursed in & pro-
“nt&n‘u"“el‘. would have been adequate to the
o 8ntal needs of a dozen brace of lovers.
Mame of this dog was Jerusalem, but it

:’h“:,:: Wmore properly have .been Dan-io-Beer-
Yoo € 'was not a fascinating dog to look at;

thig %an buy a handsomer dog in any shop, than
086, He had nelther a graceful exterior
'!co“ obngaging address, Ou the comtrary, his
PUonal plainness had passed into a looal
hig :"’3 and such was the jnbred coarseness of
Wﬁmeannr that in the dark you might have
Bht him g politician. .
out You wil| take two very bandy-legged eurs
Othe?ne Off just abaft the shouiders, and the
lentin Immediatety forward of the haunches, re-
tion xr the fure-part of the first and the rear por-
'ho the second, you will bave the raw ma-
‘pegmi,‘m' congtructing a dog something like Dad
vir 8, You have only to effect a juuction
th Yéen the accepted sestions, and make the
Ing eat,

leﬁx he been favoured with as many pairs of
“l!re“ 4 centipede, Jer isalem would not have
i w"’d materially from elther of his race; but
u‘,'.:' Queer to sea such a wealith of dog wedded
thy ch o Poverty of legs. He was so long that
%ouiq t precocious pupil of the public sehools
Wee bot have committed him to memory iu a

‘hi" Was beautiful to see Jerusalem rounding
to 6;:‘:19 of a wall, and turning his head about
Tve how the remainder of the procession
N ”::lmlug on, He was once circumnavigatiog
Q'n"ml out-house, when catching sight of his
The ,, ‘der-quarters he flew into a terrible rage.
% Sight of another dog always had this effect
Wih €rusalem, apd more especially whera, as
ad v—n"* case, he thought he could grasp anunfair
.,,m“t&ze. So Jerusalem took after that re-
an foe as hard as ever he could hook it.
the U and round he flew, but the faster he went
elrey More his centrifugal force widened his
ultg, , until he preseuntly lost sight of bis enemy
to S}her. Then he stowed down, determined
cloiefomplish his epd by strategy. Sneaking
o Y up to the wall he moved cautlously
ard, and when he had made the full cireuit
1Dx’°"'m° smack up against his own tail. Mak.
hini“l;’“ﬂden spring, which must have stretched
teety ke a bit of iadia rubber, he fastened his
Vi into his ham, hanging oa like & country
do“%‘- He felt sure he bad nalled the other
Md Ut he was equally. confideut the uther dug
thp Nalled him ; so the problem was slmplified
'? Were question of endurance—and Jerusalem
nay #N animal of pluck. Tae grim conflict was
Jou, Otalned all one day—maintained with death-
the Perseverance, until Dad Petto discovered
Jo, belligerent, and uncoupled him.. Then
Q:““#&lem looked up at his master with a shake
1} Wha bead, ns much as to say—« Ii's a preoious
h&?m‘ﬂo arrival for the other pup; but who
him off me ?” .
-+don't think I can ‘better llustrate the pre-
ag 8 longitude of this pat than by relating
Uoy "Cident, that fell under my own observa-
way 1 was one day walkingaiong the high.
nej i‘"f-h a. friend whe was a stranger in the
: barhood, When a rabbit flashed past us;
g our way, but evident upon urged business,
in‘g*ila&ely upon hia heels followed the first
Iment of Dad Petlo’s mongrel, enveloped in
the his jaws distended, the jower one shaving
*oln, 8round to seoop up the rabbit. He was
in .8 41 a rather.lively galt, but was some time
%wlnx. My friend stood a few moments
ang ng on; thea rubbed his eyes, looked again,
tay ally turned to me, just es the brute’s
~ flitteq by, saylng, with a broad stare of
“ Bl!hment : [
Derg, Id you ever see a pack of hounds run &0
e ;‘eﬂy in line ? It bheats anything! Andthe
Blioy too—they seemed fairly blended! If &
‘”' didn’t know better he wouid swear there
3 i but, & single dog I” :
,‘h‘:“pnoseu was this peculiarity of Jerusalem |
m“e}h"d won old Petto’s regard. He liked as
oy ! of anything as -he could have for his
Keng ), ; #nd the expense of this oreature,
& by Mly speaking, was no greater than that of
By { succinct bull-pup. But there were t.lmel_‘
‘.oﬂu;heku oostly. All dogs are sometimes ;
day their foed”—will eat noihing for & whole %
W but g fow ox-tails, -a pudding or two, and
lory, weling as they can pick up in the scul- |
do'ng When Jerusalem got that way, which to
b
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R justice, was singularly seldom, it made |
W: days afier recovering his passion for food
Regin §

R8 awkward in the near future, Forin a '
a ;Gt of his former abstemiousness would
Soutq
leuet

1each his stomach ; but of course all he
then devour would ‘work no immediate
Gualy This he would naturaliy attribute to the -
dozg ¥ Of hig fare, and would change his diet a -
tog 2 times g day ; his menw in the twelve work.
;,% WS comprising an astonisbing range of
"’*ﬂlb" from a wood-saw to a kettle of soft soap
the bos g widely dissimilar as the zenith and

adlr, which, also, he would eat. S0 catholic |
na:ll:l)eute was, of course, exceptional; or.
8 (1, Y Jerusalem was as narrow and illiberal |

¢ best of s,  Give him plenty of raw haof

and he would no! unsettle his gastric faith by
outside speculation or tentative systems.

I could relate things of this dog by the hour.
Such, for example, as his clever device for oros-
sing a railway, He never attempted to do this
endwise, like other animals, for the obvious
reason that, like everyone else, he was unable
to make any sense of the time.tables; and
unless he should by good luck begin the man-
ceuvre when a train was said to be due, it was

likely he would be abbreviated; for of course '

no one is idiot enough to cross a railway track
when the time-table says it is all clear—at least
no one as long as Jerusalem. So he would
advance his head to the rails, calling in his out-
lying convolutions, and straightening them

alongside the track, parallel with it; and thenat '

a signal previously agreed upon—a short wild
bark — this sagacious dog would make the
transit unanimously, as it were, By tbis method

he commonly avoided a quarrel with the engine. :
Altogether, he was a very interesting beast, '

and his master was fond of him no end. And
with the exception of compeiling Mr. Petto to
remove to the centre of the State toavoid double
taxation upon bim, he was not wholly unprofi-
table, For he was the best sheep-dog in the
country : he always kept the flock well together
by theslmpledevice of surrounding them. Hav-
ing done 50, he would lie down, and eat, and

eat, and eat, till there wasn't a sheep lelt, except |

a few old rancid ones; and even these he would
tear into small spring lambs.

Dad Pelio never went anywhere without the
superlor portion of Jerusalem at his skle; and
he always alluded to him as ¢ the foliowing
dorg.” But the beast finally became & great
nuisanee in Iilinois. His body obstructed the
roads in all directions; and the representative of
that district in the national Congress was in.
structed by his constituents to bring in a biil
taxing dogs by the linear yard, instead of by
the head, as the law then stood. Dad Petto
proceeded at once to Washington to ¢lobby™
against the measure. He knew the Wwife of a
clerk in the Bureau of Statistics; armed with
this influence he felt cunfident of success. I was
myself in Washlington, at the time, trylng to
secure the removal of a postmaster who was
personally obnoxious to me, inasmuch as I had
been strongly recommended for the position by
some leading citizens, who to their high poli.
tical characlers superadded the more substantial
merit of being my relations,

Dad and I were standing, one morning, in
front of Millard’s Hotel, when he stooped over.
aud began patting Jerusalem on the head. All
of a sudden the smiling brute sprung upon his
mouth and bade farewell to a succession of yells
which speedlly collected ten thousand miserable
office-seekers, and an equal gquantity of briga-
dier-generals, who, all in a breath, inquire 1 who
had been stabbed, and what was the name of
tbe lady. :

Meaunlime nothing would pacify the pup; he
howled most dismally, puunctuating his wails
with quick sharp shrieks of mortal agony. More
than an hour—more than two hours—we strove
to discover and allay the canine grievance, but to
no purpose.

Presenuy one of the hotel pages stepped up to
Mr. Petto, handing him a telegraphic dispatch
just received. It was dated ai his home in Cow-
ville, {llinols, and making allowance for the dif-
ference in time, something more than two hours
previously. It read as follows :

s A pot of bolling glue has just been upset
ugon Jerusalem’s bind.quarters. Shall I try
rhubarb, or let it get cold and chisel it of 2 .

P.S.—He did it himself, wagging his tail in.
the kitchen. Some Democrat has been bribing
that dog with cold viotuals.~-PENELOPE PETTO.”

Then we knew whatl alled ¢« the following
dorg.”

1 should like to go on glving the reader a short
acoount of this animal's more striking personal
peculiaritles, but the subject seems to grow un-
der my hand. The longer I write, the longer
he becomes, and the more there is to tell ; and,
after all, I shall not get & copper more for por-
traying all this lengtb of dog than I would for
depioting an orbicular pig. ’ :

MOHAMMEDAN FESTIVALS,

—

The Turkish months are lunar, and 637 Turk-
ish years correspond to 521 of our years. The

| Turkish year is thus ten or eleven days shorter

than ours, and each month in the course of thir-
ty-three or thirty-four years runs backward
through all the seasons of tbe year. The 1st
of Ramadan for this year falls on October 23;
next year it will fall on October 18. Oursystem
of leap-year and the Turkish correspondiag ir-
regulurny-—-nmet'een Yyears of 354 days toeleven
years of 355 dsys—make it almost impossible
to foretell with accuracy the correspondence of

Mohammedan and Christian dates, The month-

of Ramadan is & period of strict fasting. This
year it begins on October 23. Ou its 37th day
{November 18, 1873) falls the Leilet-al-Kadr,

! or night of predestination, celebrating the de-

scent of the Koran from heaven. The Mosque

_of St. Sophiais Hlluminated, and the Sultan goes

in procession through Constantinople. The Ra-

madan Belram, *’Eed-es-Buglelyer,” or lesser

festival, one of the chief Mohammedan festivals,
sucoeeds the end of Ramadan, and ocoupies the
firet three days of Bhowal (November 22 to 24).
Military parade by the Sultan at the old palace,
Constantinople; great festivitles at Cairo. To-

" ward the end of 8howal takes place the solemn

departure of the P“Kﬂmf from Catiro for Mecca.
The Kurban Beiram, «’Eed-el-Keber,” or grest-
er fostival, falis on the 10th of Zul-haj (January

28, 1874), and lasts for four days. It commem.
orates the sacrifice by Abrabam of & ram instead
of his son (not Isaac, but Ishmael, aceording to
the Moham medans), and is observed with great
feslivities and sacrifices at Constantinople and
! Cairo ; also at Mitylene, etc. The Mohamme-
dan year 1291 commences with the first day of
the next month Moharram (February 18, 1874).
On the 10th ef Moharram the anniversary of the
. death of EiI Hoseyn is celebrated at the Mosque
of Azhar, in Cairo.
Late in the following month, Saffer, the
. pligrims return from Mecea. The Miriood, or
Moolid-en-Nebbee, the festival of the birth of
the Prophet, lasts from the 8rd to the 12th of
Rebeea-el-Owwal, the lust being the greatest day
(about April 29, 1874), when the 8ultan goes in
. state to the Mosque of Ahmed, at Constanti.
nople; and when, at Cairo, the «Doseh,” or
“treading,” is perfuormed: two or three hun-
‘dred men throw themseives onthe ground that
the Sheik may ride over them on horseback.
The Moolid-el-Hassaneyn, the celebration of the
birthdays of El Husan and El Hoseyn, the sons
. of Ali, fails in the next month, Rebeeh.’i-akher,
and is observed for eight days at Cairo with
' great festivities and illumination, and religious
. services at the Mosque of Hassuneyn. In the
1 month Regeb (commencing about August 24,
| 1873, and August 13, 1874) is hed for a fort-
night the festival of the Seyyideh, at the Mosque
of the Seyyideh Zeyneb (the granddaughter of
the Prophiet), at Cairo. On the 26th of Regeb
is celebraled the ascent of the Prophet to heav-
en. On this occasion, and also on the festival
of the founder of the Snafeite sect, which falls
daring the following monih, Shaaban, the ¢ Do-
seh” used w be performed at Cairo; but it is
doubtful whether this is still the case. Three
times a year a great festival and fair is held al
Tantah, between Alexaudria aund Ciiro — the
Viceroy often present. The * Cutting of the
Canal"—plercing the dam of the river Nile—Iis
pertormed with some ceremony at Cairo about
the second week in August. At the full moon
of the mouths Regeb, Showal, and Zul-baj sol.
emn visits are paid to the cemetery of Minieh.
on the Nile, above Cairo,

e e I S BT ..

SOCIAL SPONGES,

Our soctal sponge 18 always ready to do you,
his ¢ most valued and esteemed [riend, ” a good
turn, provided only he can manage it at some
one else’s expense, and without pecuniary or
other inconvenience to himself. He does this
upon principle, for, argues he, ‘one good turn
deserves auother,” and this good turn when
rendered he carefully posts to your debit with
interest compound and double compound, and
fails not Lo remind you ever and anon that the
balance of your accoant is on the wrong side.
The epithets * sycophantic’” and “ mean” may
be applicable, but surely our paradoxical friend
canuot be termed unprincipled. 1f not libellous
it would certainly be defamatory, and this is a
distiuction with a difference very necessary to
be observed when dealing with our Sponge, who
has a special capacity for halr-splitting, or we
might tind ourselves ¢ in the wrong box.” As
we have saild, our [friend is not over particuiar
in what way he obtains the needful ; and if you
gave him the opportunity he would not scruple
10 use the engine of the law to pump it out of
you. Beware, therefore, of supplying the handie
to the pump for the law to work the golden
stream full upon his absorbing self. Our cadging
friend views everything in an emlnently prac-
tical manner. Number one is with him the
first 1aw of nature. Take all you can get, and
give as little as possible. «Throw a sprat to
catch a mackerel.”—¢« Hold fast that which is
good, eschew that which i8 evil”"—that is to say,
that which 8 no gocd. These are favorite
axioms of his. You are generous ; well, doesn’t
he praise you for it, and laud you to the skies as
a jolly good fellow ? He robs you right and left
—not in a legal sense to be sure, but he robs you
none the less ; you abuse him proprotionately
and he cries ‘“quits.” Clearly nothing more
than an ordinary business transaction; who,
then, can say thatour friend is not an eminently

‘| practical man? Your Sponge goes to church

regularly to keep up appearances, and dreads
not the collection at the end of service. It is not,
however, to be assumed on thi. account that
our pious friend rejcices In the weekly opportu-
nity afforded him of contributing his mite to
«“the poor, the fatherless, and the widow.” Not
a bit of it: He is not to be “swindled "—as he
terms it—out of his hard earned gains by the
« gentimental wash” of the whole Cuurch Mi-
litant, much less by a simple parson or curate.
Not he. His equanimity would not be unsettled
by the passing of five hundred plates, or by
the appeals of a thousand bishops, Way should
it 7 He derives no benefit, but rather a loss
thereform, and therefore a button, or a half-
penny, dropped adroitly into the bag suffices
equally as well as o shilling, or half-a-crown,
and looks quite as respectable, He, happy and
content in his very selfishness, goes home sing-

ing to himself
4 Why should I relieve my neijghbour
With my goods #galnst my will ?
Can't he iive by honest labour ?
Can’t he beg—or can’t he steal?”

and relishes his mid-day meal with as much
zest as indicates tbat he 18 troubled wiih no
twinges of conscience for neglect of duty. Well,
perhaps it is better to he like him than to give
jusi for the sake of display that which you be-
grudge. Buat,oh! take CAreé, you hard-hearted,
selfish, despicable Sponge, 1est thu time should

come when the press of circumstances will
squeeze your lll-gotten gains out of you. You
may then as lief expeot the earth to split in
twain a3 that any of -your former well sacked
friends will extend you a helping hand.—-{ .
ing Oross. '

-,-—-——-—.-o-*—-—-—-

CURIOSITIES OF SLEEP.—We have an exam-
ple of the way in which, after long wakefulness,

‘accompanied by much physical exertion, sleep

will overpower even a strong man, in the fol,
lowing quotation from Mr. MacGregor's ¢ Voy-
age alone in the Yawl ‘Rob Roy.'” He gives
this account of his arrival at Dover, after a per-
ilous voyage across the channel from Havre :—
1 went up to the Lord Warden Hotel, mean-
ing to write home, dine, and go to bed, after
fifty-three hours without sleep; but while walt-
ing for the servant to bring hot water, and with
my jacket off, I tumbled on to the bed for a
moment. Then it was three o’clogk p.m. ; soon,
as it seemed, atwakd dghin, I saw It was stiil
light, and bright sun shining; also my watch
had run down, the water-fug was cold, and it was
A puzzle to make out how I felt so wounderfully
fresh. ‘Why, it was next day, and I had soundly
slept for seventeen hours.”” Cases Lo illustrate
the faot that excitement is not sufficient to: ins
sure wakefulness are not perhaps so familiar
or so obvious. There are, however, instances on
record of sallors having fallen asleep during the
neight of an engagement, aud while the roar of
the cannon was sounding in their ears, fairly
overcome by the exhaustions of their neryous
systems, in consequence of the protracted ex-
ertions to which they had been expused. We
all know, ton, by experience, that reading or
preaching, which may bo sufficlently stimulat-
ing or exciting in itself, fails to keep us awake
if our powers of endurance are exhausted. Who
has not, under such circumstances, inade the
most virtuous resolves and most determined
efforts? and yet he has found to bis annoyance,
and perhaps to his shame, that sieep got the
mastery over him. But it is not only that ex-
citement fails to keep us awake wien nature
demands repose, but even the call of duty and a
keen sense of self-interest cannot do it, Thus,
it bas often been noticed that soldiers have
fallen asleep while on the march, and that not
in fsolated instances—a young recruit here, or a
stekly man there, but a large proportion of the
men forming & company. This is more particu-
larly apt to occur in hot climates during night
marches. Maoy Indian officers have attested the
fact. So well recognised indecd s it, that miiltary
manuals recommend that the band should play
during the uight in order to kecp the men
awake, Inthe memoir of the celebrated L}:iot
Hodson, of « Hodson’s Horse,” we find the fol-
lowing account from the pen of a brother officer ;
“ The way Hodson used 'tc work was guite
miraculous. He was a slighter manand lighter
welght than T am. Then he had that most
valuable gift of being able to get vefreshing
sleep on horseback. I have been out with him
all night following and walching the enemy,
when he has gone off dead asleep, waklng up
after an hour as fresh as a lark; whereas if I
went to sleep in the saddle, the odds were I fell
off on my nose.” It may not Seem ro wonderful
that men should sleep in the saddle, Those. who
are accustomed to riding may sleep in it almast
as easily as other men do in a chalr; and the
horse s an anfmal of such sagacity tH&t the
rider may well feel confident in relying upoh
his guldance, But that men should fall aslegp
while on the march, while the arm, {s shouldeér-
ing a musket, and the legsare moving in regular
step, doos seom very strange. Stuch parts of the
system as can find repose insist, as 1t were, upon
takiog it, while those which cannot be spared
are obliged to continue at work, In a similar
way ¢hildren employed in factories have been
known to fall asleep while tending certain
pteces of machtnery, and doing what, was neces.
sary to keep them in motion, These ahd other
milder examples of the same class—as, for {n.
stance, when a person falls asleep standing at a
desk---are approaches to what we see normally
among many animals...namely, that some part
is in active exercise during sleep, Thus many
quadrupeds sleep standing, It is evident, there-
fore, that their muscles are altogether not re-
laxed ; those which maintain the body in posi-
tion are in a state of tenston. The same i3 true
of most birds. They sleep grasping a branch,
and balancing their bodiés on one leg. Every
chilld notices with interest the way in which his
canary or bullfineh goes to roost. Well, during
that sleeep some of {8 musoles are in constant,
activity.—Golden Hours.

O

At the Royal Itallan Opera, on the 18th,
« L’Etoile du Nord” was given for the first time
this season, with all the splendour ang com.
pleteness of past occaslons, and with a similar
cast, including Mdme. Patti as Caterina, and
M. Faure as Pletro. On Monday, the 21st,
“Les Huguenots” was performed; on Tues-
day, ¢ Un Ballo in Maschera” (for the début of.
Mdlle. Pezzotta); on Wednesday there was a
miscellaneous evening concert; on Thursday
«I1 Barbiere” fo. hebenefit of Mdme. Adelina
Patti; Friday, « Lucla di Lammermor,” bene-
fit of Mdlle. Albanl; Saturday, the 33th, was the
last night of the season, when I’Etolle” was
glven for a second timg, T

R

—————————————

The minor works of the late Mr, Grote,
including several unpublished pleces, are soor
to be prioted ; and Mr. Murray promises « A
Brief Memoir of the Princess Charlotte of

' Wales,” hy the Tady Rose Weigall,
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THE REASON WHY, .
BY FREDERICK LOCKER.,
Ask why I love the roses fair,
And whence they come and whose they were;
They come from her, and not alone,
They bring her sweetness with their own,

Or ask me why I love her 80,

I know not, this is all I know,

There roses bud and bloom, and twine

As she round this fond heart of mine,

And this is why I love the flowers,

Once they were hers, they're mine—they're
ours ?

1 love her, and they soon will die,

And now you know the reason why.

~— Athenceum,

DESMORO ;

om,

THE RED HAND.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ TWENTY STRAWS,” ¢ vor0RS
FROM THE LOMBER-ROOM,” ¢ THE HUMMING
BIRD,” BTC., RTC.

CHAPTER XLIII,

Desmoro staggered backwards, as if he had
tecelved a blow from some unseen hand,

“ What ails you ?”” inquired Marguerite.

«I—I have surely seen that face before I” he
tittered, half to himself,

“ What face ?”’

“That of the Baroness Kielmansegge.”

*« How she is looking at you. Desmoro,” Mar-
guerite observed, seeing the Baroness with her
eyes fastened on him. “Take care ! She is the
widow of two husbands; and, despite her extra-
ordinary beauty of verson, people say strange
things of her.”

“ Her features are singularly familiar to me,”
returned he. « Where—where could I have
seeb them before ?”

¢ In your imagination only,” responded Mar-
guerite, with a laugh, « The lady has but just
arrived from Florence, Where, they say, she
was driving nearly all the men out of their
senses.”

“ From Florence!” repeated Desmoro, ab.
stractedly, his thoughts wandering back to the
past. « How long did you say she has been in
Paris ?” he inquired, after a short pause,

¢ 1 eannot inform you for certain, but, I be.
lieve, about a month,”

“ About a month,” echoed he, stiil more ab.
stractedly than before.

« How you repeat my words, Desmoro,” said
Marguerite. « Whatever ails you? Come, we
shall never get out of the room, at this rate,”
she continued, drawing her companion along as
she spoke. ¢« How rude of her, she has never
once removed her eyes from you,” she added,
as they were proceeding through the crowd,

««The Baroness ?”

“Of course; 1 am speaking only of her,”

«] am almost sure that I have seen her be-
Iore.”

“ You are surely dreaming, Desmoro,”

He made no answer; but, with his gaze fixed
on the ground, led Marguerite towards the door
of the salon,

The Baroness Kielmansegge's dark, flashing
orbs followed the retreating figure of Desmoro,

“Who is that gentleman?” she demanded,
turning and addressing her companion,

«“What gentleman, Baroness rejoined he,
looking round the salon,

« Ah, monsieur is looking in the wrong direc-
tion,” she said, coquettishly tapping his sleeve
with her fan, “ Do you see yonder tall, distin.
guished-looking man, with a lady on his arm,
now passing though the door to our left 9

“Tsee him. His name 18 Symure.”

«Symure ?

‘¢ And the lady, bis companion, is Mademoi-
selle d’Auvergne, the Count d’Auvergne’s daugh-
ter.”

“Symure !” again repeated the Baroness, « It
is not a French name ?”

«No; Mr, Symure is an Englishman ; enor.
mously rich, I hear.” ’

‘Ab, indeed! Has he been long in Paris?”

«1 believe not. 1 scarcely know anything
about him.”

The lady was silent for some length of time.
She appeared to be musing deeply. Her com-
panion had now led her across the salon, and
placed her on a seat,

“The air here is quite stifling,” she observed,
presently. ¢ Will monsieur be so kind as to
conduct me into the conservatory ?2»

«1 shall have much telicity in attending upon
the wishes of the Baroness,” returned the gen-
tleman, rising with alacrity, and presenting his
arm to her.

And, together, they wended their way towards
the conservatory, on entering which, the Baro.
ness Kielmansegge glanced hurriedly around
her, up and down the place, as if she were in
search of some one. At length her eyes fell
upon the wished-sor objects, upon Desmoro and
Marguerite d’Auvergne,
in-mrm, apparently eng
with one another.

The Barouess’s robes 8wept rustlingly along;
at seeing her, Desmoro felt a strange shudder
creep through his whole frame. Her face was
so familiar te him: where—where had he seen
it before ?

Sie passed and re-passed him ; and each time

ed in deep comverse

who were walking arm-

she did 8o, she fastened an earnest, penetrating
look upon him, as though she were endeavor-
Ing to spell his features, to read his inmost
thought.

“She is positively rude, is she not?” said
Marguerite, remarking the Baroness’s observa.-
tion.

Desmoro made no reply,
where he had before seen
mansegge.

“It must have been at the opers, surely,” mur-
mured he, abstractedly.

“ Whatever are you thinking about, Desmo.
10 ?” Marguerite asked, in some astonishment.

“I1 beg your pardon, I was only thinking
aloud.”

“Thinking of this impertinent Baroness Kiel-
mansegge ?"

‘ Precisely. Her face wholly perplexes mae.”

“She strongly resembles some one you have
once seen or known, I suppose ?”

“Yes, I fancy such is the case, although I
cannot for my life recoliect whom.”

“8he {8 certainly very beautiful, there’s no
denying that fact; and she is likewise a bold,
impudent woman,” Marguerite returned, with
Some asperity, feelingannoyed at the Baroness’s
manner towards Desmoro. I have begun to
dislike her amazingly,” she added, rather petu-

he was wondering
the Baroness Kiel-

lantly.

¢ Marguerite "

“Yes. I have iaken a sudden, strong, and
most unaccountable detestation to her. Ah,

you may smile at me, but I have really done
50.”"

“ And wherefore, pray ?”

“Don’t I say that the feeling is unaccountable
tome? And 8o it is; most unaccountable, I
repeat. Here she comes again, with her great
Hlashing eyes fixed steadily upon you. I don’t
think she sees me at all,” continued Marguerite,
In vexed accents.

“ Let us leave the conservatory,” said Desmo-
ro, almost inclined to scowl upon the Baroness
in return for her marked observation of him-
self.  «Come, we will leave it at once.”

‘“And the house, too, dear Desmoro,” she
eagerly answered. «I am fatigued, and do not
wish to see the Baroness agaln,” she continued,
urging him onwards past the lady in question.
“My heart is palpitating terribly, and I feel so
hysterical ; I shall not quickly recover the effects
of her mysterious behaviour, I assure you., 1
could not, if I tried, make you understand the
state of my feelings at the Present moment,”

And Desmoro and Marguerite passed through
a doorway, and were lost to view.

* Ld * *

» »

The Baroness Kielmansegge was seated at her
toilet-table ; she was wrapped in a loose dressing-
gown, and a servant.maid was brushing the
lady’s hair.

The Baroness was thoughtful and silent for
some time; and Klara, brushed, uttering no
sound as she did so, but attentively watching
her lady’s features, reflected in the mirror op-
posite which she was sitting, and wondering
what could keep madame the Baroness’s tongue
80 unusually mute.

“Klara,” said the lady, abruptly, her fingers
playing with the Jewelled bracelet on her wrist.

“ Gracious madame,” softly breathed the Ger.
man soubrette, speaking in her own language.

The Baroness still continued to twist her
bracelet round and round, her eyes drooping,
her teeth gnawing at her nether lip.

¢« Klara, do you think that you could m: ©
to do me & seorct service ?—only a littie one,”
she added, quickly.

« Madame the Baroness has but to say how 1
can best serve her, and I am hers tocommand.”

¢ Thanks: I shall not forget your readiness to
oblige me, Klara"

The abigail did not pause in her task, she still
went on softly brushing her mistress’s hair,

«I want you, Klara, to help me to find out g
certain gentleman’s address,” dropped the Ba-
roness, without looking up.

¢ Yes, gracious madame.”

«“I don't know how you will manage to ac.
complish the matter,” the Baroness proceeded ;
‘“but you are a shrewd, clever girl, and will do
your best to obtain the intelligence I require.”

“Madame the Baroness may depend upon
me.”

«I shall do so, Klara,” answered the lady,
glancing at her reflection in the mirror before
her. «I fancy, Klara, that my English servant
has more than a common regard for you—isg
such the case ?”

The woman simpered behind her lady’s
shoulders and replied that « Matsford was always
very polite to her.”

‘“And something more than
meaningly hinted the lady.

“Probably so, gracious madame,” agreed the
abigall, in the same simpering manner ag be-
fore.

" ‘ He might acquire for you the informatjop I
‘am In quest of, eh, Klara ?”

¢« He might, gracious madame.”

‘ There, yon have brushed at my hair quite

polite, Kiara,”

long enough; let it alone now, and sit down here |

and listen to what I have to say to you.”

The woman at once obeyed her mistress, who
went o, “ At the ambassador’s ball to-nlght,
' I saw a gentleman, whoge face 80 strongly re.
sembled one I knew years ago, that I cannot
help thinking that he must be my old acquain.
tance with a new name, which name may haye
been bequeathed to him with some deceaseq
kinsman’s property.”

Klara was attentive,

' ‘“Now, this gentleman either did not, or woy]q
| Dot recognise me, and disappeared 800n after |
i saw him. Iam acquainted with his name, and
' T now wish to learn where he abides.”

Klara nodded her head, saying that she under-
stood the Baroness perfectly.

“ Now, Matsford, knowing the gentleman’s
name, might, perhaps, be able to discover his

place of residence, and all about him, eh,
Klara ?”
“About the gentleman who was present at

the ball to-night, gracious madame 2"

“Yes; I have already told you as much.”

“ And how is he called, gracious madame "

“Symure.”

“Symure !” repeated the abigall, half to her-
self,

* You will speak to Matsford, and get him to
find out for me what I am wishing to know ?”

Klara signified her readiness to attend to her
mistress’s desire.

‘“And caution Matsford
all he does.”

“Madame the Baroness may place every re.
liance on her servants’ discretion,” returned the
woman, with & shrewd nod of her head.

‘“And you will be sure not t lose any time
about the matter, Klara; and you may promise
Matsford any reward you please.”

“1I will use every despatch, gracious ma-
dame,”

“ Thanks,” yawned the lady; «I am weary;
8ee me into bed, and then leave me, Klara.”

——
CHAPTER XI1.IV.

“Will you take coffee with me this morning,
Mr. Matsford ?” asked the German abigatil, ad-
dressing the Baroness’s tall footman 3 who, flat-
tered at the invitation, accepted it directly.

Klara had a most tempting breakfast spread
out in her own neat little sitting-room, into
which she conducted her fellow-servant,.

“Upon my word, Mrs. Klara, but you are
nicely lodged by the Baroness,” Matsford re-
marked, glancing around him. ¢ And what a
delictous déjefiné you have here provided; I am
hungry at the mere sight of so many little lux-
urfes.”

The soubrette smiled, placed a chair for her
guest, and commenced pouring out the hot,
fragrant coffee, to which she added some lumps
of sugar-candy, and a quantity of thick cream.

“By Jove ! Mrs. Klara, but this is what I call
doing the thing in style, eh ?”

“Madame the Baroness is so very rich and
generous,” answered the woman.

“Ah!” breathed the serving-man.

‘“ And especially generous to those whom she
likes—to those who do her any little private
services.

‘“Ah, to be sure !” rejoined the man. «But
what little private services does she ever re-
quire ?”

Klara shrugged her shoulders, and pouted her
Hps.

“You have not served the Baroness long, or
you would have discovered that she has many
secrets of her own.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed Matsford, sipping his
coffee, and then helping himself to a plateful of
dainties. «I shouldn’t wonder if she had
though,” he oontinued, munching away. «I
never yet lived in any family that hadn’t its se.
crets.”

¢ Of course, Mr. Matsford,” returned the wo-
man. “To tell you the truth, I like to serve a
lady who has her own secrets.”

“ Do you now, Mrs. Klara "

“I should think I do. Ladfes who have here
& matter, and there a matter, to conceal from
the world, at large, and who place confidence in
their maids, are the ladies I like to serve. A
mistress who 18 quite prudent and overnice is
not at all profitable,” she added, in a calculating
tone,

“Really I” ejaculated Matsford, his month
stuffed full of good things. « Well, I should never
have reckoned after that sort of tashion, and
yet I don’t doubt but you are correct.”

«I know I am,” sald Klara, quite confidently.

«Um!” uttered the footman, still intent upon
the contents of his plate. « You are not taking
any breakfast yourself,” he observed. «I as-
sure you these stewed mushrooms are perfectly
delicious ; do try some, will you ? Let me assist

ou ?”

v “Thanks!” rejoined she. «I ghall take a
thin slice of this potted boar's head. I am not
yet wide awake. Remember, you got to bed g
good couple of hours before I did. Madame the
Baroness was in a most talkative humor last
hight ; in other words, she and I had some little
business affair to arrange.”

“ Ah l—indeed !” exclaimed Matsford, indiffe-
rently; paying more attention to the contents
of the plate than to his companion’s words.

“ Madame the Baroness makes me her oonfi-
dante,” proceeded XKlara, fixing her eyes
upon her fellow-servant’s face, and speaking in
significant accents.

“Yes, so I perceive.”

“8he has entrusted me with asmall commis.
sion in which I shall require some of your valu.
able assistance, Mr. Matsford.”

“Oh, to be sure! I shall be most happy to
make myself of use to Madame the Baroness.”

¢« That is right—that is precisely as it shouid
be 1” cried the soubrette. «I'm so glad to find
you ready to lend me your aid. I told the Ba-
roness that I thought I could reckon upon your
help in the affair now in hand.”

“I’'m delighted—quite honored to be trusted
by Madame the Baroness!” Matsford answered,
| his mind in a state of perfect ecstacy over all
the good things spread out before him. “Go
on, Mrs. Klara; let me hear all about the busi-
ness.”

“Oh, it 18n’t in any way, an intricate piece of
work that you'll be asked to perform.”

. “So much the better for me, Mrs. Klars,
| Pray expla¥.”

to observe secrecy in

| possible.

“I'm about to do so, and in as few wofg: 85
Madame the Baroness wishes ’; 8y-
discover for her the whereabouts of one M e
mure, a gentleman whom she saw at the

lish ambasssador’s ball last night.” od the

“How extraordinary of her!” observ:
footman, eleva his eyebrows.

“Yes, perha:sni?, is so. But extraordlnﬂfzr ;
otherwise, it 1sn't for us to make any rem We
concerning her wishes and commands. heed
must study our own interest, and take no pat
what we're asked to do, 80 long as we °“’:".,,
8ee profit arising to ourselves out of what
doing 1”7 a

“True; I quite cotnelde with you. YO“’:,‘,
woman of sound sense, and marvellous J
ment, Mrs. Klara,” sald Matsford, admiring!¥:

The soubrette simpered considerably &t on
footman’s compliments; but business, and
business, being her alm on this particular
sion, she at once returned to her subject.

were

“Madame the Baroness’s instructions of
that no time was to be lost in the matter
which I speak.”

Matsford nodded his head, in token th’:gg:
heard her words, and still pursued his onsla!
upon the provisions set before him. ghe

“That o time was to be lost,” repeated ta-
eémphatically. «You understand, Mr. Ms
ford

“Perfeotly; and I'll take good care that PO
time shall be lost.” od
“Symure is the gentleman’s name,” 8dd
she. «8.y-m-y.r-e.” "

“Yes; I'll write it down, to make all sure. "

“And you're to proceed about the affair 4
secretly, you comprehend ; letting no living
know a siogle syllable regarding it.”

“All right; I'lIl be as close as a snuff-bo%
was the reply. «I don’tanticipate the sligh
difficulty about the mission and its perfotm“':n_
—that is, if I can but get hold of one of the 8!
bassador's fellows for a few seconds.”

“ Are you acquainted with any of them ?”

“QOh, yes!” the

“Then I shall have no fears respeeting
success of your inquiries.” tted

Soon after the above scene, Matsford qul oo
the house, and repaired towards the realdG:M
of the English ambassador ; where, meeting  ge-
of the lackeys, he accosted him, and soon 0
ceeded in learning from him all he wished of
learn concerning the present whereabouts
Colonel Symure and his son. pe

Having obtained the desired intelligence, t0
then hastened back to confide his information v
the ear of Klara, who was not expecting t0
him return so soon. ear

“Mr. S8ymure lives at the ChAtean Rouge, I
the village of Rosenthal,” spoke Matsford. e

Klara produced a pencil, and wrote down ht-
address on a slip of paper, which she straif i
way carried to her mistress, who recelv oo
with satisfied looks, and words of thankful
as well.

“ Matsford is a most attentive, pmiu'“:lb;
servant, whose service on this oecasion me
my best commendation,” said the Bﬁ“’:‘m
Kielmansegge. ¢ But I shall reward him He
something more tangible than mere words
has been secret, I hope.” e,

1 eautioned him to be 0, gracious madam®
and I believe he has observed my instructions
Klara responded. atle

The Baroness smiled—she had a very bestr'’
ful smile—drew forth a purse, and took from
a couple of large pleces of gold, which she pre
sented to her abigail. ner

« For thyself, girl,” said the Baroness, iD
softest acoents. «Tell Matsford I will re ire
him in person. It may be that I shall reqoif]
his services still further in this same busin: o

Kiara dropped a dutiful curtsey, and 1m™
diately vanished out of her mistress’s sight- per

The Baroness Kielmansegge reclined 1 her
easy-chair, with the slip of paper between
fingers. Ro

«The Chéteati Rouge, near the viliage of B>
senthal,’ ” read she, « A very pretty, but tod
seure, suburb, which I am intimately aoquaiP
with.” on

Then she reflected deeply, her eyes fised
vacancy, her teeth gnawing her under 1ip- 1y-

“It must be he,” she continued, musing of
“1 could not mistake that face, for none D]
owns one like it. He is handsomer than ©
—far, far handsomer. I myself must be gre®
changed since the time he first knew més :n v
he would have shown some recognitton O ded
features. I admire him vastly; and, provi his
he would admire me, would for ever keep 1
secret for him.

”

He was gloved, or perhs!

might have caught a glimpse of his left hlﬂg‘;
of his red palm. How shall I proceed iB g™

business ?--how shall I throw myself in
way, and teach him to love me once more
And the Baroness started up, and going ¥
cheval-glass, attentively gazed into it. .
“I never looked more beautiful than RO Yo
she whispered within herself, as she coBte™
Plated her countenance and figure refiec s
the mirror. «That lady—his oompanlonvn.“
afflanced wife, as I learned she was—is not pilst
80 lovely as I; for she 1s faded and thin, ¥ no
I am bright and symmetrical. Ah, I fesf
earthly rival! How shall I act—how 8! her
et him in my power?” ghe added, tossing o
Hppling hair from her brow, and bexi“nm‘,g
Pace backwards and forwards. He has 1 88
%omplete possession of my senses, and I 60
if'I could make any saerifice in order t0 tor-
Tiay an interview with him. Not that an 1000
view alone would satisfy me. Ah, noj ’}
his love, and ere long, I will have it, t00 ¢ only
And to and fro she walked, one subjec
revolving in her mind all tihe while.

.tablés
Presently, she sat down at a writing-ts
.
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' Do “l; & pen, and indited & note, which, after
“gy Y reading, she sealed and directed.
dare n'n‘u’e-Symure, Esq.,” repeated she, «I
n Ot address him otherwise—I dare notcall
"lleret Smoro Desmoro, Of course, I understand
He um"“ he is here under a borrowed name.
® thinks how near I am to him! I sup-
® hates me—-well, his hatred I can soon
Gnur:gd*" I have the power to subdue him
to do, to my will; and what I have the power
hi brad Will perform in full! How he will puzzle
Mg !nﬂ toguess whence this anonymous billet
ex should just like to be able (o see the
tow llneon of his face when he peruses these
Werg o %, Men call me enchantress ; I wish I
gy ‘ne In reality, so that I might spirit this
Owy,_ ‘I'“y. and bear him to some bower of my
kg,lm am immensely wealthy, the late Baron
h.,mn“nsesxe. old dotard as he was, did me the
mwe“ of dying, and of leaving me a rich
Ingpm While still young and charming. Charm-
in 3, “0tinued she, with a laugh, and aglimpse
ang o Mirror opposite to her; ¢ yes, I can see
"’Weclate my own personal attributes; I
an &8 well as any woman can know, that I
!’Bnuevely How comes he here, living like a
P.,.,. ;llan, and moving in the highest circles in
X here’s some great mystery in it all!
the LJOWS of an ugly episode in my past life!”
ent on, musingly. ¢ Well, what matter
Coneq since I have some similar knowledge
uy"‘unz his history ? Desmoro Desmoro, the
'°l'ke <convicted criminal, the man who has
hiy be: in a chain-gang, with irons clanking at
I sha) I8, cannot—dare not—do me sny harm !
nn“rlbe able to wind him round my little
Ang ) 10 wind him abont it like a silken string!
iy © sha]l make me his wife, if I so choose!
tha L0 not like me to publish to the world
Oh, n ® 18 the notorious bushranger, Red Hand !
Ang” 1OV e, Pfaith 1
M the Baroness Kielmansegge chuckled,
.’Mglg?’ rang her bell for Kiara, who quickly

“
o ,,f‘wtsrom to deliver that nots according

ng 30!”ess, and not to lose any time about

)
i Clope,

"IE:& Waiting.woman left the room with the
feligy, ® in her hands, and went in search of her
lg“e. “Servant, Matsford, to whom she gave the

Th 8nd the lady’s message.
hom. 2 Matsford ordered one of the Baroness’s
%0 be saddled, and, mounting him, rode

the Baroness said, pointing to an
xa.nng on it Desmoro’s name and
L]

ot
. the :,‘n‘w- as he could gallop in the direction of

M © of Rosenthal; whereat, arriving in
delyy, & he repaired to the Chdteau Rouge, and
®red to its porter his lady’s sealed sheet of
Wunjcation,
Py ?lh“"lnx been instructed to wait for any re-
]Sea ataford at once rode back agaln home.
&M:WN’B face blanched at the sight of the
A tpg %8 Kielmansegge's letter. And he stared
oat Superscription, and then at the seal, al-
o Taid to make himself acquainted with
c‘lved:‘“m‘ of the sheet thus unexpectedly re-
°°E:h.had some strange misgivings—some unac-
Tuing. ble terror had taken possession of his
der he superscription was in a lady’s slen—
' §raceful hand, What lady knew he (save
dreqgyy, Tite) who would take the liberty of ad-
Re fel g him by means of pen, ink, and paper?
Moy, ¢ Dimself to be a very coward at this mo-
t.,,.n'l he sat thus with this little billet be-
At lehh trembling fingers.
lope gth he cracked the seal, tore the enve-
tangg Yo and unfolded the tiny sheet, the con-
Of which ran as follows :—

“«
« %“ addresses you.
of e Plte your borrowed name, and the fact
ragy CUDBE you here, moving in the circles of
n.m“d fashion, I recognized you on the in.
tot, pe? Desmoro Desmoro. But alas! you did
a m.::‘ismze me! My features have no longer
g2 your memory, I suppose !
whsnt:ncy that you willdeem me unwomanly
Ak tell you that I am writing in order to
Ongg to 8ee me, your old friend, whom you
“ Ypmfessed to love very much.
the, - OU start at this, Desmoro. Is it possible
Vaiy Youhave lost all recollectionof me ? I was
baey, §00Uh to think that I should never have
[ Orgoiten by you. But alas, for the incon.
w Y of man t
"'ul;:“ I inform you how you have lived in
vy 't of hearts—how, although wide seas
brm:: Us, T have still clang to the fond remem-
Aaey, Of one who awakened in my breast an
dx-enn"n pure as the unreachable stars? I once
Youry ed that I should have been your wife—
in be for ever and ever, but oruel fate stepped
‘wy veen me and my dearest wishes.
llgg annot tell why my bosom has once more
; th rapturous anticipations—why I am
anqy ;“lrsing thoughts of thee? But 80 it is;
a8l scompelled to confess myself to thee!
o OX‘p‘;;om Desmoro! Ah, how my soul seems
Y as I repeat that still-beloved name—
m, Me which I have often whispered in my
my en:'.&nd which has been sweetly ringing in
« Wany s night and many a day!
ve It thon not know me now, Desmoro?
ey DOt told thee who I am? Ah me, ah
1 mchg:' my pen is quivering over the sheot as
Whien these random lines, these wild words,
Tor ¢y o 205t convince thee of my sttachment
M' Do not hate me for this, my open
D, but rather pity my woman’s weak.
boa%‘,'h*eh forces me to show thee all my
“ Mg, ' 2TObbing devotion for thyself!
the hm::' me to-morrow, on the Pont Neuf, at
T gy o0 oI
When, and ever after, thine own
. “« OLYMPIA.”

I

Olympia! Desmoro dropped the sheet as that
name, 80 hateful to him, met his eye. Olym-
pla! Now he recognized the Baroness Kielman-
segge, and understood wherefore her gaze had
8o followed him on the occasion of the ambas-
sador’s ball. Olympia! She who was once
Madame Volderbond-—she who had compassed
the death of her old, rich husband, in order that
she might revel in his wealth, and in a widow’s
freedom, was DOw the admired and courted
Baroness Kielmansegge, and widowed for a sec-
ond time. And she had recognized ber some-
while gardener and victim—recognized him
when he was deeming himself perfectly safe
from all recognition. Great heaven, how borri-
fied he felt! He shuddered and chilled as he
reflected upon this woman, this fiend in mortal
shape, who bad thus suddenly started up in his
path to blight his happiness with her terrible
presence.

He gat, bowed and crushed, with that fulsome
letter lying at his feet, scarcely comprehending
whetber he were awake or asleep.

‘What was he to do? Should he fly—fly at
once—and, seeking some uninhabited island,
there endeavor to conceal himself for the re-
mainder of his miserable days ?

How he had been hunted throughout all his
weary life—how he was being hunted even
now!

See Olympia agaln—meet her according to
her ownappointment! He surely would be mad
to dream of such anact !

Desmoro groaned aloud, and clasped his hands
together. He was full of consternation and an-
guish, and wholly at a loss what to do. He felt
almost afrald to make his father acquainted
with the vile contents of the Baroness's letter—
afrald to inform him of the fresh danger which
had started up before himself.

« What—what should he do?” he cried out—
his face covered with large drops of clammy
dew, his brain throbbing almost to bursting.
Every object seemed to be dancing round and
round him, so completely confused were all his
senses at this trying moment.

He thought of Marguerite. Could he ever
make up his mind te quit her—to quit her for
evermore? Impossible—impossible!

He was in the power of a woman—ofa wicked

woman, whose hands were stained with a ter-
rible crime—stained with the crime of murder !
He shivered, and turned sick, as he contem-
plated his frightful position.
Suddenly Desmoro started up, and restlessly
paced the apartment to and fro. Oh, had he
but had a pair of wings, how soon, how very soon
he would have placed distance 'twixt himself
and the Baroness Kielmansegge !

He would not leave Marguerite—he could not
do so. The act of separating himself from her
would be worse than death to him,

Had the world’s weight descended on bim, he
could not have felt more crushed than he did
now. .

By and by he became somewhat cooler and
more collected, and, sitting down again, he
calmly reviewed his entire condition.

‘Whither could he fly in this fearful strait of
his? No open path appeared in view-—all
around him was perplexity and horror.

He fairly dreaded to contemplate meeting the
Baroness Kielmansegge-—the woman who had
already been the source of such terrible woe to
him. Far, rather, would he encounter a hungry
tigress than the beautiful and base Olympia.

He mused for some length of time, utterly
unable to decide upon his actions.

He thought that he could not summon courage
enough to see the Baroness—that he should de-
test himself were he willingly even to touch the
tips of her fingers. Desmoro recalled to his
mind’s eye all her superb beauty, and he like-
wise remembered all he had endured—all the
labyrinths of crime into which he had been
plunged through her and her evil machinations.

Paris was no longer & safe abiding place for
him; indeed, it appeared as if there were no
corner of the known world that could afford him
a secure refuge, a place of peace.

Desmoro pondered and pondered, feeling more
miserable in heart than he had ever felt before,
He saw no chance of immediate escape from
his present entanglement; he saw only a wide,
yawning gulf before him.

To~morrow was merely separated from him
by the space of a few short hours, which hours
would fleetly pass away.

What did this vile woman require at his hap.
less hands?

How did she dare to pollute the holy name of
love with her impure breath ?

Desmoro knew her guilt, and quailed as he
reflected on 1t.

Now, muoch as he had talked of the iron which
the world had infused into his soul, Desmoro at
this time showed anything but a callous nature,
His affection for Marguerite d’Auvergne had
developed in him many amiable and admir-
able traits of character, the reverse of what you
might expect to find in one who had once been
an outlaw—a COMmon bushranger, dreaded by
all who heard his name. The peril which he
would once have defled, he now recolled from
in loathing and horror indesecribable. Had he
been still pursuing his old lawless life, still pos-
sessed of his cavern stroughold, he would have
braved Olympia and all her evil machinations
together; as it Was now, he had no alternative
but to avert, as best he could, the consequence
which might ensue out of the arousal of her
wrath,

Olympia’s wrath! How he dreaded {t] She
would be as relentless as a tigress, as savage 88
a famishing wolf, if thwarted In her dark de-
signs upon him,

Desmoro picked up thelettor which had caused

re

him so much pain, and, after hastily glancing
over its contents once more, tore it into tiny
atoms., Then pleading a severe headache, he
betook himself to his pillow, not to rest, but to
think, think, think until morning.

All through that night Olympia’s face was
before his mental vision. She seemed standing
before him, her flashing eyes glancing boldly
upon him, treacherous smiles wreathing her
crimson lips.

Desmoro closed his aching orbs, thinking to
Woo reposé, and so to forget for some time all
memory of his many troubles. But no sleep
would visit his weary senses; he still continued
to toss and toss throughout the darkened hours.

He rose at daylight, unrefreshed and haggard-
looking, and undecided as yet how he should
act.

At breakfast he was absent-minded, and
wholly different from his former self. He could
not conceal his state, much as he endeavored to
do so; and the Colonel, ever full of atfectionate
solicitude for his son, soon remarked that he was
uneasy, nervous, and greatly dejected.

He watched Desmoro narrowly, and observed
that he was not eating any breakfast. Having
learned to know Desmoro’s every look, he felt
that something more than common was the
matter with him, and he naturally enough
questioned him upon the subject of his altered
manners.

The son hesitated in some confusion, and
made only a confused reply, which was far
from being satisfactory to Colonel Symure, who
repeated his queries concerning Desmoro’s state.

« You are not well,” said the Colonel, fixing
his anxious gaze on his companion’s pale, quiv-
ering features,

« I am not quite well.”’

« I am sorry for that, as Mademoiselle d’Au-
vergne has been planning a little excursion for
us to-day.”

Desmoro blanched at the mention of Mar-
guerite’s name, but made no rejoinder.

« 8he will be much disappointed if you are
unable to accompany her,” proceeded the
Colonel.

Still no reply from Desmoro. He was longing
to tonfide in his father, and yet had not the
courage to do so. He did not wish to disturb
his parent’s mind by acquainting him with the
advent of the BAroness Kielmansegge’s commu-
nication, for he felt quite ashamed of, and like-
wise much terrified at, it.

By-and-by Desmoro spoke.

« I think a brisk ride through the open air
wotuld do me much good. I feel depressed and
altogether out of sorts, sir,” said he. «I shall
order a horse to be saddled, and have a sharp
gallop out of Rosenthal. Make my exocuses to
Mademoiselle d’Auvergne, and tell her that I
am perverse and peevish-humored to-day, and
should be but a sorry companion for her.”

The Colonel looked at his son in much sur-
prise, but made no further comment. He saw
that something had happened to distress him,
but what that something might be he could not
venture the slightest surmise.

An hour after the above conversation, Des-
moro mounted his horse, and galloped out of
Rosenthal in thedirection of Paris, which reach-
ing, he stabled his steed, and then bent his steps
towards the Pont Neuf, the trysting-place ap-
pointed by Olympia.

Desmoro proceeded along with faltering limbs
and quivering pulses. He had a perfect loath.-
ing of the woman whom he was about to meet,
of her who had made to him such unfeminine
advances. He reflected on her with absolute
horror, remembering that she was the murder-
ess of her first husband, old Captain Volderbond.

Yet what was he to do, situated as he was ?
He was, unfortunately, entirely in her power.
Could she not, if she 8o pleased, proclaim his
name aloud, and publish to all around, that he
was an escaped convict, the notorious bushranger,
Red Hand ?

Oh, heaven! her breath had the power to
blight all his happiness, and ruin him for ever-
more.

Ho strode onwards and onwards, his heart and
brain racked with turbulent thoughts, his soul
full of sickening apprehensions.

At length he arrived at the bridge, and pro-
ceeded along It, his head bowed upon his breast,
his gaze upon the ground,

Presently he became aware of the presence of
some one close to his elbow, and turning, he re-
cognised the brilliant face of the Baroness Kiel-
mansegge, who instantly placed her arm in that
of her companion, who walked on in silence.

« You do not appear to rejoice at seeing me,
Desmoro Desmoro ?” she observed, after a pause,
and speaking in accents slightly sarcastic,

He was shivering; the light touch of her arm
thrilling him with terror and horror,

« You make me no answer, Desmoro,” she
went on,

« Hush! not that name, I beseech you,
madam,” he cried out, in affright,

Olympla laughed lightly.

« Ah, true; I forgol,” answered she, quite |

flippantly, « People do not know Red Hand
here, in Paris, eh ?”’

Desmoro writhed, but made no rejotnder.

« We lost sight of each other, most unfortun-
ately, many years ag0o—Just at a time when I
was more than anxious to retain you near me,”
she proceeded, delivering herself in broken sen-
tences,

Then there ensued an embarrassing pause.

« You were amazed 10 Bear from me, eh ?”
she abruptly asked.

« I waa,” he returned, very significantly,

“Of course you were; I expected that you |

would be s80.”
Pesmoro did not reply:

X sy

« I am wondering wherefore I find you here,
upwards of sixteen thousand miles away from
the place where I left you,” Ol{mpia oontinued,
in the same light, half-satirfoal manner as be-
fore,

« Yes, I can understand as much,” Desmoro
responded, reluctantly enough,

« And can you not comprehend something
else,” she added, significantly.

«1 do not understand you, madam,” was his
slow and uneasy rejoinder.

« No ?” exclaimed she. Do you really mean
to say that you did not conceive the drift of my
late communication to you ?”

This was an abrupt question, a question at
once indelicate, and also difficuilt for him to re-
ply to.

« Eh, Desmoro ?”’ queried Olympia, sinking
her voice, and looking up into his face, which
was almost as colorless as white marble.

He trembled all over, and, stopping suddenly,
dropped her arm, and stood still,

« Baroness Kielmansegge,” he began, in chok-
Ing tones, his lips curling proudly, his nostrils
expressing disdain, ¢remember this: if you
possess my secret, I likewlse possess yours !”

« Oh, indeed! You are monstrous bold, Des-
moro Desmoro !" sneered she.

« Nay, not bold, madam ; I am only standing
on the defensive.”

« On the defenslve !"” echoed she, contemptu-
ously. ¢ As If you could defend yourself against
me!”

Desmoro winced as he listened to her.

« Hearken to me !"” she continued, in the
same strain as before, ¢ I have been 80 weak
as to tell you that I entertain for you a most
potent feeling. I have no doubt that you con.
demn me, that you think my confession most
unfeminine and indelicate. But I care little for
that fact; I love you, Desmoro Desmoro, even
as I loved you in the years long gone by, and 1
will make you rich, richer far than youimagine,
if you will accept that which I now lay before
you—my heart.”

« Your heart, Olympia I” repeated he, with
some scorn. ¢ Does your breast hold such an
all-important organ as a heart ?”

« Does it contain life and throbbing pulses?
What an icicle are you?” .

He remained mute for awhile. He was
shocked at this wicked woman and all her
hideous ways, and yet he knew not how to an-
swer her according to her rich deserts.

«“ It 18 strange that we two should meet to-
gether here, i8 1t not 7"’ proceeded she.

“ Yes,” was his brief and cold reply.

“ But we were fated to meet again,” she went
on. ¢ Oh, Desmoro, do you not believe that we
were fated to meet again, and that we are again
to love one another ?”

« Baroness Kielmansegge !"” exclaimed he, re-
coiling from her as he would from some noisome
reptile.

Olympia opened wide her lustrous eyes, and
looked at him. Then she laughed flippantly,
yet with some bitterness as well, She had
made an unasked-for avowal of affection to a
man, and, beautiful as she was, he had rejected
her, and scorned her proffered love.

You cannot wonder, then, when I tell you that
she was filled with anger and hatred against
Desmoro. She felt humbled in her own esteem;
and what woman in Olympia’s peculiar position
would not have felt 80? But the Baroness was
not wholly conquered. She was notthe woman
to be subdued easily, because she had a perse-
vering spirit, a spirit lacking all goodness and
refinement.

« Beware |” warned she—‘ beware how you
answer me—how you scorn my devotion! I
love yon now with passionate fervor, but it is
quite in your power to turn that love to the bit.
terest hate!”

Desmoro heard these words with absolute ter-
ror. He knew Olympia of old, and he felt that
she would implicitly keep her word, when doing
so would assist her in carrying out any of her
schemes. She was standing before him in all
her radiant beauty, a creature dazzling to be-
hold, yet he beheld her with only feelings of
disgust and detestation,

Olympia was noting the expression of Des-
moro's features, noting it narrowly. She guessed
what wss passing in his mind, and she felt it
accordingly. But she would not allow herself to
be balked. She could not speak to him in
plainer terms than she had already done, 8he
had told him that she loved him, and in doing
that much, she had cast aside all the dignity of
her womanhood, all the modesty of her sex.

But what real dignity or modesty could
Olympia be expected to have? Had she not
been guilty of the darkest possible crime that
| man or woman can commit? But she bad no

qualms of any Kkind, for remorse had not yet
1 visited her stained and callous soul. .
' On this occasion, the Baroness Kielmansegge
was dressed in sweeping robes of black silk, and
. a vell partly concealed her lovely face, which
i wag covered with a dark, menacing frown.

" Finding he did not answer her threatening
' speech, she turned round abruptly, and seized
Desmoro’s arm,

'« ] claim your escort to my oarriage, which is
walting for me at a short distance from the
bridge,” she said, as she drew him along in the
direction of her vehiocle,

Desmoro suffered himself to be led, scarcely
heeding whither bis conductress was leading
| him, As he left the bridge, an equipage, con-

' talning a lady dashed by him. Desmoro in-

| stinetively raised his eyes to it, and met the

! astonished gase of Marguerite d’ Auvergne!

(To be continued.)
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TO OUR REJADERS.

M~ Several improvements will
be introduced in our next num-
ber, with which it is our intention
to commence some new features
that we have been in contempla~-
tion for some time past.

TRUE INDUSTRY.

By forming the habit of being decidedly iu-
dust-ious every day, many a man has acquired
a great reputatior, and done wonders. Many,
also, by not throwing away any of those od |
moments, those little vacancies which occurin
the dutie- of us all, haveacquired a knowledge
that has made them truly wise, and even done
things that have gained them celebrity. The poor
scholar, Erasmus, who was compelled from pov-
erty to solicit from thegreat, and who spent the
greater part of hislife in wandering from country
to country, chasing promises of ratronage,
which were held out only to deceive, conti-
nued, by an undeviating and vigilant improve-
ment of his time, to write more valuable books,
than many men, in like circumstances, would
have been able to read. Madame de Genlis,
who, as the companion of the Queen of France,
had to wait for her mistress every day just tif.
teen minutes before dinn r, saved that quarter
of an hour by writing, and a volume or two
was the rosult.  Why, then, chould any one,
under the impression that he s a genius, throw
away hist me inindolence ? To become traly
great, it is not enough that the mind is highly
gitted. 1t must be refi ied by education ; it
must be enlargened and quick.ned by study ;
it must acquire habits of attentive meditation,
which can alone give it the capability of think-
ing on any subject, or on any occasion, How, but
by dint of vast mental labor, can this advanc.
ing the facultics to their highest state be ef-
fected. And only by this course of training do
men become great in intellectual pursuits of
any kind.

The industrious man, who earn his subsis-
tenee in one way or another, is possessed of a
broad mind, and a nobl: disposition. Dissa-
tistied with the gifts of fortune, he seeks toac-
quire another and a better destiny, and he pur-
sues the things to which he aspires with per-
severance and adventurous courage through
difficulties and obstacles ; he is indebted for
the convenirnces of life neither to the labor
nor to the liberality of others ; he pilfers no
livelibood from the world ; hereaps no benefii
from the care and toil of his fellow-creatures.
No burden and no trouble to them, he sup-
ports himself by his own industry. The breai
he eats, he earns. Such a man is indu .trious
upon principles of conscience and honor ; and
in whatever condition of life he may be placed,
he is & bencfit to society.

It is, therefore, most unjust to look upon any
industrious set of men as an inferior class. Not.
withstanding, it istoo much the custom to do
so in this country, Take, for example, trades.
men and mechanics. There is nothing m :an
iuan useful occupation, no matter whether it
leads to civil honors or not. No matter whe-
ther a man is working at th: bar, or on the
bench, in the ssnate, or in the pulpit, in the
scienc-s, the arts, or in literalure, ina trade, or
in 8 mechanical pursuit, he isequally to be ad-
mired, though in a different degree, accor ling
to his vocation. It ig a fine sight to ses such
& man, with a proper pride and syirit of inde-
pendency, reposing in safety on his sagacily
1nd iatelligence, aware that he possesses in hig

early and late, living hard—working hard, and,
for a term of years, making great sacrifices of
his eace and comfor!, to realize in lator days

business & capital of which he cannot be de.
prived. It is afine sight 10 see such a man up
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the good results of his ingenuity, enterprise,
sobriety, and industry. From the tone of his
mind, the propriety of his habits, and th use.
fulness of his pursuits, h» is & man of merit,
and, consequently, a man to be respecied ; and
he will always be honore by every good judge
of humau nature, and of true worth,

Only idiots and mad people live in a state
of incessant listlessness, The man sound in
mind and body feels the necessity of act:on, and
obeys the call of nature. The mind of such a
person is never in a total cessation from
thought. Like a ship at sea, it is either steered
by the waves of fancy, or driven by the winds
of temptation ; but, as the mind, being natur-
ally weary of constraint, is not easily kept in
a constant attention to th> same thing, or in the
same train of thought, it i< only when by pain
and labor we pursue some object in a straight
and steady course, without wave -ing or flinch-
ing, that we duserve the reputation of being
industrious; for industry isa seriousand steady
application of the mind, combine | with a vi-
gorous and constant exercise of the active fa-
culties. By such painful labor, and such vi-
gorous industry, are we alone able to attain any
determinate end of great importance. The
achie ements that make men great were never
accomplished by a.y indiviiual who worked
loosely and slackly,

But, independently of the wealth, influence,
and grea'ness which industry gains for us, it
carrics along with it another great advaniage
—it is conduciv : to the preservation of healih.
All things in nature are pr.served in the.r na-
tive purity and perfection, in their sweetness,
and in their lustre, by motion ; but, when rest-
ing, they become corrupt.d or defiled. The air,
when i\ is fanned by breezes, is pure and whole-

some ; but, when inactive, it is thick and pu- }

trid. ~ Metals, when in use, are smooth and
sparkling ; but, when laid by they contract
rust. The soil, when tilled, yields corns ; but,
whe: fallow, it is overgrown wigh weeds and
thistles. Iu fact, everything in nature is pre-
served in its proper condition by constant agi-
tation. So the me ital and bodily facultics of
man, when in coustant exercise, are presecrved
and improved ; but when unemployed, they
become dull a:id heavy, as if they ha{ con.
tracted arust. By indu-try, alone, then,d . we
pr serve our healths, and perfect our natures.
Indolence dustroys ths health ot our bodies 1n
the same way as it impairs the vigor of our
minds.

- —— - —
WOMAN’'S GOLDEN AGE.

1t is generally supposed that the age when
steel clad gentlemen tilted with long §pars in
hionor of their dulcineas, wus the golden age
of ladies ; but, on looking closely into the
household annals of the days of chivalry, we dis-
couver that the ¢ queens of love and beauty” for
whom 0 many midriffs were transpierced and
heads cloven, worked rather harder than mo-
dern dom :stics. Now and then they sat in
statc in galleries hung with 'broidered tapestry,
and saw cavaliers wearing their scarfs and mit-
tens fight with other cavaliers who disputed
the potency of their charms ; but those grati-
fying spectacles were luxuries 100 expensive
aud dangerous to be common, and the ordin.
ary routine of a ¢ ladye's” life 1n the Chivalric
Era was at once mouotonous and labori,us,
The stately countess spun, and carded, and
wove, as industriously as any of her haadmaid.
ens ; served out bread to the poor on loaf
days,” at the castl: gate; shaped and helped
to make her husband’s and children's clothing
and her own (for in those days tailors and dress.
makers were few and far between) ; supervised
the larder and the dairy; carried the ponder-
ous keys of the establishment ; a.d, in sho.t,
played to perfection the caretul hous:wife in
the stronghold of her lord ; while he ro fe about
the country with curtal uxe at his sadd] . bow,
and a long ashen skewer at his stirrup leather,
in a chronic state of wolfishness, and ready to
do battle for any cause, or no cause at all,
with whomsoever it might, or might not con-
cern,

In this d-lightful molern era of fine lady-
ism, a fashionable woman has 1o cares or toils
worth naming. She does not perform half the
amount of useful labor in a year that a high
born dame of medieval times accomplisheq
every month of her life. I i-tead of bankg of
flax, she 8)ins gossiping yarus ; her carding iy
done with bits of painted pastebosrd ; ang jf
she weaves at all it is meshes for eligible young
men, on her own acco.int, if single — for the
benefit of he: daughters, if 8 matron. Bhe hag
no objection to the poor being fed from her
kitchen, perhaps, but, as to serving out bread to
them with her own delicate hands, after the
manner of the fair «bread dividers” of the
olden time; she couldn’c think of it. It her
husband should wait for even the lightest of
his garments until she found leisure to make
them, the chance. are that he would go shirt.
less to his dying day.

In point of fact, the aristocratic danies an
demoizelles of Eld were mere drudgrsand dow-
dies as compared w.th the female patri:ians
of this our day and geucration. Nay, even our
housemaids and cooks Lave more leisure and
take the world more casily than did the duch-
esses and countesses of the Iron Age. Modern
chivalcy accords to ladies all the privileges
they ought 10 desire, and such liberties #s the
“ tyrant sex” does not volun!ar.ly concede they

generally take the liberty to take. Never at |

any former period in the history of man was
he 50 ent:rely und:r the thumb of woman as
he is now.

-

NEWS CONDENSED.

Tak DoMINION—Judges Day, Gowan, and Po.
lette have been appointed to the Paclfic Rail-
road Commission.———1t i3 reported that the
Governor-General and Lady Dufferin will take
up their residence in Quebec until the opening
of the next session of Parliament.——-—-The
Prince Edward Island nominations take place
on the 10.h prox., and the polling on 17th,

UNITED STATES.—The Boston agencles of
four of the largest English Insurance Com.
panies are understood to have received orders
from the Home office to suspend taking Boston
risks for one month inorder to see what ac.
tion is taken there in regard to strengthening
the fire department. Secretary Richard-
son has directed a-thorough favestigation to be
made in every branch of the New York Cus-
tom House. Treasury officials whose duty it is
to compromise caszs, donot hesitate to say that
there has been a flagrant abuse of confidence,
and that parties who have been systematicaily
defrauding the Government have doue so with
the connivance of trusted employees iu tue
Custom House in New York. —Nineteen
Menonite families arrived in New York last
week. A colony of 5,000 souls will come out in
May, —A petition has been circulated in
New York for signers, among the brokers and
bankers, asking the President to put a stop to
the bull gold clique. A New York despatch
says that the new King of the Sandwhich Is.
lands favors the cession of Pearl Harbour to the
United States for a naval station, and waats to
establish a reciprocity treaty.

GREAT BRITAIN.—Leeds Town Hall has been
destroyed by fire.—AnImperialist fite was held
at Chislehurst by M Rouher and other prominent
members of the party on the 15th to celebrate
the late Em peror's jour de féte. Prince Louis Na-
poieon made u speech, in the course of which
be said: «Planting myself as an exile near the
tomb of the Emperor, I represent his teachings,
which may be summed up in the motto:
‘Govern for the people by the people.”” The
Prince was loudly cheered, and he meeting
was most enthusiastic. Mr., Gladstone has
been legally advised that his re-election to Par.
liament is not required by his assumption of
the Chancellorship of the Exchequer.—-Many
coal pits In Lelcestershire have been closed,
several thousand miners having struck in con.
sequence of dissatisfaction with the weighing
system. —The case against Austin Bidwell
and his companiouns, the Bank of England for.
gers, was formerly opened on the 18th inst.

FRANCE.—It is stated upon the highest au-
thority that Count de Chambord has announced
his resolution to accept the constitution for
France, prepared by the members of the Rignht
ofthe Assembly and himself, and will rule both
by the wlllof God and the good will of the peo.
ple. The proclamation of Monarchy will be made
in about six weeks. Victor Hugo recently
addressed an eloquent letter to the Duke de
Broglie, in which he urges the release of Henri
Rochefort on account of his literary eminence.
Tne Duke has replied, declining to enterfere
with the comse of justice, and remarking that
the intellectual ability of the offender only
serves to Increase his responslbilil,y.—'rweuty
Republican provinetal newspapers were sup-
pressed by the Government during the first half
of the month.

GERMANY.—There is no truth in
published lately in several Paris
Metz would be restored to France through the
influence of Russia.————The North German Gq.
2ette stigmatised as a disgusting invention the
report in the American papers of an interview
with Prince Bismarck, in which the Prince 18
made to say that he would extirpate the idea
of God and substitute that of the State. 1y de-
clares that Bismarck never used such language
or advocated suchsentiments, and believes the
falsehood originated in the machinations of the
Jesuits, Cholera is increasing in virulence
at various places in Germaay,
Frederick August Frederick Willlam of tiruns.
wick died last week at Geneva of apoplexy at
the age of 69 years.

AUSTRIA.—The distribution of prizes at the
Vienua Exhibition took place on the 18th iost.
and is reported as having been g very tame af.
fair,
Archduke Charles Louls made g congratulatory
address on the successful termination of the Ex-
position, after which a list of the successful com-
petitors for prizes was read.

RUSSIA.—The Imperial family of Russia will
assemble to formally receive and welcome the
Duke of Edinburgh, who goes to St. Petersburg
in December next. The marriage of the Duke
with the Grand Duchess Maria will take place
in the following month.

Sraix.—The Republicans have abandoned
all the fortified positions in Navarre excepting
only Pampeluna, Vittoria and Vergara. With

the report
Papers thut

[ Carlists. Don Carlos is at Alvana wit

‘borders is now rescinded.

Duke Charles ;

. Stoops to Conquer.”” — At Leeds, and at 089

| tlire exception of these eltles, the whole northe

m

of the
h very
rohing§
jew t0

part of the province 1s in full possession

few troops. Elio and Dorregary are ma
with 5,000 men toward Aragon, with a v it
raise that Province, and operate jolntly 'L“,
the movement in Catalonia and Navarre-. Ay
sagaray is operating in Guipuzcoa and B"{;ati
Berga has been captured by the Car anl-
with 1,500 prisoners much artillery and 'mmthﬁ
tion, It is officially stated at Madrid L0
the entire Carlist forces In Spain does no cos
ceed 2,600 infantry, 450 cavairy, and 17 p}:r a
of artillery.- —Cartagena is preparing 8g°
long struggle. All males above 18 years of de-
have been enrolled. The streets are almos ats
serted, and the shops are closed. The ‘"'“mgnar
are issuing paper money. They have m:}er-
liberated and armed 1,800 convicts. The 1800
man and British Consuls have left the P to
and all non combattants have been orde o
go. One thousand insurgent refugees mw
Valencia have landed on the coast of Alican’®
and are levying contributions on rich towns
—Eight hundred Galician Socialists ney
marching on Portugal, in which country "w
hope to find sympathisers with their mob!ﬂ
ment. The Cortes has approved the 18t
calling 80,000 reserves into active service 883
the Carlist and Republican insurgents. ol
desperate engagement has taken place bet™! nd
a force of Carlists, numbering 2,400 men, &
three columns of Spanish Republijcans.
battle was fought in the open country, be
the towns of Berga and Caseras, and resul 200
the defeat of the Republicans, with loss of
men and one gan—The Madrid Epoca alleges the
the French Government is secretly favoring
operations of the Carlists in order to strengt
the cause of Count de Chambord, The Spa2¥
Consuls in Frauce complain of the toleranc®
the French authorities on the frontiers tows ad
the Carlists, A despatch from Ca:list HO”
Quarters, says that the French Governmen he
taken an ig Watory step towards recognizing -
Carlists as belligerents having issved orders of
mitting the transit of arms and ammunitio? e
Wwar between the two Custom House lnes if 405,
S,uth of France. A decree, dated in March, 1 the
which prohibited such transportation on at
The Govern“”r
border authorities have been notified by c“"“:;e'
thus enabling the Carlists to dispense with
use of a steamer, and the risk of her caP"“""m,
CUBA.—Havana private advices say "b;ﬂn,
surgents are steadlly closing in on Puerto 16,
cipe. The city is crowded with penniless peoP )
and food supplies are selling at starvation ra at
Owing to the scarcity of meat the Governmeé
has ceased to furnish supplies, and,
SwEDEN.—Christianople, on Kalmar 80!
Sweden, has been entirely destroyed by fire:
SOUTH AMERICA.—The Government of B';er,
has determined to prosecute the Bishop of r-
nambuco, for refusing to obey its orders. gis-
ing a debate in the Lower House of the L® e
lative Assembly, upon the course of the B“’lthé
the President of the Council declared that it
Government would force him to comply “:18)’
its demands,———The insurgents of P“""“",
made an attack upon Asunclon, bat were
pulsed and driven off. Uaballero and a nUf T,
of other insurgent chiefs are reported to hthb
left the country,——-——The revolution 1“8_‘
Argentine Provinoe of Entre Rios continues: s
A treaty of peace between Parsg!
Brazll, and the Argentine Republic hes tHe
signed.——~A Limu, Pera letter states that s
commission which surveyed the Igthmus ‘O;Oy
canal route returned and reported the routé 'ma"
had surveyed impracticable, but favored pel-
surveyed by the Americans under Capte
fridge. Late advices from Lima, Pert, ftes
port that a serlous aceldent occurred 60 ™ pry
from that city. A body of earth esﬂm““dwn
ten million cuble yards fell from the mout’i
side into the valley, severely injuring & ““mw-,
of persons and damming up & river of 'Bht-
which had risen 109 feet above its usual he’gnld
Engineers were of opinion that the water W' to-
soon burst its barriers, when it would rusb B
wards Lima, sweeping everything before 1t -a/
submerging the lower portion of that city: or-
The towns of Petorla, Quillota, Liqua and LiT
nare, in Chili, have been greatly damaged
earthquakes,

e0n

The following is the latest dramatio 1“:::
ligence from England :—The Lyoeum Th“’pw
Loadon, closed on the 26th, It will Feof,
next season with Bulwer’s  Richelien.” prees
company has begun a provineial tour in 204
chester. — At the Princess's a piece ent! fof
“Mariée depuis MidL,” written expres“{w»
Mdlle. Judie, has been produced. — The
Mmarket company bave commenced their pee® .
Vincial tour at Liverpool where they have P4,
berforming ¢ Pygmalion and Galates, «Bhe
‘' School for Scandal,” «The Rivals,” and “% ¢

; the Manchester theatres,a new play by Mr.sw"’

: Of Lancashire Industry,” has been
only three thousand persons were present. . |

Taylor, entitled « Arkwright's Wife ; 8

P the
t deals with incidents in the history ©f

i Celebrated inventor.

n$
The season at the Drury Lane Theatre op:nd

;o0 the 20th of September with «Antony

Cleopatra” in an abridged form as & 877,
Spectacular play. The scenes will Mm!’;::r&-
Vlew of ancient Rome, with a oo’
Hon in honour of Antony and Octavid i an
haval battle of Actium between the ¢ Isisi
and Egyptian «galleys ; ” the Temple O po
80d u realization of the spectacle of Cle0

1n her barge.
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AN EMPTY CHAIR.

BY ASTLEY H, BALDWIN.

The hearth 1y lonely, and I sit and watch the
The ®mbers fall;
frelight on the curtains glows, and filckers
Th on the wall ; .
®0ld clock ticks, the grey cat purrs, yet what
& change is there !

I, as I sit and gaze upon—an empty
chair |

I tog)

Her Portrait hangs upon the wall, but in the
Window stands
OWering myrtle that each day she nursed
Hep 1. ¥ith.kindly hands;
T Kaltting, as she left it, les in her house-
Thg Wifely store ;
Reedles that her wrinkled hands shall ply,
alas! no more,

T nee ber now, with smooth, calm brow, with
banded silver halr,
¥ mother dear, of spirit sweet, who taught her

Wi child to bear .

th equal mind the thorns of life, or selze its
Wit Passing rose,

h ETratitude to Him from whom each earthly
blessing fiows.

Fan, full of years, In‘ripe old age, the last dread
Al l)h:lluunoms came;
88tngs on her holy life, and on her honor.
ey ed name.
Way her sorrowing daughter take from her
example strength
t life's battles to the end, and win her
Crown at lergth. ’

( L
Reﬂ“"ﬂd according te the Copyright Aot of 1868.]

PUBLICANS and SINNERS

A LIFE PICTURE.

BY MISS M. E. BRADDON,

A“M'Qf “ Lady Audley's Secret,” “ To The
Bitter End) « The Outcasts,” &e., &c.

——

BOOX I.

CHAPTER 1V,

e
° WOBLD’ HOW APT THE POOR ARE TO BE
PROUD I”

&:;‘:““! thought much of his friend after that
h‘q . Confession at the Cosmopolitan. Geoffrey
Pagg] J06d none the less woll because of his
o, He Lad eaten oysters, and bisque
n P, and steweq calves’ head, with truffles, and
ha P, and wild duck, with the appetite that
hag been educated on the shores of the Paclfic;
ang drunk Chateau d’Yquem and Chambertin,
Mgy, oU0d up with curagos, and had waxed
~] Ty %0 riotousness as-the evening grew late,
Tevgl1U8 taking but a moderate share in the
a nel’ Yet enjoying it. Was it not a glimpse of
su,:w lite, afier the Shadrack-road where plea-
Thhad & unlversal flavor of gin-and-water?
&” Parted after midnight with warm pro-
oty Lons of friendship. They were to see each
I :ﬁ' 8gain, Geoffrey was to look his friend up
mene sh&dmck district as soon as his engage-
Woyyq Permitled. But wherever she went, he
ting, 4 follow her, were it to that possible con-
At or archipelago at the southern pole,
Sparg ~ 2ClU8 went back to the region of many
Bven" 3ud much rigging, and solaced his lonely
o, U8 with the works of Spohr und Viottl,
tl‘gvn" and Baillot, and pondered long and
whl:‘: Upon that wondrous mystery of love
they o, S0Uld befool even so healtby a nature as
tl'gy of h°nest, open-hearted, plain-spoken Geof-
he nfi . Love allied with music! « Yes,”
hopgY8bt, as he sighed over the long.drawn
VMM: Of an adagio, *that is the fatal witch-

Wing B came February, season of sleet and east
Ing k:' the month in which winter—after seem-
lam"‘“"da the end of January to have grown
Of o0 304 temperate, with even falot whispers
’elap:m‘ 8pring—generally undergoes a serious
“&rkne' and plunges anew into hyperborean
the fog, tempest, snow. Lucius had passed
sl bouse in Bhadrack-road almost every
b 808 November (even when it lay out of
o3t he contrived to walk that Way), but
g, 288 no more sign of human life about that
Not, o, D&nsion than if it had been in Chancery ;
& bay, e? the old woman in a bonnet—not even
Ty, Parow dellvering the staffof life—not
ulleq 28 @ Postmar, He might almost have
“be;fd bimseif into the belief that the Whole
m.n\etnce Of that November evening—the old
loyg %he Pale poetic-looking giri—the marvel-
m"ken lection “of art treasures seen by the
Ty, & light of g single candie—were the
"kln.han"‘“magorh of an overworked brain, u
°Ne,w r:i;“m, the inchoate vislon of a dis-
cy.

"‘"03 Wen twice every Sunday to a churchthat
Oneq r;n Way between his own house and the
.h“b q,:‘l Mansion; a new church of the toy.
Vingg othlc order, with open seats, a painted
M"’? of’ Other windows which awaited the
*he congregation to be also painted, and
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a very young incumbent of the advanced type,
deeply read in the lives of the salnts, and given
to early services. This temple was 50 small that
Luctus fancied he could scarcely have fuiled to
see Mlss Sivewrisht were she a worshlpper
there. Sunday after Sunday, during the hymns,
ancient and modern, he looked with curious
anxious gaze round the fane, hoping to see that
one interesting fuce among the crowd of unin-
teresting faces. Four out of five of the congre-
gation were women, but Lucille Sivewright was
not one of them. He began to resign himself
to the dreary truth that they two were doomed
never to meet again,

Hope, in its last agony, was suddenly recalled
to new life. He came home from his daily drud-
gery one evening, thoroughly tired, even a little
disheartened; ‘discouraged,” as the American
lady described herself, when she confessed to
poisoning eight of her relations, simply because
she began to regard them somewhat in the
light of encumbrances. On this particular even.
ing the star of sclence--that grand and ever-
sustalning idea that he was to sow the séed of
some new truth in the broad field of scientifie

“I FEEL IT, AS I SIT AND GAzE.}

progress—waxed paler than usual, and Lucius
also was discouraged. He came home bodily
and mentally tired. He bad been tramping to
and fro all day under & drizzling rain, and a
leaden atmosphere laden with London smoke,

Even at home, or in that shabby ill-built
domiclile which he called home, sorry comfort
awaited him. His anclent serving.woman, Mrs,
Babb, had let the parlor fire go out. The kettle,
which, singing on the hob above a cheerful
blaze, seemed aIMOSt a sentient th'ng, now
leaned on one side disconsolately against a
craggy heap of black coal, like a vessel aground
upon a coral reef. 'J'pe tray of tea things—the
neat white cloth, indicative of chop or steak—
adorned not his small round table,  Mrs. Babb,
absorbed in the feminine delights of a weekly
cleaning, bad suffered herself to become uncon-
sclous of the lapse of time,

He gave the loose, ll-hung bell-wire an angry
jerk, flung himself into his accustomed arm.
chalr, and stretched out his hand haphazard in
search of a book. Plato, Montaigne, Sterne, any
philosopher who should teach him how to bear
the petty stings of the scorpion—daily life.

But before his dand touched the volumes, its
motion was arrested. He bebeld something
more interesting thau Plato, since in all proba-
bility it concerned himsell, namely, g Jetter, at
a corner of the mantelplece, Just on g level with
his eye. Egotism triumphed over philosophy.
The letter, were it even a bill, was more vital
to him for the moment than all the wisgdom of

Bocrates.

He snatched the envelope, whichk was direct.
ed in a rugged uncom promising caligraphy, and
strange to him. He tore it open eagerly, and
lovked at the signature, « Homer Sivewright.”

 Dear Sir,—When you obliged me with your
assistunce the other day, I believe I made some
profane remark about your profession, which
you took in good part. Oue forgives such gibes
from a testy old man. You told me that when
I found myselfill, my thoughts would paturally
tend towards Savile.-row. There you were wrong.
I do tind something out of gear in my internal
machinery—possibly liver—or perhaps general
break-up. But instead of thinking of the high-
flyers of the West-end, with their big fees and
pom pous pretensions, I think of you, .

“I told you the other night that I liked your
face, This is not all. My housekeeper, who has
kindred in this district, informs me that you
have worked some marvellous cure upon her
husband’s brother’s second cousin's wife’s sister.
The relationship is remote, but the rumor of
your skill has reached my servant. Will you
come thls way at your convenience ? Don't
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come out Oof your way on purpose 10 sée me.
My means, as I informed you, and as you might
see for yourself in all my surroundings, are
scanty, and I can afford to pay very little more
than the poorest among your patients. I state
the case thus plainly that there may be no future
disagreement.—Truly yours,
« HOMER SIVEWRIGHT.”

«1s the old man a miseror an enthusiast, who
has sacrificed himself and his granddaughter to
his love of art? Equally hard upoa the grand-
dau-bter in either case,” reflected Lucius, try-
ing to contemplate the business in the chilly
light of common sense, Wondering at and half-
ashamed of the sudden delight which had moved
him when he found that Mr. S8ivewright's letter
was nothing less than a passport to Lucille Sive-

ight’s home.
wr“g.l’ll g0 th: instant I've dined,” ne gajd to
himself, giving another tug at the loose bell.wire.
«Yet who knows whether the old chur] will let
me see his interesting granddaughter? Perhaps
he’ll put me on a strictly professional footing;
have me shown up to bisden by that old woman,
and shown down again without so much as a
glimpse of Lucille's pensive face. Yet he can
hardly pay me badly and treat me badly too.
I'll ask permission to attend bim as g friend,
and then perhaps he'll melt a little, and admit
me to his hearth, I liked the 100k of that old
wainscoted room, with its bare floor and clean.
swept hearth, and handful of bright fire, It

Mrs. Babb came cluttering in with the tea-
things and chop all together, profuse in apologies
for having forgotten to wind up the kitchen
clock, and thus become oblivioas as to time.

“On a clear day I can see the clock at the
public round the corner by stretching my head
out of the back-sitic window,” she sald; « but
being thick to-day I couldn’t, and I must have
been an hour behind ever since dinner. And the
fire gone out too!”

The fire was quickly lighted; the kettle car.
rled off to boll down-stairs; but Luclus di in't
walt for his tea. That gentle decoction, which
was, in a general way, the very support of his
life, to-night was almost indifferent to him. He
ate his chop, ran up to his narrow dressing—
room, where the weekly oleansing prooess had
left a healthy odour of mottled soap and a re«
freshing dampness, washed away the smoke
and grime of the day with much cold water,
changed all his garments lest he should carry
the talnt of fever.dens whither he was golog,
and went forth fresh as the sun himself when
he goeth forth as a bridegroom to run his race.

“Am I as great a fool as dear old Geoffrey '
he asked himself during that rapid walk, « No;
at least I know something of my goddess, I
could read the story of her patient. self.sacri-

ficipg lfe even in that one hour, Besides, I am
by no means in love with her. Iam only in.
terested.”

1t was a new feeling for bim to approach the
gate with the certainty of admission. He tugged
resolutely at the iron ring, and heard the rusty
wires creak their objection to such disturbance,
Then came a shuffiing slipshod 8tep across the
barren forecourt, which, with different tenants,
might have been a garden. This footstep an-
nounced the old woman in the bonnet, who
scemed to him the twia sister of his own house-
keeper, so closely do old women in that sphere
of life resemble each other—like babies., She:
mumbled something, and admitted bim to the
sacred precincts, The same half.light glimmer-
ed in the hall; the whole treasury of art WIrap-
ped in shadow. Thesame brighter glow stream-
ed from the panelied parlour ag the old woman.
opened the door and announced ¢ Dr. Davory.”
Homer8ivewright was sitting in his bigh.backed

‘armchair by the hearth, getting all the heat he

could out of the couniracted fire,
daughter sat opposite bhim, knitting with four
needles, which flashed like electric wires under
the guidance of the soft white hands. The tea-
tray—with its quaint old teapot in buff and black
Wedgewood—adorned the table,

“I thought you'd come,” gaid the old man,
“though my letter was not very inviting, if you
cultivate wealthy patients,”

taking the chafr

1 do not,” answered Lucius,

indicated to him, after recelving a stately for.
elgn curtsey from Miss Sivewright, an un-
familiar recognition which seemed to place him
at an ineffable distance, «I was very glad to
get your note, and 1o respond to 1t promptly, I
shall be still more glad if you will place my
medical services upon a friendly footing, At
your age a man requires the constant attend.
ance of a doctor who knows his constitution..
There may be very liitle treatment wanted,
only the supervision of an experienced eye..
Let me be your friend as well as your medical:
adviser, and drop in whenever I am waunted,.
without question of payment.”

The old man shot a keen glance from hiscold
Rray eyes, eyes which looked as if they had been
in the habit of prylng into men's thoughis,
“Why should you be so generous ?” he asked ;
“I have no claim upon you, not even that hollow
pretence which the world calls friendship. You
have nothing to gain.from me, My will, dis.
posing of my collection—which is all I bhave to
bequeath—was made ten years ago, Aund noth.
ing wonld ever tempt me to alter it by so much
as a ten-pound legacy. You see there's nothing
to be gained by showing me kindness.”

“ Grandfather !” remonstrated the girl, in her
low serious volce.

“I am sorry you should impute to me any
such sordid motive,” sald Lucius quietly. «
reason for offering my services gratis is plain
and above board. There is no fireside at this end
of tha town at which I care to sit, no society
congenial to me. I spend all my evenings alone,
generally in hard study, sometimes with the
books I love, or with my violln for my com.
panion. This kind of life suits me well enough
on the whole. Yet there are intervals of de.
pression in which I feel its exceeding loneliness.
No man is all-sufficient to himself. Give me
the privilege of spending an evening here now
and then—I will not wear out my welcome—.
and let me watch your case as a labor of love.
You say that the recompense you can offer me
will be small. Better for both Yyour dignity and
mine that there should be none at all,”

“ You speak fair,” answered Sivewright, « but
that's a common qualitication. I have agrand.
daughter theie whom you imagine to be my
heiress. If she is, she is heiress only to my ocol«
lection; and even my judgment may be mistaken
as to the value of that. In any case, consider
ber disposed of—put her out of the question.”

‘“Grandfather !” remonstrated the girl again,
this time blushing indignantly,

¢ Better to speak plainly, Lucille.”

¢« 8ince you cannot see me in any character
except that of a fortune-hunter, sir,” sald Lu.
clus, rising, «we had better put an end to the
discussion. There are plenty of medical men in
this neighborhood; you can find an adviser
among them. I wish you good-evening.”

“Stop,"” exclaimed Slvewright, as the surgeon
walked straight to the door, wounded inexpres.
sibly, «I didn’t mean to offend you, But you -
offered me your friendship, and it was best you

His grand.

seemed to me the poetry of poverty.”

should know upon what footing 1 ocould aceept
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the offer. You now know that I have no money
to leave any one—don’t suppose me a miser
because I live poorly; that’s a common error—
and that my granddaughter is disposed of. Know-
ing this, do you still offer me your professional
services for nothing, do you still wish for a place
beside my hearth ?”

« 1 do,” said the young man eagerly, and with
one swift involuntary glance at Lucille, whosat
motionless except for the dexterous hands that
plied those shining wires. He thought of the
humiliation of Hercules, and how well it would
have pleased him to sit at her feet and hold the
worsted that she wound.

«Ho be it then; you are henceforth free of this
house. My door, which so seldom opens to a
stranger, shall offer no barrier to you. If you
discover circumstances in our lives that puzzle
you, do not trouble yourself to wonder about
them. You will know all in good time. Be a
brother to Lucille.,” She held out her hand to
the visitor frankly at these words. He took it
far more shyly than it was given. “ And be a
son,” with a long regretful sigh, «if you can, to
me. 1 told you the other day that I liked your
voice, that I liked your face; I will go farther
to-night and say, I like you.”

«Thank you,” answered Lucius gravely, « that
s just what 1 want. I doubtif I have a near
relation in the world, and 1 know but one man
whom I count my friend. Friendship withme,
therefore, means something very real. It is not
a hackneyed sentiment, worn threadbare by
long use. But now that we have arranged things
pleasantly, let us have our medical inspection.”

« Not to-night,” said Mr. Sivewright. «Come
to me to-morrow, if you can spare me the time.
My symptoms are not of a pressing kind. Ionly
feel the wheels of life somewhat clogged, the

mainspring weaker than it used to be. Let us
give to.night to friendship.”
« Willingly,” answered Iucius. ¢I will be

with you at ten o'clock to-morrow morning.”

He drew his chair nearer to the hearth, feel-
ing that he was now really admitted to the
charmed eircle. To most young men it would
have been far from an attractive house; for him
{t possessed an almost mysterious fascination,
Indeed, it was perhaps the element of mystery
which made Lucllle 8ivewright so interesting in -
his eyes. He had seen plenty of women who
were as pretty—some far more beautiful—but
not one who had ever filled his thoughts as she
did.

« Pour out the tea, Luce,” said Mr. Sive-
wright, and that fragrant beverage was dispens-
ed by Lucllle’s white hands. It was one of the
few detalls of housekeeping in which the old
man permitted extravagance. The tea was of
the choicest, brewed without stint, and the small
antique silver jug, adorned with elaborate re.

poussé work, contained cream. Lucius thought
he had never tusted anything so exquisite. They
sat round the fire, and the old man talked well
and freely—talked of the struggles of his youth,
his art-worship, those wonderful strokes of for-
tune to which the dealer in bric-d-brac is ever
liable—talked of everytbing connected with his
career, except his domestic life. On that one
subject he w.s dumb,

Lucius thought of the castaway, the son who
was of no more account to his father than one
of the wooden images in the crowded storehouse
across the hall. What had been his crime?
Perhaps never to have been loved at all. This
old man's nature seemed of a hard-grained
wocd, which could scarcely put forth tender
shoots and blossoms of affestion—a man who
would consider his son his natural enemy.

«You spoke of your violin some time ago,”
Lucille said, by and by, in a patise of the con.
versation. Mr. Sivewright having talked about
himself to his heart's content, leaned back in
his chair and contemplated the fire, ¢ Do you
really play? I am so fond of the violin.”

« Are you, indeed 7" crled Lucius, enraptured.
« I'Il bring it some night, and—"

«Don't,” ejaculated the old man decisively.
«I am something of Chesterfield's opinion, that
fiddling is beneath a gentleman. If I hear you
scraping catgut, I shall lose all confidence in
your medicines.”

«Then you shall not hear me,” said Lucius,
with perfect gopod humor; he was determined
to make friends with this grim old bric-d-brac
dealer if he could, just as one resolves to over.
come the prejudices of an unfriendly dog, be-
Heving that beneath his superficial savagery
there must be a substratum of nobility. «1I
only thought a little quiet music might amuse
Miss Sivewright, since she says she is fond of
the violin.”

«She doesn’t know what she Is fond of.” re-
plied Siveright testily; «she is full of fancies
and whims, and likes everything that I abhor.
There, no tears, child,” as those dark gentle
eyes filled; #“you know 1 hate those most of
all”

Lucius came to the rescue, and began to talk
with renewed vivaeity, thus covering Lucille's
confusion, He spoke of himself, giving all
those details of his childhood and youth, the
knowledge of which between new acquaintances
at once cstablishes the familiarity that is half-
way towards friendsbip.

He lett early, feurful of outstaying his wel-
come; left with a sense of perfect content in
this quiet domestic evening, although the old
man had certainly not gone out of his way to
coneiliate his visitor. ILucille had talked very
little, but even her silence had been interesting
to Luecius, It seemed to him the indication,
not of dullness, but of a gentle melancholy; a
mind overshadowed by some olden sorrow, and
perhaps depressed by the lonely life of that
grim old mansion. He was not satisfied with
& continental curtsey at parting, but ofiered her |

his hand, which she took as frankly as if she
had fully accepted him in the character of an
adopted brother.

CHAPTER V.
I HAD A SON, NOW OUTLAW’D FROM MY BLOOD.”

Ten o'clock the next morning beheld Lucius
again at the tall gate. He was admitted with-
out question, and the open door of the parlor
showed him Lucille—in a gay stufl gown, a
large linen apron, and a white muslin cap, like
a French grisette’s—rubbing the oaken wains-
cot with a beeswaxed cloth; while a small tub
of water on the table, and some china cups and
saucers set out to drain, showed that she had
been washing the breakfast things. This ecir-
cumstance explained the spotless neatness of
all he had seen—the shining wainscot, the ab-
sence of a grain of dust upon any object in the
roomn. She came out to wish him good-morn-
ing, no wise abasbed.

«1 daresay your English young ladies would
think this very shocking,” she said. «I ought
to be practising Czerny’s Erercices de Facilité,
ought I not, at this time in the morning?”

«Qur English girls are very stupid when they
devote all their time to Czerny,” he answered,
“to the utter disregard of their domestic sur-
roundings. I'm not going to talk that hack-
neyed trash which Cobbett brought into fashion,
about preferri:g the art of making puddings to
music and literature ; but I think it simply na-
tural to a woman of refinement to superintend
the arrangements of her home—yes, and to use
brooms and dusters rather than allow resting-
place for so much as a drachm of flue or dust.
But you talk of our English ladies as a race
apart. Are you not English, Miss 8ivewright ?”

«“Only on my father’s side, and his mother
was a Spanish-American. My mother,” (with a
sigh), “ was a Frenchwoman.”

“ Ah,” thought Lucius, it is in such mixed
races ones finds beauty and genius.”

How pretty she looked in her little muslin
cap, adorning but not concealing the rich dark
hair! the neutral-tinted gown, with its antique
simplicity !

s Talking of music,” he said, ¢have you no
piano ?”

¢ No, I am sorry to say.
a prejudice against music.”

#Indeed! There are few who care to confess
such a singular prejudice.”

«Perhaps. It i8 because”—falteringly and
trifling nervously with the linen band of her
apron—¢ because & person with whom he quar-
relled long ago was fond of music.”

« A somewhat unreasonable reason. And you
are thus deprived ofeven such companionship
as you mightfind in a piano. That seems hard.”

« Pray do not blame my grandfather; he is
very good to me. I have an old guitar—my
mother’s—with which I amuse myself some-
times in my own room, where bhe can't hear
me. 8Shall I show you the way to my grand-
father’s bedroom? He seldom comes down-
stairs till after twelve o’clock.”

Lucius followed her up the broad oak stair-
case, which at each spacious landing was en-
cumbered with specimens of those ponderous
Flemish cabinets and buffets, which would
seem to have sprung into being spontaneous
and plentiful as the toadstool race from the fer-
tile soil of the Low Countries. Then along a
dusky corridor, where ancient tapestry and
dingy plctures covered the walls, to a door at
the extreme e¢nd, which she opened.

«This is grandpapa’s room,” she said, npon
the threshold, and there left him.

He knocked at the half-open door, not caring
to enter the lion's den unauthorized. A stern
voice bade him ¢« Come in.”

The room was large and lofty, but so crowded
with the same species of lnmber as that which
he had seen below that there was little more
than a passage or stralt, whereby he could ap-
proach his patient, Here, too, were cabinets of
ebony inlaid with pietra dura; in one corner
stood an Egyptian mummy-—perchance a de-
parted Pharaoh, whose gulit-burdened soul had
shivered at the bar of Osiris six thousand years
ago; while on the wall above him hung a grim
picture—of the early German school—repre-
senting the flaying of a saint and martyr,
hideously faithful to anatomy. The opposite
wall was entirely covered by moth-caten tapes-
try, upon which the fair fingers of mediwval
chitelaines had depicted the Dance of Death,
the figureslife-size, and elaborate care bestowed
upon the representation of the devil.  Gazing
with wondering eyes round the room, Lucius
beheld elaborately-carved arm-chairs in Bom-
bay black wood, peacock mosquito-fans, sandal-
wood caskets, poonah work, and ivory chess-
men; lampsthathad lighted Roman catacombs
or burned on Pagan altars; Highland quaichs
from which Charles Edward had drunk the na-
tive usquebaugh; a Greek shield, of the time
of Alexander, shaped like the back of a tortojse ;
a Chinese idol; a South Sea islander's cance, A
hundred memories of lands remote, of ages lost
in the mists of time, were suggested by this
heterogeneous mass of property, Which to the
inexperienced eye of Lucius scemed more inter-
esting than valuable.

The old man’s bed stood in & COrDer near the
fireplace—a small four-poster; With clumgjly.
carved columns, somewhat Iesembling tnat
bedstead which the student of history gazes
upon with awe in Mary Stuart’s bedchamper »¢
Holyrood, thinking how often that fair heaq
must have lain itself down upon it, weary of
cark and care, and crown and royal robes, ang
false friends and falser lovers—a shabby antigue
bedstead, with ragged hangings of faded red s,

There was a fire in the grate, Pit hed like the

My grandfather has

grate below; a three-cornered chair of massive
earved ebony, covered with stamped and gilded
leather, stood beside it. Here sat the master of
these various treasures, his long gray hair crown-
ed with a black-velvet nightcap ; his gaunt figure
wrapped in a ragged damask dressing-gown,
edged with well-worn fur; a garment which may
have been coeval with the bedstead.

“ Good-morning,” said Mr. Sivewright, look-
ing up from his newspaper. ¢« You look sur-
prised at the furniture of my bedroom ; not
room enough to swing a cat, is there ? But you
see 1 don’t want to swing cats. When I get a
bargain I bring it in here, and have it about me
till I get tired of looking at it, and then Nathan
aind I carry it down-stairs to the general collec-
tion.”

« Nathan ?”

¢Yes, Nathan Wincher, my old Jack-of-all-
trades ; you haven’t seen him yet ? He burrows
somewhere in the back premises—sleeps in the
coal-cellar, I believe—and is about as fond of
daylight and fresh air as a mole. A faithful fel-
low enough. When he had a religion he was a
Jew, as you may have guessed by his name. But
he has given up all the outward observances of
his faith a good many years, finding they stood
in the way of business. He was my clerk and
general assistant in Bond-street; here he amuses
himself pottering about among my purchases ;
catalogues them after his own fashion, and could
glve a better statement of my affairs than any
city accountant.”

«“ A valuable servant,” sald Lucius.

“Do you think s0? I haven’t paid him any-
thing for the last seven years. He stays with
me, partly because he likes me in his slavish
canine way, partly because he has nowhere else
to go. His wife keeps my house, and takes care
of Lucille. And now for our consultation; the
pain in my side has been a trifie worse this
morning.”

Lucius began his Interrogatory. Gently, and
with that friendly “persuasiveness which had
made him beloved by his parish patients, he
drew from the old man a full confession of his
symptoms. The case wasgrave., An existence
joyless, hard, laborious, monotonous to weari-
ness, will sometimes exhaust the forces of the
body, sap the vital power, as entirely as the
wear and tear of riotous living. High pressure
has pretty much the same effect, let the motive
power be love of gaiu or love of pleasure. In
a word, Homer Sivewright bad worn himself
out. There was chronic disease of long stand-
ing; there was general derangement which must
end fatally sooner or later. He was over sixty
years of age. He might die within the year; he
might live two, three, four, tive years longer.

“You have not spared yourself, I fear,” said
Lucius, as he put hisstethoscope into his pocket.

«“Noj; I have always had one great object in
lir;ar." A man who has that rarely spares him-
self.

“Yet & man who wears himself out before his
time by reckless labor is hardly wiser than those
foolish virgins who left their lamps without
oil.”

«Perhaps. It is not always easy to be wise,
A man whose domestic life is a disappointment
is apt to concentrate his labor and his thoughts
upon some object outside his home. My youth
was a hard one from necessity, my middle age
was hard from habit. I had not acquired the
habit of luxury. My trade grew daily more in-
teresting to me, ten times more so than any-
thing the world oalls pleasure. I spent my
days in sale-rooms, or wandering in those strange
nooks and corners to which art treasures some-
times drift—the mere jetsam and flotsam of
life’s troubled sea, the unconsidered spofl of
ruined homes. My nights were devoted to ac-
counts. I had no desire for any other form of
life. If I could have afforded all the comforts
and pleasures of modern civilisation—which of
course I could not—my choice would have kept
me exactly where I was.”

«In future,” said Luclus in his cheery tone—
he never discouraged a patient—« it will be well
for you to live more luxuriously, Stint your-
self in nothing, and let the money you have
hitherto spent in adding to your collection be
henceforth devoted to good old port and a liberal
dietary.”

“ I have spent nothing lately,” said Sivewright
sharply ; « I have had nothing to spend.”

«I don’t want to doubt your word,” replied
Lucius, “but I tell you frankly you must live
better than you have done, if you wish to live
much longer.”

“I do,” cried the old man with sudden energy ;
«“I have prayed for long life—I Wwho pray so
little. Yes, I have sent up that one supplica.
tion to the blind blank sky. I want to live for
long years to come. If I had been born three
hundred years ago, I should have sought for the
sublime secret—the elixir of life. But I live in
an age when men belleve in nothing,” with a
profound sigh.

*#Say rather in an uge when men reserve
their faith for the God who made them, instead
of exhausting their powers of belief upon cru.

cibles and alembics,” answered Lucius in his’

most practical tone.

Then followed his régime, simple and saga-
cious, but to be followed strictly.

«I should like to say a few words to your
granddaughter,” he said; ¢«so much in these
cases depends upon good nursing.”

¢#Say what you please,” replicd Mr. Sive.
wright, ringing his bell, «but let it be said in
my hearing. I don’t relish the notion of being
treated like & child ; of having powders givenme
unawares in jam, or senna in my tea.

If you':

have a sentence of death to pronounce, pro-

nounce it fearlessly. I am stoic enough to hear
my death.warrant unmoved.”

" schoolfellows whom I loved, and

-

«1shall make no such demand upor ’°:;
stoicism. The duration of your life will del:;_s "
very much on your own prudence. Of GOV
at sixty the avenue at the end of which 8 mnut
sees his grave is not an endless perspective. o
you have a comfortable time before you yko
Mr. Stvewright, if you will live wisely and m#
the most of it."” t0

Lucille came in response to the bell, and d
her Lucius repeated his directions as to diet ar
general treatment. ith

«T am not going to dose your grandfather w
drugs,” he said; “a mild tonic, to 1)1'0'-!10m ”:
petite, 1s all I shall glve him. He com!ﬂ‘}:‘
of sleeplessness, a natural effect of think! ne
much, and monotonously brooding on some?
theme, and that not a pleasant one.” y

The old man looked at him sharply, angril
even. d;

«] don't want any fortune telling,” he ”lm;
«stick to your text. You profess to cure
body, and not the mind.” the

« Unless the mind will consent to assist
cure, my art is hopeless,” answered Lucius. (hat

He finished his advice, dwelling much on od
essential point, a generous diet. The gir] 100K
at her grandfather doubtfully, He seem
answer the look. dy

«The money must be found, child,” he sal
in a fretful tone, «if I part with the gems of BJ
collection. After all life is the great necessity?
all ends with that.” .

“You will find your spare cash better ben
stowed upon your own requirements than ?r
Egyptian mummies,” said Lucius, with 8 d
paraging glance at the defunct Pharaoh. his

Mr. Sivewright promised to be guided by
counsel, and civilly dismissed him. d

«Come to me as often as you like,” he “lm'
«since you come as a friend ; and let it be
the evening if that is pleasantest to you. I ’"1:;
pose there will be no necessity for any mow
serious examinations like this morning’s,” W1 of
a faint smile, and a disagreeable recollectio?
the stethoscope, which instrument seem!
him as much an emblem of death as the §
and crossbones on an old-fashioned tom T

Luctus and Lucille went down-stairs togethe?
and he lingered a little in the oak-panneled Wy
lor, from which all tokens of her ho\lse"ueu
cares had now vanished, viole

sxull

A bunch of vio
and snowdrops in a tall Venetian beaker 8 "
in the centre of the table ; a few books, an °’;°
workbasket, indicated the damsel’s morn 5
occupation. She had taken off her linen 8Pro “'
but not the cap, which gave the faintest 8 -
of coquetry to her appearance, and which Let
cius thought the prettiest headgear he had e¥
seen. oy
They talked a little of the old man up-stsifs!
but the surgeon was careful not to alarm sd
Sivewright’s granddaughter. Alas, poor ¢ he;
coldly and grudgingly as he acknowledged
claim upon him, he was her only guardiabs
sole barrier between her and the still

world outside her gloomy home.

“You do not think him very 117" she asked )

anxiously.

«1 do not think there is any reason for Y"::z
be anxious. Careful I am sure you will be; has
care may do much to prolong his life. He
used himself hardly.” wHe

¢« Yes,” she answered 1n a mournful tone.
has had troubles, heavy troubles, and he b
upon them.”

« (‘hange of air and scene might be adv‘n"rn
geous, There is an oppressive atmosPhe”m,
such a bouse as this, In such a quarter
town.”

«] have sometimes found it so.” 1d-

«When the spring comes, say about the M52
dle of April, T should strongly recommen o
change for you both. To Hastings for instal!

The girl shook her head despondently. aob

«He would never consent to spend 50 I
money,” she said. ¢ We are very poor.” pis

« Yet, Mr. Sivewright can find money for
purchases.” me

«They cost 80 little ; a few shillings at 8 #7,
The things he buys are bargains, which be
covers in strange out-of-the-way places.”

«Is he often out of doors 7"

«Yes, and for long hours together, But !
he has been more fatigued after those
rambies than he used to be.” and

«He must abandon them altogether- *d
you have spent half your life alone in thi®
house ?”’ e

«Yes, I am accustomed to solitudc. g,
rather dull sometimes. But I have my 150
and the house to take care of, for old “op¢
Wiucher does very little, and some Pplé 18
memories of the past to amuse me whel
and think.”

«Ig your past a very bright one ?” n,,-o;

«Only the quiet life of a school in York®
where I was sent when 1 was very youbB! 10
where I stayed till I was seventeen. BU® 4d
life seemed bright to me, I had governesse’bull

green
and woods that I loved only less than th"’:‘,elc

This paved the way for farther conﬂd; of
She spoke of her youth, he of his; of his i
and mother, of his sister, the little one b pe
the family grave, not that other whose
knew not; his college days; things be pig
spoken of the night before. She stopped
in the middle. ot

«Tell me about America,” she said; "IIlove“
to know all about America. Some 0ne
very much went to America.” b“’

«1 ghould have hardly thought your l:f& L
been eventful enough for much love,” 8
cius somewhat coldly. ¢ sinc®

« T have not seen the person I speak O with @
I was seven years old,” she answereds

ately
1008
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“‘h. “r th
‘N'; we not
oo.,.?‘d Dot your grandfather authorise me to

der myself almoat your adopted brother ?”

ink I may trust you; we are friends,
7"

]
“;yThe Person I spoke of just now is one whose
%n&me is forbidden here, But that cruelty
ons Ot Make me forget him. It only strength-

Memory. He is my father.”

4
wh‘oy"“" father ? Yes, I understand; the son
ong ™ your grandfather cast off. But not with.
°‘llse, 1 suppose 7’

!

“Perbaps not,” answered Lucille, the dark
hru: eYes filling with tears that were quickly
y away. «He may have been to blame.
qum;‘r?“dfather has never told me why they
Wed. He has only told me in hard cruel
fore 8 that they learned to hate each other be-
€Y learned to forget each other. 1 was
my g, enough to know anything except that
dear ther wag always kind to me, and always
Wag 10 me, I did not see him very much. He
out a great, deal, out late at night, and I
fath, ORe with an old servant in my grand-
lve"® house in Bond-street, where we had
hot 1 CVer since J could remember. But I was
hing ™ there. We had a dark little parlor be-
ang . be shop, which went back a long way,
Bige o 28 CTowded like the room on the other
Iollgor the hall, The days used to seem very
Byy 204 dull so little sunshine, so little air.
for evﬂ’?thing grew bright when papa camein
ne our, and took me on his knee, and told
Yot ong wilq stories, German stories, I believe,
It bajr his own invention; stories of kelpies
Way Wleys and haunted castles, of a world that
ey, Pled with fairies, where every leaf and
Wity dower had its sprite. But I shall tire you
*udq Bll thig talk,” she said, checking herself
r::ly i “and perhaps your patients are wait-

“ you‘”
g :m“y ust wait a few minutes longer. Tire
mg' ¥ 1 am deeply interested in all you tell
'hiethy &0 on, Those were your happy hours

“H your father spent at home.”
2 “n‘l’l,)y beyond all measure. Sometimes, of
tme ter's evening—winter was the pleasantest
by ¢ R that dark litte parlor—he would sit idly
"0\11: fire in a great armchair ; sometimes he
by , (8K his violin from a shelfin the corner
I 011:. Shimney-plece, and play to me. I used
big eh;b upon his knee, and sit half buried in the
low., A while he played ; such sweet music,
1 h"nd Solemn, like the music of one’s dreams,
happ ® heard nothing like it since. Those were
"any bights when he stayed at home i1l I
lseq to » happy hours beside the fire. We
light, have no light in the room but the fire.
to) o 2d I fancied the shadowy corners were

“ of ra.lrleg_n
Vvurm;l you hear nothing of the quarrel between
Sven ather and your grandfather? Children,

“N 88ven years old, are quick to observe.”
hM"- If they quarrelled it was not in my
Trung Ug. My grandfather lived entirely in his
“"Mnrm' He seldom came into the parlor ex.
1 O his meals, or until late at night, when
hlg hol'mle to bed. I only know thatone morn-
Slatpy he'“ very il], and when he came down.
Tace of had an awful look in hfs face, like the
Oneg % man risen from the grave, and he beck-
Bong ‘Ine to him, and told me my father had
1t wee VY, for ever. I cannot tell you my grief,
to g almost desperate. I wanted to run away,
Teme OW my father. And one night, which I
n T, O 50 well, a wet winter night, I got
Winch Put on my clothes somehow, after Mrs.
Gary o D2d put me to bed, and crept down the
Age at thl'c&se, and opened the door in the pass-
"‘Od, a ¢ side of the shop, which was rarely
Yoo thgnd Went out into the wet streets. I can
Tepy tollmps reflected on the shining pave-
tolq this day, if I shut my eyes, and feel the

wp ot wind blowing upon my face.”

o ohild 17
1 'tn“’ I was a very miserable child that night,
hmy dered about for a long time, looking for
nn!m‘ °r in the crowd ; sometimes following
fng y that looked like his ever so far, only to
Shop, 2 followed a stranger. I remember the
Street, 2dOWs being shut one by one, and the
1 Erey,  oWiDg dark and empty, and how at last
ang begiﬂkhtened, and sat down on a doorstep
!tre“ 0 t0 cry. A policeman came across the
hy the"“d looked at me, and shook me ronghly
Wag qmarm' and then began to question me, I
Blyg,) “ts disheartened by this time, and had
hg,n m P all hope of finding my father; sol told
e b, x: Name and where I lived, and he took
Ang 4, % through a great many narrow streets
keq . MNguand windings, I must have walk-

the : long way, for I know I had crossed one of
:0 wi"“ over the river. Everybody had gone
" Bopg. . o2 the policeman knocked at the door
oug, yStreet, My flight had not been found
Y 8randfather came down to open the
S dressing-gown and slippers, He dldn't
e, he seemed too much surprised for
B he sgaw me wetand muddy and foot-
® gave the man money, and carried me
al Y little bedroom at the top of the house,
thg coq 8 fire with his own hands, and did
by Wkeq 10 make me warm and comfortable.
bem’ The Me why I had gone out, and I told
%, he 1.0 TOF the first time that I can remem-
R Tca s me in his arms and kissed me,
al Wag vCe, he said, ¢ poor little orphan girl I’
:c"d they ¥ kind to me for the next three days,
Yok me down to Yorkshire to the

stuyed nearly ten years.”
sad story,” said Lucius, deeply
‘?:}nd have you never been told your

« A’ 'hel’e a
}nht‘m:‘;"lge
e i
Brg 0Ly ¢
h::::dfath;a;
' “ M:ywh!ch
he "r“thh:

he went to America, and that my
88 never heard of him, from the
they parted until now.”

N0t have had some tidings, and kept
Tom yoy

«1 don't think he would tell me a direect false-
hood ; and he has most positively declared that
he has received no letter from my father, and
has heard nothing of him from any other source.
He is dead, no doubt. I cannot think that he
would quite forget the little girl who used to sit
upon his knee,”

“You believe him to have been a good father
then, in spite of your grandfather’s condemna-
tion of him.,”

«] believed that he loved me.”

««Have you 2o recollection of your mother?”

¢ No. She must have died when I was very
young. I haveseen her portrait. My grandfa.-
ther keeps it hidden away in his desk, with old
letters, and other relics of the past. I begged
him once to give it to me, but he refused. ¢ Bet-
ter forget that you ever had a father or a mo.
ther,” he sald, in his bitterest tone. ButI have
not forgotten my mother's face, and its sweet
thoughtful beauty.”

#] am ready to believe that she was beauti-
ful,” said Lucius, with a tender smile. Lucille’s
story had brought them ever so much nearer to-
gether. Now, indeed, he might allow himself
to be interested in her—might freely surrender
himself captive to the charm of her gentle
beauty—the magic of her sympathetic voice,
The little pathetic picture of a sorrowful child-
hood —& tender heart overflowing with love that
none cared to garner—that made him her slave
for ever. Wasthis love at first sight, that fool-
ish unreasoning passion, which in Geoffrey Hos-
sack he deemed akin to lunacy ? No, rather
an intuitive recognition of the one woman in all
the world created to be the sharer of his
brightest hopes, the object of his sweetest soli.
citude, the recompense and crown of his life. He
had totear himselfaway after only a few friend-
ly words, for the voice of duty in the tones of
his parish patients seemed tocall him from this
enchanted scene.

« T shall look in once or twice a week in the
evening,” he said, ¢ and keep a watchful eye
upon my patient. Good-bye.”

Towards the end of that week he spent an-
other evening in Cedar House, and in the fol-
lowing week two more evenings, and so on,
through windy March, and in the lengthening
days of April, until he looked back and wondered
how he had managed to live before his com-
mon-place existence had been brightened by
these glimpses of a fairer world. The old man
grew still more familiar—friendly even—and
allowed the two young people to talk at their
ease ; nor did he seem to have any objection to
their growing intimacy. As the days grew
longer, he suffered them to wander about the
old house in the spring twilight, and out into a
desert in the rear, which had once been a gar-
den, where there still remained an ancient ce-
dar, with skeleton limbs that took grim shapes
in the dusk. Not asecond Eden, by any means,
for it ended in a wharf, where grimy barges,
laden with rubble, or sand, or rags, or bones, or
coal, or old iron, lay lopsided in the inky mud,
waiting to be disburdened of their freight.

Yet to one at least these wanderings, these
lingering téte-da-téle by the wharf, lookingdown
dreamily at the Betsy Jane of Wapping, or the
Ann Smith of Bermondsey, were all sufficient
for happiness.

S8eeing the old man thus indulgent, Lucius as.
sured himself that he could have formed no other
views about his granddaughter; since, as Lucius
himself thought, it would naturally occur to
him that he, Lucius, must needs fall madly in
love with her. He felt all the more secure upon
this point since he had 80 long been a constant
visitor at Cedar House, and had met no one
there who could pretend to Miss Sivewright’s
favor. A snuffy old dealer had been once or
twice closeted with Mr. Sivewright, butthat was
all. And however base a tyrant he might be,
he could scarcely contemplate bestowing his
lovely grandchild upon an old man in a shabby
coat, who presented himself on the threshold of
the parlor with an abject air, and brought, some
object of art or virtu wrapped in & blue.cotton
handkerchief for the connoisseur’s inspeetion.

So the year grew older, and Lucius Davoren
looked out upon a new existence, cheered by
new hopes, and happy thoughts which went
with him through the long days of toil, and
whispered to his soul in the pauses of his stu-
dious nights.

Even the hideous memory of what went be.
fore his illness in America — that night in the
pine-forest, that winter dusk when the wicked
face looked in at his window, when the wolfish
eyes glared at him for the last time, save in his
dreams-—even that dread picture faded some-
Wwhat, and he could venture to think calmly ovoer
the details of that tragedy, and say to himself,
“The blood I shed yonder was justly shed.”

To be eontinued.

BOOKS,

—

Books are llke men; they have their excel-
lences and their defects. Books are but a reflec-
tion of men, as in aglass ; the authors paint their
own faces in them; and many of the best gu-
thors paint their beurts there too.  Books are
full of idiosyncrasies. ~Milton tries occastonaily
to be humorous, and amusingly fails in it; as
Hobbes does in poetry. Johnson is a gevere
moralist; and wWhen he attempts to be Jively,
becomes only ludicrous.  Goldsmith woulg be
philosophical, but is amusing, lively, and grace-
ful, in spite of himself.

Men have sympathies for books as they have
for each other. There are times and seasons at
which particular books are more welcome than

at others, In affiction we cling to the Book of
Books,—the Blble; or to Jeremy Taylor, or
John Howe, or Baxter, or to Tennyson’s ¢In
Memoriam,” or Young’s ¢ Night Thoughts,” or
Milton’s «Paradise Lost.” These books come
to us like an innumerable company of angels,
bearing consolation, and blessing, and joy on
their wings. In moments of gladness, there
are the fictions of Scott, the poetry of Shak-
8pere, the history of Macaulay. Would we read
for knowledge, there is the philosophy of Bacon,
and Mill, and Carlyle. There is no end of com-
panionship in books, no matter what the humor
in which a man may be; and to be read with
profit, the reader must adapt his time of read.
ing to the book., Lamb used to say, that before
reading Milton, one almost required to have a
solemn service played in his hearing. Southey
divided books into three classes:—One for the
table, a second for the fields, a third for the
coach; and he was never without one of these
for a companion, Johnson when at dinner,
usually had a book beside him, in a corner of
the tablecloth, Some books are best relished
by the fireside in winter, others in the fields in
summer. Books of voyages are for winter
nights, tor, as Southey says,—

“'Tis pleasant by the cheerful hearth to hear
Of tempests and the dangers of the deep,

And pause at times, and feel that we are safe';
And with an eager and suspended soul,

Woo terror to delight us,”

We often treat books as companions, and, in
course of time, regard them as old friends. We
invest the favorite book with a kind of person-
ality ; we rethember every leaf, and dog’s ear,
and pencil-mark. These are the features by
which we know our old friends. Again, how
often do you discern a man by the love that he
bears to a book ? How often do you discover an
aflinity with a person through the admiration
which he displays for the book which is your
own special favorite. The book at once forms
a bond of union for you, It is the same with
men. Two men often discern the affinity which
they bear to each other, by the admiration
which they display for a third. Have you not
often discovered this? There is an old proverb,
#“Love me, love my dog.”” We think there is
more wisdom in ¢Love me, love iny book.”
We can feel with you through the medium of a
book, and can yield a willing response to your
thoughts: we can love, rejoice, and sympathise
with you in the generous affections, the enlarg-
ed views, the thrilling poetry, the glorious
thoughts evoked by some favorite writer, We
live in him together, and he lives in us again.
The great writer, though dead, yet speaketh;
the immortal part of him lives among us yet.

Iook down the rows of books arranged on
your shelves; walk along and read the titles on
their backs. It is like a walk along a parterre
of beautiful flowers; you can tell each one by
its name. You can cull these beauties at your
pleasure. They yield up their choicest treasures
at our bidding. They are our friends, compan-
jons, servants, whom we can carry in our hand,
hide in our bosom, or stow away into a side
pocket; they are alike ready for our compan-
ionship in the fields, on the road, or by the fire.
side. How delightful, when far away from
home, in a foreign land, or in the far-off Aus-
tralia, or New Zealand, to take up a book
which recalls to mind, as by an enchanter’s
wand, the green woods, the grassy slopes, the
old churchyards, the village greens, the spark.
ling streams flowing down the dales and valleys
of old England. Is not a book which serves to
keep alive pure feelings and early associations
a thing of inestimable value? And there are
thousands of books which do this for men, for
all men, poor as well as rich,

“The humblert appeal,” says Mr, Willmott,
“is never rejected. The farmer who has trea-
sured a few lines of rural description, may bind
the sheaves upon his bed of sickness; the rose
and the woodbine will trail their clusters down
the wall, and the broken light through the cur-
tains be changed into the tremulous glimmer
of elms on the village green. Even the old
squire, no longer startling the woods with his
horn, may enjoy a quiet chase in metre, clear a
hedge upon a swift hexameter, and {n pursuit
of the s brush,’ which was the crown and pride
ot his manhood, ¢still scour the country in his
elhow-chair’ How, in all times, have the
Muse’s enchantments been worked ? O Queen
of Wonders, what tears hast thou dried? What
spirits has thou sent to the gifted in their sor-
rows, to touch the mourner with a silver wand,
and waft him into Elysium? We think of
Milton after the sight of his eyes had gone from
him, when the rays of early study shone across
his path; when the volces he loved in youth,
solemn notes of tragic, or livelier numbers of
lyric verse, stole into bis ear, out of the gloom ;
and nightingales sang as sWeetly in Cripplegate,
as when the April leaf trembled in his father's

den.”
g&{Vc must now have done. The theme is a
most fertile one to discourse upon; but we for-
bear. Books havealways beena charm tomen,
and so long as men are Intelligent, they will
continue so. They exhiblt to us the world as it
has been, and as itis. They are friends, com-
panions, and advisers; hor d0 We wonder at the
old lover of books, who, When he felt himself
dying, desired that he might be carried into his
library, to die in their midst.  Books are
amongst the best furnishing of & house, and we
like to see them lylng in the cottage window-
sill of the peasant, as well a8 on the table of the
boudoir or drawing-room. It Is eminently
graceful for the hand that holds the plough or
drives the shuttle to handle a pleasant or in-
structive book in the evening hour. Thanks to

the printing-press, every workingman can have
his book or his paper. Literature is free to
those who can read, and the age of monopoly 1n
learning is past away. The poorest may now
have his friendly volume for the chimney-
corner, and discourse with the souls of the
mighty dead, in the books which they have be-
queathed as their legacy tothe world,

-
IRISH COQUETRY,

—

Says l‘;atrk’:k to Biddy, ¢ Good-mornin’, me
ear

It's a bit av a sacret I've got for yer ear :

It's yoursel’ that 1s lukin’ so charmin’ the day

That the heart in me breast is fast slippin’
away.”

‘“’'Tls you that kin flatther,” Miss Biddy replies,

And throws him a glance from her merry blue
eyes,

“Arrah, thin,” ories Patrick, «'tis thinkin' av

you

That's makin’ me heart-sick, me darlint, that's
thrue !

Sure I've waited a long while to tell Ye this
same,

And Biddy Maloney’ll be sich a foine name,”

Cries Biddy, «“Have done wid yer talkin', I
pray;

Bure x(l;e heart’s not me own for this many a

ay !

“1 gave it away to a good-lookin’ boy,

Who thinks there is no one like Biddy Molloy ;
8o don't bother me, Pat ; jist be aisy,” says she,
“Indade, if ye'll let me, I will that I”” gays he,

¢ It's & bit of a flirt that ye are on the sly;

T'll not trouble ye more, but I'll bid ye good-by."

« Arrah, Pathrick,” cries Biddy, # an' where ars

ye goin'?

Sure it isn’t the best av good manners ye're
showin’,

To lave me so suddint!” «Qch, Biddy,” cries
Pat,

“ You have knocked the cock feather jist out av
me hat !”

“Come back, Pat,” says she, « W hat for, thin 2"
says he.

‘ Bekase I meant you all the time, Sir!” says
she,

———— 0 < @——— .
A Flight from the Inquisition.

Archibald Bower, whose singular experiences
of an Italian inquisition in the last ocentury we
propose to narrate, was a natlve of Scotland,
being born there about the year 1686, When
only five years old he was sent over by his pa-
rents to an uncle in Italy, In that oountry his
education was entirely conducted, and he be-
came sogreat a proficient in learning as to be
appointed, when yet very young, to various im.
portant scholastic offices. Eventually, he was
made Professor of Rhetoric and Logic in the
college at Macerata., Here was established an
inquisition, the constitution of which may be
gathered pretty accurately from Bower's own
account.

The Holy Tribunal, he says, consisted of an
Inquisitor, who was president of it, and twelve
counsellors, The latter where chosen by the in-
quisitor either from among the ecclesiastics or
the lalty, but were always men eminent for
learning. They had a salary of about two hun.
dred pounds per annum each, and an apartment
in the inquisition house, where the inquisitor
resided. There were in addition great privileges
and much honor to the counsellors, besides a
certainty of good perferment. The offences
coming under their cognizance were purely
thosc against the faith or practice of the chureh,
and these generally were very trifling—such as
saying or doing anything dlsrespectful with re.
gard tosalnts, images, relics, or the like. When
any person was accused before the inquisitor, a
council was summoned always in the middle of
the night. Ifany happened to be absent, their
place was supplied by a notary—for all trials
must be in a full court—who made known to
them the crime, without naming either the in.
fornier or the criminal.

On an accused person being apprehended, he
was confined seven or eight days without the
least glimpse of light, or any other sustenance
than a little bread and water once a day. After
that time was clapsed, the court was summoned
for the trial. A notary attended, to write down
all the aceused should say, and a surgeon to feel
his pulse, and tell how much torture he could be
made to bear, The machines and cngines for
torturing being all fixed, the prisoner was
brought, and without ever baving been told
either his offence or accuser, or having had the
least liberty to expostulate, he was exhorted to
confess his guilt,

Any account of the tortures and punishments
inflicted would be superfluous, for they are well
known. We passon to Bower's personel nar.
rative, While professor of Rhetorlc in the col.
lege, he was by favor of the Inquisitor, appointed
toa vacant office of judge, which, looking to
enloluments, was considered a good preferment,
Speedily, the horrid scenes he was compelled to
witness shocked his feelings. Hissense of Jus-
tice was outraged, and he wished himself well
out of the position into which he had unfortu-
nately fallen, For three years he was project-
ing his escape, and revolving in his mind tvery
possible inethod of effecting it. But when he
considered the formidable difficulties with
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which each of them was attended, and tbe ter-
rible consequences if he falled in the attempt,
he was held in suspense. At last an accldent
happened which confirmed his resolution, but
at the same time gave the inquisitor an oppor-
tunity of trying him to the utmost. A person
who was his intimate friend was accused to the
inquisition for saying something irreverent re-
garding the Carihasien friars, and, by orders of
the inquisitor, Bower was ordered to arrest him.
It was a dreadful trial of feeling, but he executed
his commission. The inquisitor said the next
morning, when Mr. Bower delivered the key of
the prison and told him that the gentleman was
there: ¢ This is done like one that is desirous
at least to conquer the weakness of nature.”

After this no ons will be surprised that Bower
was determined to effect his escape from an
office so {ll-sulted to him. It was a most des-
perate undertaking. But the manner of it was
all that now occupled his thoughts. He re.
solved to ask leave to go to Loretto, and for that
purpose waited on the inquisitor several times.
Consclous, however, of his own design, when.
ever be attempted to speak, he feared the words
would falter on his tongue, and his very confu.
sion betray him, and he was some time before
he preferred bis request. At last one day, being
in familiar converse with the inquisitor, he
came out with it at once. ¢ My Lord,” said he,
« it 18 long since I was at Loretto; will your
Lordship give me leave to go there fora weeg ?”
« With all my heart,” was the reply. Having
all bis matters in readiness, including bis valua.
ble papers (among which was the Directory), he
ordered a horse to be at his doorearly the next
morning. When the horse came, he carried
his portmanteau down himeelf, and fixed it to
the saddle. He earrled two loaded pistols, in
case of emergency, being resolved never to be
taken alive.

The plan he had lald down was to take all the
by-roads into Switzerland. Four hundred miles
must be traversed before he was clear of the
pope's domintons; he knew the road for barely
half the distance. When he had travelied about
ten miles without meeting a soul, he reached a
place where two roads met, one leading to Lo-
retto, the other the way he proposed to go.
« Here he stood,” to quote his own words, ¢ some
minates {n the moss profound perplexity. The
dreadful alternative appeared now in the sirong-
est view; and he was even tempted to quit his
daring projcct as impracticable, and so turn to
Loretto. But at last eollecting all the force of
his staggering resolution, he boldly pushed his
horse into the contrary road, aud at that instant
left all bis fears behind bim.” :t was in the
month of April that he set out. In the first
seventeen days he did not goone hundred miles,
80 terrible were the ways he was obliged to take
amaoug mountalng, thick woods, rocks, and pre-
clpices ; generally no better path than a sheep-
track, and sometimes not that, Whenever
Bower met any one, which was but se:dom, he
pretended he had Jost his way, and inquired for
the high-road, to avoid suspicion. Fur he weil
knew that as soon as they missed the papers he
had carried away with him, or had any reason
to suspect his fligh!, expresses would be de-
spatched in every direction where it might be
expected to gain tidings of him, Every possible
method would be used 1o effect his capture. As
appeared In the sequel, the expresses were ac.
tually a hundred miles in advance of him in a
very short time. Durlng these seventeen days
he supported himself with a little goat’s milk,
got from a shepherd, besides some coarse vic-
tuals he was able to purchase from people
whoth he met on the road, principally wood-
cutters, His horse was fed with what grass
cotild be found, his sleeping-place being always
chosen where there was most shelter for him.
self, and a liberal supply of grass for the poor
beast. At the expiration of this time, having
tasted bardly anything for the last three days
of it, he was compelled to strike into the high.
road, and enter the first house he came to,
which bappened to be a post.house, with only
ofie small room, where gentlemen stayed till
thelr horses were changed. He begged the land-
lady to give him some victuals; but looking
about, he saw a paper pasted up over the door,
which contained the most minute description of
his own person, and offered a reward of eight
bundred crowns to any one bringing him alive to
the inquisition, or of six hundred crowns for his
bead. This was terrifying enough, as there were
two countrymenin the house. He tried to hide
his face by rubbing it with his handkerchief and
blowing his nose; and when he got into the
room, by looking out of the window. Butone of
the fellows presently observing: ¢ This gentle-
man does not care to be known,” Bower thought
there was nothing for it but to brave it out; so,
turning to the speaker, he put his handkerchief
in his pocket, and said boldly: ¢« You rascal!
what do you mean? What have I done that I
need fear to be known? Look at me, you vil-
lain!” The man made no reply, but got up,
nodded his head, and winking significantly to
his companion, they went out together. Bower
watched them from the window, but a corner
obstructed his view for a few minutes. In g
short time he espied them with two or three
others in close conference. This foreboded no
good. Not a moment was to be lost. He drew
out his pistols, put one in his sleeve, and with
the otber cocked in his hand, marched to the
stable, mounted his horse, and rode off without
saying a word.

Fortunately, the men wanted either presence
of mind or courage to attack him, for they cer-
tainly recognised him by the description given
in the advertisement. He was nOw agajn ob-
liged to seek refuge in the woods, where he must
soon have famished, had not fortune once more

stood his friend. At night, when he was almost
fainting, he met with some wood-cutters, who
suppited him with excellent provisions. He
wandered for some time through paths in which
he rendered his horse more assistance than he
received, being obliged to clear the roads and
lead him.

As night advanced, he laid himself down, ina
disconsolate condition, having no idea where he
was or which way he should turn. When the
day began to break, he found he was on a small
eminence, where he discovered a town at a dis-
tance, which seemed of considerable extent,
from the number of steeples and spires which
could be counted. Though this was some satis-
faction to him, yet it was not unaccompanied
with fear, as he knew not what place it was,
and he might incar much risk by going into the
bigh-road to inquire. However, he advanced
as fast as he could, and asking the first person
he met, was informed that it was Lucerne, the
residence of the pope’s nuncio, to and from
whom all the expresses concerning the fugitive
must have been despatched. This road, there-
fore, not suiting his views, he left it the mo-
ment his informer was out of sight, and once
more betook himself into the woods, where he
wandered for some time longer, oppressed by
hunger and cold, and perplexed with uncertain-
ty whither he should go.

One dismal, dark, and wet night, he could
neither find shelter, nor ascertaln where he was,
nor what course he should pursue; but after
some time perceiving a light a long distance off,
he attempted to proceed towards it. With
some difficulty he discovered a track, but so
narrow and uneven, that he was forced to put
one foot before the other in the most cautious
manner, With much labor he reached the
place from which he had seen the light : it was
a miserable cottage. He knocked and ealled
until some one looked out, and demanded who
he was, and what brought him there. Bower
replied that he was a stranger, and had lost his
way.

¢ Way1” cried the man; * there is no way to
lose I

“Why, where am 17"

“In the canton of Bern.”

“In the canton of Bern? Thank God!” ex-
claimed Bower, enraptured.

“ How come you here ?* said the man.

Bower begged that he would come down and
open the door, and he would then satisfy him.
He did so. Bower then asked him if he had
heard anything of a person whoy had lately es-
caped from the inquisition. «Ay! heard of him,
we have all heard of him ! after sending off so
many expresses, and so much noise about him!
Heaven grant that he may be safe, and keep
out of their hands!" Bower said that he wuas
the very person. The peasant, ina transportof
Joy, clagped him in his arms, kissed bim, and
ran to call his wife, who came with every ex-
pression of delight in her face ; and making one
of her best courtesies, kissed his hand. Her
husband spoke Italian, but she could not; and
Bower not understanding Swiss, she was obliged
to make her congratulations in pantomime, or
by her husband as her interpreter. Both ex-
pressed much concern that they had no better
accommodation for him: «It they had had a
bed for themselves, he should have had it; but
he should have some clean straw and what cov-
ering they possessed.”

The good man hastened to get off Bower’s wet
clothes, and wrap something about him tiil they
were dry; the wife busied herself in getling
ready what victuals they had, which they re-
gretted were no better than a little sour-Kraut
and some new-lnid eggs. Three of these were
served up with the kraut, and he made a com.
foriable meal; after which he enjoyed what
might properly be called repose, for it was quiet
and secure.

As soon as he rose in the morning, the honest
8wixs and bis wife came to know how he had
rested. The good dame was dressed in her
Lioliday o'othes, After breakfast, the hushand
set out with him to direct him on the road to
Bern, which was at no great distance, but first
insisted on returning with bim a little way, to
show bhim the road he had taken on the pre-
vious night. He now became aware of another
great danger which he had escaped. He saw that
te and his horse had passed a fearful precipice,
where the breadth of the path would scarcely
admit a horse, the sight of which made him
shudder. His host went with him for several
mlles along the road to Bern, and then left him
witli a thousand good wishes.

Al Bern, Bower tnquired for the minister to
whom he made himself known, and received
from him as hearty a welcome as from the
Swiss, with the addition of & more elegant en.
tertainment, He was advised togo forward the
next morning to Basel; for, though protected
from open violence, he was unsafe from secret
treachery. From Basel a boat sailed at stated
times to Holland, and was usually crowded with

desperate characters, fugitlves from their re- |

spective countries for all manner of erimes and
offences. This conveyance seemed to afford the
most expeditions mode of getting to England.

Bower was received kindly by the minister at

Basel, to whom he was recommended by his
friend at Bern, During the tW0 days preceding
the sailing of the boat for Holland, Bower kept
close quarters, and equipped himself in g man.
ner suitable to the campany With which he wag
about to associate, putting Dbis DProper clothes
into his portmanteau, of wWhich, 88 he wag i1
structed to be particularly careful, he mage hig
seat by day, and his pliloWw bY bight, Bging
obliged to leave his borse, which was engegareq
to him by the bardships it hadshared wyih him,

. he was determined to place it in the hangg of o

kind master, and presented it to the frtendly
minister, who promised that it should be ridden
by no one but himself; and that, when it became
old or infirm, it should be comfortably main.
tained.

Disgusting as he found the company on board,
he was compelled to regret the necessity of
leaving it, in consequence of the vessel having
sprung & leak, which obliged the master to put
in at Strasburg for repairs, which might detain
him a fortnight. To stay there was impossible,
Bower, therefore, look off his shabby dress, in
which he was disguised, at the first inn he saw,
and concealing it beneath the bed, stole out
with his portmanteau to a tavern, from whence
he set out to engage a place in the stage to
Calals. For the first two or three days of his
journey, be heard notbing concerning himself,
which induced him to hope that the news of
his escape had not reached France; but he was
soon undeceived. For the last two or three
stages everybody was full of it. When he came
to the inn at Calais, the first persons he saw
were two Jesuits, with the badge of the inqui-
sition—a red cross—upon them, in a room with
several other officials, appointed to take care of
the high-roads, and to apprehend any criminal
who was making his escape. This was an un-
pleasant prospect, and Bower immediately
hastened to the water-side to ask when the
next boat sailed for England. He was told, not
till the Monday following; it was then Friday.
He turned Lo a waterman, and asked him if he
would carry bim across in an open boat, offer-
ing a liberal reward ; but the man, and others to
whom the same request was made, declined.
He soon became aware thut he had made a
1alse step, as every one about began to take no-
tice of him, feeling sure that he was a person of
great consequence, bearing most important
despatches, or else a eriminal eager to elude
Jjustice. When be reached the inn, finding the
room where the Jesuits had been unoccupied,
he inquired of the woman who kept the house
what had become of the good company he had
left thiere.

«Q sir!” saild she, «I am sorry to tell yon,
but they are upstalrs searching your portman-
tean.”

‘What course to pursue, he could not deter.
mine. By water he knew he could not escape;
and in order to get through the gutes he must
pass the guards, who, most probably, were pre-
pared to intercept him., If it were practicable
to secrete himself till it was dark, and attempt
to scale the walls, he was unacquainted with
their height; and if detected, he was ruined.
The dangers he had surmounted now aggravated
the terror of his situation. After weathering
the storm so long, to perish within sight of the
desired baven was a distracting thought. Whilst
engaged in these sad reflections, he heard some
com pany laughing and talking very loudly, and
listening at the door, he found them to be speak-
ing English, He rushed into the room, and re.
cognising Lord Baltimore, whom he “ad seen
ut Rome, desired the favor of a word with him
in private. The surprise occasioned by his
sudden appearance, with one pistol cocked in
his hand and another in his sleeve, was in-
creased by Mr. Bower’s request, accompanied
by his determined air, Lord Baltimore desired
him (0 lay down his pistols, which he did, beg-
ging pardon for not having done so before. On
being informed whom he was, Lord Baltimore
proposed to the company that tbey should rise
up, and taking bim in the midst of them, try to
cover him till they could get to his Lordship's
boat. The scheme succeeded: the boat was
near; they got tn it unobserved, and rowed about.
two miles to where the yacht lay, in which they
bad come for an excursion. The wind being
fuir, they €oon reached Dover, where he was
safely lauded, on'the 11th July, 1732,

A long time afierwards, being with the same
Lord Baltimore at Greenwich, a message came
to him that some gentlemen wished to speak
with him at a house close by the waterside,
where was a passage into the river from asum.
mer.house in the garden. Lord Baltimore asked
who could want him, and recommended Bower
not to go. But he, not wishing to be thought
afraid, determined to investigate the matter,
Two armed servants, however, attended him;
but when he and his guard reached the house,
no one there would own to having sent for him,

The hero of the above story afterwards pro-
cured an appointment as keeper of Queen Caro-
line's library, and died in 1768, aged eighty,—
Chamber’s.

“THAT LITTLE FRENGHMAN

CHAPTER 1X.
FINDING A HAVEN

The library door was not closed before James
had seen and heard enough to make him go
 downstairs and declare to his sleepy fellow-ger.
vant in the hall that there was ¢about as rum
a slart upstairs as ever he knew on.”” For Gros.
venor-square is not at all a romantic place,
either in or out of the season. Mysteries do not
often come under the notice of the attendants
at the great mansions; for matters, 88 & rule,
go on in as regular a beat as that of the police.
. man who occasionally turns the light of his
j buil's-eye down the various areas, of course to
1 8ee that no burglarious attempts are being made
| to reach the plate chests of the vicinity, as the
| tradespeople call it in their circulars; though it

is quite within the range of probability that
, $¢the stern myrmidon of the law’” (see report in

to

pef
g snd

of 8IF

Aveysr 30, 1873
1:——”4
North- Western News) is just as often thinking :
surreptitious visitors to the maidens of the h"l‘;n'
as of the Hall-marked forks and spoons red
ing in their green baize beds.

James's fellow.servant gave utterano®
something that was destroyed in its actioul ’
ness by a yawn, and then helped himself 10 ‘ll:‘
other horn of ale, hardiy attending to the on
tory of the “ rum start’’ upstairs, though ov
he allowed that the proceedings were V
strange. od

For before the door closed Louis Rividre hln
stepped forward, caught Lady Lawler's hend
both of his, and kissed it again and agaib i
fore seizing Sir Richard’s, and treating his
the same fashion. In fact, but for u retro 1of
motion on the part of the baronet, the szed
would have caught him in his arms, and ki®
him on both cheeks; and it was with & sllh““
relief that he felt the continental salute ,..d
upon extremities easily afterwards imme
in a basin of water, od

«You here, Monsieur Riviare I ezolsi®™®
Lady Lawler; while 8ir Richard remained P‘:;
fectly silent, not even offering a chair to bis ¥
»itors, @y

s« Qui, miladi—I am here at last. But A
wife here, poor child, she is fainting,. We B2 7
journeyed long. We have not eaten tbis 9%
A glass of water-—a piece of bread 1” oy

As be spoke he darted back tohis compant o
who stood motionless, closely muffled, and l‘:r.,
ing agninst the table. With all a foreifD!
demonstrativeness, he took her to his he!
fondling her as if she were a weary chiid $
then, asking consent with his eyes, he |
to an easy chalr, where she lay back, col
exhausted with her journey.

Whatever may have been the thoughts
Richard Lawler, the sight of the pale, ba
woman, whose great eyes seemed to glare ol
pealingly, brought him to bimself in an inst®
Before Lady Lawler couid reach her sid®s
Richurd had left the room, returning soon olf,
wine and glasses, which he brought in him$ 10
much to the disgust of James, who was e“‘:h,
see what was going on in what he termed B
«libery.” But, upon this occaston, he had the
s0 much as a glance through the cruck of or®
door; and he descended, vowing that, if "hmg
was much more * of this here sorter thing 82 pe
on in the house, he knew joily well Wb"‘
saould do. He wasn’t going to be kept 0% oh*
his bed all night because of that little Fre®
man,” He

Very excusable this, for James was tired- o
took no interest In the fresh visitors, who Ynlﬂ‘
very shabby, and not iikely to aliay the it¢ nob
of his palm; and, lastly, he had been m“‘“n to
only to smart from a blow, but to awake athe
the fact that there was a hated rival in bis F;'m,

In the meantime, Sir Richard Lawlen t
all a gentleman’s hospitality, was doing m;“w:
to set bis visitors at their ease. At firsh 1 bi8
recollections of the past had flashed throu$ ayed
mind, bringing up Riviere's openly dis wifes
admiration for La Beile Anglaise, and bi¥ age of
rather frivolous conduct; but the knowi® had
the misery through which the refugee® — g
passed, and the sight of their helple”"er’r nis
distress as they silently appealed to him (ures
aid, awoke ail the better feelings of bis ““vi‘d
Driving all ungenerous thoughts awayy h""mg-
with his wife In his attentions to the half*
ing woman in the chair, (.

In spite of her suffering and wetkn"‘"i:;y
dame Riviére had at first shrunk from "h,eh
Lawler; but the tender earnestness With ™ 0,y
the Englishwoman miunistered to her s tmo
upon her impulsive nature, and lnalh"'o#y,
her arms were wildly lung round hef b per
and she was weeplug hysterleally upo?
bosom. n 8

“ Weep—it will relieve,” sail R“'“”’ur:nt’
volce of ineffable tenderness, Pﬂ-““eou pand
—what she has suffered I” and he laid B of bi#
reverently upon the dishevelled head ap and
wife; while Sir Richard walked softlY b all
down the room, pretending to whisti® w0 B0
the while crying indirectly—that 18

through the nose.

CHAPTER X.
BEATING THE BARS.

s

The house in Grosvenor-square W""ls'::(;svd'
lent, for at last the servants were d over ﬂl:
The tiny bell in the great bronze clock our afte
fireplace had chimed out the half-D! ta of the
two, but there were still three occupﬂnmmaﬂ"
ltbrary. Lady Lawler had just retur? 181t ‘:
ing, with all a sister's kindness, her v d 8°
the room that had been made ready) iden
stood leaning upon her l:msb«md's'!ho 7o
Rividre once more reverently cros! d "
she stood, and raised and kissed her w)(oﬂi’“

¢« But you have been good to my h 8y
be sald, softly. ¢ Is it that you Eugli ” yo";d
angels, and we French but flends ? o il ‘
cross our land hunted. They would h" W“’ﬂ
me. 1dared not stay. And for wba B o
had I done? But I reach the sea 1esb 'n
and we cross, and at last crawl Der® . 'm0
should dle of hunger; and you treat Gy
Dieu!” he sof 1

He kissed the tips of his fingers ';v K, 97
went back to his chair; and leaned D ped e
ed bis face With his hands, and 80P :
child. id

«1 am weak—very weak,” he 88 .’n
Ingly, as he ralsed his eyes at 1ash B yqn 5
from one to the other; ¢but you
with your kindness. I came to ¥OU
without clothes—without & home’;l
sou. I came to ask for bread, and &5 gha
our weary heads for a few hours.

N d
depr®y
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:::: X You slay me—you crush me down with
« Indness, I gan never be grateful enough.”
nalg sl;.l\onmanme---don’t. say any more about it,”
Richard, in a rough, half embarrassed

nmm"::’-for this was a sort of thing he could

When

ey were alone. ¢ You managed to

tnd' 80 he afterwards sald to his lady '

..“::.’ though,” he said, to change the conver- '

“

nog E“"Pe’ Ma foi! yes, it is 8o, or I should
N be here,”

h‘;l;hen you were not set free 2’ sald Lady

we'h In a husky volce.

on "‘fl‘ee " exclaimed Rividre, with flashing
dieq o They would have kept me till I died—
Of rage and misery—tiil I beat my breast
a pe;:“l“ a bird in a cage. Ah!” he cried, with
teyy Ullarly expressive gesticulation, as of one

se 10 pregs back something he did not wish
telg :‘“ﬂh! but it was frightful, But I will
by § OU—it {3 jast that you should know ;” and
hig . 87€es he laid before them the history of

] Qlchpe‘

L
.Q:may smoke? Yes? Thanks. I can do
Ye, :xch better when I have the little cigarette.
bayy ! 18 800thing—it 18 & luxury from which I
He been shut so long, that it makes me glad.”
Tn,. “Moked for awhile in silence, sending tiny
o me Vapor floating upwards. Then, turning
“Shy Lawler—
Teapy @ sleeps then? My Marie? She is at
obilg, Abh, it is good. She is worn out, poor
Doy et her sleep, for she can be at peace
“ F“’“ Iam free.
Prig ®! Yes, out of prison at last!
He —~Wherein I ate my heart!”
wll‘onnd out those last words between his
nq hig face corrugating from brow to chin;
then he made as if he would have spat upon
at lh:‘“’; but, recollecting himself, he glanced
ug lady present, and refrained.
m%“‘ you shall hear how .I escaped,” he said
ad Cheerfully, assuming a lighter tone as he
14""'“40 himself more particularly to Lady
timg ;. “I was changed from prison to prison,
time., And for what? You know—
€ve, I am sure—that I was innocent as
I would not have injured an infant. I
b:)" think that I would use such intellect as
1 Dieu gave me to invent engines to de-
yl my feliow-creatures—that poor King!
hipy r envy him not his crown, his throne. Let
thej, :’gll- 1 know nothiog of their schemes—
“y evolutionary ideas.
h 8, I was changed from prison to prison,
1t wope grew alinost dead within me. Ah, but
‘Mh.; Pitiful (o pass those long, weary days,
th, lack.and hopeless as night, melting into
Uow| long, sleepless nights, which slowly,
w1ty Crept on till it was day once more !
bug g 87eW dead, and there seemed nothing
Wiry ¥ e to lle down and die a8 well; only the
dieg Was L0o strong within me. I should have
.ho‘u‘dmﬂadl forgives al. these details ?—yes, I
i ve lain down to dle, but for a strong
'One,?n Toused within me by my fellow-pri-

“
He : 00r Plerre ! he was one of the conspirators.
feop, :" gulity, but I believe unavoidably; and
the lm I learned who was my denouncer—

“’;lan whom I had made my friend for years.
u n""'! that there should be such villainy
anq t:ﬂrlb! He was covetous—he hated me;
Wy, @ time came for getting me away. He
y,hue‘“ecessrul. I was cast into prison, and
hohlb}.here I learned that which engendered a
b"ﬁln ]e suspicion—one that came through my

“g Ike a fHash of light ; but it made me live.
"‘\ht,{, Richard, can you feel—you—what it

g 4 ® 0 be caged within stone walls, believ-
wiothat the wife you have loved with your

h
qe.t:}; heart has plotted with a villalnto your

wdetion o
0” gajd Bir Richard, hoarsely, as he
®d from one o the other—for Rividre had
Wl o hear his reply.
'mﬂl’e exolaimed Riviere, excitedly, as he
Wit bimself upon the breast—+1 lay there
Non that hideous thought. And I loved Marie
tg;,d ® cried, plteousiy—<my sweet, gentle,
.“‘:‘"hearted wife! And at times I fought
oq ln:" the crael thought till it almost madden-
“
g g:" it made me act,” he cried—« it made
trygy Ve for freedom, that I might learn the
1 aa It was, though & strange time: to-day
Wag 1, Weakly bemoaning my fate, the next I
Sue Tious, Ah, yes, madame—miladi weeps.
Mg v, PItY for me; but she shoull turn from
wa, " ¥ scorn when I tell of the times when 1
Mad with my evil thoughts, and cursed
[T wh"ﬂe again and again, without waiting to
.l 8Lher iny fancies were right.
Witk Urged me ou, though, this madness ; and,
Play y fellow-captive, I tried to devise some
Mg 4, F e8caping. Ah! mou- Dieu! What hor-
“ Pl“khts were mine in those days!
4 g 1o Alded me, though at times he seem-
im i he would sit down and bear his fate—
f0lment for life; but he, 100, Worked
“wy find some means.
ing ¢4 the days went by, he—Plerre—reckon-
pl.“dem With seraps of siraw, till the bag he
them in grew big; and I trembled lest
Deve, T 8hould make me 80 mad that I should
sh"\lld think again. And stil we thought,
Mong, ’We dig out the mortar and move the
g The mortar was harder than the cruel
"‘emsalves. Should we loosen the bars
' Wlndow, and take one out? Ma fol !
W23 always a pig of a sentry there, to take
08 41, in brui~ug our fingers with his gun,
by, bay

Cursed

\\

the

'lkho
Pay

® dog pinned my hand to the wall with
He hon('t., See 1
in 1M oyt g thin, seft palm, to show & scar
By hh“ntre. Then, snatching it back as he
lhontess shudder—

« But I am stupld,” he sald. «I have been
80 lor g away that I forget even the part of a
gentleman. Mtladl will forgive ?”

He continued :

« Pierre sald that we shou'd raise one flag of
the prison floor, and dig our way out beyond the
prison walls. We were not rats. We had no
machinery to lift the flag, and despair came
over us there.

#What thould we do? We could perhaps

 have slain our gaoler, and so made our way

\ throngh the passages,

I say perhaps, for at
times came with him twosoldiers ; and had we
had such a design, bab! Pierre and Louis Rl-

" yvidre would have been the slain.

¢ But,” he went on, laughing, * we should not
have done that., Life bought by life would have
been denrly purchased. It was but a pnassing
thought: we should have died sooner than try
to shed blond, for we were both miserable cow-
ards. Did we even kill the mice—the spiders ?
No. We even made pets of and welecomed the
flies, like other men who have been in pvison,

« Ah!” he cried, after a panse, ¢“how I used
to awaken night after night, at one time, from
a dream that I was free; at another, from a
hideous vision wherein I had been slaying the
flend who had robhed me of my life.

¢#But then I frighten you,” he said, with a
look of gentle appeal upon his countenance., «1
shock miladi. 8he will indeed think me a mad-
man, Enough. We tried everythink, but there
was no escape—we were shut in too close; and
I te!l you that I was dying—dying fast. The
spirit was wearing out the flesh, and soon all
would have been at an end, when there came a
change.”

—

CHAPTER XI.
HOW TO ESCAPE.

« It waslike this,” said Rividre, after a pause,
«We had lain down upon our straw beds one
night, We were worn out with our task.

“ What bad we been doing? Ma foi! we had
worked, as in aflerce, hot rage, to loosen a stone
in the cell wall—to loosen it, when it was like
a rock. But we worked on all the same, one
at each joint, plcking out tiny scraps of the ce-
ment, and grinding them up in our teeth, ro
that we could smear the white paste upon the
wall where it dried, and did not betray us,

« We used to laugh bitterly as we ground
the scraps, and say that it whitened the teeth,

« Even we, weary prisoners that we were,
could have our laugh. But it did not whiten
our fingers. Miladi, I horrify you when I tell
you, but I must say all. It is a relief, and you
will see what I have suffered. Our fingers bled
as we worked, and then we had to stay, for it
was more than we could bear,

“ We lay then on our beds thinking. Would
the gaoler ever forget to fasten our cell—say
ina year—iwo years—ten years? He might
forget; and, it so, would it not be best to walt ?
Plerre asked me this in a whisper.

« ¢« But he might not forget,’ I answered, and
Plerre was silent.

«¢Could we bribe him?’ he said after a
while.

«« He would not trust us? I said, bitterly,
for 1 was loath to hurt the poor fellow’s feel-
ings. You see, Sir Richard, our fingers were
bleeding, like our hearts, and we were full of
sadners just then.

s ¢ Louls,’ said Plerre at last, ¢ why should
we work? We may loosen the stone. Good.
What then?’

« 1 did not answer, but lay still, trying to
stifle a groan.

« ¢« What then?’ he sald once more. * I will
tell you, my friend. The inspector will see that
it is loose, and we shall be placed in separate
cells.’

« 1 knew that he was right; but, all the time,
I felt that we must do it—go on toiling, to keep
down the raging energy within ux,

«Well, as [ sald, we had lain down; we had
talked; we had made fresh plans, and they had
fallen—pouf! like a house of cards. At last a
dreamy sense of rest came over me —sjowly —
slowly, and I dozed oif; but only to waken again
with a start. Something had moved within the
cell!

«{ listened. Not a sound, only the breathing
of Pierre, and a few muttered words which I
could not understand.

«] lay down again, to remain wakeful for a
time, but only for the dreamy sense of restful-
ness to come upon me again; and I slept once
more. But again I awoke with a start.

« No, nothing to alarm. Pierre was sleeping
still ; but | bhad a feeling that an enemy was
near—was in the cell; and that, if I slept, he
would attack me.

« I glided out of the bed, and in the darkness
felt slowly all round the wall, listening again
and again whether any one was trying to escape
from me as 1 followed the cold, dank wall, my
fingers searching in the corners,

« Then I tried round the other way, stooping
down, and crossing and recrossing the floor, lest
any one should be there.

s A dozen times I expected to touch some face,
and to be locked in a ferce struggle ; but no, all
was still; and at last Istood by Pierre’s bed,
Hstening.

‘s All still--not a sound; and I told myself
that it was fancy, and went once more to lie
down,

« For a while no sleep would come, and I lay
tossing from side to side. Then [ tried to cool
my burning fingers against the stone wall. Then
the sense of danger—of & hidden enemy-—came
to make me shudder again,

« Bug now I fought against it with ail my will

and conquered. I knew that no one could be
there, and called myself a fiol—a coward. «The
good God will protect us,’ I saiil; and I kneeled
upon my bed, and prayed—first for Marie, then
for my liberty, lastly for protection; and then,
no sooner had my head touched the hard ptllow
than I slept.

s How long T had slept I cannot tell; but I
w18 awnkened by a sensation as of a hand
clutching my throat.

¢ «There was, then, some one here,” I remem-
ber feeling ; and, in my half confused state, I
put up both hands to seize my aggressor.

« No hands to touch!—no one to grasp! Mon
Dieu! what was it? Icould hardly breathe.
What was this stifiing feeling? Was I i11?
Was this a new madness, come from over-
wrought fancy? No, it must be—Clel! what?
There was a dull red glow — not morning — not
sunshine, No sunever gladdened our cell. But
there was the red glow shining in through the
bars, And what was that nolce ?

« Yes, volces—and cries for help!

«Then, shaking off a horrible stupor that op-
pressed me, I began to comprehend that there
were greater horrors than we had suffered yet.
I was listening to the tramp of feet—the shouts
of ordering officers; and below all, llke a deep
bass, & solemn, hurrying roar.

« Another second or twn, and sense had as.
rerted itself. I was awake—thoroughly awake;
and, leaning over Plerre-—sleeping deeply; his
hreath coming in gasps—I shook him fiercely,
as I cried—

««Up ! — up! or we shall be burned to
death!’”

(T'o be continued.)

A POEM SERVED TO ORDER.
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The Caliph ordered up his cook,

And, scowling with a fearful look

That meant,—We stand no gammon,—
«To.-morrow, just at two,” he said,
« Hassan, our cook, will lose his head,

Or serve us up a salmon.,”

« Great Sire,” the trembling chef replieq,
«Lord of the Eartb and all be~ide,

Sun, Moon, and Stars, and 8o on—"
(Look in Eothen—there you'’ll find
A list of titles. Never mind,

I haven’t time to go on )

¢ Great Sire,” and 8o forth, thus he spoke,
¢ Your Highness must intend a joke;
It doesn’t stand to reason
For one to order salmon brought
Unless that fish 1s sometimes caught,
And also i3 in season.

¢« Qur luck of late is shocking bad,
In fact, the latest ca‘ch we had
(We kept the matter shady),
But, hauling in our neis,—alack !
We found no salmon, but a sack
Tuat held your honored Lady !”

— Allah is great !” the Caliph sald,
“ My poor Zuleika, you are dead.
I once took interest in you—"
—¢ Perhaps, my Lord, you'd like to know:
We cut the lines and let her go.”
——+Allah be praised! Continve.”

—«1It isn’t hard one’s hook to balt,

And, squatting down, to watch and walt
To see the cork go under ;

At last suppose you've got your bite,

You twitch away with all your might,—
You've booked an eel, by thuuder|”

The C liph pafted Hassan’s head :
+‘8iave, thou hast spoken weli,” he said,
“ And won they master's favor,
Yes; since whal happened t' other morn
The salmon of the G Jlden Horn |

Might have a doubtful flavor, .

¢« That last remark about the eel
Haus alxo justice that we feel
Quite to our satisfaction,
To-morrow we dispense with fish,
And, for the present, If you wish,
You'll keep your bulbous fraction.”

.

“Thanks ! thanks!” the grateful chef replied,
His nutrient features showing wide
The gleam of arches dental ;
«To cut my head off wouldn'y pay,
I find it useful every day
As well as ornamental.”

Brothers, I hope you will not fail

To see the moral of my tale
And kindly to receive it,

You know your anniversary pie

Mast have its orust, though hard and dry,
And some prefer to leave it,

How oft before these youth were horn
I've fished 1o Fancy's Golden Horn
For what the Muse might send me
How gayly then I cast the line,
When all tlre morning sKY Was mine,
And Hope her flies would lend me|

And now I hear our despol’s call,

And come, like Hassan, to the hall_.
If there's a slave, I 9m one—

My bait no longer flles, but worms ;

1’ve caught—Lord bless me ! how he gquirms ;
An eel, and not s salmon!

—dtlantie Monthly.

S8AD, SAD.
THE FOOTLESS CHILD THAT WAS BEATEN AND
STABBED FOR NOT WALKING UP STAIRS.

One day recently a respectahly-dressed man
carried a well-grown child muffled up and ap.
purently sick, into French’s Hotel. He placed
the chitd on the stairs and began to talk to it
in a very unkind and rongh way. The atten.
tion of the guests was attracted, and they gath.
ered around,

“ You are able to walk up stalrs by yourself,”
the man said, « and I won't carry you.”

¢ Oh, oh,” the chi.d sobbed, ¢ do ocarry meup;
please, pa, do. You know ever since I was run
over by the car and lost both.of my feet I can’t
walk up stairs alone,”

++That’s all stufl;” the man answered, ¢ get
up nt once or I'll make you.”

The poor child began to sob more than before,
and the brutal mangave it a severe thumpover
the side of the head. The child moaned piteous-
ly. The indignation of the by-standers was ex.
cited, and one of them said to the man, ¢ Is that
child yours ?”

« \What’s that to you?” the man answered ;
“I won'ttell you,”

¢« He's—my—father,” the c¢hild sobbed,
“and—he—killed—my—mother—just--as--he’s
~agolng—to—-Kkill—ine.”

The man doubted his fist and made as though
he was about to give the child a savage blow,
One of the by-standers interfered and said :
« Stay, if you don’t stop this, I'll call a police.
man, I never saw such a brutul father in all my
ure.n .

The man began to fumble in his pockets, and
the child cried out, « Take care; he’s got & knife,
He's going tostick you.”

Sure enough, the man produced a knife and
opened it. The crowd slipped off one by one, ex-
eept two, :

« Bring an offcer,” one of Lhese cried to a
friend.

«If I am arrested,” the man said, ¢« it shall be
for romething,” and thereupon he plunged the
knife into the body of the child. The child
shrieked, + I'm murdered, I'm murdered,” and
a crowd rushed to the spot. The man quietly
raised the child in his arms, and removing his
hat, sald : .

¢ Gentlemen, this is & wooden child. I'm a
ventriloquirt, and any littie offering you may be
pleased to mnke will be very acceptable.-—8¢*
Louts Dispatch.

ON THE LEGENDS OF CERTAIN PLANTS,

Some plants are emblematical on account of
certuin events or customs: of these are the
national emblems. The rose of England be-
came especially famous during the wars of the
Ruses, after which the red and white were
united; and the rose of both colors is culled the
York and Lancaster ; but when these lowers first
became badges of the two houxes we cannot dis.
eover. The thistle is honored as the embiem
of Scotland, from the circumstance that once
upon a time a party of Danes having approach-
ed the Scottish eamp unpercelved, by night,
were on the point of attacking it, when one of
the soldiers trod on a thistle, which caused him
to ery out, and s0 aroused the enemy. The
shamrock of Ireland was held by 8t. Patrick to
teach the doctrine of the Trinity, aud chosen in
remembrauce of him ; it is always worn by the
Irish on 81, Patriok's day. The leek, In W:les,
us a national device, has not been satisfuctorily
explained, otherwise than as the result of its
having the old Cymric oolors, green and white.
In France, the fleur-de-lis is 80 called a8 a cor-
ruption of Fleur-de-Louls, and has no connection
with the iily, but was an iris, ohosen as an
emblem by Louis VII. when he went to the
Crusades, und afterwards named afier bhim\
Thne ollve Is deemed an emblem of peace: pro-
bably because, on account of its durability of
growth, it was planted both in Greece and ltaly
to mark the limits of landed possessions, Very
many plants owe their celebrity to the healing
properties with which they are probably en-
dowed, as their common names indicate. Of
these are solf-heal, woun wort, liverwort, lung-
wort, oyebright, loose-strife, flea-bane, salvia,
from salva, 10 heal; potentilla, from potential,
&c. But in mapoy instances these properiies
used to be exaggerated and distoried In such a
manner thut the upplication of certain pianw
in wounds and 1iliness, mecrely a charm,
superseded thelr belng used in a way thut
might be beneficial; and the wilches’' caldrons
(like those mentioned in « Macbeth,” and the old
Britivh ¢aldron of Cerldween), which conaived
decoctions of all kinds of plants, mystiouaily pre-
pured, were lookel to as all-powerful remedies
when apptied with sirange rites and incanta-
tions, Some plants have been famous on ac-
count of their poisonous qualtties, which in
various cases have made them historical. The
hemlock (Conium maoculatum) was formerly used
in Greece as the stale polson, for it was the
custom to put prisoners to death by its means;
and it is believed that Socrater, Theramenes,
and Phooion were all condemned to drink f{t.
The darnel (Lolium temulentum) is a large grass,
flowering {n July, which grows among barley
and wheat, possessed of poisonons properties; it
is supposed to be the tares referred to in the
parable. The monkshood (Adconftum napelius)
is a very poisonous plant, éven the odor of its
leaves and blossoms having an injurious effect
on some people; its old name of wolfstane was
given to the plant, because hunters dipped their
arrows in its juice to make them more deudly.
The upas-tree of Java has & great notoriety for
the terrible effect it i¥ supposed to have in cause
ing the death of anyone who lies down under its

! shelter, and its miltky gum is also used by the
| natives for their arrows.
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LOOKING FOR LOVE.

As a fisherman looks out over the bay
For a ship that comes from sea,

I look for my love from day to day,
But my love comes not to me.

Who is the mald that the finger of fate
Has glven, and where lives she ?

How long shall I linger and hope and walt
Before she will come to me?

Or have I no love, and shall I be blown
Like a lost boat out to sea ?

No! Pleasure and peace shall be my own,
‘And my love shall come to me.

And when and where shall I know my doom ?
In-doors, or where flowers grow ?

Wil the pear-trees all be white with bloom ?
Or will they be white with snow ?

Have I ever heard of your name in talk?
Or seen you a child at play ?

Are you twenty yet, and where do you walk ?
Is it near or fur away ?

Come, my love, while my heart’s in the south,
‘While youth is about my ways;

1 will run to meet you, and Kkiss vour mouth,
And bless you for all my days !

FAMOUS BRITISH REGIMENTS.

THE FORTY.FOURTH (% THE TWO FOURS").

In 1789, when war was proclaimed with
Bpain, two regiments of marines were raised,
and one of them was numbered the Ferty.
fourth, In 1741, during the war of the Austrian
succession, seven additional infantry regiments
were ralsed, and one of these, the Fifty.fifth,
became in 1748, on the Treaty of Aix-la-Cha-
pelle, the present Forty-fourth.

The Fifty-fifth, as it was at first called took
yart in the battle of Gladsmuir, during the re-
bellion of ’45, when the Highlanders surprised
and completely routed Sir John Cope’s force,
eutting down four hundred men and taking
twelve hundred prisoners. The facings at this
time were yellow, and the regimental ocolor
yellow silk,

In General Braddock’s infortunate march, in
17656, over the Alleghanies to attack Fort du
Quesne, the Forty-fourth joined, Colonel Hal-
kett in vain urging his brave but rash general
to use Indian scouts, and to beware of ambus.
cades. With only six hundred men, Braddock
sti]l pushed on, heedless of all remonstrance,
and proudly contemptuous of his uvdisciplined
enemies. In & place surrounded by woods, the
Americans suddenly opened fire, and at the
firat discharge only twenty-two men of the ad-
vanced guard of the Forty-fourth, under Brevet
Lieutenant-Colonel Gage, were left standing.

In 1738, Major-General Abercromby was ap-
pointed colonel of the Forty-fourth regiment,
and in 1758 it joined in the unsuccessful attack
on Ticonderoga, when, by great rushness in not
walting for our artillery, we lost five hundred
and fifty-one men. The regiment helped to
take Fort Niagara in 1749, and took part in ge-
veral engagements that led to the final conquest
of Canada. It was engaged again in the Ame-
rican war, arriving in 1775 to reinforce the Bos-
ton troops under General Gage.

We find the flank companies of the gallant
regiment next distinguishing themselves, in
1794, at the tuking of Martinique, 8t. Lucia, and
Guadaloupe ; and the regiment jtself formed part
of the Duke of York’s army in Holland. In1796,
it helped in the second capture of 8t. Lucia,
and, subsequently, in the harassing pursuit of
the runaway slaves and Caribs. In 1800, there.
giment joined Abercromby’s army at Malta, and
salled for Egypt.

When the Forty-fourth returned to England
in 1801, there is & tradition that the flank com-
panies were represented by two men alone,
Sergeants Mackrell and Donaldson, who, in 1814,
were promoted to commissiong, and subsequent-
ly died as lleutenants in the regiment. In 1808, a
second battalion was added to the Forty-fourth,

Colonel Burney, who served as & subaltern at
the capture of Malta aud Procida, affords the
following description of the uniform of the
Forty-fourth, on his jolning it in 1808. The offi-
cers wore large cocked-hats, leather breeches,
and long boots above the knees, like dragoons,

with powder and long tails, the curl of which
was generally formed of some favorite lady’s
hair, no matter what the color might be. The
evening dress was gray cloth tights, with Hes-
sian boots and tassels in front. The facings of
the coal were buttoned back, and every one was
powdered and oorrectly dressed before sitting
down to dinner. For duty, officers and men
wore white cloth breeches, black cloth leggings
or galters, with about twenty-five flat silver but-
tons to each, and & gorget, showing the officer
Was on duty. At Malta, as in other garrisons,
officers for duty were regularly examined, that
thefir buttons and swords were quite bright; if
not they were turned back, and the one in wait-
ing brought forward. Members of court-martial
Wwere sent back by the president if they had not
thelr gorgets on, and thelr duty dress and hair
properly powdered. To appear out of barracks
without being in strict regimentals and swords,
Was never dreamt of. The poor soldiers ordered
-for duty were exoused the adjutant's drill, ag
they.teok some hours to make themselves up
to pass muster for all the examinations for

puwrd.miounting, with pomaatum (sometlimes o .

tallow candle), soap, and flour, particularly the
men of flank companies, whose hair was turned
up bebind as stiff a8 & ramrod. The queues
were doomed by general orders from the Horse
Guards dated 30th of July, 1808. The officers wore
flashes, made of black ribbon, instead of & tall,
attached to the collar of the coat behind, to dis-
tinguish them a8 flankers. This costume has
been for years preserved in the Royal Welsh
Fusiliers.

The second battalion of the Forty-fourth em-
barked for the Peninsular war in 1810, and at
the siege of Cadiz supplied reinforcements for
the fort at Matagorda. The Forty-fourth, then
sailed for Lisbon and joined the army at the
lines of Torres Vedres. They fought at Sabugal,
and the light companies were actively engaged
at Fuentes d’Onoro, where Captain Jessop com-
manded.

At the siege of Badajoz the Forty-fourth, under
Lieutenant.Colonel the Honorable George Car-
leton, was told off to make a false attack on the
Pardaloras, and a real assault on the bastion of
San Vincent. After breaking down the palisad-
ing and entering a ditch, the regiment was ex-
posed to such a murderous fire of grape and
musketry, that no ladder could possibly be
raised. Lieutenant John Brooke at once sent
Lieutenant Plerce to the reserve, and two com-
panies were sent up under Captain John Cleland
Guthrie, who, from the glaecis, soon silenced the
guns and musketry. The ladders were then
raised, and the stormers entered, followed by
the brigade, and the colors of the Forty-fourth
were planted on the bastion. A bugler of the
Forty-fourth sounding the advance, Lord Wei.
lington, who was walting anxiously for news,
exclaimed, ¢“There’s an English bugle in the
tower!” The Forty-fourth, on this occasion,
lost two lieutenants, two sergeants, thirty-eight
rank and flle killed, and about a hundred men
wounded. Of the light company alone above
thirty men perished. Next morning Lieutenant
Unthank was found in an embrasure dying.
The chaplain of the division came up just in
time to admiuister the sacrament to him as he
rested on Lieutenant Pierce's knee. Lieutenant-
Colonel Carleton had his jaw broken by a bullet,
and Captain Jervoise died of his wounds. The
word ¢ Badajoz” on the regimental colors com-
memorates these services of the Forty-fourth.

At Salamanca the Forty-fourth were chosen
to attack the enemy in front, and they took the
eagle of the Sixty-seconl regiment. The French
officer was just secreting the eagle under his
gray great-coat, when Lieutenant Pierce made
at him, assisted by several private soldiers of
the Forty-fourth. A French soldier driving at
Lieutenant Plerce with his fixed bayonet, was
shot dead by Private Bill Murray, and Pierce
divided twenty dollars among his four assistants.
The Forty-fourth also took & French drum,
which was kept as a trophy till the regiment
embarked for the Mediterranean in 1848. En-
sign Standley was killed, carrying one of the
colors of the Forty-fourth, The regiment lost
in thig victory, Captain Berwick, Ensign Stand-
ley, and four rank and file, while twenty-two
men were wounded.

In 1812, Wellington finding the second batta-
lion of the Forty-fourth so reduced in numbers,
formed it into four companies. The remaining
six companies returned to England. They had
earned in Spain the title of « The Little Fight.
ing Fours,” being small men and fond of biows,

In 1814, the second battalion, sent to Belgium
in 1813, joined in the unfortunate attack on the
strong fortress of Bergenop-Zoom. The Forty-
fourth lost above forty men in this catastrophe,
A soldier of the Forty-fourth, named M:Cuallup,
who had received nine hundred lashes within
nine weeks, and on the night of the assault was
a prisoner, begged to be released, saying he had
never been out of fire when the regiment had
been engaged since his joining, and although he
knew he was a bad soldier in quarters, yet he
was & good one in the field. The man had his
wish, and being an excellent shot, managed to
kill the first nine sentries that were met with;
he was killed, however, during the night,

At Waterioo the Forty-fourth (with Pack’s
brigade) performed one of the bravest feats ever
exeouted by British soldlers; being suddenly
assailed by lancers in rear when already en-
gaged in front, and having no time to form
square, they actually received the cavalry in
line and defeated it, as Alison proudly records,
by one single well-directed volley of the rear
ranks, who faced about for that purpose. Lieu-
tenant-Colonel Hamerton knew his men well,
or he would hardly have risked such a desperate
measure.
gallantly charged at the colors, and severely
wounded Ensign Christie, who carried one of
them, by & thrust of his lance, which, entering
the left eye, penetrated to the lower jaw, The
Frenchman then endeavored 10 8eize the stand.
ard; but the brave Christie, notwithstanding

the agony of his wound, With & presence of |

mind almost unequalled, flung himself upon the
flag, not o save himself, but t0 preserve the
honor of the regiment. As the color fiuttered
in its fall, the Frenchman tore off & portion of
the silk with the point of bis lance; but he was
not permitted to bear the fragments beyond the
ranks. Both shot and bayoneted by the nearest
of the soldiers of the Forty-fourth, he was borne
to the earth, paying with the sacrifice of hig
life for his display of unavailing bravery,
Captain Burney of the Forty-fourth, in hjg
narrative of the battle, says, * The French were
in line, with skirmishers in the flelds of rye,
which was about five feet high. We advanced
with the light company extended, but finging

that the French had the advantage of seeing yg, |

and pleking off many, Colonel Hamerton cajleq
thems 10, aud dle-firing comwonced (rowm ggch

A French lancer, says Mr. T. Carter, |

oompany, to clear the rye as we advanoced. Af-
ter several movements the Forty-fourth were
detached at double quick to a rising ground,
where we found the French cavalry had driven
our artillerymen from their guns, and had taken
possession of, but conld not move them, as the
horses were gone; many of our artillerymen

quarter-distance column, and soon put our men
in charge of their guns again. A German regi-
ment then came up, and the Forty-fourth re-
joined their brigade, Soon afterwards the divi-
slon was in line on the plain ; the roar of artillery
was awful. The French oavalry repeatedly
charged, and we formed squares; on the third
occasion I was wounded.” Captain Burney was
then carried to the rear, wounded in the head
and leg. A bullet was soon after extracted from
his bead, without which operation the doctors
agreed he would have died mad.

A repeater watch was taken on the 18th at
Waterloo, by Eunsign Dunlevie, of the Korty-
fourth., When the regiment had reformed line
from square, & French cavalry officer found
himself the sole representative of his squadron,
and hemmed in between twolines of our troops.
Whereupon he threw off his helmet, disguised
himself in his cloak, and, being splendidly
mounted, charged the rear centre of the Forty-
fourth (first line), making g great grasp at the
colors, The sergeants called out, «Here is &
staff ofticer, open out;” on this, Ensign Dunle-
vie—who held one of the colors (and which the
French officer mate a snap at as he rode
through)—stabbed the horse in the stomach ;
the animal staggered and fell about twenty
yards in front, Dunlevie and twosoldiers hast~
ened on, and the Frenchman was bayoneted
whilst disengaging himself, pistol in hand, from
his saddle. His watch and gold chain fell into
their hands, and were afterwards purchased by
Lieutenant.Colonel Burney for thirty napoleons.
Ensign Dunlevie subsequently took this repeater
to a watchmaker in the Palais Royal, who re-
cognised it, and at once claimed it and locked it
up, only half the purchase money having been
pald. There being an order from the duke not
to dispute with Frenchmen, Dunlevie quietly
asked the man to let him compare the watch
with his time, and on gaining possession of it
put it in his pocket, and with a polite « Bon
jour,” walked away. On the 16th of June the
Forty-fourth had fourteen killed, and one hun-
dred and fifty-one wounded. Lieutenant Tom-
kins and Ensign Cooke were killed, The second
battalion was disbanded soon after Waterloo.

In 1825, the Forty-fourth had an active share
in the Burmese war. In 1841, shortly before
the breaking out of the Afghan war, the regi-
mental strength consisted of twenty.five offi-
cers, thirty-five sergeants, fourteen drummers,
and six hundred and thirty-five rank and file,
nearly all of whom were destined to perish in
the ravines of Afghanistan, On the 2nd of
November, 1841, the storm broke out at Cabul,
and our political agent, Sir Alexander Burnes,
his brother, and Lieutenant Broadfoot, perished
in their burning house. In a repulsed attack on
the Rika Bashee Fort, Lijeutenant-Colonel
Mackrell was sabred, and Captain M:Crea, of
the Forty-fourth, cut to pieces. The treacherous
assassination of the British envoy, 8ir William
Macnaghten, was followed, on the 5th of Feb—
ruary, 1842, by the retreat from Cabul of four
thousand five hundred English soldiers, with
about three times that number of camp follow.
ers, women, and children. Heavy snow had
fallen, and the Afghans were in full pursuit. At
the Little Cabul Pass confusion, slaughter, and
plunder began. The Sepoys were 80 benumbed
with cold that the Afghans wrested their fire.
locks from them in many instanees without
resistanoe. Whenever a European fell the
mountaineers chopped him up with their large
knives, a8 If he had been a dead sheep. Once
the Forty-fourth charged, and drove the Afghans
gallantly back, bayonetting many, but the re-
lentless pursuit still continued. The road was
strewn with dead. At the Tezeen Pass there
was more fighting, but Brigadier.General Shel-
ton halted the Forty-fourth, and averted imme-
diate destruction. Here fell Major 8cott, Oap-
tain Leighton, and Lieutenant White of the
Forty-fourth. At barriers thrown up near Jug-
dulluck, many of the Forty-fourth were killed.
The officers slain here and in the Pass were
Lieutenants William Henry Dodgin and Franocis
Montressor Wade, Paymaster Thomas Bourke,
Quarter-master Richard R. Halahan, and Syr.
geon John Harcourt,

Paymaster Bourxe, says Mr. Carter, had been
nearly forty years in the service, which he en-.
tered as paymaster in 1804, He had joined the
Forty-fourth in 1823, and gerved with the regi.
ment in Arracan. Some of the officers of the
avenging army recognized the remains of the
poor old man, from there being o small portion
of his silvery grey hair still adhering to the
skull, Many valuable papers were lost With his
effects; the funds of the regiment, which were
unusually flourishing, were in his hands, and
some of them were altogether lost. What ap.
peared to be a plece of dirty paper was picked
up in the Tezeen valley, and proved to be an
order for three hundred pounds, belonging to the
officers’ mess-fund. The amount was recovered
by the regiment.

Quarter-master Halahan had been lieutenant
in the Eightieth regtment, but was P on
| half-pay on the reduction of the army in 1817,
! He was appointed Quarter-master of the Forty-
| fourth in 1822, and served with the regiment in

Arracan. He was of great strength, and was
| known 1o be the most powerful man in the re.
giment. He carried & musket from Cabul, and
| fought With the ranks, killing many of the

enemy. He fell while crossing the barrier in
‘ .

were sheltered under the guns. We were in |

the Jugdulluok Pass, and had been wounded 8¢
Cabul, at the Commlssariat Fort. he
Lieutenant Dodgin had lost a leg near P8
awur, when on the march to Cabul
the following unlucky manner. He asté?
at Ufin in his tent with Quarter-mssv,
, Halahan, when a cry was raised in the camP
i “ & man ranning a-muck.” Dodgin step) pad
j to see, und it turned out to be a Syce be 10§
! discharged that morning, who was MK
; straight for the teut, brandishing a sword 88
a8 a razor. Dodgin called to Halahan,
_came out with a thick stick and felled the s
| lifeless with a single blow, but not in H!
however, toaid poor Dodgin, who, in atten rs
to step out of the fellow’s way, stumbled 0V® s
tent rope, and received from him so 56V He
wound as to occasion amputation of the Jeg: aok
Wwas algo killed at the barrier in the Jugdull
Pass. oue
“ Shortly after daylight on the 13th of I8 ol
ary,” says the regimental blographer, ¢ tbe
hausted survivors found their progress 3""’?“ s
by a numerous body of horse and they
strong position across the road, whereupon ¥~
ascended a height on their left hand, and, ¢ the
t,h."

who

ing the top, waved a handkerchief ; some
Afghans then came to them, and ag try)
Major Griffiths (Thirty-seventh Native Infat®e,
should proceed to the Chief of Gundam! o
make terms; whilst he was gone, a few of mu,‘
gave the men some bread, and possibly 3‘"“"
confidence from this, the enemy ylelded toth 10
usual propensity to plunder, and endeav! pen
snatch the arms out of the soldiers’ hands, ¥ .y
an officer exoclaiming, ¢Here is treac in-
words came to blows. The Afghans were '
stantly driven down the hill; firing Waé 0
recommenced and continued for nearly "m,
hours, during which these herotc few kepd " oed
enemy at bay, till their numbers being réd d-
to about twenty, and their ammunition pelr
ed, the Afghans rushed in suddenly with in
knives. An awful seene ensued, and O“d‘f:w,
the massacre of all except Lieutenant Th¢ def
Alexander Souter, Lance-Sergeant Alexa¥ prs
Fair, six soldiers of the Forty-fourth, three alb
tillerymen, and Major Griffiths, Thirty-56v0%
Native Infantry, whose lives the Afghans, Xﬂl’
unwonted humanity, spared. In this 1ast# \
gle Lieutenant Thomas Collins, Arthur H
Edward Sandford Cumberland, Bamuel Swib
and Doctor William Primrose, assistant- ”
all of the ill-fated Forty-fourth, were ki"°d‘ed at
Of the one hundred and two officers kill god
Cabul and in the retreat, twenty-two "':“y.
to the Forty-fourth, Of six hundred snd elé! aod
four men of the Forty-fourth, six hun
fifty-eight perished, nine were prisoners, ¢
teen survived the last brave stand st QY
muck, and of these fourteen died in captdvik \er
In one of the last fights Lieutenant 9";:,0,,
seeing the peril, tore the regimental colors y.
the staff, and wrapped them round bis Land
The Queen's color Lieutenant C\lmwwm
banded to Color-Sergeant Patrick Careys |,
wrapped it round him; but Carey was K
The first

ven”
ndv

and the color never seen again, Jetter
was more lucky. Lieutenant Souter, in 8 !¢
to his wife, from his captivity near Sugh®
In the hills, not many miles from Jellalg g
thus wrote: « In the conflict my posteéd v
open and exposed the color, They th T wes
was some great man, looking so flash. drov
seized by two fellows (after my sword bad houle
ped from my hand by & severe out in the # pur-
der, and my pistols had missed fire); the¥ ° r
ried me Lo a distance, took my clothes wal
me except my trousers aund cap, led me #
to a village by command of some horsé
that were on the road, and I was made 0
the head man of the village, who Wwdl.e
well, and bad my wound attended to. He ple
remaiuned » month, seelng occasionally “::: in
of men of my regiment who were detaiBé? "y
an adjoining village, At the end of & od $0¢
was Landed over to Akbar Khan, and joiB I
ladies and the other officers at Sulhm’:‘nnd.
lost everything I possessed.........My W woY
which is from my right shoulder & loP& Y
down my blade-bone, is an ugly one, bo* b
quite healed. The cut was mude #! Wi
sheepskin posteen, under which the colof shat
concealed, lying over my right shouldshr )
thick Potershian coat I used 1o wesr at Ku 2
a flannel and shirt. I then threw mY Pl .
upon the ground, and gave myself up W B2 1,
chered. The man I tried to shoot s dow?
assisted by his son-in-law, and dragged “}:“ Y
the hill; then took my clothes, the colory o Vil
money. I was eventually walked off ':nd pis
lage two niles away. This same man e
son-in-law, whose nameés are Meer J &““'w Y
afterwards 10 the village where I was, ¥itJ
telescope, to get me to show them hoW e
it. Afterwards the sou-in-law and I "5“,““
thick; he brought me back the color ( u,.o”'
divested of the tassels and most of the
to my agreeable surprise,” wer®
Both the colors had for some years W:d w»
bundles of ribbons, and the color thus 88V &
eventually placed in the church of Al""sﬁ. by
Hants. Colonel Shelton was killed in lnnl"“d
a fall from his horse in the square of BI®
Barracks, Dubiin, yod B
In 1854, when the Forty-fourth embaf med*"
Varna for the Crimean war, the “"g
strength was thirty officers and elght she DY
and ninety-nine menof all ranks, After ¥y (ue
tle of the Almu, Doctor James Thoidh ' gief
Forty-fourth, and Private Magrath, .ed o re
Servaat, for four or five days volunteers  gei
main behind and ulleviate the suffering® b
hundred wounde¢ Russians; subsequeé W’W
dootor took three hundred and forty, of $8%, of
Odessa, andjdied on his return to B“‘:;:‘ The
¢holera, u victiw 10 his gencrous exert!
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t’h‘:"{tm particularly distinguished ijself in
a &:‘ck on and oocupation of the cemetery
Paling head of the Dockyard Creek, the day
e ler was repulsed at the Malakoff, Our
R bad the dangerous task of pulling down
T 68 of stone walls while under fire, The
and k'fOIIrt.h swarmed into the advaneced houses
a m."" up a continuous fire on the embrasures
tot head of the creek. The brigade was alto-
the eighteen hours under fire, and got, for
m"‘"t time, actually intothe town of Sebasto-
the although exposed to a plunging fire from
nand Barrack Batteries. Five hundred
the Xty-two men were the total casualties of
Bpe « Colonel the Honorable Augustus
'"“"1'. who commanded the Forty-fourth,
Sua., Younded, and Lieutenant-Colonel Stavely
l,.‘m‘“ded to the command. Altogether the
h Y-fourth lost in killed and wounded one
Whe and thirty-three men. Of six captalns
went into action, four (Fenwick, Agar,
:“"'ﬂeld and Caulfleld) were killed. Colonel
ln‘:“" and Lieutenants Logan, Haworth and
'"kinl were wounded. The Victoria (ross
Moy Aflerwards given to Sergeant William
an’““”’- The Gazette of the day says
the hiney «Volunteered as sharp-shooter at
any oMmencement of the slege of Sebastopol,
Mn"&l in charge of the party of the Forty-
b; was always vigilant and active, and
:,'g‘;ﬂlzod himself on the 26th of October, 1854,
Y 0 one of his party, Private John Keane,
o Y-fourth regiment, was dangerously wound-
In the Woronzoff road, at the time the sharp-
oy were repulsed from the quarries by
S'Whelming numbers. Sergeant M‘Whiney,
h.cm' return, took  the wounded man on his
wk and brought him to & place of safety. This
me, Under a very heavy fire. He was also the
R0 of gaving the life of Corporal John Cour-
m“). This man was one of the sharp-shooters,
Sty |28 severely wounded in the head on the
brou:‘ December, 1854, Sergeant M«Whiney
ligy ht him from under fire, and dug up &
Y cover with his bayonet, where the two
' Alned until dark, when they retired. Ser—
o t M«Whiney volunteered for the advanced
d of Major-Genergl Eyre's brigade in the
sustery on the 18th ®f June, 1855, and was

Ver absent from duty during the war.”
1860, the Forty-fourth sailed for China, the
T‘emml' having refused to ratify the treaty of
0-Tsin. On the 6th of August, the regiment
ad on the banks of the Pehtang river, and
shr"-\eed to attack the Tarlar posts at the
‘h‘;ho entrenchments, The roads were so bad
m it .cost the troops two hours’ hard labor to
n‘mh two miles. The tremendous Armstrong
'“!:3 then first used in actual warfare, aston-
the Tartar horsemen, who nevertheless
med out and enveloped Sir Robert Napler's
To¢, who was taking the position In flank. The
out Were soon put to flight, but again broke
in gwarms, and threatened the artillery.
8y were driven off by four companies of the
T:“y'fourth, who wheeled up and fired volleys.
ehe Tear guard also received and repulsed a
s':"le of Tartar cavalry. Aftertaking Tangken,
dames Hope Grant determiued to reduce
B North Taku Forts, near the mouth of the
Waa 0. Onthe 21st of August, a storming party
Lie chosen from the Forty-fourth, to be led by
Utenant.Colonel Patrick Willlam Macmahon,
Wing of the Sixty-seventh, and some marines,
d“: carried a pontoon bridge for crossing the wet
ex leﬂ- The magazines in both forts having
Ploded, a breach was commenced near the
van and a portion of the storming party ad-
Ny %ed to within thirty yards and opened a
lnzk“ry fire, which the Chinese returned with
the Test. The resistance was so vigorous that
Wer French, having crossed the wet ditches,
® ungble to escalade the walls. Nor could
Bappers succeed in laying the pontoon bridge,
uem teen of the men being knocked down in sue-
oy Yon, and one of the pontoons destroyed. More-
""". the troops had to wade through deep mud,
h'“'.“ three wet ditohes, and clamber over two
Na, of pointed bamboo stakes. At this crisis
v Pler ordered up two howitzers to within fifty
wum, Of the gate, and soon created a breach
th clent for one man to enter. In like terriers
Stormers went in single file; Lieutenant
the, Tt Montressor Rogers, of the E company,
too} Private John Macdougall of the Forty-
iy and Lieutenant Lennon of the Sixty-
'u::“'h were the first Eoglishmen inside the
Wt Of the North Taku Forts; they climbed
wap © éInbrasure by sticking bayonets in the
8nd so earned the Vietorla Cross, which
0 conferred on Lieutenant Burslem,
sey Chaplin, and Private Lane of the Sixty.
,,Q:’"-h. The Chinese, driven back foot by foot,
bra " 8t last hurled through the opposite em.
into the muddy ditches. About an
After all the forts hoisted flags of truce, yet
o defied the allles. Eventually the allied in-
scaje’, Pushing on to the outer North Fort,
sop d the walls, and made prisoners the garri.
the ‘é‘ two thousand men, Towards evening
logg CDiness evacuated the South Forts. The
xﬂgh:u Severe. The Forty-founsh had Captain
hyy M2 and  Lieutenant Rogers severely
ang fourteen men killed, acd one drummer
Wag rty-five men wounded. Captain Gregory
Whoon' Of the first in the Taku Forts after thoge
Oblained the Victoria Cross; Biigadler
©%, who commanded the troops for the
Thg““’ Was severely wounded in five places.
Wordy «Taku Forts” are now borne on the

™ of the Forty-fourth regiment.
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‘I3 Woman,” anxlously inquires a Western
Bom ! “ better than man ?” She certainly is for
oy PUrposes, but she doesn’t make so good &
hﬂ‘-in.hw'

FAMILY MATTERS.

SwWEET-BREADS.—Put into the dripping-pan
a large piece of butter, let it get hot and tho-
roughly melted, then put in the sweet-breads.
Turn them often, and allow them to ocook
through ; when brown, sprinkle salt over them,
remove, and pour & small quantity of water in

the pan; boil it with grease left in, and pour
over the dish.

To BrROIL TOMATOES.—Brolled tomatoes make
a delicious dish ; select those that are not over-
ripe, and cut them in halves crosswise ; dip the
cut side into beaten egg and then into wheat
flour, and place them upon a gridiron, whose
bars have been greased previously, When they
have become well browned, turn them over, and
cook the skin side until thoroughly done. Then
put butter, salt and paper upon the egg side and
serve upon a platter,

800TCH 8CONES.—Flour, 21b. ; bi-carbonate of
soda, }0z. ; 8alt, oz ; sour buttermilk, one pint,
more or less. Mix to the consistence of light
dough, roll it out about half an inch thick, cut
them out to any shape you please, and bake on
a girdle over a clear fire about ten or fifteen mi-
nutes, turning them to brown on both sides, or
they may be done on a hot plate or ironing
stove. A girdle is a thin plate of cast iron about
12in. or 14in. in diameter, with & handle at-
tached to hang it up by. These scones are ex.
cellent for tea, and may bé eaten either cold or
hot, buttered, or with cheese.

How 10 CURE A CoLbp.—If & cold settles on
the outer coverings of the lungs, it becomes
pneumonia, inflammation of the lungs, or lung
fever, and in many cases carries off the strong-
est man to the grave within a week. If cold
falls upon the inner covering of the lungs, it is
pleurisy, with its knife-like pains and its slow,
very slow recoveries. If a cold settles in the
Joints there is rheumatism, with the agonies of
pain, and rheumatism of the heart, which in an
instant sometimes snaps asunder the cords of
life with no friendly warning. It is of the ut-
most practical importance, then, in the wintry
weather, to know not so much how to cure a
cold as to avoid it. Cold always comes from one
cause—some part of the body being colder than
natural for a time. If a person will keep his
feet warm always, and never allow himself or
herself to be chilled, he or she will never take
cold in & lifetime ; and this can only be accom-
plished by due care in warm clothing and avoid-
ence of drafts and exposure. While multitudes
of colds come from cold feet, perhaps the ma-
Jjority arise from cooling off too quickly after be-

-coming a littte warmer than i{s natural, from ex-

ercise or work, or from confinement to a warm
apartment.

HOW TO GET RID OF COCKROACHES.—MTr,
Tewkesbury of Nottingham, in a letter to the
Manz Sun, says :—« I forward an easy, clean,
and certain method of eradicating these insects
from dwelling houses. A few years ago my
house was infested with cockroaches, (or
¢ clocks,” as they are called here,) and I was re-
commended to try cucumber peelings as a re-
medy. I aoccordingly, immediately before bed
time, strewed the floor of those parts of the
house most infested with the vermin with the
green peel, cut not very thin from the cucumber,
and sat up half an hour later than usual to
watch the effect. Before the expiration of that
time the floor where the peel lay was complete-
1y covered with cockroaches, 80 much 8o, that
the vegetable could not be seen, so voraciously
were they engaged in sucking the poisonous
moisture from it. I adopted the same plan the
following night, but my visitors were not near so
numerous—1I should think no more than a fourth
of the previous night. On the third night I did
not discover one ; but anxious to ascertain whe-
ther the house was clear of them, I examined
the peel after 1 had laln it down about half an
hour, and perceived that it was covered with
myriads of minute cockroaches about the size
of a flea. I therefore allowed the peel to lie till
morning, and from that nmioment I have not
seen a cockroach in the house. It isa veryold
building ; and I am certain that the above re-
medy only requires to be persevered in for three
or four nights, to completely eradicate the pest.
Of course it should be fresh cucumber peel every
night.”

0~ ——

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

THE horse chestnut is now used in France for
the manufacture of starch. The nut yields
about 17 per cent. of pure starch. Washing it
with water contalning carbonate of 8oda is sald
to remove the bitterness,

A S1MpPLE REMEDY.—Dr, Blower of Liverpool,
states that be has, for the past twenty years,
employed compressed sponge very successfully
in the treatment of ingrowing nails. His method
1s to render the sponge compact by wetting, and
then tylng it tightly until it s thoroughly dry.
A bit of the 8ponge, in &ize less than a grain of
rice, is placed under the nafl, aund secured by
strips of adbesive plaster. In this way the
polnt of the nail 18 kept up from the toe until
the surrounding soft parts are restored to their
normal conditlon by appropriate means. Of
course there i8 no pain in this remedy, and its
application requires only ordinary skill,

NEw ENGRAVING PROCKSS.—A very novel
and curious process of wood-engraving is called
the Planotype. The design to be engraved Is
transferred to a block of lime-tree wood. The
block is then plaged 1o & machine resembling

an oengraving machine, the graver being heated
red hot by a gas jet. The design is gradually
burned inlo the wood. Figures or letters of re.
ference are impressed by means of punches.
When the red-hot graver has done its work a
cast in type metal is taken from the block,
which is then used for printing like the ordinary
stereotype plate. It is sald that the flnest de-
tails are faithfully produced, and that the prac-
tice carried out on a large scale is found to give
satisfactory results.

A WONDERFUL MYSTERY.~—¢ We have spoken
in a preceding number,” says the Journal du
Havre, “of an extraordinary discovery an-
nounced by Galignani's Messenger of Paris, it
being nothing less than an agent destined to en-
tirely replace steam. The importance of such
an invention, which we need not dwell upon,
made us feel bound in the interests of every.
thing relating to manufactures or the navy to
seek for more ample information. The inven-
tors of this process are MM. Brachigny and J.
Deschamps, domiciled at Rouen, 9 Rue de
Sotteville. They pretend, by the aild of their
apparatus, which works without coal or any
other combustible, to replace the present ma-
chines, whatever be their power. Their inven-
tion, they say, is equally applicable to land in-
dustry and to navigation.”

A GBEAT SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY,—Dr, Fer.
rier, of King’s College, has succeeded in almost
completing a map of the brain with all its
organs, distinguished by the sure and rigorous
test of experiment. Nothing could surpass the
interest of these experiments. On the table be-
fore the spectator 1s a dog, with the top of its
skull removed.  All seems, but for the breath-
inz and movement of the brain, an inert mass
of dead matter. The doctor applies the elec.
trode, and presently the tail begins to wag. All
else is motionless. Another touch, and its fore-
paw i8 stretched out; another, and its head is
erected; another, and its mouth opens. Again
the magic wand touches the brain, and the ani-
mal seems convuised with fear and rage; and
sothe experiments go on, This dlscovery, so
simple now that it is known, will effect almost
a revolution in physiology. One of the chief
results attained by Dr. Ferrler is the bellefthat
each convolution is a separate organ, although
occasionally several may be conjoined for com-
mon work. He also finds that the great mo-
tion-centres are collected in the front part of
the brain—a result that shows the phrenolog-
ists were not far wrong in that quarter. The
discovery shows why conslderable portions of
the brain may be diseased without interfering
with sanity, and why other slight lesions pro-
duce epilepsy. Dr. Ferrier has also found out
the origin of chorea, or 8t. Vitus’ Dance, and has
been able to make animals show all the symp-
tdms of the disease artificlally. At the instance
of Professor Huxley, the Royal Soclety has
come handsomely forward, and voted a grant
to Dr. Ferrier to carry out his experiments
on monkeys. The moukey is the nearest
approach to man in the animal kingdom, and
as it is, of course, out of the question to experi-
ment on man, the monkey will form a not in-
adequate substitute.

et &~ R ———————

MISCELLANEQUS ITEMS.

THE whole of the detalled arrangements for
the new German colnage are said to have been
completed some time ago by a committee of the
States-Council, and approved at a full sitting of
that body. The front of the coins will vary
with the state or sovereign issuing it. The gold
five-shilling piece 18 to have on the reverse—
which may he called the imperial side of the
coinage—nothing more than the German eagle,
with the words «Five marks.” The silver
plece of the same value to bear the words « Got
mit uns” in an outer circle; and * Five marks,”
“German Empire,” within. The much dis.
puted two-shilling piece, which the will of the
Diet forced upon the Government and States-
Coungll, will be struck in falr proportion, and
is to have on its reverse the year, with the
words, “German Empire” and «Two marks.”
The one-shilling plece will be similar.

THERE is in Paris an aged woman who had
for the last fifty years supported ‘herself by an
industry of which, we belleve, she enjoys a
complete monopoly. She supplies the Garden
of Acclimatisation in Paris witb food for the
pheasants, which food consists entirely of ants’
eggs. Thesc she collects in the woods around |
Paris, and receives about twelve francs for the
quantity she brings back from each of her for-
aging expeditions. These generally last three !
or four days, durlpg which she sleeps on the |
field of action, in order to watch the insccts at |
dawn, and to find her way 1o their treasures. .
8he 18 almost devoured by the ants, an incon. |
venience of which she takes little notice, butat :
the end of her barvest time, which lasts from
the present month to the end of SBeptember, her
whole body is in & truly pitiable condition. -
Her services are, of course, highly valued, for
as there is at present 10 competition in this
line of 1ndustry, it wWould be difficult to supply
her place.

T, W. HigeINsOK, In one of his essays, gives
this hint to dinner-table orators: Ifmost people :
talked in public as they do in private, public
meetings would be more Interesting. To ac-
quire a conversational tone, there is gomething
in Edward Hale's theory, that every person who .
18 called on to speak—Ilet Us 8ay at g publie din- |
ner—instead of stunding up and talking about
his surprise at being called on, ghould simply

-

make his last remark to his neighbor at the
table the starting point for what he says to the
whole table. He will thus make sure of 8 per-
feotly natural key to begin with, and can go on
from this quiet, # As I wassaying to Mr. 8mith,”
to discuss the gravest question of church or
state., It breaksthe ice for you, like the remark
upon the weather, with which we begin our in.
terview with the person whom we have longed
two years to meet. Beginning in this way, at
the level of the earth’s surface, we can join
hands and rise to the clouds. Begin in the
clouds—as some of my most esteemed friends
are wont to do—and you have to sit down before
reaching the earth.

THE New York Observer ridicules the idea
that where the ages of the patriarchs of the
Bible are mentioned in years, months are meant
instead, a8, for instance, when the Hebrew chro-
nologer stated the life of Methusaleh to be 969
years, and of Jared 962, he meant that many
months, The Observer goes into figures on the
subject, as follows: « Adam lived a hundred
and tbirty months, and begat a son, Seth lived
a hundred and five months, and begat Enos,
Enos lived ninety months, and begat Cainan,
Cainan lived seventy months, and begat Michael.
And Enoch lived sixty-five months, and begat
Methuselah. And all the days of Methuselah
were nine hundred and sixty-nine months, and
he died; and so on, Truly a wonderful race of
beings! At the age of 130 months, which is
little more than 10 years, Adam begat his first
born, 8eth; and at the age of 105 months, a
little less shan 9 years, Seth begat Enos and at
90 months, or less than 8 years, Enos begat
Cainan; and Cainan begat his first born at 70
months, which is less than 6 years! And this
is a satisfactory solution! It is historical and
scientific mending with a vengeance,”

~

HUMOKOUS SCRAPS.

o

THE question whether woman i8 better than
man depends upon when she had her last new
bonnet, and whether he has lately been defeated
in a regatta.

A VERY sad and depressing feature of the see
vere rain at Danbury on Friday afternoon was
a man in linen clothes, who was waiting at the
depot for the train on which his wife’s mother
was expected,

TALK about the curiosity of women ! We will
back a fly against any woman. Just watch him
as he gally truverses a bald man’s cranium, halws
on the eyelid, and, taking a cursory glance
around him, waltzes over to the end of the nose,
peeps up one nostril, and having satisfied his
curiosity there, curvettes over the upper Iip and
tukes a glance up the other., With & satisfac-
tory smile at having seen all there 1s to he seen
there he makes a bee-line for the chin, stopping
a moment to explore the cavity formed by the
closed lips. Arriving at the chin, he takes &
notion to creep down under the shirt-collar, but
suddenly hesitating, he turns around as if he had
forgotten something, and proceeds to an explor.
ation of the ears. This concluded, he carries out
his original intention, and disappears between
the neck and shirt-collar, emerging, after the
lapse of some minutes, with an air seeming to
say he had performed his duty. What matters
the frantic attempts to catch him, the enraged.
gestures, and the profane language? They dis-
turb his equanimity not a moment. Driven
from one spot he alights on another; he finds
he has got a duty to perform, and he does it.

A STRANGER who is visiting Danbury proposed
to one of our citizens, Saturday, that he would
got & barouche, if the citizen would furuish la-
dies, and take a drive out oftown in the evening.
The citizen agreed, and went home to get ready.
His wife noticed his particular toilet, and asked
him what was up. He didn’t appear to know
that anything was up, and she said no mare.
Shortly after he left, she went to his place of
business and learned that he was to take adrive.
The carriage was in front of the hotel the party
was to start from, and near it the curious wo-
man found her husband’s partner in the scheme.
She asked him if the carriage was going to R—,
and he believing her to be one ot the invited,
replied in the affirmative, and help her in. 8he
was no more than comfortably seated in the
back seat, when her husband came down the
hotel steps with the couple he had engaged, and
reaching the carriage, proceeded to bow them in,
when his smile was petrified into ghastliness by
the vislon of his affectionate wife, pleasantly lo-

" cated in the back scat, and golng through a brief

rehearsal with her fingers. One instant he
gazed frantically at her, and tlen giving ex.”
pression to his pent up feelings with the simple
exclamation, ¢ By hokey !” he turned and fied.

It 18 a good thing, says the Detroit Mree Press
to know what to dowhen a man faints away and
falls down in the street. A pedestrian fell down
on Monroe avenue yesterday, being just off a
sick bed, and it was wondertul how many men
in the crowd knew exactly what was the besl
thing to do. One called for brandy, another
waved the crowd back, another shouted ¢ police”
and ¢ coroner,” & fourth brought u bucket of

. water from a saloon, and all the others crowded

in as closely as possible, and began wondering
if the man had his life 1nsured. Some wanted

| to throw water on the vietim, and others though.

that his boots ought to be removed, wnd the man
with the slop-pail fell down in it and juraped up
and kicked at & lame boy. Two boys were sent
for a doctor, but didn’t go, and a market-wo-
man crowded in and told them to raise the
man’s head, Some one put & brick under Lis
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neck, and another general eall was made for
whiskey, eamphor, gin, soda, pbp, root beer, gin.
ger Ale, vinegar, water and lager. Nothing was
brought, and after a few minutes the man open-
ed his eyes, gave his name, and asked to be
taken home. After he had departed a doctor
arrived, a coroner came puffing along, and the
c¢rowd came near having a fight as to who was
entitled to the honor of saving the man's life,

————ee D @~ Qe
. OUR PUZZLER.

—

53, SQUARE PUZZLE.

1. Reader, a poét’s name recall—
A name well known, esteemed by all.

$. My next portrays a Persian town,
As yet not honored with renown,

8. And now a metal I display-—
One that 18 hard and white, they say.

4. A man who lived in dwellings rude,
And spent a life of solitude.

6. A heathen god has now appeared-—
One whom the ancient Greeks revered.

8. A poet of so great a name,
That never can it die to tame,

Ere I conclude I crave leave to define,
That six letters alone can be found in each line.
My initials and tirst give the first poet’s name,
My finals and sixth do the other proclaim.

E. P, M.

54. LOGOGRIPHS.

1. If from the name of & quadruped you the
centre letter leave out, the remainder you cannot
mend, for it’s best without doubt.

2.

Ourtatl a wine, and then transpose ;
‘What's bright and fine it will disclose.

J. B. HAYWARD,

55. CHARADE.

If I was on a donkey, and couldn’t make it go,

I would not use it roughly, nor beat it, oh, no, uo,

With a pat upon its neck, I would call my second

s

And 1!?0 vt;ouldn't come my last, and the worst
came to the worst,

I'a use my first, and that, no doubt, would
quickly make him trot,

And thus it would go my last, and travel off the

spot. .

Just put these things together (and it will not
take you long;

Anotiwet hin I'll give, and then you surely can’t
got wrong, t o

A man whose stirring eloquence and teaching of
the word

Has made his name a household word where'er
our tonyue is heard;

This 18 my whole, and now, my friends, I pray
you give his name—

It ean’t be very difficult—you’ve often seen the
same,

56. CONUNDRUMS,

1. Why is a fleld of wheat like the seed or
frult of an oak tree ?

2. When is a garment that ladies wear liire
the direction on an envelope ?

8. Why are beggars like bakers ?

4. What town in England would you like to
get apring water from ?

5. When are fashionableladieslike Bow Bells ?

5. B H

57. CONICAL PUZZLE,

One fifth of count; a rodent ; a weight ; a ra-
pacious bird; a country in Asia; a oity fAower.
The centrals, if read down aright, will a town in
Asia disélose, R, C.

ANSWERS.

27, CHARADE.—Bridewell.
28, CRoS$ PUzZZLE,—

ECK

SHY

LEE

CAMBRI

CHERUR

SAARBR

SIXx

ANN

8 1L

29. Loao@rIrH.—Fear, Fare, Fera, Era, Are,

DGR
INI
vex

r.
30. ARITHNMETICAL QUESTION,—
Here? ¢ 252135 ~43.0!16 = diagonal of flncr.

_ yds.ft.in.”
and 2 ¥ 430152 4 4022258 737 m 58,8 W = 63 4385 10
yde. teo e, !
6 4 8 iUatbe. persq. yd. — £1 12s. Tid. An,

31, CHARADE,—Cherry-apple,
82. SQUARE WoRDS,—

1. 2 3.
AGRAM LUCCA SURAT
GRADE UNION UNITE
RABID - CIRCER BILLS
ADIGER CoCK 8 ATLAS
MEDEA ANEST TREB B R trey)

83. CHARADE.—Waterloo,
84. HIDDEN TowNs.—1, Cardiff; 2. Bolton; 3,
Stourbridge; 4. Ayr; 7. Waterford.

GUNNAR: A NORSE ROMANCE:

BY H. H. BO‘YIS.!.
PART IIL

CHAPTER VIII,
GROWTH.

# Bless my soul! what is it the bay has been
doing ?” cried Brita, as her.eyes fell upnon the
drawing which Gunnar had left standing hefore
his bed. It was the marning after St. John's
Eve, and Brita had come to wake him. Gunnar,
before whnse dreamy vision the variegated
scenes and impressinng of the night =till were
hovering, started np ha'f frightened, rubbed his
eyes, and asked what was the matter,

“ Why, boy, what have you been doing ?”
repeated Brita. in a tone which made Gunnar
believe that it was something terrible he was
suspected of having done; « have yon heen try-
ing to make A picture of little R gnhild ?”

* No, indeed, 1 have not,” asserted Gunnar,
atlll with a vague impression that sneh an at-
tempt would be an unpardonable boldness,

“ Then what does this mean?” said Brita,
holding the drawing up before him. A stream
of sunlight glided in through the airhole in the
wall and struck the picture ; but it went farther,
and struck Gunnar too. What he had not
known before, he knew now. It wns not the
Hulder; it was Ragnhild, He felt the hlood
mount to his temples, dropped his eyes like a
convicted eulprit, aAnd remained silent.

Dnys came and days went, the summer sped,
and auttmn drew near. The whnle highlanad
with its fregshness and freedom had become nsa
home to Gunnar; he longed no more’ for the
valley ; nay, sometimes he even felt a strange
dread of being closed in agnin under the shadow
of thase stern, inex~rable mountains, now that
his sight had been widened by the distance, and
his thought had gained height and strength in
the play with the infinite,

Rhyme-0Ola was n great help to Gunnar, for a
strong friendship bound them to each other,
Rhyme-Ola clung to Guanar, who was, in fact,
the stronger nature of the two. The boy soon
became familiar with his friend’s peculiar ways,
%0 they no longer disturbed him; and the song-
ster, to whom sympathy and affection were new
experiences, felt spring spread in his soul, and
with every day that passed the boy became
dearer to him. He sung him sad, and he rRUng
bim gay: for there was power and depth in
Rhyme.Ola’s song; moreover, there was this
peculiarity about it, that as soon as he struck
the first note, the sky, the lake, And the whole
landseape around seemed to fall fn with it, and
to assume the tone and color of the song. It
was as much a part of the highland nature as
the shrill cry of the loon or the hollow thunder
of the avalanche in the distant ravines,

Ar grew ; and Rhyme-Ola’s sang grew with

I htm"and tnte him, opening his ear to the un.

heard, his eye to the unseen, and lifting his
tancy to bolder flight,

As long a8 the sun sent life and summer to
the earth, Gunnar and his friend remained at
the rpeter watching the caltle. The cows were
intrusted to Guunoar's care, while the singer
gave his whole attention to the sheep and the
goats. Inthe morning they would always start
in different directions, the one following the
eustern shore of the Inke, and the other the
western., At noon they would meet at the
northern end, on the rock which had been the
scene of their first encounter. Then, while the
sun stood high and the cattle lay in their noon-
rest, Rhyme-Ola sat down and sung, and Gunnar
would take his board and draw.

Hé o711 never draw so well ns when he heard
those ~: ..d tunes ringing in his ears; then his
mine g 0nged with great ideas, and his hang
move . of itself. At first it was monstly Hul-
ders h, . .cew, but at the end of another month
he gav;.up these attempts as vain. Then his
companfon changed his song; and now old
heroic ballads gave a new turn to bis mind and
new subjects for his pencil. His illustrations
of his old favorite story of the poor boy who
married the princess gained him great praise
wherever they were shown. Rhyme-Ola de-
clared them absolutely unrivalled. Thus en.
couraged, he for some time devoted himself to
simlilar subjects, and peopled his birch-bark with
the loving virgins and gigantic heroes of the
ballads.

The summer fled, like a delightful dream,
from which you wake just in the moment when
it is dearest to you, and you vainly grasp after
it in it« flight.

Before long Gnnnar sat again in his old place
on the floor at the fireside, in the long dark win-
ter nights, giving life and shape toold Gunhild’s
never-ending storles and his own recollections
from the summer, Rhyme-Ola was agajn
roaming about from one end of the valley 10
another, as had always been his custom; he
never had any scruples in accepting people’s
hospitality, as he always gave full return gy,
what he Trecelved, and he well knew Ythat pis
songs and tales made him everywhere welcome,
The next summer they again Watched the
Rimul cattle; and white the one sung the gther
drew, and they were happy in each other; for
Gunnar's sympatky warmed his friend’s lonely
heart, and Rhyme-Ola’s song continued to Gup.
nar an ever-lowing source of lospiration,

Now and then the widow of Rimul woylg
enme up to the saeter to ses how the maids apg
the cattle were doing; and Ragnhiid, hop

‘Innds and the saeter-life, always followed her
on such oreasions, It was the commonopinjop
i in tue valley that Ingeborg Rimul still earrieq

Thus'

daughter, Who had a great HKing for the high.’

her head rather high, and there were those who
prophesled -that. the time would surely come
when she would learn to stoop. For the stiffest
neck 13 the surest to be bent, sald they; and if it
does not bend, it will break. . !

Ragnhild seemed to have mare of her father's
dizposition, bad a smile and a kind word for
everybody, She was never allowed to go out
among other people, and shae seldom saw child-
ren of herown age, Har cousin Gudrun Henjum
was her only companion; for she was of the
family. Gudrun had not seen twelve winters
before Ingeborg Rimul aske:d her brother, Atle
Henjum, 1I she might not just as well make
Rimul her home altogethar, Atle thought she
might; for Gudrun and Ragnhild were very
fond of each other, Taus it happened that,
whetever the one came, there came the other
also; and when they rode to the saeter, they
would sit In two baskets, one on each side of the
horse.

Brita had of course told the widow about
Guanar’s picture, and once, when Ingeborg was
at the sueter, she asked him to show it to her.,

S8he was much pleased with the likeness,
praised the artist, and offered to buy the draw-
Ing; but Gunnar refused tosell it. A few weeks
afterwards, however, when Ragnhild expressed
her admiration for his art, he gave it to her,
Then Ragnhild wished to ses his other produc-
tions; he brought them and explained them to
her and Gudrnn, and they both took great de-
light in listening to  him; for he told them, in
his own simple and glowing language, of all the
strange thoughts, hopes and dreams which had
prompted the ideas to these pictures. Also
Rhyme-Ola’s tales of trolds and fairies did he
draw to them in words and ilnes equally de-
scriptive; and for many weeks to come the
girls talked of nothing, when they were alone,
but Gunnar and his wonderful stories. Before
long they also found themseives looking forward
with eagerness to their saeter visits; and Gun-
nar, who took no less delight in telling than
they did ian listening, could not help counting
Lhe days from one mecting to another.

« I do wish Lars could tell such fine storles ns
Gunnar does,” exclaimed Gudrun one evening,
As they were returning from the saeter.

% 80 do1,” said Ragnhild, « but I rather wish
Gunnar could come to Rimul as often as Lars,
Lars can never talk about anything but horses
and fighting,

Now it was told for certain in the patish, that
Atle Henjum and Ingeborg Rimul had made an
agreement to have their children joined in mar-
riage, when the time ecame, and they were old
enongh to think of such things. For Henjum
and Rimul were only separated by tue river,
and if, a8 the parents had ngreed, both estates
were united under Lars Henjum, Atle's oldest
son, he would be the mightiest man in all that
province, and the power and influence of the

.ra,mlly wotld be sequred for many coming gene-
rations. Who had made Lars acquainted with |

this arrangement {t is difficult to tell; for his
father had never been heard to speak of it, ex-
cept, perhaps, to his sister; but small pots may

have long ears, as the saying is, and when all |-

the parish knew of it, it would have been re-
markable if it had not reached Lars's ears too.
Few people liked Lars, for he took early to brag.
ging, and he often showed that he knew too well
whose son he was,

The next winter Gunnar was again hard at
work on his pictures, and although Henjumhet
was far away from the charch-roead, it soon was
rumored that Thor Henjumhel’s son had taken
to the occupation of-gentlefolks, and wanted to
become a painter. And the good people shook
thelr heads; ¢ for such things,” said they, « are
neither right nor proper for a houseman’s son
to do, as longas he is neither sick nor misshapen,
and his father nas to work for bim as steadily
a8 a plough.horse. But there 13 unrest in the
blood,” added they; « Thor made & poor start
himself, and Guunar, his father, paild dearly
enough for his fully,” On Sunlays, after service,
the parishioners always congregate in the church
yard to greet kinsmen and friends, and discuss
parish news; and it was certain enough that
Gunnar Henjumhei’s name fared ill on such oc-
casious. At list the parish talk reached Guon-
hild’s ear, and she made up her mind to consult
her son about the matter; for she soon found
out that Gunnar himself was very little con.
cerned about it.

“ It is well enough,” said Guuhild, ¢ to turp
up your nose and say you dou’t care. But o
people like us, who have to live by the work
others please to give ug, it is slmply a question
of living or starving.”

Buat Gunnar never listened in that ear.

One night the boy had gone over to Rimul
with some of his latest sketches and composi.

tions, and had probably been inviled to stay to.

supper. In the coltage Thor and his mother
were sitting alone at their meal,

“I wonder where the boy is to-night,” re.
marked Guanhild.

* Most likely at Rimul with those pietures of
hls,” said Thor,

A long pause.

“ A handsome lad he is,” commenced the
granimother.

« Handsome enough; well-bullt frame ; doubt
if there is much inside of {t.” .

“ Bless you, fon! don't talk so unreasonab’y,
A wonderful child he 13 and ever was, and a fiue
man he will make too. I could only wish that
he sometimes would bear in mind that he 1s &
houserman’s son, and heed a little what peop.®
think and say about him.”

A bitter smile pasaed over Thor’s face, but he
made no answer,

“Then I thought, Thor,” econtinued bis
mother, * that Gunnar 13 old enough to be of
some use to you now,”

“ S0 he {s,” L e

* The sayliig is, that his name fares {lj.on ?;:
tongues of the chutch-folk, because he. 8008 oy
father working so hard, without offering to by
him, and sticks so close to that pleturing, Th
will never lead to anything, and moreover
beco;}:es t; houseman’s son.” e

‘ Maybe you are right mother.” i

“SoIam, son; m‘)ﬁ it would be acoarding ‘:
my wish {f you asked the boy to-morrow |0 zg
out with you timber-felling, as would b8 if
and proper for one of his birth.”

The next morning Gunnar wasasked §0 »'O'M'h
his father to the woods. He went, ﬂ““’t‘,‘,‘,g
much agaiust his wish, as he wag just ab ol
time designing a grand_bistorieal pomposiHoy
which he was very anxious to take hold r
Henceforward he went lumbering in the wintéh
and herding the Rimul ecattle in the summef
until he was old enough to prepare for W“N‘::i
atlon;* for every boy and girl In the valley
to be confirmed, and the last six months b® 0
¢)nfirmation they had to €0 to the parsonfst
be instructed by the kind old pastor. §
Henjum also prepared for confirmation th‘:d
same winter, and so it happened that be
Gunnar often met at the parsonage.

(To be continued,)

* Every person in Norway is by law te‘-l“md
to Le baptized and confirmed in the Luthe
Church, Before confirmation the candidate D
to undergo a public examination in Bible histo
and the doctrines of the Chureh,
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